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PART ONE

“Let’s go.” Dick’s voice was rough, no nonsense. He was in a hurry and Linda better get her ass in gear.

He came out of the computer room, walking briskly, eyes hard.

“Okay, let me just grab my purse…”

“You should have everything ready,” he grumbled.

She had everything ready. She had laid out his suit, fixed his breakfast, gotten herself ready, and just had to pick up her purse.

He walked through the kitchen, grabbed a piece of toast and ignored the rest of her hard work.

She sighed as she followed him out to the garage. She always had to have a complete breakfast ready, and it irked holy heck out of her when he just grabbed a piece of toast. She would come home later and throw a breakfast in the garbage.

It was a waste, and she was not a wasteful person.

He was holding his computer and briefcase with his other arm and he waited for her to open the door. “”Come on,” he muttered half under his breath.”

“Sorry, sorry,” Linda squeezed between the washer and drier and opened the back door.

Dick, a sour look on his face, slid into the back seat and opened his computer.

Linda drove slowly. She didn’t like driving the big Lincoln, but Dick said it was part of his image.

“Drive faster,” he commanded from the back seat. I’m going to be late.

She sped up, and she thought: It wasn’t always like this. Once she had been a knock out babe with big boobs. She had her choice of suitors, and she thought she had chosen wisely. Dick was a stud, smart, and obviously going to be a success.

She remembered those first few years fondly, they lived cheap, but fucked in every room, and even over the backseat and on picnic benches in the park. Any place there was a horizontal space it ended up with Dick’s semen on it.

“Are you slowing down again?” he looked at the rear view mirror.

“Oh, no,” she replied, goosing the pedal just an ounce so he would think she was driving faster.

Back to her thoughts: the dream of her as a princess and him as her prince ended when he started his own company.

RichBiz. Richard’s Business. They had laughed at the idea of calling it DickBiz. It was a start up that worked. And it worked for an odd reason, he insisted on the human touch.

In a world controlled by Google and Twitter and Facebutt, a world where the tech corporations didn’t want to speak to human beings, RichBiz was structured so his people had to answer the phone. And he demanded that they solve problems in human terms, not just hop onto the corporate script.

“Linda, I’m going to be late!”

“Sorry, dear. It’s the traffic.”

Not that he gave a holy shit about traffic. The holy Dick Johnson, who once dined on such viands as Top Ramen, and Mac and Cheese, and was glad of it, felt that the world should bow down to him. The traffic should part like the Red Sea parted for Moses.

Oh, what she would give to have that fresh-faced boy she had married back. Instead of this strident tyrant.

She delivered him to his building, the one with the big ‘RichBiz’ in huge red letters on the top, and when he got out she got out and followed him into the building.

Dick frowned at her.

“Bathroom,” she said.

“You should plan ahead,” he stated.

She didn’t go into his place of business often. She didn’t like the way he looked at her, the snide remarks he might make. But when ya gotta go ya gotta go.

She could have gone to his personal ‘executive’ bathroom, but she opted for the one at the end of the hall.

She entered through the swinging door and took the stall on the end. She was sitting, listening to rather indelicate plopping sounds, and…the door opened and voices entered the bathroom.

“Oh, you should have seen him! I had him on his hands and knees. I made him kiss my patent leather heels, and even suck the spike. God, I wanted to spank him, but he had board meeting.

The other girl giggled. “When are you going to make him leave his wife?”

“I don’t know. I mean, it’s fun having a sissy slave, and I love all the presents he gives me, but do I really want a milk sop under foot?”

Linda had a rueful smile on her face. She peeked out the crack of the stall door and saw a buxom redheaded putting lipstick on. The lipstick was bright red. ‘Blow job lipstick’ she had heard such a color referred to.

She thought about the. girl. No problems. In charge of her life.

“I’m going to go give him a morning blow job right now,” she smacked her lips at the mirror.

“Really?”

“Oh, yes. He just came in with his dowdy wife, and I think I’ll give him a big blow job when she leaves.”

That was the moment Linda lowered her brows. Dowdy wife? And it clicked in her mind. Board meeting?

Dick? Could it…could it…

The girls were giggling again, then Linda heard the click, click, click of the redhead’s high heels on the tile floor. She heard the door open and close.

She burst out of the stall. The other girl was still there and she whipped around in surprise. Linda grabbed her blouse with one hand and pulled her face close. She snarled into her face. “Is she fucking Dick?”

The girl’s face was ashen. And knowing.

Linda actually growled in the secretary’s face like a tiger. “Is it Dick.”

The girl looked like she wanted to be anywhere else but in Linda’s grip, but her face nodded up and down.

Linda grabbed her neck with the other hand. The girl could feel Linda’s red nails at her throat. “What’s her name?”

“Elizabeth,” gasped the girl. “Liz.”

Linda pushed the girl away, back against the counter, glared, then spun and headed for the door.

She walked down the hallway and saw nothing. Her vision was clouded at the edges and she just focused on the world directly in front of her.

But she wasn’t so focused she was stupid.

She stopped in front of Dick’s office. She reached into her pocket for her cell phone. She began recording video. Holding the phone so it could record anything she saw she placed her hand on the knob of Dick’s offices and turned.

Dick’s offices consisted of a board room on the left, his office in the center, and a bathroom on the right. The bathroom was accessible from both the secretary’s area and Dick’s office.

Linda pushed through the door and Dick’s secretary looked up in surprise, then she reached for the intercom.

“Touch that and you die!” Linda advanced on Martha like a bear about to rip somebody a new face for messing with her cubs.

“But…he’s in a meeting.”

