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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “That’s it! I’ve had enough!” 
 
    “But I’m sorry.” 
 
    I stared at my husband. He looked at the floor in shame. He had screwed up again, and the terrible thing was, he wasn’t going to stop. 
 
    Jim, my hubbie, was a great guy when we got married. He worked hard, he lusted after me, he treated me right, and now…now…he was a lush. 
 
    That’s right, a lush. Soaked in alcohol, come home with lipstick on his collar, just waiting for the DUI. 
 
    “I’m leaving you.” 
 
    “But Ann! You can’t! We’ve got a child!” 
 
    “That’s right. We’ve got a child, and I don’t want to wake up because you ran the car into a light pole, or some other car, and killed somebody, or maybe just brought home a disease. I don’t want her to have a father like that!” 
 
    “But Ann, I’ll do anything!” 
 
    “I want you to stop drinking!” 
 
    “I will. I swear to God I will.” 
 
    “Like you promised the last half dozen times.” 
 
    “But this time I mean it!” 
 
    I stood up and walked into the kitchen. I mixed a bourbon and Coke, I returned and placed it in front of him. He was on the couch and I sat on the other side of the coffee table in an easy chair. I stared at him. 
 
    He stared at me. Unshaven, his clothes on crooked—he had even buttoned one button in the wrong hole—his eyes bleary. 
 
    I stared at him. A good looking woman who deserved more out of life. 
 
    He licked his lips. His eyes fell to the Coke high. 
 
    I watched him start to shake. His hands quivered. He sat back and tried to hide it, wiped his hands on his pants and held them by his side. 
 
    He looked down at the glass. The ice cubes visible in the dark liquid. 
 
    “Aw, Ann,” he blubbered. His heart was being torn in two. One half went to me, and the other half went to that damned drink sweating on the table. 
 
    I said nothing. I just watched…and waited. 
 
    The break, when it came. wasn’t anything spectacular. It was just a sudden shift of mind, and he leaned forward, grabbed the glass in both hands, and lifted it to his lips. 
 
    Glug glug, his Adam’s apple went up and down. 
 
    He placed the glass down. Shamed, but…broken. Too broken to resist the demon rum. Too broken to save his marriage. A hulk of a human being. Once kind and compassionate. Now drowning in a sea of whiskey. 
 
    I got to my feet. I didn’t say anything. I turned to walk out of the room. 
 
    “Ann?” His voice was cracking, just as he had succumbed to the temptation of drink, now he was giving up to emotion. But it was a rawness I had never heard before. I turned back. 
 
    Tears were running down his cheeks. “You think I wouldn’t give anything to shake this monkey off my back? You think I like being like this? But I don’t know how. I don’t know how and I love you…I love you.” Then he broke down completely. Cried into his hands. 
 
    I bit my lip. In spite of everything, I loved him.  
 
    But what could I do? We had tried therapy. Aversion therapy. Hypnosis. Meditation. We had tried everything there was, but he still came home, smelling of cigarettes and regurgitated alcohol. I think that was the moment that a decision was made. 
 
    I had tried everything, but I loved him. There had to be some other way to get through to him, to affect change. Maybe his heart was breaking, but mine was, too. I had to help him. 
 
    Right then, however, I just wanted to get away. Go think. I left the room. 
 
    I went over to Sarah’s house. She’s my bestie forever, and I walked in and sat down. 
 
    She was sitting at the kitchen table in a robe. Her latest boyfriend was sitting there, too. Naked. I blinked. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. Stay.” 
 
    Sarah’s a red head who always smiles, when she’s not laughing. Now she laughed as her boyfriend leaped to his feet and covered his groin with two hands. 
 
    “I’ll get dressed and leave.” He ran out of the room, red-faced. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I stared after the man, noted how his buns jiggled as he scurried. 
 
    “Of course I’m sure. That was just Tom.” 
 
    So I sat down, caught between laughter for the running Tom, and my heartbreaking sadness. 
 
    “Jim drink again?” 
 
    I nodded, all hint of giggle instantly gone. 
 
    She sighed. “And he’s such a nice guy. When he’s not drinking.” 
 
    “Heck,” I murmured. “He’s nice when he is drinking. The problem is that he’s drinking. He simply can’t stop himself.” 
 
    “So what is his deep seated problem that only alcohol can solve?” she pondered aloud.  
 
    “If I only knew,” 
 
    At that moment I heard Tom behind me. I didn’t look around, and he asked, “May I call you later?” 
 
    He was waiting for an answer. Hopefully. Eagerly. I always marveled at how polite her boyfriends were. And she always had so many. 
 
    I looked at her. She was looking at Tom. I turned and looked at him. 
 
    He was dressed, a handsome fellow. The expression on his face was almost pleading. 
 
    I blinked. This was almost servitude. I looked back at Sarah. 
 
    “Tom, take your pants down.” 
 
    Well, I was certainly surprised, and I heard Tom give a little gasp. I swiveled back to him. 
 
    He was red-faced again. He squeaked, “Now?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    My mouth was open as he slowly unbuckled his pants and pulled them down. I goggled as I realized he was wearing silk, blue panties. Girl panties. With a little red bow in the front center. 
 
    He didn’t look at me. His face was so on fire that if you put a match to it the match would have ignited. 
 
    “Panties, too, lover.” 
 
    He hooked his thumbs in the waist and pulled down, and my mind couldn’t grasp it. I didn’t understand, he was wearing a little, metal tube around his cock. His balls were big and red, looked VERY full. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He waddled across the kitchen, his pants around his ankles, holding his panties at thigh level. As he passed me his eyes were averted. His face was so red it was hot. I could actually feel the heat of him. 
 
    And his cock, inside the cage, was trying to get out. It was bulging, and I could see a big vein at the base, just outside the ring, throbbing madly. 
 
    He stopped in front of Sarah, and she reached out and cupped his balls. 
 
    “How long has it been, lover?” 
 
    “Long time,” he squeaked. 
 
    Still holding his balls, fondling them, she said to me, “You’ll have to forgive Tom, when he’s like this he’s not too good with simple tasks, like thinking.” 
 
    He gulped, and I heard his throat work. 
 
    “Okay, Tom. Pull up your panties and get out. And don’t call. I’m busy with Ann. Call me on Tuesday. I might be able to talk to you for a few minutes then.” 
 
    “Yes. Okay.” he pulled his panties and pants up, buckled, and then noticed that Sarah was glaring at him. 
 
    “Sorry. I mean yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re getting a spanking for that. Now, shoo!” 
 
    He shooed. And I stared out the window as he literally staggered down the drive to his car. He was so messed up he could hardly walk. 
 
    Sarah laughed. “I didn’t want to show you that, you’re sort of prissy, for a girlfriend.” 
 
    “I’m prissy?” 
 
    “Well, you’ve only got one man. That’s prissy.” 
 
