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Introduction by Ann

	 

	Dear Readers,

	Some of you are probably surprised to see a Part Two when you had no idea there was a Part One. The reason many of you didn’t see Part One is that Amazon placed it behind their “Adult” wall. That means it won’t come up through normal searches. Instead, to see it, you either need to go to my homepage or you need to click the link telling Amazon to show you all the excluded results of your search. This is happening more and more these days, so please always be sure to watch for this.

	Anyways, this is the final part of my true story so far. As you know, some time ago, Mrs. Ann Michelle came home and told Mr. Ann Michelle that she was taking over. She had decided that he wasn’t very good at being in charge, and she thought things would run better with her as boss. Mr. Ann Michelle agreed to submit. Perfect, right?! Well, as you’ve seen, things haven’t always run smoothly since that moment, particularly with regard to Mr. Ann Michelle’s feminization. But as we continue, Mrs. Ann Michelle has decided to attack Mr. Ann Michelle’s feminization with a vengeance.

	So how will things end? You’ll have to read to find out, but I can tell you that there are definitely some surprises coming up.

	This book will conclude the series for the time being at least. Enjoy!

	With love,

	Ann :)

	 

	 


Chapter Fourteen: “I’m Taking Control”

	 

	Much about the dinner at the steakhouse became surreal to me. Did my wife really hit on the waiter? Or did I imagine it? I can still see myself on my knees... or was that a dream? I remember cringing as she suggested that I was a cross-dresser, though I can’t remember the exact words she used to suggest it. Well, these things were true and they did happen, just as it was true that I scurried after her, holding her purse. And together, they formed such a powerfully terrifying and exciting memory that just thinking about them would make me need to masturbate.

	It had been quite a night.

	Something was wrong though. I noticed it first as we drove home from the restaurant. My wife was driving because she no longer let me drive when she could avoid it. And as we sped through the darkness toward our side of town, she seemed strangely quiet.

	“Thank you for dinner, Ma’am,” I said, trying to get her to talk. 

	“You’re welcome, Princess.”

	Silence.

	“I had a really good time, Ma’am.”

	“Good. You’ve been a good girl. You deserved a little reward.”

	More silence.

	“Did you enjoy it?” I asked cautiously.

	She paused. “The meal was good,” she said, evading my question.

	I wasn’t sure what to say. What was even the problem? I didn’t know. But then her good mood seemed to return all of a sudden, as if a passing cloud had finally left, and she teased me about the plans she had for me that night. She didn’t speak about the restaurant and specifically avoided mentioning the waiter though. Even my attempts to probe those topics led only to evasions. Something was definitely bothering her.

	Later that night, after we had our fun in the bedroom, I awoke around two in the morning. To my surprise, my wife was already awake. She was staring at the ceiling, lost in thought.

	“Are you awake?” I asked.

	“I can’t sleep,” she said.

	“Why not?”

	“Dinner.”

	“What about dinner?”

	She stared silently at the ceiling for some time. I almost thought she had fallen asleep. Then she spoke. “I wasn’t happy about the dinner. I didn’t like flirting with the waiter. That made me uncomfortable.”

	“All right,” I said cautiously.

	“There are several things I don’t like about our new arrangement.”

	I leaned up on my elbow. This sounded to me like the end. Indeed, I expected her to tell me next that this was all over and we were going back to how things had been before. I felt very sad.

	But when she spoke again, her tone changed. I can’t say if her tone became angry or relieved, or something in between. All I can say for sure is that she sounded like someone who had made up her mind and thereby given herself a tremendous sense of relief or freedom.

	“I’ve tried to do things because I thought you would want them, but that’s not really control,” she said. “You want me to be in charge? Fine. Then I’m taking control. From now on, we’re going to do the things I want to do, and you’re going to live with them.”

	“What does that mean?” I asked nervously.

	“It means from now on, what I want is what matters.”

	She leaned over, kissed me on the cheek, and then rolled over. Apparently, the conversation was over and she was going to sleep. Although, once she had turned away from me and seemed to be in her sleeping position, she said one more thing.

	“I expect my coffee in bed in the morning, Princess.” 

	And that was that.

	 

	 


Chapter Fifteen: “My First Dress”

	 

	It was Sunday morning, the morning after the dinner. I had just stepped into the shower. I ran my hair under the stream of water and rubbed my eyes. When I opened them again, my wife was standing at the shower door holding a razor and a can of shaving cream.

	“I want you to shave your body,” she said.

	“Really?” I asked.

	“Everything from your head down.”

	“Even my—”

	“Yes, even that. Now hurry up.”

	My penis grew hard. Was she finally feminizing me? This was exciting! Still, I thought it best to make sure. I recalled her words from the prior night about taking charge. Those words were clear, but the whole thing seemed almost like a fever dream or words spoken after some nightmare that would fade by morning. Hence, despite her words, I didn’t know if she still intended to continue in the morning. Moreover, she had said that she intended to do things because she wanted to do them rather than doing them to please me, and shaving my body seemed like a strong step to take considering that she always seemed averse to feminization.

	“Listen, honey, do you really want to continue with this?” I asked, offering her the chance to back out or at least back off.

	“Get shaving, Princess,” she said firmly.

	Apparently, we weren’t quitting today. “I—”

	“Hurry up.”

	I took a deep breath. “Yes, Ma’am,” I said and I took the cream and lathered it up in my hands before rubbing it over my chest first.

	“When you’re done, I have more surprises for you,” she said.

	That sounded intriguing! “Yes, Ma’am.”

	I ran the razor down my chest with one smooth motion. I rinsed the razor in the shower stream and watched all my hair race down the drain. A few more strokes and my chest was hairless. It looked remarkably feminine without hair. My nipples appeared to sit atop small mounds that looked like the breasts of a teenage girl. My penis and balls seemed smaller. My legs took on a very feminine shape. Truth be told, this was all a little embarrassing.

	A few minutes later, I was in the bedroom dry and hairless and being checked over by my wife. She circled me like a shark, running her fingers over every part of me to look for stray hairs. She paid particular attention to my balls and penis.

	“It looks so much smaller without the hair,” she said with just a hint of a giggle.

	I blushed. I had noticed the same thing in the shower, but it sounded so much more emasculating coming from my wife’s lips.

	She continued. “I should put you on hormones and shrink the rest away.”

	I shuddered. What a terrifying thought! In my books, yeah, it sounded great. But in real life, I was already insecure about its size. What would it be like going to the gym or the doctor with an even smaller dick? I felt a sense of panic.

	“You wouldn’t really do that!” I blurted out.

	“Wouldn’t I?”

	“But you don’t even like feminizing me,” I objected.

	“Maybe I’ve changed my mind. Maybe all this time watching you totter around so daintily on your high heels, tugging embarrassingly at your panties, and becoming weaker and smaller as you became more submissive and feminine has turned me on. Maybe I want that now.”

	A chill ran down my spine. Was this real? Could she really want that now? Or was she just playing with me? I couldn’t tell, and that scared me.

	“Besides, you want it,” she continued. “You know you do. You write about it all the time.”

	I admitted that I write about it, but I also said, “That doesn’t mean I want it. I write about a lot of things I don’t really want.”

	My wife laughed. “But you do want this.” She ran her fingers up my naked, hairless chest. “So tell me, Princess: should I put you on hormones and shrink away your little penis? Maybe make you grow breasts? I’d bet you’d love that. Imagine... you could have real breasts.”

	“I don’t want real breasts,” I said.

	“I’ll bet you do.” She pinched my nipple. It hurt!

	“Ouch!” I exclaimed through gritted teeth.

	“Think about what it would be like with real breasts. You’d need to wear a bra. You couldn’t hide them from anyone. Everyone would know your embarrassing secret. And I could have such fun with them. I could play with them. I could pierce them. Would you like that, Princess? I’ll bet you would. You could never pretend to be a man again. And best of all, it would be because I gave you breasts.”

	What could I say? Growing breasts had always been a fantasy of mine. It was one of the sexiest fantasies I had. But I don’t think I want them in real life. How would I hide them? Talk about something inescapable! Everyone would know!

	“I think I’m fine without them, Ma’am,” I said.

	My wife chuckled. “I’ll be the judge of that.”

	She then let go of my nipple. I grabbed it and immediately began to rub it to soothe the pain.

	“Is that something you really want?” I asked. “Me having boobs?”

	My wife shrugged her shoulders. “I’m considering it.”

	I started to shake my head. “I don’t—”

	“It’s not up to you anymore,” she said, cutting me off. “You need to understand that. I make the decisions now. You wanted me to take over, so I am. I am in charge now and I can do what I want. You’d better learn fast to submit.”

	“But you’ve never wanted to feminize me,” I protested.

	“I am entitled to change my mind. Besides, what I want is your submission and it sounds like feminizing you is the way to get it.”

	To be clear, her words may seem harsh in written form, but she didn’t pronounce them that way. To the contrary, she spoke in a voice that was determined and oddly enthusiastic. She sounded excited, and her tone reminded me of someone about to begin a great adventure. I didn’t know how to respond to this.

	In any event, she never gave me a chance. Before I could respond, my wife started laying out my clothes for the day. The girls were out of the house today, so I knew today would be a little more wild than normal. This was confirmed when my wife got out some heels I hadn’t seen before.

	“Put these on,” said my wife.

	“New shoes?” I asked cautiously.

	“I saw these in the store and they just happened to be in your size, so I couldn’t resist.” She held up the shoes for me to see. They were gorgeous! 

	They were shiny black with a classic spike heel, which stood just over five inches in total. The shoes had a half-inch platform, and were sandals with a wide open toe. There were three leather straps over the toes which led into a rounded crisscross over the top of the foot, and a strap around the ankle. 

	The back of the shoe was open. They were very sexy and very classy.

	“They’re beautiful, Ma’am.”

	“I thought so too,” said my wife. “And now they’re yours. You will wear them to do your duties unless I tell you to wear something else. Put them on.”

	I really wanted to wear those shoes, but I still worried about my wife’s aggressive assertion that she was taking charge, so I considered putting my foot down right now before things got out of control. But honestly, the heels were gorgeous and my wife’s push at feminizing me had turned me on so much that I just didn’t want to stop. So I took the heels and I sat down on the edge of the bed. I slipped my feet in past the straps and then pulled the first ankle strap tightly. I closed the ankle strap and buckled it, before repeating this with the other shoe. I felt so alive slipping into those shoes.

	“Stand up. Let me see you walk,” said my wife.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	I stood up, trying not to giggle. They looked fantastic! I walked across the room. They fit perfectly and they provided a surprising amount of balance and support given the height of the heel. I felt like I was dreaming.

	“I love these, Ma’am. Thank you!”

	My wife snickered. “Don’t thank me yet, Princess. You’ll be wearing them from now on to do your chores. We’ll see how you feel about them after a long day of cleaning.” She then handed me a black bundle of cloth. “Put this on too.”

	I unwrapped the cloth to discover a short, black halter dress. It was gorgeous. I immediately pulled it over my head and down onto my body. It looked amazing! The dress had a tight collar, like a choker, and a triangular front. If I’d had breasts, there would have been plenty of side-boob, but there wasn’t. The dress had a high, narrow belt and a loose pleated hem. It hung to the middle of my thighs, where it danced when I moved my legs.

	“I see you like it,” she said, pointing to my erection, which tented it up.

	“Yes, Ma’am.” I spun around and looked at myself in the mirror. “I love it!”

	“Good. Now take it off.”

	“Take it off?” I repeated unhappily.

	“Yes, take it off. You need to put on some other things first.”

	I made a sad face, but then slipped the dress back over my head. I was having such an amazing moment that I was willing to trust her completely. “What am I wearing?”

	“For starters, here are your panties.” My wife handed me some black lace panties, which I slipped on. They hugged my hips nicely, but did little to contain my erection. Then she held up what I immediately recognized as a corset.

	“A corset?” I asked.

	“Yes.”

	“I’ve never worn one before.”

	“From now on, you’ll wear one more often than you won’t. I want to train your figure to be more feminine,” she said.

	I knew she wore corsets to do that. What I didn’t know was if it really worked. Could a corset really reshape my body to be more feminine? I had heard both that it could and that it could not. “Does that really work?”

	“It does. Now turn around.”

	I tried to imagine myself with a more feminine body as I turned and raised my arms as ordered. She slipped the corset in place. She then pulled it closed and started to pull the laces. They were behind me where I couldn’t reach them, so I would clearly need her help to remove the corset. As she pulled it tight, I noticed that parts of the corset were rigid and parts weren’t; this wasn’t just lingerie that looked like a corset, it was a genuine corset.

	“This is going to be tight,” she said.

	I knew that. So I took a deep breath and I waited. A moment later, she began to tug on the corset. It drew closed and kept going. Soon it was really tight. But she didn’t stop there. She kept pulling until she couldn’t pull anymore. Then she placed her knee into the small of my back and she yanked even harder. She had drawn it so tightly that it actually became a little difficult to breathe.

	“There,” she said as she tied it off.

	“That’s really tight,” I said.

	“You’ll get used to it.”

	I didn’t. I wore that thing every day thereafter for hours each day. Sometimes, I wore it all day and all night, depending on whether my wife wanted to let me take it off. No matter how long I wore it though, it was still tight and it still restricted my range of motion. It was like being in bondage all the time, which of course, was my wife’s point. By making me wear that thing, she limited my motions and reduced my strength, kept me insecure that someone would see it, slowly reshaped my body to be more feminine, and gave me a constant reminder of who was in charge.

	She had put my body into a prison.

	Anyways, my wife soon had me out in the living room wearing the new high-heeled black sandals, the corset, and the halter dress. Of course, I also wore the black lace panties, the toe ring, and the nipple clamp with the bell.

	“Get started on your chores,” said my wife.

	 

	 

	 


Chapter Sixteen: “My First Purse”

	 

	For the next hour, I did my normal chores as my wife sat on the couch. She wore a yellow top, white capri pants and tan wedges, though her wedges sat on the floor as her feet were tucked up beneath her.

	“Where is your phone?” asked me wife when she finished with her magazine.

	“It’s on the shelf next to my wallet,” I said.

	“You should have it on you at all times.”

	“I don’t have a pocket in this dress, Ma’am.”

	“That’s no excuse.”

	I looked down at my halter dress. I had no idea where I would put a phone in this dress.

	“Very few dresses have pockets. Do you know what women do because of that?” asked my wife.

	“No, Ma’am.”

	“They carry purses.”

	My wife rose to her feet and walked over to the front hallway closet. I heard her rummaging around in the closet before she returned carrying a brown and tan purse with a large brass “C” on it. The purse was shaped like a smallish tote and had a brass latch on the top. Its handle consisted of two brown leather straps just large enough to slip the purse over a forearm, but not large enough to slip it over a shoulder or neck.

	“Voila! A purse,” said my wife as she returned to me. “Go get your phone and wallet.”

	I was beginning to feel nervous about this, but I did as I was told. When I returned to her, she opened the tote and made me set my phone and wallet inside. She also added a lipstick.

	“There you go,” she said happily. “Now you have a purse you can carry around like a good girl, and you’ll never be far from your phone or your wallet or your lipstick. We’ll add more makeup and some hair care products as we add those to your daily routine—”

	“You want me to carry around a purse?!” I was shocked.

	“Yes.”

	“Where?”

	“Whenever you’re alone around the house you will carry it. I might also make you carry it outside the house depending on where you’re going and how good you’ve been. Consider that a little incentive to be a good girl.”

	I shook my head. “Please don’t let anyone see me carry this,” I said.

	She smiled. “I won’t, so long as you’re good.”

	She held out the purse for me to take it. My hands remained frozen far away, however. Women’s purses were like poison to most men... radioactive, poison monsters that bite off balls and swallow them if the man gets too close. To me, they had always been a terrifying symbol of the difference between me and the women I dated. Women carried these things so casually, so indifferently. Yet, to me, they were expressions of the limits I could go to be me. I could not touch a purse without ridicule. Even when I was just being nice and holding a girlfriend’s purse as she tried on clothes or something, I found myself feeling vulnerable to exposure and then often was paid back for my kindness with an emasculating parting shot. 