Linda reached across the desk and gripped the wire to the intercom. She ripped, and the wire popped out. She grabbed Martha’s bathroom key.

“I’ll check your cell phone on the way out. Have the history ready.”

Martha actually nodded. The look on Linda’s face…that was a look that could murder kittens.

Cell phone recording faithfully, Linda went to the right, unlocked the bathroom door and entered.

It was quiet. Peaceful. Not like in her mind.

She walked, not making any noise, to the door to Dick’s office. She gripped the knob and pushed.

Dick had her back to her, but he was very accommodating. He spun, showing his erect, lipstick smeared penis. And he stumbled over his swivel chair, which moved him back so Linda got a perfect shot of Liz on her knees, mouth opened, shocked.

And, if that wasn’t enough, Dick was cumming. He gripped the arm of his swivel chair and a rope of semen shot out and across his desk.

Another spurt, another spurt…

His face was red and panicked.

“I can explain!”

Liz stood up, wiped her mouth, which smeared lipstick and semen across her chin.

Linda advanced, cell phone working.

Liz sobbed, turned, and ran out of the office.

“I can explain! Wait!”

She hit him in the mouth. His lipstick smeared mouth.

His eyes showed a terror she had never seen before, and something clicked in Linda’s mind.

On his hands and knees.

Sucked my spike.

Wanted to spank him…

And the terror in his eyes, and his blubbering excuses…

She now knew what kind of a man her husband was. A bully. And underneath the bully was…a scared, little boy.

But she was mad, so when he reached up for his mouth, after she had punched him, she kneed him in the balls.

Dick folded, and she pushed. He and the swivel chair fell over. The chair was on its side and Dick was sprawled.

“I’ll see you at home at five o’clock.” Her level eyes left no doubt.

She turned and walked for the main door, where Martha was standing with her hand over her mouth and eyes as big as pies.

She stopped right before the entrance, turned and snapped. “Fire that bitch. Now. And get yourself a fucking Uber to get home.”

He stared up at her from the floor. One hand on his balls, one hand on his mouth.

Then she was gone.

Linda drove slowly through town. Her mind was distracted and she could have been in Afghanistan for all she knew.

Her husband…the cocksucking bitch…On his hands and knees. Sucked my spike. Wanted to spank him…

He cheated on her.

Tears came, and her mind turned back over the years.

She was a freshman and he was a senior, BMOC. He dazzled her, a slender tennis star, and out of all the girls on campus he had picked her.

He was so kind and polite. Opened the door for her, bought here presents. When had Prince Charming become Rumpelstiltskin?

Somebody honked at her and she realized she was driving too slow. She sped up, but couldn’t keep her mind from going back…back…

He had graduated, worked for a tech company for a year, then proposed.

He had dreams, they had to live low on the hog, but…she had left school and hooked her wagon to his.

They were poor, but he worked 18 hours a day, and they christened all the furniture in the one room apartment they lived in.

God, the money had been tight. He had quit his job and was starting RichBiz. She had laughed—her belly so empty her belly button kissed her spine—and told him he was arrogant, and that was when they laughed about calling it DickBiz.

But she loved it. They were two against the world.

Then the money came rolling in, tons of it, and he rented his first office, and…his first secretary.

That was when he changed.

Somebody honked at her again. Too slow. She pulled into a parking lot, crying, and started pounding on the steering wheel.

Back then, the first RichBiz office, he had hired a stacked blonde…that was when he started to change, and that meant, all the way back then, he had been cheating.

Fucking his secretary, then coming home and acting like he was too tired. He was working too hard, he claimed. Yeah. Working hard at putting his dick into a big titted blonde’s pussy.

Time passed and she emptied out, calmed down, dried her eyes and looked in the mirror.

Tap tap.

She jerked in surprise and looked up. A security guard was standing next to her car. She rolled the window down.

“You all right, ma’am?” He was a young man, probably working his way through school, or just starting out, and he cared.

She nodded her head. A sort of a sob escaped her, but she tried to stifle it.

“I can call someone if you want. Would you like me to call someone?”

“No…no. I’m okay now.”

“Well, okay. But you’ve been here a while and…you’re sure?”

“I’m sure. Thank you.” And, a thought: “Thank you for caring.”

He stood back and she gave him a wan smile and pressed the pedal.

Back out on the road, but now she wasn’t driving blindly. She figured out where she was, and headed for home.

She felt guilty. She had crying jags. She spent the day cleaning the house, and she couldn’t stop thinking.

On his hands and knees.

Sucked my spike.

Wanted to spank him…

How many times during their ten year marriage had he cheated on her?

She thought of parties they had been to. Times he had smiled a little guiltily, times he had come home and said he was too tired.

And she fallen fallen right in with it, feeling sorry for her husband who ‘worked too hard,’ giving him back rubs and fixing special meals, doing everything she could to make him feel better.

But every time she did that it fed his cheating personality.

About four o’clock she sat down at the computer. She typed in: ‘How do I stop my man from cheating on me?’

Be willing to initiate sex…

Be open to experimentation...

Take care not to become controlling...

Make sure he knows how much you appreciate him.

She snorted. Bullshit. He cheats and you should give him loving, get kinky, don’t stand up for yourself, show your love…what a crock of shit. Had to have been written by a man. A cheating man.

Her own items would have been…

cut off all sex…

kick him in the balls…

make it so he couldn’t have sex again…

And, actually, when she thought about it, she didn’t feel like having sex with him, she had kicked him in the balls, and…she had to make sure he couldn’t have sex again.

She had to stop him from diddling Elizabeth or whoever he took an urge to. She had to stop him from taking some young thing into a closet and screwing her.