    “I’m…” I stopped talking. I wasn’t prissy, but I sure couldn’t hold a candle to Sarah’s ways. She went through the boyfriends like a sickle goes through wheat. And now I knew why. 
 
    “You keep all your boyfriends locked up?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” She nodded happily. “And they buy me gifts, hold doors open for me, wine me and dine me mercilessly…” 
 
    “I…I didn’t know. You’ve never…” 
 
    “I know. I never talk about it. And why should I? I don’t want to steal husbands, and that’s what happens when men find out about me.” 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “That I’m a dominatrix. You know I’ve got money, but you’ve never known how I get my money. Now you do.” 
 
    “So why are you telling me this?” 
 
    “Because, girlfriend, you need to whip that man of yours into shape. Literally.” She giggled. 
 
    “I have to…whip him?” 
 
    “Among other things. Look, you’ve tried. everything. You’ve had him wear patches, and that hypnosis thing was a hoot. Didn’t the mesmerist try to get in your panties?” 
 
    “I think he wanted to,” I agreed carefully. 
 
    “And yet your hubby, who isn’t a bad guy, if you want to get into the marriage thing, is still drinking like a fish trying to inhale the ocean.” 
 
    She was silent then. And I was silent. And I knew I had made a decision, and I knew a solution was out there somewhere, but this? 
 
    I finally breathed, and realized I had been holding my breath. 
 
    “Okay. Tell me where to start.” 
 
      
 
    The following week was tough. I wouldn’t talk to Jim no matter what. And he slunk around the house like a kicked dog. Trying to stay sober, but I knew he was sneaking drinks. 
 
    Heck, he would have stayed drunk all the time if he could. 
 
    But I ignored him. 
 
    And when Chelsea, our daughter, asked what was wrong, I just smiled and said to her, “Jim’s about to take the cure. He’s going to stop drinking.” 
 
    “Really?” in that perky way kids have. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    I knew Jim could hear me. And Friday night, after he came home from work, he finally broached the subject. After a drink. 
 
    “What’s this new ‘cure’ you’ve been talking about. 
 
    “I’’ll tell you later. Right now, why don’t you have a drink?” 
 
    If his eyeballs had been made of rubber they would have bounced on the floor. 
 
    I made a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him. “Bottoms up.” 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. Even though he knew it had to be a trap of some kind, he had to drink. 
 
    I watched the liquid slither through his lips, gurgle down his throat. He lowered the glass and sighed. 
 
    I handed him another drink. 
 
    “This is the cure? Get me drunk? That’ll stop my drinking?” 
 
    For answer I made him another drink. He blinked, finished his second, started on his third. 
 
    Chelsea came into the kitchen. “This is the cure?” she whispered. Her eyes were like big, round pies. 
 
    “Oh, eventually. Stick around. You can watch.” 
 
    An hour later Jim was passed out. He sat on the sofa, slumped to the side, snoring like he was a tugboat tooting. 
 
    I stood over him, gazed down on him. Chelsea stood next to me. 
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “Have you ever seen a penis?” 
 
    “Mom! I’m all grown up!” 
 
    Yes, she was. She was in college, with breasts and drooling boys and everything. And I had figured out that she wasn’t a virgin. 
 
    “Help me get him laid out.” 
 
    We pulled his legs up and stretched him out on the sofa. He slumbered without waking. 
 
    I unbuckled his pants and started pulling them down. “Come on, help me out.” 
 
    She pulled, and we managed to get his pants out from under his bulk. 
 
    “He’s heavy,” Chelsea noted. 
 
    “He’s bloated. He’s going to stop drinking and start exercising.” 
 
    Chelsea giggled. Well, of course she did. She was a little embarrassed. But it was going to get worse. Or better, depending on your viewpoint. 
 
    “Pull his pants down.” 
 
    “We just did.” Her face was bright pink. 
 
    “No, his other pants.” 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    “Do what your mother says, dear.” 
 
    So she pulled down his pants, and gasped. 
 
    Her father’s cock. It was bloated, like him. A slug that laid there. A penis that was lazy and tired and didn’t want to get up. 
 
    She stared at it. Fascinated. 
 
    I pushed her aside and bent to his groin. 
 
    She moved around and watched. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she blurted as I put the ring around his package. 
 
    “Is that a…” as I slid the tube over his shlong. 
 
    “Are you really going to…” 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    She stared, dumfounded, like a mule that had been hit on the head with a four by four. “That’s a chastity tube.” 
 
    “And that’s the end of your father’s drinking. Here.” I handed her a high heel. 
 
    She blinked. The heel was four inches. The body was made of leather, and there were metal strips sewn into the thing. It looked a little bit like a high heel the wicked witch of Oz would wear.  
 
    I put one heel on Jim’s foot, and Chelsea, totally boggled, put the other heel on him. 
 
    I handed her a little padlock. 
 
    We fastened the straps, again, they had little metal bands sewn into them. We closed the padlocks and there he was. Laying on the couch, snoring like a drunk, and wearing a chastity tube and heels. 
 
    “Is this going to work?” Chelsea asked. 
 
    “It’s got to.” 
 
    She heard the desperation in my voice. 
 
    She put an arm around me. “It will, mom. And I’ll help. I’ll do everything I can.” 
 
    And so it started. 
 
      
 
    He slept until two in the morning, then, like drunks do, he got up to get a drink. 
 
    I was sleeping in a chair. I wanted to be there when he realized what had happened.  
 
    “What the fuck is this?” he slurred his words. 
 
    I opened my eyes. He was sitting on the sofa, looking down at his cock, all caged with nowhere to go. And then his shoes. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Good morning, dear.” 
 
    He looked up at me. “Did you do this?” 
 
    Now, the funny thing, there wasn’t any anger, or rage. He was just a drunk who had woken up in the wrong place. He was still drunk, and in addition to his stumble brain way of thinking, he had an actual situation to confront, and a problem to solve. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    He just sat there and stared at me. The whites of his eyes had squiggly, red lines all over them. His eyes were like a roadmap for drunks. 
 
    “Well, take this stuff off.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He stood up, wavered, and fell across the table. 
 
    I stepped back so he wouldn’t fall on me. 
 
    He snored. 
 
    I sat back down in the easy  chair and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    I woke up to deja vu, and it made me smile. I opened my eyes. 
 
    Jim was still on the floor, rolled over and looking down at his junk. He tugged on the chastity tube. 
 
    “What the fuck?” He looked up at me, still bleary-eyed, and his face upside down to mine. “Did you do this to me?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Well…well,” he rolled and contorted and tried to get to his feet, and noticed the high heels. He sat back and stared at his feet. “What the fuck!” He looked up at me. “What the fuck!” 
 
    At that moment Chelsea walked down the hall, past the big arch that led to the living room. She was wearing a robe and on the way to her morning coffee. “Good morning, mother. Hi, daddy.” 
 
    Jim scrambled. He tried to get his feet under him, to hide, and all he succeeded in doing was falling over. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    Chelsea stuck her head back in, “How’s he doing?” 
 
