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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

Alma waved at Michelle as she got out of her car, excited for their shopping trip. It’d been over a week since they got together for lunch to plan their husbands’ demise. Alma was eager to buy something cute to put Wayne in his place seeing as he’d been acting up lately. Alma thought about getting him a cage but figured a dress and heels might do the trick. If he didn’t learn, she could always escalate.

“How are you?” Alma asked and gave Michelle a hug. “It’s been too long.”

“It’s crazy how fast the time goes.”

“Don’t remind me,” said Alma.

Michelle chuckled and gestured at the door. Walls of lingerie greeted them when they stepped inside. Alma’s lips turned into a grin that spread from ear to ear when she saw all the gorgeous options to put Wayne in later. Garter belts, thongs, stockings, babydolls, and so much more. They even had breast pads, and she needed a pair. Wayne was never going to learn his lessons until he felt a bit of humiliation.

“This is… overwhelming,” Michelle said as she looked around. As hard as she tried to imagine Samuel wearing the gorgeous pieces that hung around her, she couldn’t see it. Tying him up to take control over his body was one thing, but to make him dress like a girl? “I don’t know that I can do it.”

“Of course you can,” Alma chided. “Don’t chicken out on me now.”

“Do you really like this?”

Alma jutted out her arms. “Yes! Stop acting like a prude.”

Michelle wanted to see Alma’s vision, but she wasn’t so adventurous. She enjoyed staying at home working on her screen-printing designs and building her online store. When she wasn’t tending to her business or kids, she often had her nose in the pages of a book. The spice she’d recently enjoyed in her relationship was more than enough to warm her winter.

“I keep picturing myself wearing these clothes. Not Samuel.”

“You two can wear them together,” said Alma.

“What has Wayne done that’s so bad to deserve this?”

Alma sighed. “Look, he’s not a bad guy, but he doesn’t know how to listen, and he’s terrible about picking up his dirty laundry off the floor. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had to remind him to stop being messy. It’s driving me absolutely wild!”

Michelle understood Alma’s concerns. When she and Samuel first started living together, there were so many little things about him that drove her crazy. How he would eat bread and muffins without a napkin or plate, completely oblivious to the fact that he was getting crumbs all over the floor. Or how he would grab a new glass from the cabinet when the one he’d been using earlier was forgotten in another room. Michelle could go on and on about the ways that Samuel used to irk her nerves, but she’d learned to live with it without turning him into a girl as punishment.

“You’ll get used to those little things eventually.”

“I don’t want to get used to them! I want to train him! You can’t honestly tell me there’s not one thing about Samuel that you don’t want him to stop doing.”

Michelle chewed on her bottom lip as she looked around the store at all of the tempting lingerie, knowing exactly what it was about Samuel that she would change if she could. The way he treated watching the kids like it was her full-time job while he went out to the bar with his friends to watch a game. All Michelle wanted was to enjoy a night out or join a book club or anything that could get her away from her daily routine. Even one day a week would bring her some much-needed relief.

Alma smirked when she saw Michelle’s mind turning in circles. “What is it? What do you want to do? I can see it on your face that you’ve thought of something.”

Michelle shook her head. “It’s nothing.”

“Tell me,” Alma demanded.

“He never gives me nights off. It’s always my job to cook dinner and make sure the kids do their homework. I also put them to bed. Everything. He often goes out to the bar to watch games with his friends while I sit at home alone.”

“Unacceptable!” Alma stamped her foot. “You must demand better of him, or he’ll never change.”

“How am I supposed to get him to change? It’s been the same for years.”

Alma cleared her throat and looked around the room at all the lingerie they could use to teach their husbands a lesson. Michelle smiled and shook her head slowly, understanding what Alma was saying without a single spoken word. If Michelle wanted her husband to change, everything she needed was right at her fingertips.

“Did he like being told what to do?”

“I don’t know.” Blush crossed Michelle’s cheeks. “Maybe.”

“Of course he did! And he’s going to act like he doesn’t like this lingerie when you give it to him, but we both know that he’s going to love it, especially after you make him shave all that yucky body hair.”

“You think I should make him shave?”

“You must!”

“Do you make Wayne shave?” asked Michelle.

“Absolutely! I thought it would make him act better, but he needs a stiffer punishment. He’ll never learn with a gentle hand. You might be luckier, though. Samuel isn’t so hard-headed.”

Michelle chuckled. “You sound like you don’t like your boyfriend.”

“Sometimes he drives me crazy.”

“What are you going to get for him?”