God, if she could only stop him from having an erection!

She typed in ‘How do I stop my man from having an erection?’

What came up were pages of how to deal with erectile dysfunction.

She snorted. He had erectile dysfunction, all right, in the truest sense of the word!

She clicked her way through the net. She was somewhat calm now, a bit tired, and she was just glancing, meandering, no real purpose…and she froze.

She focused.

She looked at what had come up and…she smiled.

Dick arrived home at five fifteen. Right on time.

Linda watched from the kitchen window as he climbed out of the Uber and walked up the walk. He was holding flowers and looked appropriately guilty.

“Honey?”

He stepped into the kitchen and held the flowers out to her.

As if a bunch of dead plants were good exchange for trampling on her love.

She looked at him. “I uploaded the video to the net.”

His hand went slowly down.

“I talked to a lawyer.”

His hand was now at his side, the flowers dangling. His face was as pale as snow.

“He said I could get the house, and lots of alimony, and I already own a half interest in RichBiz.”

“Look,” he tried. “I’m sorry. It was a one time thing and—“

“Get down on your knees.”

He blinked. “What?”

She tilted her head, curious as to what his responses were going to be.

“Get down on your knees.”

“I’m not—“ he started to bluster.

She picked up her phone and showed it to him. “This number is my lawyer. You do what I say or I tap his number.”

“This has gone far enough!”

She tapped.

“Wait! Stop!”

She looked down.

He went to his knees.

She tapped her phone to stop the call.

“You will do everything I say. I am now in charge. Take your clothes off.”

His mouth opened.

“Now.”

Now he was struggling to comprehend. She wasn’t asking him to take his clothes off so they could have mad, passionate love…so what was going on?

He took off his jacket, his shirt, his slacks. Item by item he became redder in the face. Sure, she had seen him naked, they had run naked through the house many times, but this wasn’t amorous. This was…what was going on?

He knelt naked.

“Turn around.”

Puzzled, he did.

He hadn’t noticed the ping pong paddle on top of the fridge and she took it down. She pushed his back and he fell to all fours.

WISSS SMACK!

“OW! What the fuck?” He was on his feet, rubbing his ass, looking angry. But what was most telling was the fact that his penis had instantly become hard.

She stepped up to him. She grabbed his penis and stroked it. “Your first secretary. The stacked blonde. Her name was Diane. Did you fuck her?”

“Honey, you can’t…don’t…”

“You ever want to get in my good graces? You’re going to have to be honest. Did you fuck Diane?”

“No!”

“On your knees.”

“Hey!”

She picked up her cell phone. “On your knees,” and her finger hovered over the phone.

A look of panic on his face, he knelt.

She lifted the paddle, “Turn around.”

“Linda! you can’t do this. “Turn around.”

A strangled sound in his throat, he turned.

She pushed.

WISSS SMACK!

He didn’t get up this time. He just turned on his knees and rubbed his butt. his butt was quite red.

“I like you on your knees when you talk to me. Now then, did you fuck Diane?”

“For Christ’s sake no!”

“Turn around.”

It took a half an hour. And even then she had to point out that 1) she already knew, 2) she wasn’t recording this, and 3) this was his time to be honest.

when he did finally fess up his butt was redder than Rudolph’s nose and swollen. He cried as he admitted, “Yes! I did! Okay? Are you satisfied now?”

She smiled. “Nope. But it’s a start. Order Chinese, then come see me in the bedroom.”

Again, he blinked. Bedroom?

She walked down the hall and he stared at her back. And her ass.

His cock had been hard for the whole half hour of his paddling. And it had been super hard when he admitted his affair.

Staring down at his traitor cock, he picked up his cell and ordered Chinese, then walked slowly down the hallway. His ass was incredibly painful, and he knew he wouldn’t be able to sit on it tomorrow.

He stepped into the bedroom. She was sitting on the bed, flipping through a magazine. She looked up at him. “Normally, around the house, you will be naked from here on out.”

“Why?”

She lowered an eye. “Speak in a gentle tone of voice. Be respectful.”

He lowered his voice, but couldn’t keep the bitterness out of it.

“Why?”

“Get rid of the bitterness.”

He opened his mouth to complain, but she picked up her cell phone.

It took all his will power, but he managed to ask “Why” in a level tone of voice.

“Better, but you’re going to have to work on it. Have you ever heard the phrase ‘Clothes make the man?’”

His eyes narrowed very slightly. “Yes.”

“You haven’t behaved like a man. You will therefore not be allowed to look like one, except when I deem it necessary. Work and stuff.”

“You can’t stop me from wearing clothes!” he sputtered.

“Come here.”

He walked over to the bed, and was aware that his cock was bobbing and throbbing.

She extended her hand and wrapped her slender fingers around him.

He couldn’t help a groan. The pain he had just endured made the pleasure all the sweeter.

She swung her legs around and faced him squarely. As her soft hand moved back and forth on his shaft she reached under his dick and fondled his testicles with her other hand.

“Dick, Dick, Dick. You are so silly.” She spoke to him like he was a little boy. “You cheat on me and think there are no consequences. Don’t you understand?”

He understood the pleasure in his penis. He gave a light groan.

“Now, you have made me very unhappy. I have proof, I have a lawyer, and you are about to learn how to be a man. Do you really want me to be unhappy? With all I have on you?”

“But…”

She leaned forward and took his penis in her mouth. Her eyes were were looking upward as her red lips slid over the length of his dong.

His eyes were closed as he enjoyed her moist mouth. He put his hands on the side of her head and she took her mouth off him and slapped his hands to the side.

“You don’t touch me. Not unless I ask you to. And then you touch me only in the way prescribed.”