    “As to be expected.” 
 
    She nodded. She looked at Jim, who was mortified, speechless, and brain sprung. “Well, hang in there, daddy.” Then she giggled. “Oh, you can’t hang anymore.” 
 
    I laughed, she continued on to the kitchen, and Jim just sat there, huddled in on himself, trying to figure out what had happened. 
 
    Chuckling, I helped him to his feet and walked him down the hall. “Well, hubby mine, you smell like shit.” He was falling against walls, staggering like…well, like a drunk. But it was the heels that were doing it. 
 
    “I…what happened…what is this?” 
 
    I led him to the bathroom, started up the shower, and pushed him in. The whole time he babbled like a brook. Blub blub…blah blah. 
 
    “Shut up,” I said kindly. “And wash yourself off.” 
 
    He stood in the shower, dazed, confounded, muttering to himself. He reached down and held his locked cock. I closed the door and went for the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    An hour later Jim came into the kitchen. Chelsea and I had finished eating. She was reading a book and I was gazing at the morning news on the little TV on the kitchen counter. 
 
    Jim was wearing a robe and shivering. I knew he had stayed in the shower until the hot water was gone, and only the threat of turning into an ice cube had moved him. 
 
    “Chelsea,” he muttered miserably. “I need to talk to your mother.” 
 
    “So talk,” she said, without taking her eyes out of her book. 
 
    He stared at her. “Please leave the room.” 
 
    She looked up at him. “And miss this? No fucking way!” 
 
    “Language, dear,” I said, my lips quivering with laughter. 
 
    “I said—“ 
 
    “Shut up, dear.” I spoke not meanly. I looked at him. “She’s part of this family, and she wants to help you. She wants to be part of your cure.” 
 
    “My cure? My cure?” He held the robe tightly. “You call this thing on my…these shoes…they’re a cure?” 
 
    I clicked the remote and the hairheads on TV went into blessed oblivion. I smiled, quite widely, and said, “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “No, I don’t want a drink!” he snapped. “I just want to get out of this…this…whatever this thing is…and these shoes…these shoes…” 
 
    That was the first time I had ever heard him turn down a drink. 
 
    “The hacksaw is in the car,” I stated pointedly. 
 
    He slapped his lips together like he had been slapped. And, in a way, he had. The hacksaw was in the car, and the unspoken rest of that communication…use it and leave. Your choice. 
 
    And, I have to tell you, my heart was in my throat. I loved my husband. Drunk or not, he was the one I had vows with. He was the one I had had a child with. 
 
    “But…you…I…” Suddenly he threw up his hands and stomped out of the kitchen. Which was funny in itself. He was almost falling in the heels, had no balance whatsoever. 
 
    Chelsea and I sat there, the survivors of a storm, and Chelsea spoke for both of us when she muttered, “Whew!” 
 
    “It’s just beginning,” I assured her. 
 
    I was right, because less than thirty seconds later I heard Jim. 
 
    “WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT IS THIS? WHAT THE FUCK!” 
 
    Five seconds later he was in the doorway, holding a pair of panties. “Where’s my underwear?” 
 
    I smiled, and I was actually a little scared so it took a lot of discipline. “That is your underwear.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s cute. Did you buy those, mother?” 
 
    “I did. It’s special sissy underwear. Enough room for his little thing, and all frilly and soft and everything.” 
 
    He was opening and closing his mouth like a fish. And I heard the whisper, “Little thing?” 
 
    I turned to him, faced him squarely, and said in as curt a manner as possible. When you’re drunk you’re little. It hasn’t pleased me for months. No, years.” 
 
    Chelsea blinked, but she kept it together. She managed to sound aghast as she repeated, “Years?” 
 
    “Yes, dear. You know your father has had problems, and they extend to his manhood. Fortunately, he has been so slobbery I haven’t had to endure his attentions.” 
 
    Jim shrunk. You could see it happen. Physically he was five ten. And he was still five ten. Physically. But the real Jim was now about an inch tall. His mouth working, his face red, trying to watch us without being seen himself. 
 
    So I finished him off. “Remember that when you get a husband. Drunken sots make for the worst kind of loving.” 
 
    Dead silence. And into the silence came Chelsea’s chipper voice. “I‘ll remember that, mother.” 
 
    Jim said nothing. He turned, looking like a puppet dancing on strings, all disjointed and awkward, and I stopped him. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    He turned, and I have never seen a face like his at that moment. Stricken, pale, quivering, his lips quivering as if to cry, his eyes moist. 
 
    “Did you dry your cock?” 
 
    Chelsea went back to her book, but her ears were up like a rabbit’s. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Use my hairdryer and dry your cock off. We don’t want it rotting now, do we?” 
 
    “Do…what?” 
 
    “You should probably dry your heels, too. You don’t want to get all grungy in your toes. Right?” 
 
    “Mother?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “You should paint them. That will help protect his feet.” 
 
    “Why, dear, that is a marvelous idea!” 
 
    Jim just turned away. Not drunk, not heels, but both of them…but mainly, he was overloaded. Overwhelmed. His mind had taken all that it could. 
 
    When he was gone Chelsea leaned across the table and touched the back of my hand. She was giggling, which started me giggling, and soon we were roaring with laughter. We had not only bearded the lion in his cave, we had effectively tied a bell to his tail. Or, rather, his penis. 
 
    And, in the other room, I knew that Jim was listening, turning eighteen shades of red and wondering what had happened. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t say much for the next couple of hours. He got dressed, and I noted that he had put on the sissy panties, and wandered around the house. Wandered in heels, holding on to walls and casting cursing glances at me. Which I ignored. 
 
    At one point he went into the garage, and I knew what he was doing. 
 
    He was cogitating as to whether to use the hacksaw, or just give in. 
 
    The funny thing was that this was the point which I expected him to drink. He had a major problem, a cock that was being held prisoner, and I expected him to drink so much he needed a funnel. But…he didn’t. 
 
    He just walked around, staggered around, and mumbled things, and stayed away from me. And he avoided Chelsea like she had a gun and was shooting at him. 
 
    Finally, about four in the afternoon, he sought me out. 
 
    “Ann, we’ve got to talk.” 
 
    “We do, eh?” I was working on the computer. “Are you sober enough to talk?” 
 
    He ignored my quip and stated, “I know what you’re doing.” 
 
    “Oh, good.” I waited. 
 
    He blinked a bit. 
 
    “You’re trying to get me to stop drinking.” 
 
    “Bingo. Give that man a prize. Maybe a dose of syphillus. Would you like to win a case of the clap?” 
 
    His face was working, all the muscles were twitching, and he muttered, “It worked. I haven’t had a drink all day. Now get me out of this thing. And take these shoes off.” 
 
    “So sorry. No can do. Was there anything else?” 
 
    His facade broke apart. “Please. I can’t take it. This is cruel and unusual punishment!” 
 
    “So call a cop.” 
 
    “I will! And I can sue you!” 
 