	Consequently, they terrified me.

	“Take it,” said my wife.

	“I, uh—”

	“Now, sissy!”

	I gritted my teeth and took the purse. It was heavy in my hands.

	“See, it’s not so bad to hold a purse. Your dick didn’t even fall off,” said my wife, repeating a line several prior girlfriends had said in the past. 

	Is it any wonder I felt insecure in my manhood?

	I shuddered.

	“Oh wait,” she said. “I forgot something.”

	“What?”

	She motioned me over to her and told me to open the purse. I did. Then she reached down to the floor and picked up one of her wedges. She dropped it into my open purse; I felt its weight pull the purse downward as it crashed inside and the purse became heavier.

	“You should always carry something I can use to spank you,” said my wife.

	“You want me to carry your shoe around?”

	“No. I want you to carry your purse around. My shoe will be inside it in case I need to spank you.”

	“And how am I going to carry your purse around?”

	“Like every other woman,” said my wife. She then took the purse and slipped it up her arm to her elbow, where she let it hang. “This is how you will carry it whether you are just sitting around writing or doing your chores.”

	I turned bright red. Was I really expected to carry a purse around? Why was my wife so intent on making my chores that much harder? They were hard enough in a dress, heels and a corset. Adding a purse now – a heavy purse at that – just added insult to injury. Still, I could say nothing. I could only hope this was a passing thing and that she would bore of it quickly.

	She didn’t.

	—o—

	Indeed, in case I had any doubt my wife was serious about making me carry the purse, she disabused me of that notion three days later. I had been working hard to clean the floors and it was just too difficult to carry the purse and use the mop at the same time. So I set the purse down so I could give the floor a good scrub. As I worked, I heard the garage door open. Naturally, I raced to the garage. Unfortunately, I forgot to pick the purse back up.

	“Hello, Ma’am,” I said as I held out my hand to take her purse.

	My wife looked me up and down. I wore my black dress and spike heeled black sandals – I still wasn’t used to the idea of potentially being seen like this in the garage so I was both nervous and incredibly horny all at once.

	“Where is your purse?” asked my wife.

	I bit my tongue. I had forgotten. “I am so sorry, Ma’am. I set it down and I forgot to pick it back up!”

	My wife said nothing, which was always a little more ominous than when she made some snide comment. She held out her purse for me to take. I took it. She still said nothing. She handed me her gym bag next. Then she slipped out of the car and walked inside, leaving the car door for me to close as always. I closed it and followed her inside.

	Click! Click! Click!Click! Click!Click! Click!

	Our heels made that wonderful sound as my wife crossed the garage and then the kitchen. She stopped at the island in our kitchen. A stern look appeared upon her face. I knew I was in trouble.

	“Go get your purse,” she said.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said and I tottered off as quickly as I could to the front hall, where I had set it down to mop. I grabbed it, stuck it on my arm as required, and returned to my wife. I felt deeply emasculated racing back to her dressed like this, holding the purse, knowing she intended to punish me.

	My wife took my purse.

	“Take off your panties and raise your dress,” she said.

	As I did as she told me, she opened my purse and pulled out her wedge. I knew in that instance exactly what was coming. Ironically, my penis grew hard at the prospect and I found myself standing there in the dress and heels and the corset with my erection sticking out straight before me like a pole.

	“Place your erection flat against the island,” she said.

	A shudder came over me. What was she thinking? I wanted to ask her why she wanted this, but I knew better. She intended to punish me for my failure and my best plan was to do whatever she said and say nothing, even as this worried me. So I stepped up to the island and I tried to stick my erection on top of it. I was a tad too short, however, even in the heels. 

	My wife saw this.

	“Stand on tiptoe,” she said.

	“But—”

	She shot me a look that told me not to mess with her, so I stopped talking. Instead, I lifted myself further on my toes – which wasn’t easy as the heels had already stretched my toes to what I thought was their limit. I gained about another inch... maybe an inch and a half. It was enough. My erection rose just above the island and lay flat on its surface. My balls hung over the side of the island.

	“Hold still,” said my wife.

	I tensed up. Then I saw her raise her wedge to about the height of her shoulders before firing away. Whoooosh! Thud-Crack! The sole of the shoe came crashing down on my shaft and island top.

	That hurt... a lot. It didn’t hurt quite as much as the strikes to my rear, for which my wife used full force, but it was enough to send quite a message.

	“I told you to carry your purse!” growled my wife.

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack!

	Ouch! That hurt!

	“And already you’ve forgotten? Or are you disobeying me?” she asked.

	“No, Ma’am! It was a mistake. I set it down to do the mopping and I just forgot to pick it up!”

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack!

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” I said, “I forgot—” 

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack!

	“—I didn’t disobey.”

	“Who said you could set it down in the first place?” Hmm. That was a problem.

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack!

	Ouch!

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am. I didn’t mean to disobey.”

	“Is that so?” asked my wife. “So you’re telling me you’re stupid, not disobedient? Is that it?”

	I bit my tongue. I didn’t want to answer that. She didn’t give me a choice though.

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack!

	I winced and then nodded my head. “Then say it. Tell me that you’re stupid.” 

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack!

	This one hurt as well, but it also oddly tickled. Indeed, when this blow struck, I felt my penis begin to tingle. My wife added to this by letting her shoe linger on my penis. She even moved it about slightly as if she were stroking me, but only slightly. The effect seemed to turn me on. “Tell me,” she repeated. “Tell me that you’re stupid.” 

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack! Wiggle wiggle.

	I took a deep breath. “I’m stupid, Ma’am.”

	“Tell me you’re a stupid little girl.”

	“I’m a stupid little girl.”

	She laughed, which made me feel small. “Yes, you are. Who’s smarter? You or me?” As she asked, she poked me in the chest with the shoe before she placed it on my dick and rubbed my dick into the counter top like a woman might put out a cigarette.

	I hesitated. This was hard to say.

	“You’re taking a long time answering for someone who is letting his wife beat his dick with her shoe.”

	I blushed. That was a great point. “I’m sorry, Ma’am. You are.”

	“I am what?”

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack! Wiggle wiggle.

	“You’re smarter.”

	My wife chuckled. “Say it again, Princess.”

	“You’re smarter, Ma’am.”

	“I like the sound of that. I think that each day from now on, when you tell me how superior I am, you will list something dumb you have done in your life. I want to know them all.” Ugh.

	Whoooosh! Thud-Crack! Wiggle wiggle.

	Suddenly something very embarrassing happened. As my wife wiggled her shoe along my shaft, the tingling reached a sort of crescendo which caused my penis to shoot cum all over the counter. My wife had made me cum by spanking my dick. This was humiliating!

	“You bad girl!” she laughed.

	I turned bright red.

	“Now we need to clean the counter.”

	“I’ll get some paper towels,” I said.

	“Who said anything about paper towels?”

	“But to clean it—”

	“No, Princess. I have a better idea. Just like you love to lick your cum off my feet, I think you should lick it off the counter. And while you do that, I realized that I forgot to give you the punishment I promised the other night,” said my wife.

	“What punishment?”

	“I promised you one spanking per dollar you spent without permission... on your balls. But then we had to go to dinner and I forgot to give it to you. So I think I’ll do that now,” she said casually.

	I didn’t like the sound of this at all. Not only did I suspect this would hurt a lot more than just a regular spanking, but wasn’t this dangerous? Couldn’t she damage my balls by smacking them? I still wanted to have children. This did not sound like a good idea to me.

	“Couldn’t we just let it pass?” I asked cautiously.

	My wife let out a loud laugh. “Hardly. We need to retrain you so you can’t disobey me, and learning that you can’t just spend my money without permission is part of that. Now spread your legs nice and wide.”

	I reluctantly did as she commanded and spread my legs. She then pulled my balls free to make sure they hung freely between my legs. I could feel the cool breeze wrapping around them.

	“As I give you your punishment, I want you to lick the counter clean.”

	I took a deep breath and tensed all my muscles.

	My wife slipped her hand a few inches behind my balls and flicked her wrist.

	Slap!

	She struck my balls with her fingers. It hurt! Even worse, it sent a jolt of terror racing through me that she might damage something down there. In truth, the chances were almost zero, but I didn’t know that at the time. She did. She had looked it up, but I hadn’t.

	“Be careful! You might damage something!” I exclaimed

	“I doubt it,” she said. Then she grabbed my testicles once more. 

	“Besides, these are of no use to you.”

	I gritted my teeth. I really did want more kids. “Please be careful!”

	“If you’re worried about it, then maybe you better be a good girl and not give me reason to punish you. Don’t spend my money without permission! Now, lick the counter clean, Princess.”

	“Yes, Ma’am! I’m sorry.”

	I placed my tongue against the counter and started licking. I felt completely emasculated. Meanwhile, my wife let go of my balls, pulled her wrist back, and fired away again:

	Slap!

	Slap!

	Slap!

	All the way to ten. Each one stung a lot. I did not want to experience that again, but at least, I thought, she hadn’t used the shoe. Hopefully, she wasn’t saving that for the future.

	 

	 


Chapter Seventeen: “The Album”

	 

	I’ve mentioned before that my wife took control over my cell phone, adding a password and a tracking program and the such. At the same time, she searched my phone because she was curious what I was saying to other people and what I was doing. I didn’t object because I had surrendered my privacy when I agreed to submit. She never said anything at the time, so I assumed she found nothing of interest. Apparently, she had though.

	“Guess what we’re doing today?” said my wife. It was early evening. She sat on the couch as I rubbed lotion on her feet, something I did every night now, even when the girls were home. They weren’t home tonight, so I wore the black dress and spike-heeled sandals.

	“What?” I asked.

	“When you’re done, we’re going upstairs and changing. Then we’re going to recreate some of the images I found on your phone.”

	I swallowed hard. “Images?”

	“You know the ones I mean.”

	I did indeed. With my wife barely involved in my sex life, I turned to the internet to find images of female domination and other things that interested me, such as cross-dressing. Clearly, my wife had found those images.

	“What do you mean recreate?” I asked, though I knew the answer.

	“Don’t play stupid, Princess. You’re going to pose just like the person in the image and I’m going to take your picture. I’m thinking of building a photo album of your journey from pretend man to sissy slave girl.”

	I felt a chill race down my spine. An album? My initial reaction was terror. What if she showed it to other people? What if the girls found it? 

	What if she lost it? There was no way to explain that!

	“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” I asked.

	She shrugged her shoulders.

	“Maybe we shouldn’t do it then,” I said.

	“That’s up to me to decide.”

	“But what if someone sees them?”

	“They’ll stay on my phone, nice and safe,” said my wife.

	“But someone could steal your phone!”

	“Correct me if I’m wrong, but identical images are on your phone at this very moment and yet you don’t seem worried about anyone stealing it. You didn’t even have a password on your phone.”

	“But I’m not in those,” I said.

	“Enough. We’re going to do it,” said my wife.

	“I’d really rather not do that—”

	“Maybe you should have thought about that before you gave me all this power over you, honey.”

	I bit my tongue. Her point was clear. She wanted to have these images, she was going to get them, and there was nothing I could do about it. So I better get used to the idea. That was hard because this whole thing scared me. I would have no control over who she might show these to. It felt like walking into a trap voluntarily. Yet, I will admit that the whole thing excited me too. Strangely, it was the idea that she could now blackmail me into doing anything she wanted that turned me on the most.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

	We moved to the bedroom. My wife made me strip down to just my corset, a garter belt, stockings and the black high-heeled sandals. I wore no panties and my penis and testicles hung freely out in the open for all to see.

	“What do you want me to put on first?” I asked nervously.

	“What you’re wearing is fine.”

	I looked down at my corset and stockings and my exposed penis and I really wondered what kind of photo this would be. “Ok,” I said cautiously. 

	“What do you want me to do?”

	“Get down on all fours on the floor.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	I did as she commanded. I got down on my hands and knees. My feet, in their heels, trailed out behind me. When I was down, my wife crouched down next to my rear. I felt her take my balls in her hand and pull them back between my legs. She tied something around them, which turned out to be a leather dog collar. She tightened it to the point of discomfort, which prevented it from slipping off. Then she attached a leash to the collar and she stood back up to examine her work. She wore wedges and denim capri pants. She laughed.

	“What’s so funny?” I asked. 

	“All of this.”

	I blushed.

	She continued: “You used to act like such a man’s man and here you are now at my feet wearing high heels and a leash with a dog collar around your balls.  I would say how the mighty have fallen, but I don’t think you could ever have been mighty to have fallen this far. I thought you were once... but now I know better, Princess.”

	I felt deeply ashamed. “I’m not— it’s not— look, can we get on with it?”

	She shook her head at her own thoughts; she ignored my words. “You know, I never would have imagined this back then, even with you telling me about your submissive fantasies. But now I can’t see you any other way.”

	This was hard to hear.

	“Oh well,” continued my wife with a giggle. “I’ve lost a husband, but I’ve gained a maid. Let’s make some magic!”

	She raised the phone and started snapping away. She took close-ups of my balls and my face. She took pictures of the leash pulling my balls out as far as possible and pictures with her foot poking my shaft or holding up my balls. She took pictures of me licking her shoe. She took pictures of her shoe on my back. It was quite the collection by the time she finished, and this was just the first of many sessions.

	—o—

	Later that night, I lay in bed wondering if this really was the right path. I had been sent to bed early because my wife didn’t want to deal with me at the moment – she said I was “mopey” and she and the girls wanted to play a game in the living room, so she sent me to bed and told me to sleep. Naturally, I couldn’t sleep because my mind was focused on all that had happened.

	My wife had blackmailed me. That was dangerous.

	I had given up a scary amount of control.

	Now my wife was truly feminizing me.

	Admittedly, this turned me on – a lot – but could I really allow this? What if she did something that couldn’t be hidden or couldn’t be reversed? Was I ready for that? I was getting cold feet. Yet, just as I was losing my nerve, my wife seemed intent on going full speed ahead.

	“So what do I do now?” I asked myself.

	I debated walking out to the living room and putting an end to this. I could go back to being a normal man and, hopefully, she would forget all about this. She wanted to be submissive, fine. I could do that. Alternatively, I debated doing nothing. Maybe she wouldn’t go as far as I feared. Could I rely on that? No, I told myself, I needed to do something.

	“I’m going to talk to her when she comes to bed,” I said.

	I lay there and waited. My wife came to bed two hours later. I sat up when she turned on her light.

	“We need to talk,” I said.

	She started unbuttoning her blouse. “You’re supposed to be asleep.”

	“I couldn’t sleep. I’m starting to think this is a mistake.”

	“What is?”

	“All of this. The way we remade our relationship. I’m not sure it’s good for us. I think we need to reconsider it,” I said. There, I had said it. It felt like a load off my chest.

	My wife pulled off her blouse and slipped out of her shoes. “Why is that?”

	“What you said, about you not seeing me as a man anymore.”

	“That?”

	“It got me thinking that we may be hurting our relationship.”

	My wife snickered, which sent a chill racing down my spine. “Going back isn’t going to change that, Princess.” Her calling me “Princess” in that moment made me feel weak. “It’s too late to un-ring that bell. You’ll never be a man to me again. As I said, I lost a husband, but I’ve gained a maid... and I’ve gained a Princess. And since I know you want to be feminized, we’ll attack that with a vengeance starting in the morning.”

	“But I don’t want to be feminized.”

	My wife let out a cynical laugh. “We’ve been over this.”

	“But I really don’t.”

	“You do. Besides, what you want doesn’t matter anymore!”

	“But I’m your husband. It does matter.”