“But you’re my wife?” he cried.

“I’m in charge.” She slapped his balls, hard, and he fell on the floor. “Now, your clothes for this evening, so you can get used to the attire, are on the chair over there.”

He moaned and held his balls as he got to his knees. He knee walked to the two paces to the chair and looked, and his eyes went wide.

“I can’t wear that!”

She smiled. “Put it on. I’m not sure if I’m going to suck your dick or spank your balls, but put it on before you find out.”

He didn’t want to. His whole being wanted to run out screaming. but…he couldn’t.

“Panties first. I want to see your hard cock loving sissy clothes.”

“Don’t say that.” He was speaking in a very low tone of voice.

“Sissy clothes. Now. Put on your panties.”

His face was expressing fear as he stepped into the panties. He looked at the bra.

Linda touched his panties, throbbing penis, and he jerked. “My, you like this.”

“No!” But it was a classic case of him protesting too much. It was in his voice. And from what Linda had read on the net…all men liked wearing female underwear.

“Put the bra on,” she rubbed his groin, feeling his hard dick through the thin material of the panties.

He groaned and put the bra around his waist and attached the ends. He then circled it and flipped it up.

“You’ve done this before.”

“No!”

She grinned. “I’ll give you a day to think about that answer…before I spank the truth out of you.”

“I’m not lying! I just watch you put your bra on.”

Hmm. He could be telling the truth, but…nah. He was a confirmed liar.

She let go of his crotch and sat back. “You will answer the door dressed like that.”

“No!”

“I don’t like that word. If you say no to me again you won’t sit down for a week.”

He huffed a sigh.

“My, you even like that.”

“What?”

“Your cock twitched when I said that. You like being spanked. You like me being in charge.”

His cock twitched. He moved to try and hide his twitching, but she just laughed.

DING DONG!

“There it is. Go get it.”

“Let me get a robe—“

“As you are.”

He stared at her His voice was a whisper. “No. You can’t.”

“I can’t, and did you just say no?”

“No! I mean…I didn’t!”

DING DONG!

“Go.”

He walked down the hall. The panties and bra were white and that made his red, blushing fanny, and the rest of him, all the redder.

Linda followed him. Click, click, click. She was fully dressed.

He stopped at the end of the hallway and turned around he was crying. “Don’t make me do this!”

“Do it.”

His shoulders slumped, his face blazing, actually giving off heat, he stepped into the foyer and opened the door.

He tried to stay behind the door as he took the bags of food. But he was sure the young girl saw his bra strap.

Behind him Linda put her hand on the door to keep him from closing it. “Give her a tip.”

“I’ll put it on the credit card.”

“Real cash.”

His face was a mixture of shame, embarrassment and humiliation. He looked back out at the girl and said, “I’ll get you your tip.”

The girl outside smiled, but a little uncertainly. She knew something was going on, but she didn’t know what.

Dick ran into the kitchen where he had left his clothes. He dug for his wallet and came up with a fiver. He turned to the foyer and stopped.

Linda had the door open and was talking to the girl. “I remember when…oh, here he is. Come on, honey, give Shiela her tip. She’s waiting and you’re costing her time.”

He couldn’t move.

Linda chuckled, “He’s a little embarrassed Sometimes he doesn’t want people to know that he’s a sissy.”

She reached out and grabbed his wrist and pulled him into the foyer.

The Grubhump driver was maybe twenty, in college, and frozen at the sight of a man in panties and bra.

His face burning, Dick held out the five dollar bill.

Then, to make everything worse, a giggle seeped out of the girl.

Linda looked at the five dollar bill and said, “Is that all? God, honey, you’re a cheapskate. Go get more money.”

She let go of his wrist and he stumbled backward, almost fell back into the kitchen.

He picked up his wallet and returned in time to hear Linda say, “He’s not very smart. He doesn’t realize that people who work for a living need to feel appreciated. Oh, here you are.”

He stood, his dick throbbing, and the driver looking down at it, and his face so red he thought the blood vessels might pop, and took out his money.

Linda plucked the money out of his hand and handed it to the girl.

The girl’s face showed her shock. She could see twenties, and fifties, and even a hundred. She took the money with both hands and clutched it.

“That’s…that’s—“

“Not enough?” asked Linda. “Did you want to write her a check?”

He shook his head. He had over four hundred dollars in his wallet. He had planned to play poker that night.

“Okay,” Linda turned to the delivery driver. “Well, that’s all for now. Hope to see you again.” She closed the door. Outside the driver stumbled away, unable to believe her good luck.

“Mmm. Smells good. Let’s eat in the living room.”

He took the bags into the living room and set up two TV trays. He opened the bag, looked at her, and took out her portion and placed it on the tray.”

“I’ll take a Coke. You may have water.”

He went to the kitchen, returned with the drinks, and found that she had folded up his tray and put it away. His plate of food was on the ground.

He looked at her. “What…”

“You didn’t think you would be allowed to sit at a table and eat like a man, did you?”

He stood, confused.

Linda forked some orange chicken into her mouth, chewed, swallowed, and said, “What are you waiting for?”

Slowly, he knelt, then he looked up at her. “There’s no fork.”

“You didn’t think you would be allowed to eat like a man, did you? Oh, my gosh! You did! No…no. Get on all fours and eat. Do not use your hands. And if you spill any food on the rug…well, you really don’t want to.”

Dick knelt, gazing at her reproachfully. He put his hands down, bent his neck, and began eating.

Linda picked up the clicker and turned on the TV. “Oh, goody! The Kardashians!”

Dick groaned. He positively, absolutely hated the Kardashians.