    I grinned. “I didn’t know chastity was a crime. I knew drunkenness could be, but not keeping your pecker locked up.” 
 
    “It’s…it’s false imprisonment! And that’s a felony!” 
 
    “Hmm. I read up on that stuff, you know, and it means you are restrained from moving about. But you can move about all you want. Go on, take a drive.” 
 
    “But…you can’t…” 
 
    “Yes, let’s go to court. I’ll tell the judge how you drive while under the influence and consort with prostitutes. You can tell him that I fix dinner and wash your clothes and take care of you. Yes, I think I’d like to go to court.” 
 
    Chelsea was in the next room and she had overheard the argument. “Hey, mom?” 
 
    “Yes, sweetheart?” 
 
    “Make sure he shows the judge his little weenie.” 
 
    I laughed. “Oh, yes. Proof that you are confined against your will. You can pull your panties down and show him your little fellow.” 
 
    “It’s not little!” he gritted. 
 
    “Is now.” 
 
    I turned away. He stood and tried to figure out what to say, but he was done. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I called him. He was sitting out on the patio, muttering and cursing under his breath. And sometimes over his breath. 
 
    “Jim? Jim, dear. Please come here.” 
 
    He got up and came inside. I was in the kitchen. As he entered the kitchen I placed a can of corned beef hash on the counter.  
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Dinner. I’m going out. You’re on your own tonight.” 
 
    “What? Where?” 
 
    “Mom’s got a date,” Chelsea pipped in from the other room.  
 
    Jim’s jaw dropped. “You have a date?” 
 
    “I’m going out,” I affirmed. “Dinner, maybe a little dancing.” 
 
    “You can’t go out!” 
 
    I leaned against the sink and pondered, “I can’t go out. Hmm. I think I recall saying that to you. Was it last month? No. It was Valentine’s Day. I expected a little wine and dine, but you said you were working. On a holiday. Then you came home smelling like barf. And you had those panties in your pocket. Hmmm.” 
 
    “I explained that,” he tried. 
 
    “Oh, yes. One of the guys had put them in your pocket for a joke.” 
 
    I walked past him. He staggered after me. My heels went click, click, click. His went clap, clunk, c-c-c-. 
 
    I entered the bedroom, hopped into the shower, and hopped out. He was waiting. 
 
    I forbid you,” he pronounced, as I toweled myself off. 
 
    “What?” I asked, as I started the hair dryer. 
 
    “I SAID…” 
 
    I dried my hair and when he was done I turned the dryer off. I went into my closet and picked out some underwear. He was right behind me. 
 
    “You listen to me, Ann. I am putting my foot down and…” 
 
    As he blathered I slipped into a thong and a shelf bra. My breasts are big, and the nips peaked over the edge most deliciously. 
 
    “Furthermore I don’t appreciate this attitude that…” 
 
    I put on a garter and rolled some stockings up my leg. There is nothing so sexy as clingy clothes encasing you. I picked out a dress, the purple one with the criss cross top. I slipped into it and my boobs threatened to slip right out and flash someone. 
 
    “Ann! Are you listening to me?” 
 
    I put on my make up, special attention to the eyes, and rolled on some red lipstick. 
 
    He gulped. Red lipstick was his weakness. 
 
    I slipped into some heels, my red tootsie toes showed, the straps criss crossed up my ankle. I stood up and asked, “What were you saying, dear?” 
 
    He grabbed my arm then, and turned me to him. 
 
    I grabbed his groin, and I instantly had the upper hand. I growled, “Don’t you ever touch me like that again, or I will rip these little marbles off and flush them down the toilet. 
 
    He was collapsing. He was squeezing pretty hard, and he was feeling the pain. 
 
    I let go and he half collapsed. He put one to the floor and gasped. “You’re my wife.” 
 
    I spun on him. “And you’re my drunk. You dented the car, cheated on me, and I suffered. Well, little man, the high heel is now officially on the other foot.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    And now I was pissed. 
 
    I wasn’t supposed to get mad. Sarah had explained this to me in detail, but I had had enough, and I was pissed, and I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
    I grabbed his ear and lifted him up. I hauled him into the bathroom. I lifted the lid and jerked my gold chain off. 
 
    “Do you know what this is?” 
 
    He eyed the chain. In the loop was a little key. 
 
    “This is the key to your prison. There are only two of them, and I hid the other one.” I dropped the chain, key and all, into the toilet and flushed it. 
 
    He jerked, tried to get down and grab the key, but I had a hold of his ear, and I wasn’t letting go. His hands grasped at air and he moaned. 
 
    “Now, if you give me one more iota of crap I am going to flush the other one down the drain, and you can live a life like a eunuch. No sex. Not even touching your pathetic, little dick. Do you understand me? You have only one chance left to please me, and if you don’t you can kiss your cock goodbye. Do you understand?” I was yelling now, and he was actually shrinking, trying to get his ear out from between my fingers. 
 
    I let go and pushed him, and he fell down. Simply, he couldn’t get his high heeled feet under himself fast enough to catch himself. 
 
    I stood over him, “Now, I want the laundry done when I get home. Furthermore, there are dishes in the sink. And do Chelsea’s laundry, too. Do you understand?” 
 
    That was the moment for him. That was the moment he realized that he had bearded the lion, and the lion had some teeth. 
 
    I stomped out of the bedroom. Click, click, click. Down the hall. I picked up my purse and opened the door, and I just heard Chelsea speaking to him. “Gosh, Dad, you really fucked up.” Then the door was shut and I was getting into the car. 
 
    I backed out and drove down the street. And suddenly I pulled over. I was shaking. I lifted my hands and looked at them. They were shivering like they’d been in ice water for a week. And I was breathing hard, gasping for breath. 
 
    I sat there for a long minute, tried to control my breathing. It was difficult, but I finally managed to get my pulse down, to stop gasping for air. 
 
    And I started laughing. 
 
    I mean, it felt looney tunes. I was sitting in my car, all by myself, laughing hysterically, and that was the moment for me. 
 
    My laughter subsided, my breathing came under control, and I had the big realization. I was horny. 
 
    I hadn’t had sex for months. I had tamped down all desire while I tried to deal with Jim. And now…now I was horny. But it wasn’t Jim that did it. It was controlling him. It was taking charge. It was finally asserting myself and dominating him. 
 
    That was my moment.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    My date was with Sarah, and two of her boys. 
 
    Two. One to trail behind her, dash forward to open doors, and be at her beck and call. And one to trail behind me, open doors, and my mind was officially blown. 
 
    We walked, arm in arm, into Charlie Coyote’s, the swank hot spot in LA, and I asked, “And they’re locked up?” 
 
    “Totally. So if you want to have a good cum….they are very practiced with their mouths.” 
 
    She giggled, and that started me giggling, and we sat down, had our chairs pushed in, and enjoyed a couple of drinks—the boys went for them so fast the waitress didn’t have a chance—and a dinner. 
 