	“No, it really doesn’t. I’m in charge now, just like you wanted it. So we’re going to do this the way I want it, and I want you feminized, Princess. You’ve gone on and on about me feminizing you, well, I’ve decided I want to give that to you. End of story.”

	I wanted to say something, but I didn’t know what. She held all the cards and I had given them to her. I was completely at her mercy.

	My wife dropped her blouse to the floor and stepped out of her slacks, leaving those on the floor as well. Then she walked around the bed to my side. She put her hand on my chin, raising my face.

	“I love you, Princess,” she said. Then she kissed me before adding, “put away my clothes.”

	Without another word, my wife walked off to the bathroom. I considered everything for a moment and then got out of bed and put away her clothes. I returned to my bed and fell asleep right after that. I had troubled dreams.

	—o—

	As promised, my wife wasted no time attacking my feminization with a vengeance the following morning. When I got out of the shower, she immediately greeted me with a vial of nail polish. It was clear polish, but still noticeable as compared to unmanicured nails. I was to wear this on my fingernails and toenails from now on. The girls noticed right away.

	“Are you painting your fingernails?” asked the youngest.

	“No. Of course not!” I said nervously.

	“They’re shiny.”

	“It’s just an illusion.”

	“No, it’s not. They’re shiny.”

	“I put some stuff on them to strengthen them. They’ve been cracking,” I lied.

	My youngest looked at my nails. Then she looked at me. Then she looked at my nails again. A suspicious look hung on her face the entire time. I could tell she didn’t believe me, but she wasn’t going to say so directly. I felt like a fool. This would get worse as grocery store clerks and other people began to give me strange looks and I saw their eyes linger on my nails.

	The nails were just the first part of this new push by my wife, too. She produced several new dresses and several pairs of high heels from some bags she had hidden in the closet. Each heel seemed higher than the last, each dress a little more feminine. She gave me makeup too, though she didn’t have me apply it that morning.

	Then came the biggie.

	“These are for you,” she said and she handed me a jeweler’s box. Last time she handed me a box like this, I thought it was earrings, but it turned out to be a toe ring. This time, it was earrings. The box contained two sets of earrings. The first were small silver studs. The second were pearls. Both sets were for pierced ears.

	“These require pierced ears,” I said with a hint of shock in my voice.

	“Yes, they do,” replied my wife calmly.

	“But my ears aren’t pierced.”

	My wife held up a needle and a piece of cork to stabilize the earlobe. “That’s easily fixed.”

	I immediately shook my head. “Everyone will notice these!” I complained.

	“First of all, lots of men wear earrings. Secondly, I’m going to let you take the studs out when other people are around or we go out... at least for now—”

	“There’s still holes!”

	“Would you rather I made you wear the earrings all the time?”

	I bit my tongue. “No, Ma’am.”

	“Then be happy, Princess, because you don’t really have any choice in this. And you better get yourself ready to wear earrings all the time in the near future and for them to become increasingly feminine because that’s coming.”

	I shuddered at that. “I’m not sure I can do that!”

	“It’s funny that you think you have a choice,” said my wife. She then grabbed my ear, placed the cork behind the lobe and drove the needle through the lobe into the cork as I stood there frozen. My ear had been pierced. A moment later, she did the other ear. I didn’t resist. I don’t know why, but I didn’t. Then she slipped the studs into my ears.

	My ears were pierced.

	“Now come with me,” said my wife.

	I meekly followed my wife to the bedroom closet. She opened my half and handed me a black garbage bag.

	“Hold this,” she said.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	As I held open the bag, my wife threw half my male clothes into the bag. She said that I was “done” with those and they would be replaced with feminine clothes when she got around to it. When she was done decimating my wardrobe, she made me throw away the bag myself. Then we returned to the kitchen for her final surprise of the morning.

	“Give me your wedding ring,” said my wife.

	“Why do you want my ring?” I asked cautiously.

	“Because I do.”

	“What are you going to do with it?”

	“That’s up to me to decide,” said my wife.

	“But it’s my ring.”

	“No, it’s my ring. You own nothing anymore. It all belongs to me. ‘Your’ clothes, ‘your’ car, ‘your’ dick are all mine now. That includes the ring. What happens to you now is up to me. You gave up your right to have a voice in this decision a long time ago. So give me my ring as ordered.”

	“Can I at least know what you’re planning?”

	“If and when I choose to tell you.”

	Wow! She was really taking being in charge to a new level. I licked my lips nervously and removed my ring. I handed it to her.

	“There are going to be some changes around here. You better prepare yourself, Princess. You’re not a man anymore, not in my eyes. Now go to the bedroom and masturbate with my wedge. Think about your lost manhood. Come to terms with it. When you’re done, come to me with the shoe. I want to watch you lick your cum out of it.” Her tone was calm but firm.

	I was stunned. She was so commanding and so ruthless it was almost frightening. It was super exciting too, but it was very scary if this change was real. How far would she take things? What would happen to me?

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said cautiously.

	“Good girl.”

	I felt my face blush with shame at being called “girl.” I then started for the door. I stopped when I reached it, however. Something was bothering me. I needed to ask. “Ma’am, I have a question.”

	“What is it?”

	“If I’m not a man anymore... if I’m not your man... are you... I mean?”

	“I don’t know yet. But if I do choose to find a lover, it will be up to me and you will accept it.” Again her tone was calm. There was no malice and no sense that she was eager about this. “Now go masturbate, Princess.” I did as I was told.

	—o—

	Two days later, I got my ring back. My wife walked into the kitchen as I was on my hands and knees scrubbing the floor. I had to do this once a week because our tile floor collected dirt no matter how well you mopped. My wife wore black open-toed pumps and black slacks. She walked right up to me. In fact, she walked so close to me that she practically put her feet in my face. I had the sense this was her mocking me, though she said nothing specific.

	“Here’s your ring back,” she said. She handed down the ring and I reached up and took it. “You will wear it all the time from now on. I don’t want you taking it off unless I give you specific permission to do that.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

	“Take a look at it.”

	I sat up on my knees and took a look at the ring. It looked the same to me at first glance. It was the same shape, size and color. It had been cleaned and was a little shinier, but that was the only change I saw.

	“Why did she take it? Just to have it cleaned?” I wondered.

	I placed the ring between two fingers, ready to slip it onto my hand. That’s when I noticed the writing. My wife had had something engraved on the inside of the ring. I held it up so I could read it:

	For my Princess

	I winced. Had she really engraved that on my ring? What happened if I ever took it off and someone noticed? How would I explain an inscription that clearly made me my wife’s “Princess”? That would be... that would be so humiliating.

	My wife saw the shock on my face and snickered. Then she crouched down and kissed me on the lips. “Now you can walk around proudly with our little secret on the inside of your ring. I’ll bet that keeps you hard.” As she said this, she reached between my legs and squeezed my erection.

	Of course I was erect.

	I mean, if I’m being honest, this was exactly the sort of thing I wanted her to do to me because it turned me on. It just scared me now that she was really doing it. That didn’t make it any less exciting though. In fact, it was super exciting and I felt like I was truly living a fantasy for the most part. It just worried me that I had lost control over that fantasy and now my wife suddenly seemed to want to go much further than I ever expected. What’s more, between this and the pierced ears and the glossed nails and the culling of my wardrobe, it was going to become increasingly difficult to hide this from people. I seemed to be getting in much deeper than I ever expected. That was both exhilarating and frightening.

	 

	 


Chapter Eighteen: “Tightening Her Grip”

	 

	My worries continued to grow. Each day, it seemed, my wife was making it harder and harder for me to return things to normal if I decided that’s what I wanted. I still felt like I could return things to normal at this point, but I was becoming less sure all the time. With this worry on my mind, I decided to take an inventory of sorts to determine what I faced if I had to fight my wife to go back to being a man. The list wasn’t promising:

	No money

	No credit cards, no access to accounts

	No male underwear, limited male clothing

	No male shoes, except girly sandals

	Pierced ears

	Painted nails with no polish remover

	‘Other issues’

	On the shoes, she didn’t actually throw out my male shoes. To the contrary, she said I might still need them at some point since my feminization was meant to remain secret and they were rather expensive, so she stuck them in a box and locked it. She did the same with the nail polish remover. That way I couldn’t remove the polish without permission. The underwear wasn’t a problem because no one would see it, but I didn’t have any pants that didn’t raise suspicions.

	Where I wrote, “Other issues,” I was thinking of all the little changes I was noticing... all the little things where submission or feminization were becoming “natural” for me. The latest one of these was that I kept thinking the phrase “Yes, Ma’am” whenever I was given instructions, even when I was just thinking to myself about what I needed to do next. “I should fold the laundry next,” I would think, for example. Then my brain would respond, “Yes, Ma’am.” Even a couple times with the kids, they would ask me to do something and I had to catch myself before I responded “Yes, Ma’am.” Clearly, responding submissively was becoming a reflex action for me, and that was a little worrisome.

	You know, the funny thing is that I write about this all the time in my books, how doing something repeatedly for any length of time can convert it into a habit, and here it was happening to me in real life. I thought that was rather ironic.

	Even beyond that, though, I was noticing quite a few feminine mannerisms that were becoming the norm for me. I had become comfortable wearing the low-heeled sandals and I seemed to anticipate their traits when I walked or drove. It was actually odd one day wearing tennis shoes when I drove; they felt clunky and awkward on the pedals. I noticed that I moved more gingerly so as not to snap a garter or yank a bra strap, even when I didn’t wear them. I became careful not to smear my lipstick, even when I didn’t wear it. I was always wary that someone might see my pantylines or that I had forgotten to take off my earrings. None of these things were debilitating, as they typically appear in my books, but they gave me a certain sense of insecurity and a constant reminder of my feminization. They also made my wife laugh whenever she caught me checking my earlobes for forgotten earrings or heard me complain about some item of male clothing being too heavy or too cumbersome.

	The biggest issue though was clearly the money issue. I couldn’t buy new clothes. Pure and simple. I couldn’t pay to have anything undone. I couldn’t leave as I had no money to go anywhere. I couldn’t even buy gas. That means my wife truly had me by the balls. Not that I wanted to leave my wife, mind you, but it placed an obvious limitation on my ability to fight back against anything I didn’t like. Indeed, if push came to shove, all my wife needed to do was threaten to throw me out of the house and I would need to give up at that point for sure, if not earlier.

	Of course, she had lesser threats that were just as effective too. She had the power to blackmail me, for example. And she could withhold the things I wanted. And even without resorting to those things, just knowing she had these powers meant I would eventually give in. All told, I was literally quite helpless against her.

	But then, the other problem was that I still wasn’t sure I wanted to give this up. My wife’s words had worried me, but her actions... well... they had inspired me. Seriously. As crazy as it sounds, I was beyond turned on by the power she had over me to such a degree that I was willing to overlook all the dangers. Indeed, the more dangerous this became, the more exciting it became and the stupider I became. I was like an addict craving subjugation, and unfortunately (or fortunately, I guess), she wasn’t done putting her boot heel on my soul.

	—o—

	I heard the garage door. That meant I needed to go greet my wife. By this point, it was a given that I was to wear heels into the garage. My wife let me change out of dresses and she let me cover up panties, but wearing heels had become a requirement. They had been a requirement now for at least two weeks, maybe three, but I still wasn’t used to this. It terrified me that it was only a matter of time before one of the neighbours across the street looked out their window into our garage at the right moment or someone else came walking past and then saw me in the heels. Then what? Then I would become the neighbourhood laughingstock.

	“Do you know what I saw in Mr. Ann Michelle’s garage the other day?”

	“No, what?”

	“You’re never going to believe this!” Ug.

	Either way, I needed to hurry. I pulled off my light blue skater dress, leaving me in the black corset, light blue panties, a light blue garter belt, tan stockings and black high-heeled sandals. I slipped a mint-coloured teeshirt over my chest and pulled my black walking shorts up my legs. My tan stockings showed all along my legs beneath the shorts and obviously the heels showed on my feet, but the rest of me at least looked passably male from a distance.

	I raced to the garage, arriving just as my wife turned off the engine. She smirked at my outfit, making me feel small, and started gathering her things. Meanwhile, I tottered down the stairs and to her car. My heels echoed loudly as I descended the stairs and then off the concrete – though they sounded duller on the concrete. I glanced nervously out the garage door as I went. When I reached the car, I opened the door and greeted her.

	“Welcome home, Ma’am,” I said.

	“Thank you, Princess. Have I mentioned that you look so cute scurrying down the stairs in those heels?” I blushed.

	“I actually like you in heels. Do you know why?” she asked.

	I ran my tongue over my lips and glanced toward the neighbours once more. I did not want to have this conversation here and now, but it wasn’t up to me. That decision belonged to my wife now and all I could do was hope that this ended quickly and I could get inside before I was spotted. Unfortunately, she seemed to be in no hurry to get out of her car and move inside.

	“No, Ma’am. Why?” I asked.

	“Because you totter. You don’t walk. You aren’t graceful. You walk like you’re going to fall down. You walk like a woman whose heels are too high for her. You are painfully slow. You wobble. All in all, you look like you’re struggling and that makes you look weak and vulnerable,” said my wife.

	I furrowed my brow. “You like that?” I asked.

	“Absolutely,” she said with a snicker. “I love the idea that I can take away your strength and make you so delicate.”

	I was surprised. I honestly never expected to hear a thought like that come from my “submissive” wife. But now that I heard it, it kind of turned me on. It turned me on that she wanted to make me weak. It also turned me on that she thought about this at all. Indeed, I think what I like best about all of this is that my wife always contemplates the things she does to me and she always has a reason for doing them. She isn’t just copying things she’s read or doing whatever sounds dominant; she always has a purpose behind everything. That makes me feel well controlled.

	“You know that’s what men love about heels, right?” she continued.

	This piqued my curiosity. “No, Ma’am. What is?”

	“Heels make women vulnerable. Heels make a woman too slow to run away and too unstable to put up a fight. A woman in heels is either declaring herself a ‘bad ass’ who doesn’t fear the men around her, or she’s declaring herself open to being taken – the damsel in distress ready to be whisked away.” She brushed my cheek. “You honey, are no bad ass, however. Not in heels, Princess.”

	This sent a powerful shiver down my spine and I was overcome with a desire to be ravaged by my wife. My wife, however, had moved on. She now held out her purse for me to take. She held it with two fingers by its strap. Once again, I felt the sting of being reduced from husband to purse bearer for my newly dominant wife; I felt completely emasculated.

	“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said meekly.

	She nodded her head. “I take it you’ve done your chores?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Good, because we have things to do.” As she said this, she held out her gym bag, which I also took. Then she grabbed three shopping bags and stepped out of the car. She walked right past the open car door, as always, and made her way to the stairs. I closed the door and followed behind her, relieved to finally be leaving the garage.

	When we were inside, my wife set the shopping bags on the counter and started looking through them. I placed her purse on the counter as well and awaited further instruction.

	“Look what I got!” she exclaimed excitedly a moment later. She held out a small round device she had pulled from the first bag for me to examine. I didn’t recognize it.

	“What is it?”

	“It’s a nanny cam.”

	I twisted my lips. “What’s it for?” I asked, though I already knew.

	“This lets me watch you to make sure that you’re following my orders and that you aren’t doing things you’re not supposed to do. I’m going to set them up all over the house so I can watch you any time I want. Isn’t that a great idea?!”

	My jaw dropped. “You’re going to watch me?”

	My wife giggled. “Yep, all the time.”

	Wow, did I feel conflicted! On the one hand, this was such an invasion of my privacy that it felt wrong, dirty and offensive. I was her husband, didn’t I have the right to a little privacy? Yet, on the other hand, this was the perfect control. I would have no idea if she was watching, which would force me to follow her orders at all time, even if she never did watch. I had to admire that. Also, the idea of losing my privacy made me feel deeply submissive, a feeling that gave me great comfort even as it brought a strong sense of helplessness.