“What’s that? Turn it up? Of course I will!” She turned up the volume. “Maybe Bruce will be in this episode. I’ll bet you love Bruce. Or, what’s her name now? Oh, yes. Caitlyn. Caitlyn Jenner.”

“Can’t I get a fork?”

“Lord, no, honey. You need to learn how to use your mouth. Eating like this will be good practice for what I’ve got planned for you.”

Mortified, Dick ate slowly. His cheeks were covered with orange sauce, his nose had gone into the pile of noodles, and he felt like crying.

“You see, just because you’re going to do without sex…well, that actually makes me horny. So you’re going to learn how to eat me out.”

“Do without…?” He couldn’t bring himself to say the last word.

“Of course. After all, I don’t know where your dick has been. We have to send you to the doctor and get tests. And then, just to make sure, we’ll retest you in a year or so. That will give any STD time to show up.”

“A year?”

“Or so.”

“But…I can’t go without…sex. Not that long!”

“Sorry, honey, you’re going to have to. But the good news is that while you won’t be putting your penis in me? You’re going to get lots of sex. I’ll suck you and stroke you, maybe make you fuck a jar of mayonnaise. You just won’t get to cum.”

“But, honey…I’ll never cheat again, and I am so sorry!!”

“Oh, look! There’s Caitlyn.”

Dick couldn’t help himself, he glanced at the screen. Caitlyn Jenner was talking to one of her daughters.

“Now, you pay attention. Caitlyn has such a wonderful sense of fashion. You could really learn some things.”


PART TWO

Dick went to work the next day…in an Uber. Linda just laughed when he asked for a ride. Damn. He had gone without two cars for years because he didn’t want the expense. Even though he could easily afford a second car he was just too cheap.

He was wearing panties and a bra under his clothes, and he…liked it.

That was the weird thing. His package kept falling out of the panties, but that just reminded him that he had a package, and made him think of his cock all day, and…that made him horny.

The bra was tougher. He couldn’t take off his jacket because somebody might see the shoulder straps. Still, it felt sort of good, like he was being hugged all day long.

Now he knew why women wore the things. It didn’t have anything to do with supporting boobs, it had to do with feeling all huggy.

He entered his offices and said good morning to Martha.

Martha had seen the debacle the day before, so he was going to have to get rid of her. Too bad. She was pretty efficient. But maybe he could get somebody younger, with bigger boobs.

Maybe he could get Liz to come up and be his secretary. He grinned. That would sure make getting blow jobs easier. Any time he needed a little he could just hit the intercom.

He entered his private office and sat down on his swivel. He frowned when he saw the semen stains on his desk. Damn. He hadn’t wiped that stuff off right away, and apparently it ate right through the polish and did a number on the wood itself.

Well, he would pass the desk down and get himself a bigger one. And while he was at it, he needed to replace the keys to the bathroom, and make sure that he was the only one who had keys to his office. He—

The door opened and he turned white.

Linda waited until Dick was gone, then strode out to the Lincoln. She had fixed herself up. She was wearing a half bra under her blouse, and her nipples were feeling very proud. She wore a navy blue pencil skirt, and a short jacket. She could open the lapels of her jacket and show off her tits, and nipples, at a whim.

She took off her high heels to drive the car. She normally didn’t like doing anything with just bare nylons, but she was going to be doing some serious shopping that afternoon, so why not?

She pulled into the parking lot just as the Uber that had picked up Dick left. She smiled. He would be going upstairs, getting into his routine. Probably even thinking about getting a blow job from Liz.

Liz with the ‘blow job lips.’

She parked the Lincoln in the CEO slot and exited the car.

She sashayed through the front office, taking her time. She greeted people she knew, chatted briefly, smiled a lot, and stepped into the elevator.

Out of the elevator and down the short hall, then into the admin offices.

Martha had a box on her desk and was taking things out of her desk drawers and putting them into the box. She turned, saw Linda, and took in her breath.

“Martha? What are you doing?”

“Uh, Good morning. I’m, uh, getting ready.”

“Ready for what?”

“Well, uh…”

“Speak up, girl. I don’t blame you for Dick’s indiscretions.”

“He usually fires his secretary when something like this happens.”

Linda blinked. “Like this? Has his wife caught him cheating before this?”

“Not his wife…not you, but…he has had more than one woman show up at the same time, and, uh…”

Linda took in a big breath and let it out. “Martha, would you like a raise?”

Martha’s turn to blink. “What?”

“I understand the pressure you have been under. Can’t talk, has to watch this…this circus happening. Did you know I own half the company?”

“You do?”

“Oh, yes. We structured RichBiz that way back in the beginning. It was cheaper than a will in case anything happened.”

Martha was holding a little statuette of a girl petting a dog. Very cute. And she was listening.

“So I will be taking a very active stance in the future. I would like to keep you on. Is ten per cent okay?”

Martha nodded.

“The proviso, of course, is that you keep me informed of everything. He tells you you’re fired, or demoted, or anything, you call me and I’ll put him in place.” Linda smiled a big, toothy grin. “I do have a degree of control over him.”

“Ten per cent?” Martha breathed out. “And I just have to call you if anything happens.”

Linda nodded.

“Ma’am, you’ve got yourself a deal.”

“You will address me as Linda, okay?”

“Yes, ma…Linda.”

“Excellent. And don’t bother to announce me…ever.” Both women smiled knowingly as Linda reached for the doorknob to the inner office.

“What are you doing here?” blurted Dick.

“Checking on you, looking after my company.”

There wasn’t much he could say about her checking on him, but he frowned and said, “your company?”