    Then we danced. Fun dancing. Rock and roll, zippity doo dah, and slow. Bodies hugging, feeling every nook and crevice as he swirled me around, kissed my neck, and made me feel like a woman. 
 
    At one point, during a slow dance, I asked, “Sarah hasn’t even mentioned your name.” 
 
    He smile, a bit bashfully, which was cute, and said, “She told me not to tell you my name.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “She doesn’t want you to humanize me.” 
 
    Well, I blinked furiously at that. I asked, “And you’re really in a cage.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Want to feel?” 
 
    I nodded, “But…here?” 
 
    He guided us to a corner, turned our bodies and raised his eyebrows. 
 
    I reached into his pants, and panties, and felt his slug throbbing in a cage.  
 
    “Are you trying to get hard?” 
 
    “It’s always trying to get hard. It’s funny, being soft has made me want to get hard harder than anything in my life.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    And we danced, and drank some more, and had fun. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the house at 3 in the AM. Jim was sitting in the living room and he leaped to his feet when I strode in. “Where have you been?” He was standing sort of funny and I realized that his feet must be truly aching. He had been in the high heels all day. 
 
    For answer I took off my dress and dropped it on the floor. 
 
    “Ann!” 
 
    I sat down in a chair and raised a foot and wiggled it. 
 
    “Ann!” He tried to sound stern, but it’s hard to be stern when your cock is in a lock and you’re wearing panties and high heels. 
 
    “Take off my shoes,” I suggested happily. 
 
    A big struggle went on in him, but he finally pulled one of my high heels off. He opened his mouth to speak and I raised the other leg. He took off my other shoe. 
 
    I stood up. I was truly shorter than him now, with him having three inches added to his height, but I felt like I was taller. “Oh, Lord, doesn’t it feel good to let your feet breath.” I grinned at him. 
 
    He gritted his teeth and said, “Ann, I asked you—“ 
 
    “Did you do the laundry?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “You didn’t. Well, you’ve still got a chance. If you get it done before I wake up tomorrow that will suffice. This one time.” 
 
    “Ann, where were you?” His voice was softening, getting even more desperate. 
 
    “I told you. I was out being wined and dined.” 
 
    “With who?” 
 
    “Whoever I want. How’s the drinking? Did you drink tonight.” 
 
    “You know I didn’t!” 
 
    “I know no such thing. Now, I’m going to bed, and if you ever want to get out of prison you’re going to do your chores. I walked past him, then stopped. I turned to him. “And, by the way, we’re going to feminize you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Ann, this has to stop! I’ve got to go to work! You’ve got to stop this!” Tears were leaking out of his eyes. 
 
    “And don’t forget to do Chelsea’s laundry. And you’d better not wake her up when you get it.” 
 
    I was finished with him, and I left him, speechless and brain messed. I took a quick shower, and thought about Sarah’s invitation. Maybe I should have gone home with her. Right now she was doubtless being eaten or fucked, her tits massaged and her nipples pulled, by two, handsome men. 
 
    And what did I have? Huh! I dried myself off and stopped. I could hear Chelsea. 
 
    “What are you doing, Daddy?” 
 
    The mumble of his voice explaining. 
 
    Then: “Oh, well, keep it down. Some people are trying to…Daddy?” 
 
    A mumbled ‘yes.’ 
 
    “You have to do my bras and panties by hand.” 
 
    A raised mumble as he protested. 
 
    “If you don’t I’ll tell mom.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    The sound of high heels trying to tip toe in the hall, and I covered my mouth so as not to laugh. 
 
    Hand wash her panties? Hah! My baby girl was a genius, and I would have to make sure my dainties were hand washed from here on out. 
 
      
 
    I woke up, felt marvelous, and stretched. 
 
    Next to me Jim snored. And he smelled. Of course he smelled, he was detoxing. Years of used liquor was seeping out of his pores. I turned, planted my feet on his ass, and shoved. 
 
    He flew out of the bed and landed on the floor. His heels went clunk, and he sat up and stared at me. “What…what…” 
 
    “You stink. I don’t want you sleeping in this bed until you stop stinking.” 
 
    “But where will I sleep?” 
 
    Good, he wasn’t arguing, he was trying to find a solution. 
 
    “Make yourself a doghouse outside.” 
 
    Oh, his eyes opened. 
 
    “But right now you need to wash your stink off and fix me some coffee. And there’re bagels in the fridge. I want a bagel and cream cheese, with a warm bagel. I’ll be getting up in a few minutes, and your cock…” I left the rest unsaid. 
 
    I had watched Sarah work her boys the night previous, and she rarely referred to cocks, especially to threaten. She had just perfected this wry look that got instant obedience. 
 
    I turned over and closed my eyes. A few more minutes of beauty sleep. That’s what I needed. I smiled as I dozed, hearing the sound of the shower, then the pitter patter of high heeled feet. 
 
    Lord, I was going to have to teach that boy how to walk. 
 
      
 
    I awoke again, 20 minutes had passed and I slid out of bed, grabbed a peignoir and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Jim had the coffee hot, and he was just spreading the cream cheese on the bagel. 
 
    “More,” I said. 
 
    He grunted, not very pleasant, and slathered too much cream cheese on the bagel. 
 
    Chelsea sauntered in, tattered robe, yawning. “Good morning Mother. How’s Daddy?” 
 
    “I’m right here,” he groused. 
 
    “Fix Chelsea breakfast,” I snapped. 
 
    He turned and stared. 
 
    “A bagel, dear? Or did you want a big breakfast?” 
 
    “Just a bagel. I went out drinking last night and my tummy is a little tender.” 
 
    Oh, you could have heard a pin drop. Jim was frozen over the counter. Chelsea winked at me and I almost lost it. 
 
    “Hurry up,” I commanded. 
 
    He didn’t say anything, but his thoughts were shouting, and they were not shouting pleasant things. 
 
    He brought me my bagel. I tossed it on the floor. 
 
    He stared at me, open mouthed. “What the fuck?” 
 
    “You know that’s too much, putting on that much cream cheese was your way of revolting. Now do it right. And throw that mess out.” I gestured towards the floor. 
 
    Chelsea was silent like a sphinx, but she was laughing uproariously inside. 
 
    “And now that we’re talking, you need to fix your attitude.” 
 
    “I need to fix…I need to…” He was flabbergasted, blowing a fuse. He stepped over to me and looked down. “That’s it. You take this damned thing off me right now! I’ve had all that I can stand. I’m the master of this house and I won’t put up with all this…this disrespect!” 
 
    That was a moment. Chelsea and I calmly drinking coffee, him throwing a hissy fit. The sun shining in through the window. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    Chelsea sneaked a glance up at me. 
 
    He stood there, proud and defiant and waited. 
 
    After a minute he said, “Well?” 
 
    “You have earned a month in that contraption.” 
 
    “What!” He became totally unglued. I mean, like TOTALLY! 
 