“I want the whole shebang,” Alma said as she walked over to a wall of lingerie with Michelle. She flipped through the babydolls and slip dresses until she landed on a shimmery pink slip that would make Wayne think twice about messing with her again. “I want him to wear this with a pair of furry heels.”

“Ooh, that will look super sexy.”

“You should put Samuel in some stockings and a garter belt. Shove something up his butt until he gets it through his head that he has to stay at home sometimes.”

Michelle smirked, not hating Alma’s idea. She picked up a lacy set with a garter belt and corset top. It would go perfectly with a pair of black heels, and the longer she stared at the outfit, the more she could picture Samuel wearing it. “You said I should make him shave?”

“It’s non-negotiable.”

“Should I make him wear anything else?”

“Fake tits, a wig, makeup, everything you can think of that will make him think twice before leaving you home alone again.”

“You know what, Alma? You just might be right.”

Alma scoffed. “Girl, there’s no doubt in my mind that I am.”


 

CHAPTER 2

 

Alma was sitting on the couch a few days later waiting for Wayne to get home from work. The house was a complete disaster when she arrived from her job at the library. Wayne was probably at a cafe writing his novel. Alma wasn’t sure when he would finish the book, but she was certain he would learn a few lessons before he did. She was stewing and doomscrolling on her phone when he finally walked through the door a few hours later.

“I’m home!” he said brightly, but his voice quickly fell. “Are you okay, Alma? Why are you sitting in the dark?”

“So that I don’t have to look at the mess you left behind,” she spat. “How difficult is it to pick up after yourself?”

“I thought you…” Wayne began before stopping himself after thinking better of telling Alma that he thought she would clean up his mess for him. He understood her frustrations, but he was trying to make it as a novelist. If anyone could understand, wouldn’t it be a librarian? “Look, I’m sorry. I got inspired and ran out of the door without thinking. I shouldn’t have left the house such a mess.”

“I appreciate your apology, but you do this all the time. I can’t stand it, Wayne! It drives me crazy.”

“What do you want me to do?” he spat. “When I’m inspired, I need to write. If I had stayed around here to clean, I would have lost the words! You don’t want that, do you?”

“What I want is to come home to a clean house.”

“You’re overreacting, Alma.”

“No,” she said with a shake of the head. Her voice was calm. She didn’t need to fight. She had a ten-point plan to put Wayne in his place once and for all. She was going to make sure that he thought twice about ever leaving the house without picking up after himself again. “I’m not overreacting. If you want to be in this relationship, if you want to keep me as your girlfriend, then you will do better.”

Wayne frowned. “You can’t expect me to change overnight.”

“Can’t I? I enjoy our time together, but we’re moving fast, and you’re highly mistaken if you think I’m going to spend the rest of my life picking your socks up off the floor.”

“Then leave them there,” Wayne said defensively. It was clear why his messiness could be a problem, but he’d always been a bit of a messy guy. Alma could learn how to deal with it. He was learning how to deal with her crazy demands. “I don’t want to fight, Alma. We’ve been having such a great time together recently.”

“Mostly because I’ve bitten my tongue, but that all ends today. I left something in the bathroom for you.”

Wayne groaned. “Alma, no! I told you that I wasn’t going to keep doing that weird shit with you.”

“You might have said the words, but that doesn’t mean I listened. I hope you shaved recently. We have a lot of work to do.”

Wayne seriously considered cutting ties with Alma at that moment and never returning to her place, but then he thought about how good his dick felt inside of her and how badly he would miss her if he left. “It doesn’t have to be like this, Alma,” he pleaded. “I can pick up after myself. I promise I’ll try.”

“Too little too late,” she said. “You have your own place and look at what you do to mind! It’s not right! I’ve given you plenty of chances, so it’s time that we try something different.”

“No,” he said with a shake of the head. “Please.”

“Get in the bathroom and don’t come out until you’re a girl!”

Wayne grumbled as he walked to the bathroom, feeling humiliated before he even walked through the door. When he saw the pink slip dress and furry pink heels waiting for him on the bathroom counter, he balled his hands into fists. Who was Alma to think that she could put him in such outrageous attire? Who was she to think that he would do as she asked? Wayne turned to leave the bathroom but paused with his hand hovering over the knob. If he stopped now, Alma would walk out of his life, and who would there be to love him?

After talking himself off the ledge, Wayne got into the shower to freshen up his shave. When he got out, he dried himself off as he stared at the clothes awaiting him with nervous eyes. She’d only given him thongs and panties to wear. This outfit was escalating things to an entirely new level, and Wayne wasn’t prepared. He was a big guy. He had thick arms and legs and broad shoulders. The tiny pink slip dress would look absurd on his body.