“You may have heard of it. RichBiz. Very successful tech company. I own half, and I have decided to be the more active partner.” She spoke as she walked around the desk. “Get into the kneehole.”

He went blank.

“Under the desk, where the knees go.”

“What do you—“

“Get into the kneehole, facing out.” She stared at him, and he turned red. This was his sanctum, she couldn’t bully him here…could she?

She could. Under her gaze he finally broke. He knelt on all fours and scooted back into the kneehole.

She sat down on the swivel, circled once, and pushed the swivel under the desk.

Dick was scrunched, pushed back, and in shock as Linda parted her knees.

She wasn’t wearing panties. The smell of her womanliness washed over him. It was boner time.

“Get busy.”

He couldn’t help himself. He leaned forward, nestled his face into her pussy.

It was sweet as she had douched before coming. It was moist, as she had been looking forward to this. He licked up her labia and munched on the clitoris.

Linda leaned back and enjoyed the sexual pleasures running through her. Then she reached forward and hit the buzzer.

“Yes, sir?” Martha asked out of the little box.

“It’s Linda.”

“Yes, Linda?”

“Do you know if Dick fired Liz?”

Martha knew exactly what was happening. “I don’t believe so. At least no orders went through me.”

“Excellent. Please have her report to me immediately.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Dick had slowed down his eating and was listening.

Linda moved her knee and knocked him in the cheek.

“Ow!”

“Get going. I want an orgasm before Liz gets here.”

Dick redoubled his efforts. He wanted to be out from under the desk before Liz arrived. He wasn’t successful.

“Liz is here, Linda.”

“Send her in.”

Dick’s head jerked back, he hit his head on the bottom of the desk, then Linda kneed his cheek again. “Eat.”

He ate, but half heartedly.

The door opened and Liz entered the room.

What a change. From a ball busting bitch men slavered over, to a timid mouse thinking she was going to get fired.

Linda smiled. “Have a seat, Liz.”

Liz blinked at the good cheer emanating from the woman who’s husband she had tried to steal.

Hesitantly, she sat in a red chair with arms.

While Dick ate and tried to listen Linda said, “Yesterday I ordered Dick to fire you. I realize that was a little quick. After all, you’re just a woman trying to get by, am I right.”

“Uh…”

It was a poor statement concerning her intention, but Liz was not in a position to complain.

“Would you like a raise?”

There was a bumping sound from under the desk and Linda shifted her position.

“OW!”

Liz looked down at the desk. She looked up, and realized what was happening. Linda confirmed her suspicions.

“I understand why my husband wanted his morning blow jobs.” She sighed, gave a moan, then continued.

“We need another receptionist to help Martha. You would be reporting to me, of course. I own half of this company and I intend to take a hands on approach. How long has Dick been demanding oral sex?”

Now Liz was caught. Was this a trap? Was she being set up? oddly, she didn’t think so. Call it women’s intuition, but, what was happening under the desk… “He…a couple of years.”

“Pretty much every day?”

“Pretty much.” Liz licked her lips.

“Yes?”

“There was a girl before me.”

Dick had really slowed down now, she could almost feel his ears wiggling against the inside of her thighs.

“And what happened to her?”

Liz threw caution to the wind. Either she was in or she was out, and if she was out…what the heck.

“Rumor has it that she got pregnant, that Dick fired her, and then I…I was called upon.”

Linda hit the intercom. “Martha, who was giving Dick blow jobs before Liz?”

Under the desk Dick was turning scarlet. His blood was pounding in his head. The odd thing was that the blood was pounding in his pecker, too.

“That would have been Samantha. Before her was Shiela. I don’t think there was anybody before that.”

“And how long did each of these women work here.

“Samantha was three years, Shiela two. I’ll check with records to…”

“Don’t bother. Thank you, Martha.”

“No problem.”

No problem. Linda smiled. She liked that acknowledgement better than the official ‘yes, ma’am.’

She ended the intercom call and faced Liz again. She tapped her toe into Dick’s crotch to get him going again and said, “So you were two years, Samantha was three years, Shiela two years, and that brings us back to our original secretary, a top heavy blonde name of Diane. That’s a full ten years he’s been getting free blow jobs. And sex. No consequences. And you were just the latest. How does that make you feel?”

Liz was embarrassed, but there was also a tinge of anger. Put in those terms she sounded very shoddy, indeed. “Not too good.”

“Well, that’s okay. The past is past. Time to look to the future, yes?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Call me Linda. Ten per cent raise for your new position, as long as you keep a close watch on Dick. It’s time to bring that horny, little boy under control. Wouldn’t you say?”

Liz blinked. “Uh…”

“And, it goes without saying that if you ever want a little oral stimulation…Dick is good for it.”

“He…uh…yes.”

Linda looked into the kneehole. Her husband’s face, so red it showed in the gloom of the under desk, looked back at her. He was mortified. She felt his crotch with her toe. He was hard.

“Now, last thing before you go, you said something the other day that intrigued me. Specifically, you remarked that you liked it when Dick was on his hands and knees. That you made him suck the spike of your heels, and that you wanted to spank him…

Liz knew she was safe now. In fact, she had an ally, and she suddenly wet her lips, her eyes gleamed, and she leaned forward. She began to speak, and under the desk Dick groaned and had to be reminded to keep eating.

Dick eventually got out from under the desk, but not until Linda had spoken to several department heads and apprised them of her new role in the company.

She received a couple of quizzical looks, but Dick had built the company well.

Except for his sexual excesses, of course.

By noon Linda was done. She stood up, lowered her dress, and sighed. She had had three wonderful orgasms.