	“I bought several of these,” she said. “Each device connects directly to the internet. Then they’re all controlled by one website. That way I can watch any or all of them just by signing into the right page. Basically, I can sit in my office or wherever and I can watch you all day long.” She held up her phone to show me a webpage. “I can even watch you when I’m with my friends or at a bar or basically anywhere.”

	My heart stopped. “It’s online?!” I gasped.

	“Yes, there’s a website.”

	“But can’t people see me then?”

	“Worried?” asked me wife with a chuckle. “Don’t worry, it’s password protected. No one sees it unless I want them to. And as long as you’re a good girl, no one will ever see it.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said unhappily. I didn’t like this at all. I didn’t like the loss of privacy or the extra attentiveness this would require. I didn’t like the threat of exposure either. This was a very real threat. Still, this was what I signed up for. This was what I wanted, right? I could handle this once I got used to it. Heck, it would probably turn me on to be watched, I thought.

	Actually, it turned out to be a good deal worse than I expected.

	—o—

	It had only been four days and already I was unhappy with the nannycam system. Why? Because my wife was very good at using the system to control me; it was perfect for her control freak ways. If it was time to do my chores, she watched and made sure I started on time. When I worked, she watched and made sure I did them “right.” Indeed, she would send me tips and instructions, which I needed to follow even if my own way was better. I couldn’t take breaks either. If I sat down, she immediately ordered me to stand back up. If I went slowly, she ordered me to speed up. If I turned on the television, she immediately sent me a text wanting to know why I had done so. She even made me curtsey to the camera when she addressed me. That was very embarrassing.

	What’s worse, I could no longer sneak a snack or a break or remove my nipple clamp or my dress. I needed to be fully dressed and to follow every order to the letter. This proved to be extremely difficult for me.

	Unfortunately, watching me became a habit for her. Hence, she watched me all the time whether she was at work or with a friend or even while driving. I got no breaks. What’s more, she started watching me in person when she got home. Before, she had felt some degree of shame in watching me too closely. This left me some freedom as she didn’t want to seem too nosy or controlling. But that shame vanished as she became accustomed to it. I think this was part of her growing dominance, that it excited her to think that she controlled her husband – though, if you asked, she would still maintain that she was submissive.

	Anyways, on this particular occasion, we were in the bedroom. I was folding laundry. My wife was reading a book and watching me work. She had already “corrected” the way I folded her panties.

	“I noticed that you didn’t move the couches when you vacuumed today,” she said from behind her book.

	“I don’t move the furniture each time,” I said.

	“Why not?” Based on her slightly sharpened tone, she clearly thought I was in the wrong. I wasn’t though. It didn’t make sense to move the furniture each time. Surely, she understood that?

	“Well,” I said cautiously, “the floor doesn’t need it every day.”

	“Didn’t I tell you to clean the floor?”

	“Yes, Ma’am, but—”

	“Doesn’t that mean the entire floor? Even the part under the couch?”

	I bit my tongue. “Well, yes, but—”

	“I’m not sure why you’re interpreting my order. My order was clear, wasn’t it?” she asked.

	I grew hard. Why did I always grow hard when she spoke down to me? I really wish I understood that. “Yes, Ma’am, but—”

	“There’s no ‘but’, darling. You do as you’re told, don’t you?”

	“Yes, but it seemed to me—”

	“See, there you go again. You still think you have some power to make decisions. You don’t, sweetie. You do what I tell you and only what I tell you. If there’s a problem, you ask me and I’ll decide. You don’t change my orders. You don’t have that power anymore.”

	I felt like a child: small and weak and put in my place. Still, there was a second reason I hadn’t moved the couch. I had hoped not to mention it, but now I needed to because I knew my wife would be watching from now on and I didn’t want to move the furniture more than I needed to. “I understand, Ma’am, but honestly, it’s not so easy to move all the furniture when I’m wearing heels,” I said.

	My wife snickered. “Do you want to stop wearing heels?”

	“Of course, I do. I’m a man! Heck, you’re a woman and you don’t even wear heels all the time!” That’s probably what most of you are thinking I should have said. But the truth was that wearing heels made me feel good inside, especially when I did housework. And the thought of my wife taking those away unsettled me. So I said, “No, Ma’am. I feel right in heels.”

	“Yet, they make you nervous in the garage.”

	I cast my eyes down at the ground in embarrassment. These little moments where my wife digs deep into my psyche always make me feel vulnerable. “That’s because I’m worried the neighbours might see me.”

	“Why would that be a problem?” asked my wife calmly.

	“I don’t want them thinking I’m a sissy.”

	“But you are a sissy. I thought we’ve been over this?”

	“I’m not a sissy, Ma’am. I’m just a... well, I’m your Princess.”

	My wife smirked. “That you are, but what good is it for me to have a princess if I can’t show her off to my friends?”

	Wow! The idea of being shown off to her friends exploded in my mind. I had fantasies about being feminized and exposed to my wife’s friends ever since we’d been married. Was she serious that she wanted this? My heart pounded in my chest. I tingled all over. Then reality set in and my rational mind reminded me that while exposure sounded great when I was playing with myself, it wasn’t something I wanted in real life where people could be... unpredictable.

	I swallowed hard, unsure if I wanted to pursue this at all or let it drop. I chose the stupid path, of course; how could I not? “Do you really want to show me off to your friends?” I asked cautiously.

	My wife smiled. “Not yet... but it’s coming.”

	My heart skipped a beat. “Really?”

	“Anyways, Princess,” continued my wife, ignoring my question, “I’ve noticed something else watching you online.”

	“What’s that, Ma’am?” I braced myself for more criticism.

	“You touch yourself a lot.”

	I wasn’t ready to hear that, and I blushed. “Do I?”

	“Yes. You’re constantly touching yourself.”

	I bit my lip. That was probably true. This was all so exciting and I was hard all the time and it felt so good to squeeze myself or touch myself every once in a while. That made it really hard to resist. I hadn’t noticed that I did it enough to be spotted on camera, however.

	“I, uh, didn’t realize I touched myself that often, Ma’am,” I said.

	She tapped her foot on the bed and folded her arms. It was a lazy “angry pose,” but it was enough to tell me she didn’t like my answer. “Do you have permission to touch yourself at all?

	Crap. “Uh, no, Ma’am. I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

	“You know, Princess, you’re sorry a lot. Maybe you should try harder to avoid creating reasons to be sorry in the first place.”

	“Yes, Ma’am. I’m sorry, Ma’am. I really do try. I swear that I try to make you happy with me. It just doesn’t always work out.” This was true. In fact, this was another “little” change that I had noticed in the past week or so: I now found myself genuinely worried about pleasing my wife. Indeed, it had become important to me that she was always pleased with me. That wasn’t really true in the past. In the past, I tried to be good to her and I did my best to consider her needs. I did considerate things, and from time to time I went out of my way to make her happy. But it had never been important to me, like a true priority, that I do things to make her happy and it certainly had never been true that her happiness was a priority in everything I did. That was true now though. Fascinating. I would even redo work now until all the little details were perfect just because I wanted her to be completely happy with everything did. For example, it wasn’t enough just to make the bed anymore, instead my mind now told me to make sure the sheets aligned perfectly to please my wife.

	That said, I did seem to keep making mistakes. Part of this was that my wife put so many rules in place, rules that went directly against the way normal men act, that it was hard to remember them all. Part of it though, I think, was just carelessness. I knew I needed to improve... so did my wife.

	“I’m sure you do try, Princess,” continued my wife. “But that’s what worries me.”

	“What do you mean, Ma’am?”

	“Like all males, you’re obsessed with your penis. You touch yours to give yourself comfort that it’s still there and to remind yourself that you are male. As if that isn’t bad enough, in your case, you’re touching yours even more often now because you’ve lost your masculinity,” said my wife. “You need to prove to yourself that you still have it.” I bit my tongue. Was she right?

	“The problem is that I don’t think you can stop,” said my wife.

	Something told me I wanted to avoid whatever she was talking about. “I can stop, Ma’am,” I asserted.

	My wife shook her head dismissively. “I doubt it. I don’t think you have the control.”

	“I really do, Ma’am.”

	“I don’t think so. That’s why I think we need to do something about it.”

	“Like what?”

	“I have some ideas,” she said.

	Now I knew I needed to avoid whatever she was thinking. “I swear, Ma’am. I can stop.”

	My wife seemed to consider this for a moment before speaking. “All right, I’ll make you a deal. If you can go the rest of the week without touching yourself even once, then I’ll accept that you can control your

	instincts and I’ll let you control yourself for now.”

	“Thank you, Ma’am.”

	“Don’t thank me, Princess. I’m giving you a chance, but I doubt you can do it.”

	“I can do it, Ma’am,” I assured her.

	She nodded her head but said nothing. Her doubt came through loud and clear. After a moment or two, the silence became too much. There was something I needed to know. Indeed, while I was quite sure I could do this, I supposed there was an outside chance that something might go wrong. I needed to know the consequences.

	“One question: what if I can’t do this, Ma’am?” I asked.

	She smiled a little too pleasantly. “I’m not sure yet, but I think we might need to cut off your balls and make you a eunuch.”

	I went white as a sheet. “You’re joking, right?!” I gasped.

	My wife giggled and shrugged her shoulders. “I should at least snip you so you can’t make any babies. We’ll see. Right now you need to prove to me that you can avoid touching yourself or I’ll take steps to put an end to that. We’ll see what happens after that.” That wasn’t an answer.

	Unfortunately, my wife walked away at that point, leaving me without an answer. Would she really cut off my balls? I absolutely couldn’t believe that. She would never do that. Still, the mere fact she had made the suggestion terrified me. How could that even cross her mind? Had she read this in one of my books? I don’t think so. Yikes. This was all a little shocking to me.

	My wife definitely got my attention, if that was her point.

	 


Chapter Nineteen: “My Penis”

	 

	I couldn’t touch my dick all week. That was my wife’s order.

	No problem, right?

	Well, things didn’t start well. Indeed, I think my wife set me up. She made such a big deal about me not touching myself that it became impossible for me not to think of how badly I wanted to do it; I was obsessed with touching myself. Every provocation became a reason to masturbate. What’s more my mind went hyperactive coming up with ways I could touch myself secretly, with suggestions that her threatened punishments might be things I would enjoy, with recalling how good it felt to touch myself, and with imagining a near continuous series of “itches” to be scratched. Unfortunately, the more you tell yourself not to scratch, the worse the itch becomes. And let me tell you, there was a lot of itching going on that needed scratching.

	Right off the bat that morning, for example, I became hard as a rock as I walked to the kitchen, ready to clean. Why? Because as my high heels echoed off the hard floor, my mind noticed it as if it were a new sound: click! click! click! click! click! click! Oh my! That sound made me intensely horny. Moreover, hearing it made me realize how my feet felt again, held at such an angle, such an unnatural yet feminine angle, toes crushed and arches strained, helpless to run away. How exciting! My penis throbbed. I wanted to touch it... needed to touch it... click! click! click! but I didn’t. It took a lot not to just masturbate right there, but I didn’t.

	And that was just the beginning.

	I picked up the broom and started sweeping. Each swing made my hips sway, letting me feel the tug of the garter belt: tug! tug! tug! I could feel the movement of my short black dress as it danced around my thighs and tickled my legs too. I could feel the cool breeze dipping up my dress between my legs and swirling around my testicles. I was so horny, so erect, I needed to touch myself... but I couldn’t. I stood there just swaying back and forth, savouring the feeling.

	Beep!

	I had a text. My wife had written: “What are you doing? Dancing? LOL!”

	I glanced at the camera as it stared at me. My wife was watching. She had caught me in my mood. How embarrassing! I blushed. I needed to calm myself down and get this silly idea of touching myself out of my head. It was just mind over matter. I could control it.

	“I’m trying to think of what to do next,” I wrote back.

	“That’s funny. It looked like you were dancing, pretty girl.” I could hear her laugh at me even through the phone.

	“Sorry, Ma’am. Just thinking.”

	“Get back to work. You have plenty of chores.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“And don’t touch yourself. I am watching.”

	I sighed and curtseyed to the stupid camera as required. That felt so servile. Then I picked up the broom again. As I did, I reached down to scratch myself, catching myself at the last second.

	“That was close,” I said.

	I got back to work, but things continued like that all day. At every turn, something turned me on. As I worked, I could smell the flowery perfume my wife sprayed upon me, for example. The smell entranced me with its feminine beauty. It reminded me that I was now a feminine creature in my wife’s eyes and that made me want to touch myself very badly. The need grew and grew within me and it became harder not to touch my penis with each passing thought.

	As I shuttled back and forth between rooms and I bent over to pick up things my wife had left for me to clean up, the bell attached to my testicles added to my horniness. How couldn’t it? My wife used this bell to mark me, and it rang out at every action I took: ding ding ding. That ringing was both a symphony of my feminization and a clarion bell to my enslavement and emasculation.... a constant reminder of my shameful new status.

	Then came my purse. My purse hung around my elbow as my wife wanted. It was heavy and made heavier by the presence of my wife’s shoe inside the purse. Its purpose turned me on. In fact, carrying that purse around really got to me, no matter how often I did it. Somehow, that purse elevated itself to being a symbol of femininity that I should never have been carrying, yet I was carrying it. This emasculating thought made me hard. Even worse, I was carrying it like a woman might, which deepened my emasculation and my excitement.

	Arg. Everything... everything I did, everything I wore, turned me on. Every sound. Every smell. Every feeling. I wanted so badly to touch myself already and all of this intensified that desire a million fold. I was desperate to touch myself.

	But my wife was watching.

	I needed to resist.

	—o—

	Believe it or not, I managed to resist touching myself. I’m not sure how, but I did. But at the same time, this intense desire started giving me crazy ideas. I wondered if I could rub myself without being seen, for example. So I started thinking of all sorts of places I could stick my erection where I could rub it without being observed by the ever-present cameras. I even considered closing a book around it and humping the book as I pretended to read, but it didn’t take long to realize how obvious that would look. So I kept looking, but there was simply nothing.

	Soon, I was considering begging my wife to let me masturbate, but I realized she would count that as a touch. I couldn’t do that. So I tried to think of things that might require me to touch myself, things she couldn’t count as a touch but which might let me touch myself, but I couldn’t come up with any of those either.

	I needed to touch myself, but there just seemed to be no way to get away with it.

	“I’m going to go crazy if I can’t figure something out,” I told myself.

	I couldn’t though.

	Eventually, my mind switched over to a new strategy: how could I get my wife to jerk me off when she came home? I figured that if she wasn’t going to let me touch myself, then I needed to get her to do it for me. And the only way I knew to make that happen (her touching my dick was frustratingly rare) was to do something unexpected to please her which she thought might justify a reward. But what?

	I came up with an idea fairly soon, but it wasn’t a good one.

	—o—

	I heard the garage.

	I raced to the garage door. I was ready. I hoped this worked. But as I reached for the doorknob and turned the knob, I think a dose of reality suddenly hit me and I realized I had made a mistake.

	“What am I doing?!” I asked myself.

	I looked down at the way I was dressed.

	“This is bad.”

	Indeed, it suddenly occurred to me that my wife wasn’t comfortable with feminization. I knew that despite her recent push, so what made me think this would impress her? Moreover, it was too obvious why I had done it, so there was no chance of this working even if it might have impressed her. What a monumentally bad idea! Unfortunately, it was too late to stop and reconsider. The door was open. My wife had seen me. I was committed.

	I stepped through the door. My knees trembled. I had never dressed like this in the garage before; so far the only feminine thing I had worn openly were heels. Today, I wore the black platform sandals, the black halter dress, a black lace garter belt, tan stockings, the corset, the pearl earrings and lipstick on my lips. Each of these items was my wife’s favourite on me. That’s why I chose them. I hoped that seeing me feminize myself like this would impress her or make her happy and she would feel compelled to give me a reward. Of course, that hope seemed pretty stupid now. And one look at the smirk on her face as she watched me through the windshield told me how wrong I had been.