Wayne slipped on the pink thong and bra first, shaking his head as he latched the bra, mimicking what he’d seen women in his life do. His chest was so big that it didn’t look half bad. If he slipped in some pads, it would look like he had tits. “This is stupid, Alma!”

“Say that again and see what happens!”

Wayne stomped his foot and pouted as he grabbed the pink slip dress and pulled it over his head, cursing when he saw his reflection. He looked gorgeous. It was insane. How was it that his body looked so feminine against those spaghetti straps? He placed his hands on his hips as a smile broke out across his face. His life felt complete when he slipped his feet into the furry pink heels.

“I’m ready!”

“Come out and how me!” Alma clapped when Wayne stepped into the living room. She couldn’t get over how beautiful he looked in the pink slip dress, and she hadn’t even put on his wig. “There’s something waiting for you on my bed. Why don’t you go grab it and come back here?”

Wayne went to the bedroom to grab the wig and makeup that she had left out, gasping when he stepped back into the living room. Alma had her phone in her hands and snapped several pictures of him. “What are you doing?” he cried.

“Gathering evidence so that you never cross me again.”

“Give me that phone!” Wayne snapped and launched at her, but he stopped when a strange laugh left her lips. “What?”

“The photos are already in the cloud, dear. There’s nothing you can do except sit down and let me do your makeup.”

“Why, Alma?”

“You already know the answer to your question.”

“My messiness isn’t such a big deal that you need to blackmail me!”

“I beg to differ, Wayne. Plus, I’m having fun. Won’t you want to remember these days when we’re old and gray?”

“Yes, but that doesn’t mean you have to document me looking like a girl!”

Alma shrugged and unzipped the makeup bag. She pulled out pink lip gloss, pink eyeshadow, foundation, and lots of dark eyeliner and mascara. She wanted to turn Wayne into her very own doll, so that was exactly what she did. She made his deep blue eyes pop with dark eyeliner. His eyelids matched the shimmery pink shade of his dress with the eyeshadow she applied. He was transformed from man to woman within minutes, his look being completed when she donned the blonde wig on his head.His

“Gorgeous,” she said. “Stunning. All we need is another picture.”

“No more pictures, Alma!”

“Shh!” She placed her finger on his lips as she lifted her phone and unlocked the camera. “Smile for the camera, look like a bitch, do whatever you want. I don’t care.”

Wayne narrowed his eyes and pursed his lips, looking much cuter than he probably hoped, but Alma was happy to have the pictures as leverage. If she ever saw his clothes on the floor where they shouldn’t be, she was going to pull out these photos and show him that she meant business.

“That’s all I need. Promise you’ll be better?”

“I’ll do what I can,” he grunted.

“Mmm, tell me you love it.”

“I’ll never say that.”

“Aww, don’t act like that. Don’t you want to have some fun?” Alma asked as she moved to straddle his hips. She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck. She was wearing a dress, so she hiked it up before reaching under Wayne’s pink slip dress to pull his hard cock out the side of his satin panties. “Mmm, that fabric feels nice, doesn’t it?”

“It feels pretty good, but your pussy feels better.”

“Fuck yeah it does,” Alma said and lowered herself onto Wayne’s hard shaft, gasping as his cock entered her. She held him tightly as she moved her hips up and down to ride his cock. “You feel so fucking good inside of me, girly boy.”

“I’m glad you didn’t give up on me,” he said and held her sides as she bounced on his dick. “I can’t imagine my life without you.”

“You and me both.” She dropped her head back as breathy moans escaped her mouth. Wayne was thick and hard inside of her, hitting her spot each time she dropped down to his base. “Yes! Yes!”

“Cum with me, Alma,” he begged her.

She screamed out and did just that.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

Michelle stood with her bottom against her countertop as she stared at the photos Alma had sent her of Wayne. She couldn’t stop smiling. Wayne looked adorable with his pink makeup and blonde wig. She still hadn’t worked up the nerve to show Samuel what she’d gotten him at the lingerie store, but Alma was demanding results. She wanted to see photos by the end of the weekend, and there was no better time than tonight since the grandparents had taken the kids to celebrate a recent hundred-dollar lottery win.

“Samuel, I got you a gift.”

“What is it?” His eyes were bright, hopeful.

Michelle nearly broke out in a rash as she watched Samuel holding the box of lingerie in his hands. “If I told you, it wouldn’t be a surprise. Open the box.”