Dick crawled out of the kneehole. He was hot from his confinement, sweating and disheveled. He combed his hair with his fingers and straightened up his suit. He adjusted his bra straps and straightened out his package in his panties.

“Well, dear. I’m off. You may take over, but be very careful. I’ll be checking your decisions tomorrow.”

Dick stared at her glumly. With both Martha and Liz on duty there was no way he was going to get a blow job.

And he badly needed one.

Eating pussy all morning had made him unbelievably horny.

“I wouldn’t be thinking of jacking off when I’m gone,” she warned.

“I don’t jack off,” he lied.

“Good. I’ll be checking the state of your cock tonight, and if you can’t get a boner, or cum, then I’ll be very upset with you.”

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“Work out. Shopping. Maybe I’ll push some poor helpless clerk into a changing booth and take advantage of his penis.”

“What?” Alarm flooded into Dick.

“You’ve had ten years of blow jobs and fucks. Even if that was only 250 working days a year, that would be 2,500 squirts. You owe me, bitch.”

“I…but you can’t—“

“Of course I can. How does it feel with the shoe on the other foot?”

He just stared at her.

Linda spent a couple of hours at the gym. She normally didn’t go to the gym, she always had to pick up and drive Dick around, or do errands for him. Those days were over. She had a good body, and she was going to put it in world class shape.

After the gym she went shopping. If she was going to have a killer body she would have to package it accordingly.

She was on her way home when Martha called.

“He’s going to buy a car.”

“Thank you, Martha.” She smiled and sent Dick a text message. “I’m buying a car. You will drive the Lincoln.”

There was no answer.

She called Martha.

“My, God! He is pissed!” Martha whispered. Linda could hear him in the background. She couldn’t tell what he was saying, but his voice was loud and mean.

“I’ll take care of it.”

She texted Dick, “When you get home I want you to choose a switch from the apricot tree and bring it inside. You are NOT allowed to talk roughly to Martha or Liz. Acknowledge this message now.”

Five minutes passed. Linda thought she was going to have to go back to work and say harsh things, then her phone dinged. It was from Martha. ‘Thank you.’

And, a minute after that, her phone dinged again. ‘I apologized.’

Linda smiled and opened up the computer. She had to pick out a car.

Dick arrived home at five fifteen. He walked into the house and stopped.

Linda stood in the foyer glaring at him.

“Where is the switch?”

“But…you didn’t really…” he stuttered and turned red.

“I did. Take off your clothes. You may leave your panties and bra on.”

Dick was near broken now. He had no control, and the things she was making him…he took off his pants and jacket.

“And the shirt.”

He took off his shirt, went to the door and looked out.

Linda came up behind him and pushed him. He suddenly found himself standing on the porch, exposed in only his panties and bra.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! he thought. Then he ran for the apricot tree. He pulled a branch and the leaves stripped off, but the branch didn’t come loose. Apricot branches, when they are suitable for switches, are flexible and a bit green. He tried to stay behind the tree as he worked the bending wood and tried to make it break. Finally, the switch came loose and he ran for the house.

The door was locked, and he had to stand and ring the door bell.

The door lock clicked and he was able to open the door. He stepped into the house and Linda took the switch from him.

“Come along,” she led the way into the living room.

He didn’t want to go into the living room. It had a big front window and the drapes were never drawn.

Linda sat down on the ottoman and motioned to him. “Lay down.”

He didn’t want to. He was embarrassed. But he lay down and Linda pulled his panties down. His cock immediately popped out and thrust between her legs.

She laughed at how hard he was, then began switching him.

WISSS and a little smack. Again and again. The thin switch cut into his rump, and his thighs. He howled and kicked, but she had one hand on his back and his cock trapped between her legs.

Outside, on the sidewalk, he could see Charlie Rosen, his neighbor, goggling as Linda striped his bottom.

“Stop! Please! Stop!” Tears ran down his face as he kicked and howled.

Linda let him up. “If you ever talk harshly to Martha or Liz you will think this has been a picnic.

He stood up and felt his bottom. He could feel the lines of swelling, and his ass burned like it had been lit on fire. He turned and saw Charlie laughing, so he stepped back out of sight.

“There is a little box on the bed. Get it and come back here.”

Tears running down his cheeks, Dick went to the bedroom and found the box. It was only six inches by six inches by six inches, and he returned to the living room.

Linda took scissors out of the drawer of the end table and opened the package. “Come here.”

Looking out the big picture window, his heart dropping, he stepped in front of her again. Behind him Charlie and the other neighbor were pointing and laughing. They could see his red striped ass easily. Charlie called to somebody up the street.

Linda took out a ring and a tube. She looked at his cock. She looked up at him. “Did you jack off today?”

He shook his head.

“Then you should be able to cum easily.”

“What?”

“Right now. Masturbate on the coffee table.”

“But I can’t—“

The look on her face, the way she twisted her lips and looked at him and showed she didn’t believe him.

“Now.”

He put his hand on his penis and began stroking. His penis had been so hard under the female underthings, and the way he had been treated, and his switching…he was excited.

“Faster. Grab your nuts with your other hand.”

“It was kinky, it was unbelievable. He was shamed, knew people were watching him through the front window.

His hand flew, and he could feel the surge of urge. “Fuck,” he whispered. He was going to be able to do it.

“Turn sideways.”

He did, looked out the window, ten neighbors were standing on the front lawn, crowded right up to the window.

He opened his mouth to say something, but Linda used her open hand to smack him right on the ass.

His hips moved forward and his penis erupted. The neighbors cheered as they white hot feeling came over him and his semen shot out over the coffee table.

“AHHH!”

Squirt…squirt…squir-r-rt. Ropes of semen, a huge load, went across the table.