	“Welcome home, Ma’am,” I said nervously as I opened her door.

	My wife looked me up and down very slowly with the most crushing, condescending look on her face. I had made a mistake. We both knew it and she was revelling in it because this was truly a moment where I was inferior; there was nothing I could say to defend this decision.

	“May I take your bag, Ma’am?” I asked to end the silence.

	She let out a deep emasculating laugh which caused precum to drip out of my tiny penis making my panties wet and made me feel weak.

	“I should make you fetch the mail like that,” said my wife smugly.

	A chill raced down my spine and my eyes involuntarily glanced toward the open garage door and the mailbox thirty feet beyond. I almost expected the neighbours to be gathered around watching. They would be if I went outside dressed like this, that was for sure.

	“I see you’ve been playing dress up,” said my wife and she held out her purse for me to take.

	“Thank you, Ma’am,” I said softly and I took her purse.

	“You know you’re not getting anything for dressing that way, right?”

	I blushed. She had read me exactly. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“I’ll bet you feel really silly now, don’t you?”

	I blushed even deeper and admitted that I did. Then I asked how her day had been just to change the conversation.

	“Fine,” she said indifferently as she stepped out of her car. She wore a dark gray checkered skirt suit and black spike-heeled pumps. Her off white blouse was open at the collar, indicating it had been a difficult day. I knew not to ask further about it; she would tell me if she wanted me to know.

	When my wife stood clear of the car, she looked me up and down once more. She looked tired from work, but there was a flame in her eyes too, a flame I had never seen before – it was a worrying flame. The flame was the glimmer of recognition of a true sense of rising power, as here before her stood her former macho husband, feminized, humiliated, tiny and submissive... at her total mercy.

	“I really should make you get the mail,” she said again with an annoyed snicker.

	I decided to change the conversation again. “I didn’t touch myself, Ma’am.”

	“Didn’t you? That’s great, but look at how you ended up dressed in the garage, Princess. Don’t you think that says something about how not touching yourself affects you? I tell you not to touch yourself for one day and you suddenly feel the need to turn yourself into a woman.” She grabbed the hem of my dress and raised it.

	“Did you snip yourself too?” she asked, pretending to look under my dress.

	My face turned bright red. “No!”

	“Well, that’s something at least. Not that I might not do it myself,” she said. “You know, it’s time you stopped hiding behind your pretend manhood. I think from now on, you should dress like this every day to meet me. It fits you somehow, my girly once-husband.”

	My jaw dropped. Was she serious? “Uh, I’d rather not, Ma’am.”

	She let out a cynical snicker. “Too bad you aren’t in charge anymore.” She then turned and started into the house.

	Arg.

	—o—

	Part of me wanted to throw a tantrum. I didn’t want to dress like this, not in the garage, not every day. I was guaranteed to get caught. And I certainly didn’t want to dress like this to do my chores. That was going to be so difficult. A simple pair of capri pants and some wedges would be enough to make me feel feminine without making it impossible for me to work. Yet, at the same time, this was what I wanted, so what was I complaining about? Why did I always seem to fight the things I wanted? Or perhaps it was the other way around: why did I want things I clearly didn’t want? Strange.

	Anyways, I closed my wife’s car door and followed after her into the house. She was already in the kitchen taking off her shoes when I arrived. I was trying to think of how to appeal her decision without making her angry. I wasn’t sure how though. Nor did I realize there was more to come. I set down her purse.

	She handed me her shoes. “Take those upstairs when we’re done,” she said.

	“Yes, Ma’am.” I grabbed the shoes. My penis throbbed as I touched them. They were still warm, and soft and damp. I also noted to myself that, in the past, I would have asked what she meant when she said “when we’re done.” I would have wanted to know what was coming. But I had managed to strip away my need to be informed and let myself trust that she would tell me what I needed to know, so I didn’t ask. That kind of made me proud.

	My wife folded her arms and looked me up and down once more. Then she shook her head. “So you thought you would dress this way to impress me. Did I give you permission to dress like this today?” she asked.

	Oh oh. I swallowed hard. “No, Ma’am.”

	“And isn’t one of our rules that you wear what I tell you?”

	I licked my lips nervously. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“So what made you break my rule and dress yourself like this?”

	I had forgotten about that rule. Lately, she had dressed me in so many feminine things and I assumed the rule really only meant that I shouldn’t be dressing in male clothing without permission, so I didn’t think about the rule.

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am.”

	“I’m sure you are, but that wasn’t my question,” she said.

	“I don’t know, Ma’am.”

	“You don’t know? You don’t know what made you put on that dress or all the rest?” she asked snidely.

	“I— I just wanted to impress you,” I admitted.

	My wife chuckled and loosened her blouse further as she walked past me to the living room where she sat down on the couch. She then snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor before her. This was my signal to come stand before her, which I did, still holding her shoes; at this point, it was important not to do anything without her permission, like setting down the shoes.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said as I reported to the spot.

	My wife crossed her legs and placed her stocking-covered foot on my thigh within inches of my erection. I tingled all over as she rubbed her foot up and down my thigh. “I have been thinking long and hard, no pun intended dear, about our little problem.”

	“What problem, Ma’am?”

	“It seems that no matter how much power I take over you, you still think you have the right to do things without my permission. You still think you have some independence—”

	My penis got even harder. Her words excited me. I felt very controlled.

	“I know I don’t, Ma’am,” I said.

	“See, that’s another example. I didn’t ask for you to speak, and not only that, you interrupted me.” She paused to let this sink in. “You seem to think you can do whatever you want, like playing dress up today, but you can’t. I will feminize you at my own pace and you need to learn to accept that and be patient. Only, you don’t seem to be able to control yourself...and I think I know why.”

	“Why is that, Ma’am?” I asked nervously.

	“It’s your dick. It gives you delusions of grandeur. It makes you think you’re in charge.”

	This is the point in my stories where the wife usually introduces some sort of chastity device. I knew my wife was aware of them too as she had mentioned them before. In fact, in one of our early foot-sex sessions, she had brought it up as a possibility to scare me:

	“You should be glad I let you do this. Do you know how people would react if they knew that this was how you make love to me?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Do you? Tell me.”

	“They would think it’s pathetic and they would laugh.”

	“Yes, they would. Imagine, a grown man who can only get off by fucking his wife’s foot. I doubt any of them would think you’re a man at that point. But you’d probably get off on that, wouldn’t you?”

	My face burned with shame. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	She wiggled her toes left to right, throwing me off for a moment. “It’s not what I want, but it is what you want, isn’t it?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.” I was breathing hard and my words came in gasps and huffs.

	“Don’t forget the other foot, Princess,” she said and she wiggled her other foot in my face. This one was encased in a wedge-heeled sandal, unlike the one playing with my dick. So I took that foot in my free hand and brought it to my lips. I plunged my nose and tongue right at the gap between her arch and the shoe and I took a big whiff. The smell turned me on something fierce and made my penis throb.

	“I’m not sure I should let you do this,” said my wife.

	I stopped sniffing her foot and trying to rub my erection against her other foot. “What do you mean?”

	“I’ve read that chastity is good for men and I’ve been thinking it may be best to cut you off from sex entirely. Maybe I should buy you a chastity cage and stick your little guy inside it. Then we wouldn’t need to do this anymore.”

	My jaw dropped in horror. I liked touching myself. I liked making myself cum. I liked it better when she did too. Putting me in a cage would eliminate that source of pleasure. I didn’t know if I could do that, especially with how horny every aspect of my submission kept making me.

	“Please don’t!” I pleaded.

	“Why?”

	“I need this!”

	My wife shrugged her shoulders noncommittally. 

	“I’m thinking about it. We’ll have to see.”

	Fortunately, my wife never did buy a chastity device even though she mentioned it several times after this as a threat. Each time, she suggested that she could use such a cage to “take away” my penis and get me to stop thinking about sex. That made me suspect that a similar threat was coming now.

	It wasn’t.

	“The problem is obvious: your dick controls you. The solution is therefore obvious too: cut the control. In fact, that would solve another problem we have, too. I don’t want you getting me pregnant by accident or otherwise. As long as that thing is hanging between your legs, that’s a possibility. Fortunately, the solution to that dovetails with our other little problem.”

	“What solution?”

	“I’m thinking of having you fixed,” she said calmly, but with satisfaction.

	My jaw dropped. “What?!”

	“I’m thinking of having you snipped.”

	“Snipped?!!” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

	“Yes snipped,” she said and she mimicked grabbing my balls with her hand and cutting them off with a pair of scissors. “I’ve read that eunuchs become very docile and submissive. Besides, it would be fun to go around and tell all my friends how I had you neutered and how you were the perfect little submissive Princess now. Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

	“Having me castrated?!” I gasped in horror.

	She smiled politely and nodded her head.

	I couldn’t believe this. “You want to have me castrated and you want to gloat about it to your friends?!”

	“Well, it’s not like you’re going to care if I tell them at that point. You won’t have any choice but to be my nice little submissive husband at that point, if what I’ve read is true. You probably won’t even care if I take a lover. And even if you do, there won’t be anything you can say about it either because you’ll be a eunuch. Won’t that be amazing?! Think about how humiliating that will be too. I’ll bet you’ll love it.”

	As she said this, my wife leaned back into the couch and spread her arms across the pillow tops. There was an enormous smile on her face. She slipped her foot up my thigh until she could capture the head of my penis between her toes on the underside of her foot. This felt so good after not being able to touch myself, though my mind was too shocked to enjoy it.

	“I— I— you’re really going to castrate me?!” I gasped.

	My wife stared at me for a moment and then burst out laughing. 

	“You should see your face! You’re in such a panic.”

	“You’re talking about cutting off my balls!”

	“It’s just a joke, darling. Besides, it’s not like you’ll ever need them again, Princess. I’ve told you before, they are of no use to you.”

	“But I want to have more children!”

	“I don’t, and I’m in charge,” said my wife simply. She slipped her foot from my erection. “Anyways, I am serious. Your penis is giving you bad advice. You better learn to control it and be genuinely submissive or I will do something about it and you might not like what I do.”

	“Like what?” I asked.

	“I’m thinking of getting you a vasectomy. Maybe when you’re sterile you’ll be better behaved. Now take my shoes to my room and start dinner. I’m hungry,” she said. With that, she picked up a magazine, ending the conversation.

	This had been a real shock to me. My wife had toyed with these issues a couple times previously, but that’s all it was, toying: an off-the-cuff “what if” mention and a denial. She knew that it scared me so she thought it was funny to mention it at opportune times. This was the longest she had taken the joke so far, however, and it worried me that she was starting to become accustomed to the idea. Did I really think she would have me castrated? No. But what might a year or two of the corrupting effects of absolute power lead her to think. If this became easier and easier to talk about wouldn’t it at some point become acceptable to her? And by that point, I might not be in any position to fight back. That worried me.

	 

	 


Chapter Twenty: “Drivers”

	 

	For what it’s worth, my wife didn’t mention the idea of castrating me again. What’s more, after that, she seemed to back off everything for the next few days. The kids were home, so my feminization returned to a minimum. We didn’t have sex, such that we have it. My wife didn’t seem much interested in domination either. I don’t think she called me “Princess” for at least a day and a half and she made no references to my submission.

	I’m not entirely sure why she backed off, but she had done this before so I wasn’t worried. I think what happened was that she had pushed really hard to see if she could accept my feminization and she found she was still uncomfortable with it. As a result, she spent the next week stepping back to assess her feelings. All I knew for sure though was that my wife was in no mood for games and less mood to add to my submission. So I did my chores quietly and I tread carefully.

	It took about a week before my wife started to resume her dominance – which is not to say that she let me out of my chores in the meantime, she just didn’t sexualize any of it.

	—o—

	A few days later, things seemed to be going normally again. My wife was again feeling her dominance and I was slowly finding my submissive place again. My wife was about to test my limits, however. She had called me into the study. I stood before her wearing a pink skater dress and pink platform sandals – she seemed to dress me extra feminine that morning. She had even put a pink ribbon in my hair and around my penis. I had been dusting the house when she called me and I still carried my dusting tools. She sat behind the computer in jeans, a black and white-striped t-shirt and on her feet were silver wedge-heeled sandals. They were new and rather sexy, but my wife hadn’t let me touch them yet.

	“You know our eldest needs a car soon,” said my wife. “Yes, Ma’am. I know.”

	“I have two thoughts on the matter,” she said and she paused. She glanced at me to see if I would speak. I knew better, however, as she had been working on my tendency to interject my opinion.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” is all I said.

	“I’m thinking of giving her your car—”

	I felt an explosion in my brain. My car was special to me! That was my baby. No one drove it. Even my wife had never driven it. The idea that she would give this wonderful machine to our daughter made me want to scream. Indeed, it took all I could muster, including biting on my tongue hard enough to draw blood, not to spout off something I would regret.

	“If you give her my car,” I asked through gritted teeth, “then what am I going to drive?”

	“Well, Princess,” she said with a chuckle, “per your own request, you want me to take away your right to drive, so I don’t know if it matters.”

	Ug. I had said that, but it was in a moment of idiotic fantasy. There is no way in the modern world that a person cannot drive, not in this country. “Ma’am, I said that in the heat of passion. As a practical matter, I needed to drive.”

	“Do you?”

	“Yes.”

	“Why?”

	Why? How could she ask that? Driving is freedom, I thought, only to realize that I no longer had freedom. But it was more than that too. I knew what to say. “Because if I can’t drive, then how can I get groceries for you? How can I pick up the girls and shuttle them around to wherever they are going?”

	“Our eldest can drive you,” said my wife simply.

	I don’t know if you know what it feels like to have your balls ripped off and shoved in your face as a trophy, but that’s how it felt when my wife said what she said. Actually, to paint a full picture of how it felt, the room went dark with red flashing lightening. I felt myself shrink. I got smaller and smaller until I was no taller than the heels on my wife’s shoes. She stood up and bent over, letting out booming laughter right on top of me:

	“Our eldest can drive you!”

	“...drive you!”

	“...drive you!”

	“...drive you!”

	“...humiliate you!”

	Then she raised her foot high in the air and brought her sole straight down on top of me crushing me beneath her giant wedge. Then she laughed again at my emasculation. That’s how it felt.

	Oddly, my wife didn’t seem to get any of that. She remained calm and apparently had no idea of the traumatic humiliation she had just inflicted upon me. To her, this was just another discussion about solving a problem.

	“Alternatively,” she continued calmly, “I might sell it and buy something more practical for her. She wants a smaller car anyway.”

	“But then I have no car!”

	“Again, she can drive you around.”

	My fists curled into balls. My heart pounded in my chest. My ego was screaming. This was just too much. “Are you seriously suggesting that I ask our daughter to give me a ride if I need to go somewhere? How in the world do I explain that?”

	My wife shrugged her shoulders. “You’ll figure something out,” she said indifferently.

	“You can’t sell my car!” I insisted.

	My wife chuckled. “Actually, I can. I can do whatever I want, remember?”

	I started to open my mouth to object, but what could I say? She had all the documents she needed to sell the car. I had no way to stop her, and I had no power to stop her in any event. I was really regretting my submission in that moment.

	—o—

	About an hour later, my wife slapped me in the face with my submission a second time. I was in the kitchen cutting vegetables for dinner. I was making a sort of casserole which required a lot of finely sliced vegetables and some roasted garlic. I was still wearing the pink skater dress and the pink platform sandals, and I was still steaming about the idea of needing to ask my daughter for a ride.

	“Doesn’t she know how humiliating that will be?” I growled beneath my breath.

	I finished the carrots and set them aside.

	“Seriously, there’s no way I can do that.”

	I grabbed a cucumber and started chopping it up. Just then, my wife walked into the kitchen. She had changed into a pair of dark shorts, a pale pink golf shirt, and white and black tennis shoes. She was holding the golf club I had bought before I submitted to her.