    He turned and pounded on the counter with his fist. I could hear silverware rattling in the drawers, dishes clattering on the shelves. The toaster bounced a couple of inches. 
 
    He stomped over to the kitchen door and punched a hole in it. 
 
    Chelsea was frozen, she had never seen Jim like this. 
 
    He ripped open the pantry door and swept out the brooms and mops. He began throwing cans on the floor. He was throwing so hard they burst. Spaghetti here, chili there. 
 
    Then he was out the door, actually screaming, and he was breaking things in the garage. 
 
    “Holy crap,” whispered Chelsea. “Holy fuck!” 
 
    “Language, dear.” 
 
    Sarah had warned me there might be a blow up like this. After all, he was coming down from all the alcohol, and in the middle of that he was readjusting his understanding of himself. He was getting a whole new picture, and adjustment, of how life was going to be. 
 
    He was not in the driver’s seat anymore, and that’s a tough thing for any man. 
 
    But it’s necessary for almost every man. 
 
    Finally, the noises stopped. I heard the sound of the steps down to the garage creak, but the door didn’t open. I realized that he was just sitting there, head in hands, no doubt. Probably crying. Feeling sorry for himself. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea, let’s go out for breakfast.” 
 
    We got dressed quickly, then Chelsea followed me out to the car. Jim didn’t even come out to see us leave. 
 
      
 
    When we got home Jim was cleaning up the mess. And there was a lot of mess. The garbage can was in the garage and it was filled with broken doodads. He had broken tools, old toys, and old clothes were strewn about. That was good. I had been after him for ages to throw stuff out. 
 
    He cleaned the kitchen quickly, and I noticed that he had dented the floor with the cans. Good. I hated linoleum, I wanted tile. 
 
    And I wanted new cabinets now. 
 
    I ignored him and went into the computer room. I worked for an hour, at least called it work. 
 
    In fact I was looking up things like male chastity and feminization. I was having fun, but there was a lot I needed to understand, a lot that Sarah hadn’t had a chance to tell me. 
 
    About noon, he came into the computer room. “Ann, I’m leaving you.” 
 
    On the inside I broke into a thousand pieces. On the outside I nodded and said, “Okay.” 
 
    “Don’t you care?” 
 
    I swiveled to him. “Would my caring stop you from driving while drunk?” 
 
    He blinked, and I actually thought I saw a thought process happening deep in his buttery cranium. 
 
    I swiveled back. I had closed the porn when he had entered and pulled up spreadsheets. I pretended I was reading. 
 
    A minute, then: “So I’m leaving. You can unlock me now.” 
 
    I turned back and considered him. I thought this was a ploy, but the thought that I was betting my marriage on this was real. 
 
    “When the doorknob hits your ass I’ll give you the key. Until then you’re under my roof…you’ll follow my rules.” 
 
    “I’ll be leaving at the end of the month.” 
 
    “I’ll give you the key then.” 
 
    Oh, was he frustrated. “You’ve got to at least unlock the shoes. How can I go to work?” 
 
    “You’re sort of stuck, aren’t you?” 
 
    “What do mean?” his voice dripped with suspicion. 
 
    “You’ve got to go to work to afford to move out, but there’s no way in hell I’m unlocking you. In fact, we’ve just started. Come Monday morning we’re going to feminize you.” 
 
    “But how can I go to work?” 
 
    “You do what I say and I’ll fix that for you.” 
 
    “You’ll fix work,” his mind was stunned. 
 
    “Work won’t be a problem.” 
 
    “You…what…” he stopped talking. He was breathing hard. He had really left the realm of intelligent thought. 
 
    “I…will…fix…work.” I explained. 
 
    He blinked. He shook his head. He turned and walked out. 
 
    I went back to perusing porn. 
 
      
 
    The day went slowly. I read some magazines, Chelsea and I had a little lunch, we watched TV. 
 
    Of Jim there was almost no sign. Every once in a while I heard him banging around in the garage. I didn’t bother to go see what was happening. At three o’clock I made a phone call, then took a drive. I returned in time for dinner. 
 
    Jim had fixed a bowl of hot dogs and beans. Left his dishes in the sink. 
 
    I made dinner for Chelsea and I, and thought. Chelsea asked, “What are you going to do, Mom?” 
 
    I smiled. “Turn up the heat.” 
 
    She stared at me. 
 
    I did the dishes, told Chelsea I needed to be alone for a little talk with Jim, and called Jim. 
 
    He came in from the garage. I caught a glimpse of what he was doing, and it looked like he was making a bed out there. 
 
    “What?” he asked sourly. 
 
    I was wearing a skirt suit, the one I had gone to my three o’clock meeting in. I said, “If you take your clothes off I will tell you something.” 
 
    Well, it took some hemming and hawing. He had to think deeply, but he finally took off his clothes. And what man wouldn’t take off his clothes for a beautiful woman? 
 
    “What?” he asked.  
 
    He was standing buck nekkid except for his high heels and his cock cage. 
 
    “Come here,” I beckoned to his locked cock. 
 
    He edged over to me.  
 
    I took his caged pride in hand and began feeling it. I felt his balls. I said, “Jim, I love blowing your cock. I even love it when your semen shoots down my throat. I love to feel your manliness, but I haven’t felt any lately.” 
 
    He would have left but I had a firm grip on him, and I was kissing his balls. I looked up at him. 
 
    “I know you don’t like this new program, but nothing else was working. And I really want to save your life. I want to feel your cock in me again.” 
 
    I reached up and twiddled his nipples. He sighed. I could feel his cock surging in the tube, struggling to bust its confines and fly free. 
 
    “Now, don’t run away when I tell you this, but look at the calendar.” 
 
    He looked at the calendar hanging on the door to the garage. There were the usual notes and reminders, and a big minus sign right after the numbers. Thirty of them. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Every minus is a day you are minus sex. It’s a day you’re locked up.” 
 
    “But that’s…” 
 
    “That’s thirty days, as promised. And I am adding one for today. I should give you another month, you have been so nasty, but I know this is tough for you. New tricks for old dogs.” 
 
    He glared at me. 
 
    “You can certainly leave. And you can sleep in the garage, or wherever you want. And when you leave you can drink all you want, see as many whores as you want. Or you can change.” 
 
    “I haven’t had a drink since you put this on,” he blurted. He thought he was making an argument, but he was really just bolstering mine. 
 
    “That’s right. It’s working.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, he closed it. I could actually see him thinking. His pickled brain was actually starting to work again. 
 
    We stood there for another long minute, me stroking him, feeling him, kissing his balls. 
 
    “Can I…is there a way to get rid of some of those minuses?” 
 
    I think at that point I realized what was happening. He was replacing his desire for drink with the desire to have sex. He was actually sober enough to want sex instead of a bottle tilted down his throat. 
 
    “I am perfectly willing to discuss that…” I wasn’t, and I came up with a quick idea, “if you present yourself for a spanking if you are really bad.” 
 