Samuel tore away the wrapping paper, looking as eager as a child on Christmas morning. Michelle watched nervously as he got down to the nondescript white box containing his black lingerie. She nearly snatched it from him before he could take off the lid but stood there motionless as she waited.

“Uh… Michelle. What is this?”

“Just something I got you,” she said weakly, but then she remembered everything that Alma had said to her about standing her ground. Samuel needed to learn that she was more than a babysitter. She loved being a stay-at-home mom, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t have a life as well. “I want you to wear it,” Michelle said with as much strength as she could.

“Why would I wear this?” Samuel asked with a raised eyebrow. This lingerie set was something his wife would wear, but even then, Michelle seldomly wore sexy things for him. If he wanted to see women in lacy lingerie, he would look at dirty pictures online. “Look, Michelle. What we’ve been doing with the ties and stuff is fun, but I’m not into stuff like this.”

Michelle was wavering, wanting to give up, but then she thought about what Alma would do. Samuel had to understand that things were going to have to change. She couldn’t go on with how their relationship was. She needed a life of her own.

“You don’t treat me right, Samuel. Not all the time.”

“What are you talking about, Michelle? I give you everything you could ever want in this world. We’re not the richest, but we’re doing fine. We’re making it work.”

“Numbers, numbers, numbers! That’s all you think about! Just because you’re a bank manager doesn’t mean you can’t have a heart. We have a family now, Samuel. That means I stay at home, but it shouldn’t mean that I don’t have a life. You go out with your friends to watch games or hang out with them at their houses. I don’t get to do anything anymore! That’s why you’re going to wear that lingerie. You’ll do it if you love me,” Michelle said with tears in her voice, but she wasn’t anything close to sad. Now that she’d spilled how she was feeling, she wanted Samuel to suffer… at least a little bit.

“I’m sorry, Michelle. I always wondered if you hated that I went out with my friends, but since you never said anything…”

“Yes, but now I’m saying something, and you putting on this outfit will make up for some of the years you’ve done me wrong.”

“This outfit can’t possibly do that.”

Michelle crossed her arms and frowned. If she was going to get Samuel to do as she pleased, she had to play the part of the hurt housewife. The woman who would go crazy if he didn’t give in to her demands. She’d spent so many years trying to be the docile, dotting housewife, and what had it gotten her besides lonely nights with glasses of red wine to keep her company?

“It can and it will.”

“Don’t do this, Michelle. We can work something out.”

“Are you going to make this easy or difficult?”

“Easy,” Samuel grunted and got up. He didn’t have it in him to fight. “What do you want me to do?”

“There’s a razor and heels waiting for you in the bathroom. Why don’t you go shave and get dressed?”

“Heels? Seriously?”

“Yes! Hurry!”

Samuel shook his head as he walked to their bathroom. He pounded his fist against the countertop next to the heels Michelle had put out for him. They were exactly his size. How long had she been planning this? Samuel let out a breath and smirked, enjoying how his wife was finally fighting back. He knew what he did wasn’t right, but being at home with the kids was so exhausting sometimes. Seeing Michelle with them was why he worked overtime every chance he got and did what he could to stay away from the house, but Samuel had a feeling those freewheeling days were coming to an end.

He got into the shower and shaved his hairy body. It took forever and required a few spot checks before he was completely smooth, but he quite enjoyed how he looked once the hair was gone. His cock looked bigger than ever, and he wasn’t afraid to wear the lingerie if that was what Michelle wanted. He put it on and then slipped his feet into the heels, surprised by how well they fit.

How am I going to walk in these? Samuel thought to himself as he stared at his feet in the heels. He didn’t know the answer as he stepped toward the door to return to where Michelle was waiting for him. He cursed when he saw her.

“Michelle!”

“Smile,” she said playfully as she held up her camera and snapped as many pictures of Samuel in the black lingerie as she could. “Don’t run away! We’re not through yet!”

“Delete those pictures, Michelle!”

“No way!” she said lightly and crossed her legs as she admired the shots she took. “These are going to keep you in line when you act bad. I’m going out at least once a week from now on, and you’ll stay with the kids.”

“Fine! You don’t need those photos, though!”

Michelle cackled. “We both know that’s a lie. Now, why don’t you get out here so that I can give you another gift?”

“I don’t want more gifts from you!”

“Come out here, Samuel! Now!”

Samuel dropped his head and walked back out to their bedroom, relieved that Michelle was no longer holding her phone, but then he saw what was resting by her side. “No way, Michelle. No fucking way!” Samuel shook his head, backing away from her.

“This is what you get for all those neglectful nights.”