	“What are you doing with my club?” I asked.

	My wife snorted. “‘Your’ club? Correct me if I’m wrong, but nothing here belongs to you anymore, does it?”

	I blushed. “Well, no.”

	“That would be ‘No, Ma’am,’” she said. I blushed even deeper. “Sorry, Ma’am.”

	“That’s better,” she said. “Don’t forget your place, Princess.”

	“I’m sorry, Ma’am. I was just curious what you were doing with the club.”

	My wife shrugged her shoulders. “Not that it’s any of your business, but I decided to take up golf.”

	“You what?!” I gasped.

	My wife walked up to me and poked my chest with her finger. “I’m not sure I like your tone, Princess. Do you have something to tell me?” She put her hand on my chest now, around my breast and slowly closed her fingers on my breast, causing the tissue to build up like a little mound.

	“Uh, no Ma’am,” I said. I knew I had gone too far.

	“That’s good because it sounded like you were about to voice disapproval of my actions, and I don’t like my little sissy husband thinking he has the right to disapprove of my actions.” As she said this, she twisted the mound and kept closing her fingers tighter and tighter until she was pinching and twisting my nipple.

	I winced.

	“My sissy husband doesn’t have that right,” continued my wife and she twisted my nipple even harder. “If he thought he did, I would need to punish him to disabuse him of that notion.”

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

	“Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“So you have no problem with me taking up golf, do you?” she asked.

	“No, Ma’am, I don’t.”

	She smirked. “Good girl.”

	My wife finally let go of my nipple. It hurt from being twisted so hard. I immediately grabbed it and tried to rub it to make it feel better. That didn’t help, but it was all I could do.

	“So to finish my thought,” said my wife, “I’m going to trade in your club for something that fits me better. Then I’m taking lessons from the hunky club pro. When I’m done with that, I’ll probably come home. When I do, this floor better be spotless or I just might see how my new club works as paddle. Understood?”

	I nodded my head. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	She kissed me on the cheek. “Good girl.”

	—o—

	Over the next week, my wife spent considerable time at the course learning to golf. Each time, she would come back and regale me with tales of her growing golf prowess. She would also tease me with hints that she and the golf pro were flirting with each other. I tried not to let it get to me, because that was clearly what she wanted, but it was hard to hear that my wife was out having fun with an attractive male. The way she spoke about him drove me nuts.

	“Welcome home, Ma’am,” I said as I met her in the garage after work.

	“Thank you, Princess,” she said and she handed me her purse and an empty water bottle as she climbed out of her car. She started toward the kitchen, leaving her door open as usual. I closed it and followed.

	“I broke out the steam cleaner as you wanted and did the rug in the front hallway,” I said.

	“Good.”

	“Would you like to inspect it?”

	“I’ll do it later,” she said and walked off to the bedroom where she began to change into shorts a golf shirt and sneakers. “I need to change and go see Tom. He’s waiting for me.” Tom was the club pro, and her tone was happy and excited enough to catch my attention.

	“You like Tom?”

	“I love Tom! He’s so nice and so helpful. He’s cute too.”

	I don’t know what I did that gave away my state of mind, if it was an angry blush, a frown or a grunt of some sort, but my wife chuckled and then condescendingly patted me on the cheek.

	“Awww, is my wittle Pwincess jeawous?” she asked mockingly.

	I glared at her, which only made her laugh. She then finished stripping off her work clothes and replacing them with the shorts and golf shirt. As she changed, I tried to think of what to say that wouldn’t sound pathetic, but I couldn’t think of anything. After all, I had put myself in this position. She could go out and do whatever she wanted and I had no right to say anything. It just never occurred to me that she might take advantage of that to go be with an attractive man.

	When my wife finished changing, she kissed me on the cheek. “Wish me luck,” she said. I said nothing, which made her snicker again. It also made her add almost sarcastically, “Pick up my clothes,” as she pointed to the pile of work clothes on the floor.

	Let me tell you, I felt deeply inadequate picking those up.

	The next two lessons went about the same.

	After the fourth lesson of the five she had signed up for, she came home with a huge smile on her face and she went out of her way to come up with a reason to tell me that Tom “has an enormous package.” She was practically goading me to ask her how she knew that. I refused to ask, though it ate at me. Eventually, she told me indirectly by calling her friend and co-worker named Erin, and telling her as I set the table and finished preparing dinner.

	“I don’t think he knew that he had pressed it against me,” she said.

	Erin said something, but I couldn’t hear it.

	“No. He was showing me how to putt and he stood behind me with his hands on my hands. He pressed it into my rear and I could feel that it was enormous!” said my wife. She looked at me and held up her hands indicating that his “package” could have been eight or nine inches long.

	Erin spoke again.

	“No, not hard. It was just kind of curled up like a snake.” She laughed, as apparently did Erin. Then Erin spoke again. After this, my wife glanced at me. “No, not even close,” she said and I knew exactly what had been asked.

	Oddly, this seemed to turn me on.

	The next day, my wife came home and again went upstairs to change to go meet Tom. I followed her as usual. I was surprised as I had thought that her final lesson wasn’t scheduled until the weekend.

	“Isn’t your lesson this weekend?” I asked.

	“Yes,” she said.

	I wanted to ask why she was meeting Tom then, but I knew better. So I bit my lip. Then I watched my wife go to her closet and return with a tight red dress and red heels, not shorts. “You’re golfing in heels?” She snickered. “No, silly. We’re going out for drinks.”

	“You’re going out for drinks?!” I exclaimed.

	“Yes.” She slipped the dress over her head and wiggled it down into place, smoothing it out with her hands to finish. It looked amazing on her. Still, I was not happy. I bit my tongue very hard not to speak. I wasn’t allowed to say anything, but this was too much. What was my wife doing going out for drinks with another man? I was bubbling beneath the surface.

	My wife laughed. “You seem jealous, darling.”

	“You’re going out with another man!”

	She laughed again. “Yes, I am.” She patted me on the cheek. “But don’t worry, Princess. He’s gay. He’d be more interested in you than me.” She dropped her heels to the floor and slipped her feet into them. “If you like, I’ll ask him if he’s interested. Who knows? He might like a little Princess with something special. Then you can feel what it’s really like to be a girl,” she said with a smirk and a laugh.

	I was deeply embarrassed. I should have trusted her. I shouldn’t have gotten jealous.

	“Would you like me to ask him?” she asked.

	“I’m fine,” I grumbled. “I’m not gay.”

	“Are you sure? You might enjoy it.”

	“I’m not gay,” I insisted.

	My wife laughed and looked me up and down, taking in my dress and high heels and my throbbing erection. “If you say so,” she said doubtfully. She then picked up her purse and kissed me on the cheek once more. “If you change your mind, just text me.” With that and a chuckle, she left.

	I felt like a fool.

	 


Chapter Twenty-One: “A Friend To Confide In”

	 

	I’ve mentioned before that things move in fits and spurts in our relationship. Sometimes, we move forward in giant leaps, sometimes in inches. Sometimes, things move backwards. It all depends on my wife’s moods, which can be mercurial, especially whenever she decides she isn’t really dominant. Sometimes, we even seem to be moving forward and backward at the same time. This happened a few days after the golf thing. It began with my wife seeming to back off being dominant once again and falling into another bad mood.

	“I’m done with my chores,” I announced.

	“All right,” said my wife, who sat on the couch in a black dress.

	“I’ll go change for dinner now. Which dress should I wear today?” I asked. I asked because I needed to get my wife’s permission on what to wear. Unfortunately, she didn’t seem to be in the mood to discuss this and didn’t tell me which dress to wear. This left me with a bit of a quandary. Should I ask again? Should I make the pick myself? I wasn’t sure. So I stood there for a moment, uncertain of what to do. My wife noticed almost immediately.

	“Fine,” she huffed.

	My wife rose to her feet and led me to the bedroom. Once there, she opened my closet and pulled out a white dress with a floral pattern. She also pulled out some white platform sandals. She tossed both onto the bed and started to leave the bedroom. She hadn’t said a word.

	“Should I wear white underwear with that, Ma’am?” I asked.

	My wife rolled her eyes and exhaled loudly. “Can’t you make any decisions by yourself anymore?”

	This felt like a sucker punch. It’s not like I couldn’t make a decision, it’s that she had specifically forbade me making this type of decision. Hence, she was criticizing me for something she had put into place. That seemed really unfair to me.

	“I can, Ma’am, if you like,” I said.

	She rolled her eyes again and shook her head. “Do you know how pathetic that sounds? Be a man. Make a decision,” she snapped.

	I licked my lips. I didn’t know what to say.

	My wife walked over to my panty drawer and pulled out a pair of light pink thong panties, a light pink bra and a light pink garter belt. She tossed all three onto the bed. “There. Pink for a sissy. The decision is made.” She then marched toward the door. When she reached the door, however, she stopped. She turned to face me.

	I swallowed hard. I had no idea what was coming.

	“I’m sorry,” she said unexpectedly. “I agreed to this and I shouldn’t snap at you for it.” She paused. “It’s just hard not having anyone to talk to about all of this.” She sighed. “I need someone I can talk to.”

	“Ok,” I said cautiously. “Like who?”

	She ignored my question. “I’ve mentioned this before several times, but you’ve never been clear in how you feel about it, so I’m going to make my own decision. I’m going to tell one of my friends about you,” My heart raced. “And you’ll just have to accept that,” she said. “I need this.”

	“Which friend?” I asked cautiously.

	She shook her head. “Get dressed.” Then she walked out.

	A lot of thoughts flowed through me at that moment. The first was a tad bit of surprise that my wife hadn’t already told someone. Despite her assurance that she would never do that, I felt fairly certain that she had told someone. I guess I was wrong about that.

	My second thought was that this seemed like a huge step backwards. It was obvious that my wife wasn’t happy, and she could very well be looking for support to end this. Unfortunately, that was something I could easily see some of her friends providing. Indeed, I could see dozens of ways they might tell her that this needed to stop or that she needed to leave me. That worried me.

	Of course, I also worried that they might spread this news to others. Many of her friends had no ability to keep secrets, especially a secret this juicy. Hopefully, whoever she told could keep this secret. Hopefully, they would also tell her to relax and enjoy it. Better yet would be if they were honest with her and told her that she was born to dominate a man. But what were the chances of that?

	I wasn’t sure where this would lead, but I was worried.

	As it turns out, my worries were misplaced... very misplaced.

	—o—

	For the next two days, I watched for signs of anything. In particular, I watched for signs that my wife’s attitude was hardening or that she was starting to abandon her dominance again. I didn’t see any though. If anything, things ran quite normally and my wife seemed to be in a good mood. A few days later, she even told me that we could have sex:

	“You’ve been a very good girl,” she said.

	“Thank you, Ma’am.”

	“I think this calls for a reward.”

	I smiled. “Thank you, Ma’am.”

	“Why don’t you empty the dishwasher and then you can masturbate with my foot?” she said.

	“Yes, Ma’am!” I said excitedly.

	I emptied the dishwasher in record time and, a few minutes later, I found myself lying across the foot of our bed wearing a red nightie, the bell on my testicles, and red high-heeled sandals. My wife came to bed a few moments later. She was naked and was carrying her phone, a book and a pair of tan wedge-heeled sandals – the ones to which I always made love. She slipped under the covers, pushed her feet out below, and placed them against my chest. Then she tossed the wedges onto the bed before me. I was very horny at this point.

	“Thank you for this, Ma’am,” I said.

	She nodded her head but didn’t speak as she kept playing with her phone. She seemed to be paying me little attention. She had even put in one of her earbuds to listen to whatever she was doing on her phone.

	With my wife’s tacit approval, I picked up the first wedge and slipped it onto her foot. Her pretty little painted toenails stuck out the front. They were hot pink. After buckling the strap, I kissed her toes and set the foot back down onto the bed. I then did the same with the other shoe. When both shoes were in place, I pushed my wife’s right foot down to my penis and slipped it beneath my testicles. I could feel my testicle sack intertwining with her exposed toes. That always felt good to me. Then I took her other foot and brought it up to my face.

	I looked up at my wife. She was still playing with her phone. I decided not to interrupt her to ask permission. Instead, I stuck my nose against her arch and smelled the intoxicating aroma of leather and old sweat.

	I was hard as a rock now.

	“Hello,” said my wife suddenly into her phone.

	This confused me for a moment. Was she on a phone call? The phone hadn’t rung, so she must have made the call herself. But who had she called and why now? Then I recalled that she had spoken to her sister once as I played with her feet.

	“Perhaps she’s doing that again,” I thought.

	“Did you get my text?” asked my wife.

	I listened as closely as I could, but I couldn’t hear what was said on the other end because of the earbud. The other person’s words and voice went straight into my wife’s ear.

	“Yes. Right now,” said my wife into her phone. She wiggled her foot, bouncing my balls atop her toes. “Just doing what we usually do. I’m lying in bed talking to you and Princess is playing with my feet.”

	“Uh, what?!” I thought. Did she just call me “Princess” before someone?! Did she just tell them I was playing with her feet?! There’s no way I could have heard that right, could I?

	“Licking them mostly at the moment, but also rubbing his dick against them,” said my wife.

	“Who are you talking to?!” I gasped.

	“I didn’t tell you to stop working,” said my wife to me.

	“Who are you talking to?!”

	“It’s none of your business, sissy.” My wife pointed her finger at my face. “Get back to work or I’ll punish you.”

	I was stunned. “You can’t show this to someone!” I exclaimed, losing my control.

	My wife glared at me. “You have nothing to say about this,” she growled.

	“But you’re—”

	“This is my decision. Now behave!”

	As she said this, she sort of slapped my erection with her toes by sweeping her foot. Then she pinned my erection against my stomach with the sole of her shoe. It didn’t hurt, but the message she sent was clear. Indeed, her tone acted like a slap across the face. It brought me back to reality. And the reality was that I was powerless to object. She could do whatever she wanted and there was nothing I could do about it, including expose me to her friend.

	“You do what I tell you,” she added.

	I took a deep breath. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Better,” said my wife. She then wiggled her foot in my face to tell me to start licking her foot again and to continue masturbating with the other. I looked at her foot and her painted nails and then at the camera on the phone pointing right at me. I wasn’t sure I could do this, not with someone watching.

	And then my craving for humiliation kicked in. This idea of being watched by one of my wife’s friends as I made love to my wife’s feet became so exciting that my penis positively throbbed away. Suddenly, I wanted this. I wanted it very badly. Heck, I almost wanted to show off for whoever it was: how badly could I debase myself for her to see?

	I dove my face into my wife’s arch and began to sniff and lick again.

	“See?” said my wife.

	The other person must have spoken, but I could hear nothing as my wife had her earbud in her ear.

	“It’s all I allow him,” responded my wife.

	Silence.

	“Well, when he gets close, he’ll start to work it really hard until he shoots cum all over my foot and shoe. He tends to get a lot of it on the wedge itself. Then he licks it clean.” Silence.

	“Yes, his own cum. All of it.” Silence.

	“I know. Isn’t that funny?” Silence.

	My wife giggled. “Sure. You can watch.” She then pushed some buttons on her phone and pointed it right at my erection as it slid up and down the length of her foot. “Go on, Princess. Cum for me.”

	I turned bright red with shame... but I did it. I couldn’t help myself. It took only a few more strokes and suddenly, I was spurting all over my wife’s foot and shoe. Everything was covered with my white sticky fluid.

	“Good girl,” said my wife, adding to my humiliation. “Lick it clean.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	I stuck out my tongue and started licking the upper straps on my wife’s foot. My cum tasted salty and sticky and gross. Then I moved my tongue to her toes, her arch, her heel and then the cork heel of her shoe. My wife giggled the whole time.

	“Uh huh,” she said. “Yep.”

	“Right.” This was very embarrassing.