    Man, that one made his cranium ache. But he nodded. And I think he was thinking that he could get through this. 
 
    “But all this feminization stuff.” 
 
    “We’re going to do it.” 
 
    “But why? What does that have to do with me stopping drinking?” 
 
    “To tell the truth, I don’t know, but…it’s working. I’m not going to mess with what’s working.” 
 
    He absorbed that, then: “What about work?” 
 
    “I’ll handle that.” 
 
    “I’ve got to go to work.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “So you’ll let me out of this…this stuff so I can go to work.” 
 
    “I said I’ll handle it.” 
 
    Impasse. No where to go. 
 
    He finally nodded. 
 
    “Excellent.” I stood up and I kissed him.  
 
    He was surprised, and felt the love, when my red lips chewed on his. We made out for a long minute. He began groping my boobs through my suit, and I let him. 
 
    Finally, we broke apart. He was gasping. “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    I squeezed his cock. “Are you going to sleep in the garage?” 
 
    Shades of the old, stubborn Jim. “I’ve already made my bed.” 
 
    I nodded. “Very well. I’ll leave some blankets at the foot of the bed. If it gets cold you can sleep down there.” 
 
    “What? Why can’t I sleep in the bed?” 
 
    “I don’t want you waking me up.” 
 
    That was a fun moment. He had made his bed, and now had to lie in it. I added, “when a month is up I’ll let you sleep in bed with me.” 
 
    I was expanding the game, but he didn’t object. He merely nodded. He didn’t reaffirm that he was leaving. He didn’t insist on sleeping in my bed. He accepted it. I think the breakthrough had happened. 
 
      
 
    Monday morning. Jim was up early, I heard him in the kitchen,  and I knew he was worrying. Chelsea was already off to school. 
 
    He had to go to work. And he was wearing high heels.  
 
    Honestly, I don’t think I could get into the real feminization, he was just too wrought up. 
 
    Fortunately, I had a plan. 
 
    7:45. Jim sitting at the kitchen table worrying. He had made breakfast, but I didn’t push him any further. I just told him to sit down and wait. 
 
    “Wait for what?” 
 
    “For me.” 
 
    Jim spun around and every single ounce of blood drained from his face. 
 
    Margaret Spencer. His boss. Middle-aged, but good looking, and always dressed to the nines. 
 
    Jim tried to get up, but she had the advantage. She pushed on his shoulder and he couldn’t get up. 
 
    “Let me go!” He whispered, and his face, so recently drained of blood, was turning red. Every single ounce of blood was clamoring to get  back into his face. 
 
    Margaret didn’t let him up. I moved in to block his ext, and she sat down opposite him. 
 
    “Jim,” she took his hands and held them.  
 
    He was quivering, shaking, face red, mortified. 
 
    “Jim, listen to me. Get over it and listen to me.” 
 
    It took a long moment, but he finally started listening. 
 
    “When you came to the company you were top dog, a rip roaring salesman without peer. Now you’re a drunk. Your sales are down, I’ve had complaints, and I was going to fire you. 
 
    “Fire me…but…what’ll I do?” 
 
    “I said was. I talked to Ann yesterday, and she said you hadn’t had a drink for three days. She explained about the situation, and I’m willing to help.” 
 
    “You…you are?” 
 
    “Of course I am. Not only are you a great salesman, when you’re sober, but you’re a nice human being.” 
 
    “What are you….what are you…” 
 
    “What am I going to do? I put out an office memo. This morning. Janice?” 
 
    One of the girl’s from Jim’s office rounded the corner and held out a memo.  
 
    Jim went through the whole red-faced shrinking thing again, then he read the memo. 
 
    “What? But…you can’t…” 
 
    “There’s only two men in your section, including you. Jeremy is gay. I’ve already talked to him and he doesn’t mind wearing a dress. Do you think he’s going to make fun of you? And even if he did…I’d fire him for harrassment. Jim, he thinks this therapy is a great idea.” 
 
    “He does.” A flat statement, a thonk on the head, a ‘what is this world I’m living in?’ moment. 
 
    “So I brought the girls in your section over, and we’re going to spend the morning feminizing you, and then we’re going to go to work. And you’re coming. The girls will be on your side. They will watch out for you. And you will behave yourself. No more drinking. Is that clear?” 
 
    Jim nodded. I don’t think he was capable of speech. 
 
    “Ok, girls?” 
 
    A half a dozen girls crowded into the kitchen. How they had managed to be quiet for so long I don’t know, but now they were chattering and talking and even hugging Jim. 
 
    “This is going to be so much fun.” 
 
    “You’ve got great skin.” 
 
    “We need to get him a wig!” 
 
    Margaret stood up and smiled down at Jim. 
 
    Jim was red, and he was befuddled, but there was also something else happening in him. 
 
    I saw, for the first time in years, an inner smile. And I realized that he had not only had this drinking problem, but he had inner demons tormenting him. And they had been laying waste to him, squashing him, making him a very unhappy man. It was likely that these inner demons were what was really driving him to drink. 
 
    I saw a hint of the old Jim. The happy man who had married me. The fellow with the wry wit that made everybody chuckle and laugh. 
 
    “Jim,” Margaret said. “I’m going now. You do everything the girls say, and I’ll see you at the office this afternoon. Are we clear?” 
 
    Everybody got quiet, and he managed to say, “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Margaret smiled at me, and left. 
 
      
 
    The girls stripped Jim naked and oohed and awed at his chastity tube. They each insisted on handling it, giggling, and telling me what a great idea it was. A couple of them asked where I had gotten it. It was obvious they were planning on springing a little surprise for their boyfriends. 
 
    They shaved him. His whole body, and I could tell that Jim liked it. All these females cackling over him, touching him softly, saying nice things. 
 
    Feeling his manhood. 
 
    Then the underwear. He already had panties, but they put him in a bra, and one of the girls had a pair of falsies—“My aunt’s,” she explained—so they filled his bra.  
 
    He looked so funny, staring at the mirror and actually looking a little proud of his bosoms. 
 
    Then they put on the garter and hose, threatened him with a corset (which they delivered on a week later), and put him in a dress. 
 
    Oh, Lord. He actually looked good, for a man with a woman’s body. 
 
    Then they pulled out the make up. Moisturizer, primer, foundation,…eyes and mascara, lipstick. 
 
    And Jim didn’t look like a man with a woman’s body. He looked like a woman with a man’s haircut. 
 
    I have no idea who gave him the wig, but suddenly he was long haired and ready to go. 
 
    “Okay, girls,” I held the door open as they escorted Jim out. “Have fun.” 
 
    Oh, they would. 
 
    I closed the door and leaned against it. I felt an odd sense of relief. And it wasn’t just relief that he was going with the program. It was something else, and my mind nibbled on it for a second, but just when I thought I had it figured out… 
 
    knock knock. 
 
    I opened the door. It was Jim. The girls were behind him, grinning like fools. He said, “I just wanted to say I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Yes, you are,” I grinned. Everybody laughed, then they really were off for work. 
 