The neighbors gave a huge cheer.

Dick felt like crawling into a hole and pulling the dirt in over him.

“Very good, honey.”

Linda reached out and grabbed his cock and pulled him back to her.

She waited while his penis finished dribbling and began shrinking.

Neighbors talked outside, and a couple of them shouted encouragement. But they shouted to Linda, and not to Dick.

When Dick was soft, the crowd watching, Linda placed the ring around his package. She slid the little tube over his penis until it clicked into the ring, then she placed a padlock through the loop.

Click.

Now a super cheer rose up from the front lawn.

Dick lowered his head and looked away. Talk about emasculation!

Linda stood up and turned Dick towards the crowd. His penis, unbelievably, started trying to get hard again. He had just cum, but the humiliation, having his cock imprisoned…his dick surged against the inner walls of the chastity tube.

He whined, and Linda stood to one side and held her hands as if to present his caged cock.

The crowd, there were about fifteen now, started clapping. Then Linda pulled the lapels of her jacket aside and showed her nipple hard tits.

As the crowd laughed and pointed and goggled she went to the side and pulled on the cord. The drapes slowly slid shut.

“What are you doing to me,” Dick’s head was bowed and he could only whisper.

“Treating you the way you treated me.”

“I never treated you this way!”

“You got blow jobs in the office, this morning so did I. You blustered and bullied, and today so did I. You used women for your sexual pleasure, and that’s what I’m doing.”

He didn’t say anything.

“Honey, come with me.”

She reached for his cage and pulled him towards the bedroom.

He pushed his hips forward so she wouldn’t pull his manhood off. He ran behind her, trying to keep up.

She entered the bedroom and pulled then pushed him towards the bed. “Lay across the bed. Panties down.”

He stared at her, and she opened the bottom drawer of the dresser and took out a strap on. She began fixing the straps around her hips.

“You’re not going to do that to me.”

“I can do it to you in the courtroom, or I can do it here and you’ll still have a company. Turn around.”

He felt like he was in another world as he turned. She pushed his back and he fell forward over the bed.

She said, “Would you prefer lube?”

“Lube?”

“I can shove it in dry, but that might be painful. I suggest lube.”

He nodded.

She took out a tube of lube and squirted it on her penis. She used her hands to smooth it over her cock, then she began pushing lube into his anus.

“Fuck!” he wheezed.

“Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“How do you know how to do this?”

“Internet.”

She moved up behind him, touched the head of her fake dick to his brown star. “You know, there’s pleasure and pain, and a person needs both to appreciate life. All pleasure and you lose appreciation for it. All pain and…well, that’s no good, either. But if you can find the right balance of pain and pleasure, then…then life is good. How does this feel?”

She stuck a finger in his asshole and reamed him, felt the ring and stretched it, drove all his nerves wild.

“OHH!” He pressed his hips down. It was the most sensuous, glorious feeling he had ever had.

“Pretty good, eh?”

“Ohhhh.”

“This is going to be your life from now on.”

He looked over his shoulder at her and his face showed half terror and half gratitude.

“During the day you’re going to be eating pussy. We’ll get you a dildo and maybe you’ll even get to fuck someone. But you won’t cum. And when you get home I’ll be waiting, ready with my big dick to show you how good life can be.”

“I can’t…please don’t…”

But she had two fingers in him now, and he was corkscrewing his hips around and around, trying to get the most out of her fingers.

“You’ll be the company plaything, we’ll dress you up, put make up on you, and I’ll make all the important decisions…”

She had three fingers in him now. Shoving them in and out, loosening him up, and he was starting to move his hips back, trying to get more into his butt.

“Oh, I’ll still love you, but I might take a lover. After all, making me wait while you give out 2,500 orgasms…I don’t deserve that.”

She pushed her hips forward and her plastic dong slid into him. His mouth went open in a perfect O. He showed the whites of his eyes.

“Is your cock trying to get hard?”

It tried to be, but the chastity tube stopped it. And the more his cock was stopped, the more it wanted to get hard.

“Please…please…” but he had no intention in his protests. He might have been saying ‘please, pass the apples’ for all the intention in his voice.

For a long minute she fucked him, and he ground his ass back, felt the rippling ridges of her cock as it slid back and forth within him.

Then she reached under and grabbed his balls and squeezed.

He was horny, in spite of having jerked himself off, and, unbelievably, another load started dribbling out of his cock.

She noticed and smiled. “I’m pressing on your prostate, and that is going to get every last bit of squirt out of you.

He began to feel goofy, almost like he had taken drugs, and happy. He was draining, and all that was left was a happy feeling.

But no orgasm.

After a few minutes there was no leakage and Linda pulled back. She wiped her dick on his ass, then took off the strap on. “Clean this good. Soap and water. Then come to bed.”

He managed to get up, though he felt so weak and satisfied. He washed the dildo, standing over the sink, and he knew he had been changed.

He came back to bed, didn’t say anything, just got in and lay there.

Linda smiled. She knew she had broken him.

Well, not broken him so much as changed him. Made him more accommodating.

“How you doing, honey?”

“I’m okay.”

His voice was even, he was examining himself from the inside out.

“And what do you think of your new life?”

Dick lay there, his head turning over his new status.

He had been used like an object. He was nothing but a dildo for women. He had been forced to have oral sex…and he had no doubts that that was going to be his lot from her eon. On top of that…he wasn’t even allowed to have a boner.

What did he think of his new life?

What did he think of having his sex controlled, of being used, of what had happened to him?

He answered with what was in his heart.

“Thank you.”

Linda smiled and went to sleep.

END
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“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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