	When I finished, my wife told her friend that she was welcome to watch more of me and she would send her the link to the nanny cams. That made me shudder. My wife then hung up the line and set her phone down.

	“Take off my shoes,” she said.

	I took her right shoe in my hand and started unbuckling the strap.

	“That was my friend. She knows about you now. She knows everything.”

	“I can’t believe you told her,” I said.

	My wife laughed. “Don’t even try to tell me that didn’t excite you. You were hard as a rock the whole time. I practically had to hold you back to keep you from cumming for her amusement.”

	I opened my mouth to object, but she was right. “It’s still dangerous.”

	My wife shrugged her shoulders. Then she pulled her foot out of her shoe as I held it. I then took the other shoe in my hand and started unbuckling it. “She won’t tell anyone. Besides, it would probably just turn you on even more if she did.”

	I now held the other shoe as she pulled her foot out of it.

	My wife swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood up.

	“Are you going to tell me who it is, Ma’am?” I asked.

	“No,” said my wife in an indifferent tone. “I think I’ll leave you guessing.”

	“But what if I meet her?”

	My wife laughed. “So now you want to meet her? And here I thought you were worried about her knowing about you.” She leaned over and kissed my forehead. “Put my shoes away and then start dinner.” I sighed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	 


Chapter Twenty-Two: “An Intimate Conversation”

	 

	A week or so later, my wife took this secret friend issue to another level. It began with an announcement. I was busy writing one of my recent books at the time. Per my wife’s instructions, I worked at the kitchen table – I no longer had a desk as she had taken the study and banned me from it. I was wearing black shorts, a light blue and white-striped women’s t-shirt with a rounded collar, and black platform spike-heeled sandals. My toenails were painted white. My fingernails were glossy. I wore dangling teardrop earrings in my ears, a toe ring on my second toe and my wedding ring with the Princess inscription. It was a very feminine look.

	My wife entered the kitchen holding a magazine she had just finished. “There are some pretty dresses in here. You would like them,” she said casually.

	This was interesting. My wife had never really treated me like a girl before in the sense of showing me women’s clothes I might like and chatting about potential shopping. She did it with her friends all the time, but not me. That always made me jealous as I would love to do that with her. Perhaps, I thought, this could be the start of that? That idea made me happy.

	“Can I see them?” I asked with a smile.

	She chuckled. “How many pages have you written?”

	“Four,” I said.

	She shook her head. “You know my rule. You need to do at least six before I’ll let you take a break.”

	I sighed. “Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

	“Anyways, I came to talk to you. I’m thinking of having the girls over for lunch this week,” she said. “Probably Thursday.”

	“What girls?” The only “girls” I knew were our daughters.

	“Just a group of friends and co-workers.”

	I tensed up. This could be trouble. “Do you want me to serve them?” I asked very cautiously. I had visions of being dressed in a little black dress and sky-high heels as I tottered around our living room pouring drinks and handing out sandwiches as her friends giggled and playfully touched my bulging erection. That was really exciting... at least as a fantasy.

	Sadly, what was more likely to happen, however, would be me walking around in the black shorts, the white dress shirt and the girly sandals serving them drinks and food as they shot me strange looks and giggled behind my back at the pussy-whipped husband. Not only would that be uncomfortably humiliating, but it would leave an image of me in their eyes that I knew I would never live down. Unfortunately, with my wife’s recent increasingly aggressive behaviour, I feared this was possible.

	“No, you won’t be serving,” said my wife, much to my relief. 

	“Though, I suspect the idea probably turns you on.”

	“I’m happy just to disappear this time,” I said.

	“Good, because that’s what I have planned. I have something special planned for you.”

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

	My wife patted me on the side of the face. “You’ll just have to wait to find out. Now get back to work. The girls will be home soon and I’m not letting you change out of your shoes until you get five pages finished.”

	I looked down at the feminine black platforms on my feet. Then I got back to work.

	—o—

	The day of the luncheon came before I even realized it. It was a Friday which happened to be a holiday, so my wife and her friends had the day off. So did the girls, but they were spending the day in a nearby city with some relatives. My wife had arranged that.

	The preparations required a ton of work, and my wife complicated it all. I’d spent the morning giving the house a thorough cleaning – I’d actually done most of it the prior day, along with the food prep, but some things needed to be done the day of the luncheon. For whatever reason, my wife made me wear the pink skater dress and white platform sandals to do the cleaning. My wife even painted my fingernails white to match my toenails. The platforms proved rather difficult to wear while cleaning as did the nail polish without chipping it.

	As I worked, my wife kept coming up behind me and touching me; she had ordered me not to wear panties apparently to make this easier, which caused my erection to bounce all over the place. She was enjoying herself immensely. I liked being touched too.

	“Freeze,” she would command from behind me.

	I would stop.

	“Spread your legs, Princess.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I would say. Then I would spread my legs so that my testicles hung freely between my legs. My erection stood out straight before me, tenting out the pink dress.

	Having stopped me, she would press herself against my back and nibble on my earlobe. She would then place her palm against my butt and slide her hand down between my legs until she could grab my testicles. She would squeeze them gently. That would feel so amazingly good I almost wanted to cry.

	“I love you, Princess,” she would say.

	“I love you too, Ma’am.”

	Then she would send me back to work. After a while though, she began to ask me questions as she held my balls. Her questions were kind of embarrassing but they felt so intimate that they made me warm and gave me a sense of soft comfort. After a few questions, she would let me go again and tell me to keep working. Then she would return and the conversation would continue. I actually think this was one of the most intimate conversations we had ever had. It began like this:

	“Your balls are so heavy, baby. Do you need to cum?” she asked at first.

	“Yes, Ma’am. Always,” I said with an unintended giggle. I couldn’t help it. I felt so girly and controlled with her behind me, holding my balls.

	“Do you like cumming on my feet?”

	‘Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Do you want to cum inside me?” she asked softly.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	She giggled. “What would you do for that privilege?”

	“Anything, Ma’am. I would do anything you asked.”

	“Careful, darling,” she said and she bit my earlobe. “I can ask a lot,” she whispered in my ear. “Now get back to work my pretty sissy maid.” I was so hard.

	—o—

	A few minutes later, she took my balls in her hand again, again starting by palming my butt and sliding her hand between my legs. This time, she ran her other hand around my front and fingered my hard right nipple.

	“Do you wish you had real breasts?” she asked.

	I hesitated.

	She kissed my neck. “You can tell me.”

	Still I hesitated. “Honestly, um, I don’t know.”

	She kissed my neck again and squeezed my testicles a little harder. “Why is that?”

	This question felt like it was a drill digging straight to my soul, but the calmness in her voice helped me overcome my fears and answer her. Unfortunately, I’m not sure I had a good answer. “It’s definitely a fantasy of mine, but—” I paused.

	“But?”

	“But I don’t know. Having breasts would make me not a man anymore and I do like being a man. I mean, I love being your Princess and I love dressing like this and doing things like this, but I do like being a man. And if I got breasts, then everyone would see them and I couldn’t

	really be a man again... not a real one.”

	“Do you want to be a man again?”

	My lip trembled. “I think so... I don’t know.”

	That was probably the most honest thing I’d ever said to her. I did want to be a man, but I wanted what I had even more. At least, I thought I did. I didn’t know. This was all very confusing. I didn’t understand why I wanted femininity or why I needed it. Other men didn’t want this, so why did I?

	“Do you want me to be a man again?” I asked.

	She kissed me on the neck and let go of my balls again. “Back to work, Princess.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	I tottered off to finish the dusting.

	—o—

	As I bent over to pick up some pillows one of the girls had dropped to the floor, my wife came up behind me and placed her crotch against my rear as if she were a man inserting her manhood into me. That made her giggle. Then she ordered me to stand up, which I did, and she slowly pushed me against the wall. When I was pinned to the wall by her body, she again slipped her hand between my legs and took hold of my testicles.

	“Tell me the truth, Princess, do you want me to cut these off?” asked my wife.

	I shuddered. “I don’t think so, Ma’am.”

	“You don’t ‘think’ so? You don’t know?”

	“I— I don’t want them cut off.”

	“But think about how exciting it would be if your queen would get to tell everyone that you’re a eunuch. What could be more humiliating than that? You could masturbate for years on that humiliation.”

	“If I even still want to masturbate,” I said.

	“If you don’t, then maybe you’ll find inner peace,” said my wife with a chuckle.

	I shook my head. “Don’t you think that would be going too far?”

	My wife kissed my neck once more. “Nope.”

	“Really?”

	“Think about the looks of shock on people’s faces when they learn that I had you castrated. My friends would die. It would be all we would talk about. They would be so excited. And then think about the reaction of your friends. They would either be terrified of me or in awe.”

	I tried to look my wife in the eye to see if she was being serious, but I couldn’t get my head around far enough. “Are you kidding me? Or are you just trying to turn me on?”

	“Why? Does this turn you on?”

	“No.”

	My wife reached further between my legs and felt my hard shaft. “Apparently, it does.” She snickered and pulled her hand back and again took hold of my balls. “Imagine me telling everyone ‘Andrew’s a girl now, basically.’ They’ll ask why I did it and I’ll tell them, ‘I didn’t want him getting out of line and thinking he wore the pants in our relationship, so I gave him a reminder of who’s in charge.’” She laughed softly.

	“I hope you’re joking.”

	She chuckled. “Am I? You know I looked it up. If we do this, you will apparently become much more docile and easy for me to control – not that you’re hard to control now. But that sounds fantastic. Not to mention, then you can’t get me pregnant. I might even let you put your little guy inside me then!”

	“I seriously hope you’re joking, Ma’am. I really don’t want to be castrated!”

	She laughed once more and then kissed me on the neck. “Don’t worry, I wouldn’t do a thing like that unless you wanted me to.”

	“Wanted you to? Why would I want you to? I can assure you that I’ll never want that.”

	I could feel her smirk even through the back of my head.

	“What?” I asked.

	“We’ll see,” she said teasingly.

	“What is that supposed to mean?”

	“You object to a lot of things I mention until you have time to think about them. Then the more they turn over and over in your brain, soon you’re craving them. Then next thing you know, you’re all but begging me for them,” she said.

	“Well, this is different.”

	“Is it?”

	“Yes!”

	She playfully tugged my earlobe with her teeth and massaged my balls. “Ok. I’ll remind you that you said that right before the doctor snips them off.”

	I blushed. There was no way I would ever want that.

	“Of course, we could do it in a less traumatic way too,” she said.

	“Do what?”

	“Instead of cutting them off, we could shrink them away with hormones. Would you like that better, honey? Would you like watching them slowly get smaller until they’re just like tiny little nuts? Then you could feel all girly but you’d still technically have them,” said my wife in the same quasi-joking, quasi-seductive tone that was making me so hard despite the terror of what she was suggesting.

	“I don’t think that would be a good idea,” I said.

	“Why not?”

	“I’d be a girl!”

	“But you want that,” she purred.

	“But I would grow boobs without my testicles!” 

	She shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe little ones. They would less noticeable than implants. You would still look like a male as long as you kept your shirt on... and your pants.” She giggled. “Think about it. To the outside world you’d look like a soft little man, but you and I would know the truth. We’d know that on the inside, you were chemically a girl and that you couldn’t get it up.”

	“That would be embarrassing.”

	“You like embarrassing,” she said before licking the tips of my ears with her tongue, which made a feeling of weakness race down my spine.

	“What about my penis though?” I asked.

	“What about it?”

	“Hormones would make it smaller and softer.”

	“So? Isn’t that what you want? Imagine wearing dresses without a bulge. Wouldn’t that be exciting? Wouldn’t that make you happy? Imagine how humiliated you would feel when I held the tiny little guy in my hand and laughed at how small it was and that I had made it that way.”

	This was a terrifying discussion, but also was making me very horny. Admittedly, my penis was throbbing.

	“But it wouldn’t be any use to you if it got smaller,” I said.

	My wife chuckled. “Baby, it’s never exactly been much use to me before.” She was referencing her repeated comments that it wasn’t large enough. Unfortunately, her prior boyfriends had enormous penises, and while mine was normal in size, she considered it too small. I don’t know if this was real or was just meant to humiliate me, but she’d said it enough that I began to believe it. “Don’t worry though, Princess. If you want to shrink it away, I’ll let you.”

	“You will?” I asked with some surprise.

	She pushed me harder against the wall and slowly started rocking me. Then she reached past my balls, took my shaft and stroked me slowly, gently. It felt so good for her to finally do this for me again after so many months. 

	“I want you to be happy, Princess,” she said in my ear.

	I felt like I would melt in her arms.

	“If you want to grow boobs and shrink your penis, I can allow that,” she continued. “You can be my little submissive Princess all the time if that’s what makes you happy. Do you want me to shrink your little guy?”

	You know, this was an interesting moment to me. I knew that my wife didn’t want this and I know she wanted me to say no. I also knew that I didn’t really want that. I liked being a man. I liked having a penis. I just also like getting to be a girl sometimes. But all in all, I wanted to be a man. So I wanted myself to say no as well. Yet, I hesitated. I knew why too. I hesitated because I liked her teasing me about it. Why? That I did not know, but something about her threatening to un-male me just excited me.

	I shook my head. “I don’t want that.”

	My wife chuckled and kissed me on the cheek. “We’ll see,” she said. She then let go of me once more. “Finish cleaning up, Princess. My guests will be coming soon and if you aren’t finished, you’ll finish while they watch.”

	I got to work.

	 

	 


Chapter Twenty-Three: “The Guests Arrive”

	 

	The guests were due to arrive any moment. I had finished cleaning everything. The house was spotless. The food was ready and would be easy for my wife to serve. Everything was ready... except me, apparently.

	“My guests will be here soon,” said my wife as she looked at her watch.

	“Everything is ready,” I replied. I felt surprisingly calm given than seven or eight women were about to invade our house while I was dressed in a pink dress and pink platform heels.

	“Almost. We need to get you to the bedroom.”

	Arg. I had hoped to be allowed to wait in the study. The bedroom was fine, but it lacked a real desk and chair. The study had all of that, two couches, a television, and some other luxuries that the bedroom did not. Now I would be stuck sitting on the bed for the next few hours. At least I could take off these difficult heels! My feet were super sore from all the cleaning I had done.

	“Come with me, Princess.”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I said.

	My wife led me down the hallway once more to the bedroom. My wife wore tan slacks, open-toed tan slingbacks, and a fuzzy pink sweater. As we went, our heels echoed off the hardwood floor. I was reminded how much I loved that sound.

	“Will your friend be joining you today?” I asked.

	“Which friend?”

	“The one who knows about me.”

	My wife chuckled. “Yes, she will.”

	We reached the bedroom. My wife pointed to the bed.

	“Lie down on the bed,” she said.

	I wasn’t expecting that. In fact, I had no idea why my wife had even come with me to the bedroom rather than just sending me here. And now she asked me to lie down? What was going on? “Lie down? Why?”

	“Do as you’re told, Princess.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	I lay down on the bed on my back. Then I watched as my wife went to our toy chest in the closet and pulled out two pieces of rope. She returned to me with the rope, sat down at the foot of the bed, and began tying my ankles together.

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

	“What does it look like?”

	“It looks like you’re tying me up.”

	My wife chuckled. “You’re such a smart boy,” she said as she finished tying my ankles. “You’re going to be tied up during the party.”

	This was new. It was exciting too. I wondered what made my wife decide to do this. “Are you going to parade your friends by me?” I asked jokingly.

	“Something like that,” she said cryptically.

	My wife moved next to my shoulder and told me to put my hands together. I did and she tied the rope around my wrists, binding my hands together in the process. Then she rose to her feet and pulled my hands up over my head, tying my bound hands to the headboard.

	“Just a few more things,” she said.