      
 
    Work went well. Margaret called me that afternoon, said Jamey—that was their new name for him—was doing well. 
 
    When he came home that evening he was glowing. Positively glowing. 
 
    He talked about work, he talked about girls, he talked about customers. 
 
    And, finally, he stood up and said, and I’m not kidding. “I’m sorry. I’ve been talking your ear off and I need to make dinner.” 
 
    So he made dinner, and we talked some more, and I had a glass of wine. 
 
    He stared at it, stared at me, and he grinned. “You’re testing me.” 
 
    I nodded, and smiled. I said, “Jim, you realize that from here on out we’re going to have a female led relationship.” 
 
    He sobered. “I guess so.” 
 
    I could see his cogitations going round and round inside his head, and I finally told him what I had figured out about his drinking. 
 
    “Jim, there’s always an underlying problem when it comes to drinking. Maybe the world is too much, work is too much, maybe something else. Maybe even the wife is bitch.” 
 
    “No,” he said emphatically. “All you’ve tried to do is help me.” 
 
    I raised my hand. “But it can happen. There can be any other number of reasons for a man being driven to drink.” 
 
    He frowned. He suspected where I was going. 
 
    “So what do you think your underlying problem is?” 
 
    “Well…I honestly don’t know.” 
 
    “You stopped drinking, instantly, when I took control.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “And you really stopped drinking, my theory, when you had to wear high heels, and I threatened you with feminization.” 
 
    His eyes were big. He was making connections. “You don’t think…” 
 
    “I do. Jim. You’ve got a deep rooted desire to experience being a woman.” 
 
    A sound came from him. It was a sigh, but a big one, like all the air had been let out of the tire, and pretty damned fast. 
 
    We were silent for a couple of long minutes, and he just stared at me. 
 
    “You came out of college, all macho and ready to go. But the harder you worked the more this little thing niggled away at you.” 
 
    “And you think I wanted to be a woman.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    A long pause. He was REALLY thinking. 
 
    “Look at yourself. All dressed up, make up, boobs…and I haven’t seen you this happy in years. Years!” 
 
    “My, God,” he whispered. 
 
    “Now, I don’t know how far you want to take this. Hormones, surgery, whatever. But whatever happens, I’m on your side. We’ll just have to ride it out. But there is one thing I want to do.” 
 
    “Besides spank me?” 
 
    I grinned. “Two things.” 
 
    He wasn’t grinning, he was absorbing, changing, coming to grips with himself. “What?” 
 
    “Come with me,” I put out my hand and he took it. I led him back to the bedroom. I went to my dresser and I took out a strap on. I buckled it around my waist and screwed the dildo into the socket. 
 
    Jim stared with big, owl eyes. “Are you going to put that in me?” 
 
    “Yes,” I answered firmly. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “You can say no, but I think this is what you really want, at the end of the day.” 
 
    “What if I say no.” 
 
    “Then you say no, and my theory, that you want to be a woman, is unproven, and you will live in a sort of frustrated mystery.” 
 
    “And if I say yes?” 
 
    “Then I will be as gentle as I can be when I take your cherry.” 
 
    “Wow.” Pause. “What if I want something in return?” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But I think you want to do this, and there’s got to be a trade off in here somewhere.” 
 
    The trouble was he was right. And the double trouble was that I would have given him anything to be able to do this. He could have gotten the key to his chastity tube. He could have erased a month of minuses. Hell, I would have sucked his cock. I really wanted to do this. 
 
    “So what do you want?” 
 
    He was having trouble breathing, and he was eyeing my cock. 
 
    “A favor to be named later.” 
 
    I made myself nod. 
 
    “Okay. How do you want to do this?” 
 
    “Get up on the bed, all fours.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to let me out?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I held my breath and prayed that he didn’t want that for his favor to be named later. 
 
    He turned around and knelt on the edge of the bed. He was the perfect height and I moved up behind him. 
 
    “You’ll be gentle?” 
 
    “Yes.” I slathered his rectum with lube. I rimmed him and he groaned. I stuck two fingers in him and worked them around. Lots of lube. 
 
    I placed the head of my cock to his butt and pulled his cheeks to the side as I pushed in. The head popped in and he gasped. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He whispered. 
 
    I held to his hips and made him stay still. It wasn’t hard, it felt good to him. And if my theory was true then there was a big part of him that wanted this. 
 
    I began to saw, very slowly, in and out. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” he kept whispering. 
 
    Slowly, I built up speed. He held his position, and even began to push back a little. 
 
    Shortly we were huffing and puffing. I was shocked at how easily he had adapted to this. I don’t think he was thinking at all. He was just enraptured, living the dream, feeling feelings he had denied for his whole life. 
 
    After about ten minutes he said, “It’s starting to hurt.” 
 
    I immediately pulled out. “Just lay there,” I pushed his butt and he laid across the bed. 
 
    I went to the bathroom and got a towel. I soaked it with hot water and went back. I gently cleaned him up, and I saw a big patch on the bed under his cock. 
 
    “You came,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “There’s a big patch of sperm right under where your cock was.” 
 
    “How could that happen? I didn’t have an orgasm.” 
 
    “I must have pressed on your prostate, forced your sperm out.” 
 
    “Well…well…I feel pretty good.” 
 
    “How good?” 
 
    I turned him over and wiped his cock and balls. He groaned at the sensation. “I feel loose, relaxed, and warm. Like I came.” 
 
    “But you didn’t cum.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Well, I have a feeling you’re going to be supremely frustrated tomorrow.” 
 
    “As if I’m not already.” 
 
    “Not like you’re going to be,” I quipped. 
 
    He smiled, then: “I decided what I want.” 
 
    Oh, crap. I kept my face solemn and asked, “What?” 
 
    Here it comes. He’s going to ask to get out. He’s going to ask for the feminization to stop. He’s going to— 
 
    “Keep doing this to me. Pay no attention to my complaints. You’re the female…so lead me.” 
 
    I didn’t move. I could feel myself flushing, and realized that his words had caused me to have a mini orgasm. Oh, crap. He was in for it now. If I could cum just from bullying him… 
 
    “Can I sleep in here tonight?” 
 
    I looked at him. So hopeful, figuring he had earned brownie points. but he had given his favor away. he had used it up. 
 
    I slapped his balls and said, “Get the fuck out.” 
 
    So he did. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
     
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Jim and Ann 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace
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    Didn’t want it to end? 
 
    Then check out these 
 
      
 
    FULL LENGTH NOVELS! 
 
      
 
    on the following pages. 
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    scroll past the novels 
 
    and you will find BIG collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
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    ⇣ 
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    ⇣ 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
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    Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault. 
 
      
 
    The Big Tease! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
    The Feminization Games 
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    [image: funny breast cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
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    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.
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    Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
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    SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
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    Save money with FIVE erotic stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ Tom loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. 
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    ‘Chastity and Feminization’ 
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    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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