“Michelle, it doesn’t have to be like this.”

She sighed and picked up the butt plug from the bed. She held the phallic silver object in the air and admired it with a sparkle in her eye. “You see, dear. This is going up your ass, or as some like to call it, your bussy,” Michelle said with a wild laugh. “I can’t believe I waited so long to do this.”

“We can stop now. Let’s just stop now.”

“Get on your hands and knees, slut!”

Samuel whimpered as he walked over to the bed and dropped to his hands and knees. There was nowhere he could go. Now that Michelle had those photos of him in this lingerie, she could make him do whatever she wanted. The last thing he wanted was for the world to see him in a garter belt, a corset bra, stockings, and heels.

“It’s your own fault that we’re here.”

“How?” he begged to know. “What did I do?”

“You neglected me, but after tonight, you’ll never think twice about wronging me again.”

“I don’t do that now! You’re the love of my life, Michelle!”

She grunted. “That’s a sweet story, but I’ve heard enough.” She grabbed the lube she’d left on the bed and lathered the tip of the butt plug. Seeing Samuel on his hands and knees was wildly sexy. Michelle never thought that she would be turned on by seeing her husband dressed in lingerie while acting submissively, but she was so turned on that drops of nectar were running out of her panties.

“Go slow please.”

“I’ll go the necessary speed,” she said to ignore his request. She wasn’t about to let him dictate what she should or shouldn’t do to his body. Not after everything he’d put her through. She breathed deeply as she pushed the plug up against Samuel’s hole, loving how she had dirt on him so that she could do this over and over again until he understood things had changed. “Do you like how it feels getting your bussy stretched, slut?”

“I love it,” Samuel gasped before he could stop himself. “I don’t fucking know why, but I do!”

A heat flashed through Michelle. She smacked Samuel’s ass and pushed the plug a little harder, stretching him more and more until she got to the little ring that his hole closed around. He stroked his cock as he tried to catch his breath, but Michelle wasn’t letting up. She grabbed his head and pulled it between her legs.

“Keep that plug in your bussy, slut!”

Samuel moaned on her pussy as he rubbed his nose and mouth all over her snatch. She threw her arms above her head, writhing and moaning as an orgasm built within her.

“Yes! Give me that dick, you slut!”

Samuel groaned as he moved his body up Michelle and slid into her. He wrapped his arms around her, loving how she’d given him this new experience. He never in a million years thought that he would like to be dressed as a woman, but there was something about it that was liberating. He fucked her with long and slow thrusts as they locked their mouths together.

“Fuck!” Michelle screamed as her back arched and she started creaming all over his dick. She gripped Samuel’s back and dug her nails into his skin. The feeling of her pussy contracting around his dick sent him into overdrive. He cursed against her lips as the plug flew out of his ass. The reverse stretching pushed him to orgasm. “I’ll be better,” he promised as he came deep inside of her.

“Your punishments will only get worse if you don’t,” Michelle promised as he slid out of her, but for whatever reason, Samuel liked the idea of his wife putting him in his place.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

“We did it!” Alma cheered and lifted her arm into the air to give Michelle a high five. “I didn’t think you had it in you, but I’m proud of you girl. The look on Samuel’s face in that picture is priceless.”

“Tell me about it,” Michelle said with a laugh as she picked up her sugar-rimmed margarita to take a sip. It was a Thursday night, and she was the one out with a friend. It was so rare it almost felt surreal, but Michelle would make sure that she had other evenings away from the house. “How has Wayne been?”

“Much better now that I have photos of him in compromising positions. It’s amazing what a little blackmail can do.”

“In the right hands.”

“Yes, of course. No sharing these photos with anyone else unless the boys are really bad.”

“Nope,” Michelle said with a shake of the head. “The last thing I want is for the bank to see these photos of Samuel.”

“Hmm, how about we print off a few at my house and then we can delete them?”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” Michelle said and took another sip of her margarita. Alma did the same. Their conversation shifted to what they were doing for work, Alma at the library and Michelle at home with her screen-printing. They forgot all about their husbands as they discussed whatever came to mind. One margarita turned into two, and the ladies were laughing like wild when they finally made it to the exit a few hours later. “It’s so nice to get out of the house.”

“You’ll be doing a lot more of that now that you have Samuel wrapped around your finger.”

“Shoot me a message about when you want to print those photos of the boys, and we’ll make it happen.”

“Can’t wait,” Alma said and gave Michelle a kiss on the cheek. “See you then.” Michelle waved and walked to her car, happy that she’d taken a leap of faith and listened to Alma.
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