	I watched as she went to her lingerie drawer and pulled out a blindfold she had gotten as a bonus with a recent lingerie purchase. It was black and red but looked more decorative to me than anything. I couldn’t help but notice that it matched my lingerie. She also grabbed a black and red scarf. She then came back to me and tied the scarf over my eyes. I could see nothing. She then slipped the blindfold over the scarf, most likely for decorative effect.

	“Perfect,” she said, running her hands down my chest.

	“Now what?” I asked.

	“Now you wait.”

	“Wait for what, Ma’am?”

	My wife laughed. “You’ll see.” She kissed me on the lips. Then I heard her start to move toward the door, but she seemed to stop as she declared: “Whoops, I almost forgot!” She then moved across the room and took something from the closet. A moment later, she came back to me and I felt her slip headphones over my ears. These were noise cancelling headphones which I kept for travel. They were good, but not perfect. They could hide most noises, but you could still make out voices in some instances.

	“What are you doing?” I asked.

	She just giggled and left.

	—o—

	I lay on the bed. I couldn’t move because of the ropes. I couldn’t see because of the blindfold. I could barely hear because of the headphones – my wife hadn’t turned them on, but they still muffled most sounds. I wondered why my wife had done this to me. Was this meant to turn me on?

	I heard a dull noise: thud thud thud thud thud. It was the sound of my wife’s high heels on the wooden floor in the front hallway, muffled by the headphones. I heard the sharper sound of excited voices. I could not make out the words, but my wife must have greeted her first guest. More heels: 

	thud thud thud thud thud. It sounded like both women wore them.

	“I guess the party is starting,” I said.

	More heels: thud thud thud thud thud. More voices. More heels: thud thud thud thud thud. Even more voices. Repeat, repeat, repeat.

	Soon enough, the house seemed filled with a dull roar of voices interspersed with high-pitched feminine laughter, the stomping of high heels as these women moved from place to place, and the sounds of dishes clanking together. The party had clearly started and a large number of women had arrived. And here I was, bound, blindfolded, and cross-dressed.

	As I lay there, I began to fantasize about this room full of women. I imagined myself moving among them as a sissy maid in a sexy costume. I could see them all laughing and giggling and teasing me. A room full of women eyeing my feminized body. Hard nipples everywhere. Crossed legs shaking excitedly. Telling blushes and grins all around.

	“Talk about exciting,” I told myself.

	I smiled as I imagined the shock as my wife ordered me around in front of them and told them all how she dominated me and how I obeyed any order. I could see them demanding proof and my wife ordering me to my knees to perform some humiliating commands.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” I giggled.

	As I giggled, I realized this was turning me on something fierce. Unfortunately, I couldn’t touch my erection as my hands were bound, so I tried wiggling my hips to shake my erection. It didn’t work, which led to a little bit of frustration, though I had gotten used to frustration where touching my dick was concerned.

	“That must be why she tied me up,” I thought. “She knew this would turn me on and she wanted to keep me from masturbating as I sat up here.”

	I tried wiggling again, but it still didn’t work. So I switched my focus to my ears and I listened to the party. I could make out individual voices, just barely, and the sounds of different types of heels: wedges, spikes, thick heels, thinner heels. I could imagine the rest. I saw in my mind the colours of the dresses, the pretty hair, the painted nails and the collection of purses. 

	I could smell the leathers and the perfumes. I could feel the soft materials. “I wish I was there.” I sighed.

	For the next however long – I had no sense of time – I lay there listening to the party and wishing I could be there taking it all in.

	—o—

	I don’t think I fell asleep, but it’s possible. Having no sight, no ability to move and nothing to do can let your mind drift. It’s possible mine drifted off to sleep. Indeed, I seem to remember some crazy dreams. I won’t repeat those however, because they aren’t as interesting as what happened next.

	As I lay there trying to decide if I had indeed nodded off, I heard the sound of high heels coming down the hallway. My first thought was to panic. But then I realized that it had to be my wife. Although, it sounded like two sets of high heels coming down the hallway! Panic!!!

	I tugged on my bindings, but they were solid. I wasn’t going anywhere.

	“What do I do?” I asked myself, not that there was much I could do.

	My heart raced.

	A moment later, I heard the sound of our bedroom door opening. It was an unmistakable sound because the door sticks slightly. I held my breath. I thought about calling out to find out who it was and maybe warn them away from entering the room... if possible.

	I licked my lips nervously.

	“Hello Princess,” said my wife.

	I breathed a sigh of relief. “Hello, Ma’am,” I said.

	When I said this, I heard a giggle. My heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t my wife... at least, I don’t think it was. With the headphones on, it was hard to tell whose voice was whose, so it could have been another woman! Had my wife really brought another person to see me like this? I never would have guessed that was possible in a million years, even after my wife told her friend about me. This was terrifying!

	“Is someone with you?” I asked. My mouth was dry.

	“It’s ok, Princess. There’s nothing to worry about,” said my wife in a soft calming tone which put me a little more at ease. Then she touched my leg and ran her hand from my ankle strap to my knee and back. Her hand was warm and soft and made me feel good. This calmed me further.

	I took several deep breaths to slow my heart.

	“Are you calm, dear?” asked my wife.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Good. Now, I don’t want you to worry, Princess, but my friend wanted to see you. I told her that would be all right. And since I’m in charge now, what I want is what matters. So just stay calm and do as you’re told.”

	“You brought her here?” I squeaked.

	“Yes.”

	“I— I would rather not,” I said. I was trembling. This was truly terrifying. Who was this woman? What if she told other people about me? 

	“I don’t want to be shown off. I really don’t want to be seen like this.”

	“Yes, you would. You know you want it.”

	I shook my head. “Not the way I look!”

	“What’s wrong with how you look?”

	“I’m wearing a dress and heels, Ma’am!”

	She laughed. “Is that all?”

	“Well, no,” I said in a quasi-panicked tone. “I’m tied to the bed too and you’re making me look all submissive and feminine!”

	“You are submissive and feminine.”

	I involuntarily yanked at my bindings. “Ma’am, please, this is humiliating!”

	“Then you should enjoy it,” said my wife.

	Her words felt like a knife to my ego. They shouldn’t have. Her friend knew all of this and, like I said, this all turned me on. But somehow, my fear and nervousness overwhelmed my excitement at the moment. 

	“Please don’t let her see me like this, Ma’am!”

	“She already sees you, darling.” I bit my lip.

	My wife stroked my leg again. “Now stay calm and be a good little princess as I show you off to my friend.”

	With that, I felt my wife’s hand by my ear and she flicked on the headphones. This further reduced what I could hear. I could still make out words spoken in the room, just barely, but I could no longer hear the tones and timbers which might let me identify her friend or even who was speaking. It was like listening to a conversation through a thick brick wall. 

	The sounds of the party downstairs were gone entirely.

	“Wow! He really dresses like this?” I presume this was the friend.

	“He dresses however I want him to dress.” And this was my wife.

	“And he does anything you tell him?”

	“Anything. He likes it. It makes him horny to obey me.”

	“Can I?”

	My wife pushed her hand farther up my dress and folded it back until my erection became visible. As you may recall, my wife had told me not to wear panties so there was nothing covering it and now it stood up straight in the cool bedroom air.

	Another giggle. Then some whispering.

	“Go ahead.”

	Suddenly, I felt a warm, soft hand wrap itself around my erection. I involuntarily jumped, but then calmed myself. The hand started stroking me. It felt really good... really, really good. Unfortunately, she stopped after a few strokes, well before I had the chance to finish. She then ran her hand over my dress and down my leg to my shoe. She played with my feet for a moment and then examined the bra I wore.

	Neither woman spoke during this.

	I stayed silent as well as I had no idea what to say. Not to mention, I had no permission to speak and my submissiveness had returned.

	After a few minutes, I heard more whispering. Then the door opened and closed again. Then nothing. The room was silent. I was alone once more. I could no longer hear the party either.

	—o—

	I lay there for some time contemplating what had happened. Wow! That had been so exciting! Yes, it was scary that another person knew about this, but wow. Just wow! My wife had let another woman see me dressed in a pink dress and heels and let her touch my penis. What an amazing feeling that was! Even more interestingly, I still had no idea who this was. That was really exciting! That meant that I could actually sit across from this mystery woman at a dinner or whatnot and have no idea that she knew the truth about me.

	“Think about that,” I told myself.

	From now on, whenever I was with any of my wife’s friends, I would feel that humiliation that I craved. Could she be the one? Was she laughing at me on the inside? Was she imagining me in the pink dress all over again? What a turn on!

	This was all so exciting. I really couldn’t believe my wife had done it either. This so didn’t seem like her. But then, feminizing me didn’t seem like her either and yet she had done that too. I saw myself as one lucky man.

	Then a problem arose.

	Something about the entire encounter bothered me. I couldn’t quite put my finger on it, but way in the back of my head, something didn’t seem right. This thought kept nagging at me as I lay there until slowly it began to take shape.

	“Maybe it didn’t happen!” I gasped when the thought crystallized.

	Indeed, the more I thought about it, the more clear it became that I had no actual proof that there ever was a second woman. I never saw the other woman. With the headphones on, I couldn’t say for sure that there were two separate voices in the room either. There was no perfume. I was never touched by both women at once. I can’t say that her hand felt differently than my wife’s hand, not in temperature or texture. There was just nothing!

	Could my wife have faked the whole thing?

	When my wife finally came to untie me after all of her friends had left, I decided I needed to ask.

	“Was your friend really here or did you fake that?” I asked.

	She laughed. Then she smiled at me. “Let’s go downstairs. There’s a lot to clean up.”

	She had refused to answer me. To this day, she refuses to answer me. Sometimes she will playfully suggest that someone might be the friend, but she never confirms anything, and if I ask her directly, she just smiles. This was the most shocking and possibly most exciting moment of my life and I had no idea if it ever happened!

	 

	 


Chapter Twenty-Four: “The End?”

	 

	My wife had been pushing things hard. She had pushed my feminization really hard. She had really taken control and was stripping me of decisions and privileges all over the place. She had even (possibly) exposed me to a friend in the most kinky of ways. This was all very exciting, but I knew it was putting a great deal of strain on her. The problem was that no matter how much she really fit the role of dominant, she kept telling herself that she was really submissive and that she couldn’t be dominant. This worried me. It worried me that this stress she was creating would explode and I couldn’t predict the consequences.

	Then, about two weeks after her get together with her friends, my worries came to reality.

	I was in the bedroom getting dressed. On the bed was a rather challenging set of clothes. There was a hot pink miniskirt, a thin white sweater, tan stockings, black high-heeled Mary Janes with a t-strap, tiny pink panties, a pink bra, a white ribbon for my hair, a pink ribbon for my penis, and loads of makeup. I didn’t know how to apply the makeup properly, but my wife said she would come back to help me with that.

	When I was dressed, my wife intended to take me for a drive. This would be the first time I left the house dressed as a woman. I was terrified, even though we didn’t plan for me to leave the car.

	I slipped into the underwear, the miniskirt and the heels. I had tied the ribbon around my penis and I had just picked up the sweater when I heard my wife approaching down the hallway.

	She burst into the room a moment later.

	“I can’t do this anymore!” she blurted out.

	I turned to face her, but said nothing. There was little I could say yet.

	“I can’t do this. I can’t be married to a woman. I need a man in my life, a real man who can make his own decisions. I’m not cut out to be dominant!” exclaimed my wife.

	“But you really are—”

	“No, I’m not, and I never will be!”

	My wife paced about the room. She was upset, that was clear. It also seemed that she had made up her mind and nothing I said was going to change it. I decided to say as little as possible until I understood her mood better.

	“I tried. I tried very hard. I tried to enjoy being in charge. I really did, but it’s just not me!”

	She continued her pacing. As she did, I couldn’t help but think that she had indeed enjoyed this very much. I could see it in her eyes that she liked bossing me around. She loved not doing any housework. She got a kick out of me carrying her purse in for her after work. She was calmer too, being in charge. It fit her control-freak ways very well. She had even gone from being timid about ordering me around to it being completely natural for her to give me whatever order she wanted and expecting me to carry it out:

	“Fetch my purse.”

	“Take my shoes to the closet.”

	“Do the laundry today.”

	“Come rub my feet.”

	“Stand here as I inspect your work.”

	These things had become natural to her. She no longer hesitated to give an order. She no longer asked me to do these things. She didn’t say “please” or make it an option. She didn’t even thank me when I did them. I was her slave and she was my Queen, and she was happy it was that way. But for whatever reason, she refused to see this and she clung to the false idea that she was submissive.

	So this was all ending.

	“I’m sorry,” she said. “I want you to be happy, but I can’t do this anymore. I want my dominant husband back.”

	I took a deep breath. There was nothing I could do to fight this. I wasn’t going to make her be something she didn’t think she was either. “I understand,” I said and I held her tightly. “If you can’t do it, then you can’t do it. We can go back to how things were.”

	She nodded her head and rested her head on my shoulder.

	And that was that...

	... sort of.

	—o—

	Over the next two days, we slowly talked about how we would move forward. My wife insisted that she was not dominant, could not be dominant, and would never act dominant again. Seems clear. I was to take over again and be the dominant partner. Again, very clear.

	But then she started making decisions that flew in the face of this. For one thing, she told me that she liked it when I met her in the garage and she “wouldn’t be sad” if I kept doing that. She also seemed to assume that I should continue doing the housework. She also kept leaving her clothes on the floor or the bed for me to put them away as if I were her maid. She left her dishes for me to clean too. She even continued to inspect my housework, though without me standing at attention.

	“You did this well, but you should redo that. You didn’t do your best work here. Did you lift this to clean under it?” was the type of criticism she kept making. Tell me that’s not dominant!

	And let me tell you, many of the things she “asked” me to do are indistinguishable from orders. There is no “honey, would you please” in her “requests.” Instead, there is, “Finish the laundry today.”

	“My car needs to be washed.”

	“Why didn’t you make the bed?”

	She even kept picking out my clothes in the morning, and they weren’t always the most masculine clothes – though she has yet to pick out anything truly feminine – and trying to control my diet.

	More significantly, she decided that she would keep control over our money and she would not give me the passwords to the accounts. She refers to them as her accounts. She keeps referring to the study as hers too, and refuses to give me the password to the computer, arguing that she needs it for a class she’s going to take at the local graduate school.

	There’s more too.

	The other day, we went shopping for a new bed. My “submissive” wife dove right in with the salesman as if I wasn’t even there. She told him what she wanted without consulting me. Then, when the salesman showed her three beds he thought she might like, she held out her purse for me to take.

	“Hold this,” she commanded.

	I blushed very deeply as the salesman raised an eyebrow, but I took the purse nevertheless. She didn’t collect it again until we were in the car – she waved me off every time I tried to give it back to her. What’s more, she basically cut me out entirely from the discussion with the salesman. I was irrelevant. She hadn’t even acted that way when she was trying to be dominant. It was very humiliating. Indeed, let me tell you, I was both confused and hard as a rock.

	In another instance, I was sitting at home working when my wife came into the room looking through a women’s clothing catalogue. She came over to me, showed me a pair of really tall wedges, and said: “Those would have gone great with your blue skater dress.”

	So has my submission come to an end?

	I don’t think so. My wife seems to be hooked on certain aspects of the control she obtained even if she doesn’t realize it yet. As I’ve always said, she needs control to satisfy her control-freak needs. She may deny this consciously, but subconsciously she clearly knows. She seems very much at ease taking advantage and giving orders. She even seems at ease offering me the small humiliations that I crave. So while she denies being dominant, she sure is giving it a good approximation.

	So where will this head?

	That, I do not know. But I do know that I will love her either way.

	—o—

	That’s the end. I wish I could offer a more conclusive ending or even something with a bigger climax, but this is really how our story has gone. It began with two people who were trying to be something they weren’t and it ended with two people who are happier sort of being what they need to be. I am my wife’s dominant husband for the moment, and she is my submissive wife... except when she wants to be in charge.

	The End.
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