
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The Feminization of the Male! 

	You must feminize them for their own good! 

	by Grace Mansfield

	 

	 

	 

	 

	PART ONE 

	 

	 

	“Hey, babe. A couple of beers out here.” 

	Lonnie called to his wife from the patio. He and his friend, Bruce, were shooting the bull. 

	Inside the house Sunny gritted her teeth. She wasn’t a servant to be called at whim. Yet Lonnie treated her like that. 

	‘Get me a beer.’ 

	‘I was going to watch game, you don’t mind?’ as he clicked her show off. 

	‘I took your car, mine was dirty.’ 

	If anything got dirty she was expected to clean it. He dropped his dirty drawers where he wished. He never volunteered to help with the dishes. How in the world did she become slave to her husband? 

	She grabbed a couple of beers, walked to the door and threw them. “Here you go!” They sailed over the head of Lonnie and his friend and landed in the pool. 

	“Hey!” 

	But she was already back in the kitchen. She felt good, but she knew she was going to hear about it. Lonnie didn’t like his wife to talk back, or, in this case, to ’act back’. 

	But that was just tough beans for him. She was getting a little tired of the second class citizen bullcrap he was relegating her to. She finished the dishes, started the machine, then went into the garage to start the laundry. 

	The laundry, in this case, consisted of his underwear. She groaned as she saw the pile of shirts and pants. She picked up one of his underpants and glared at it. And threw it down.

	That was it. Enough was enough. 

	She left the laundry and headed for the computer room. She powered up the computer and typed in, ‘What do you do about a lazy slob of a husband.’ 

	It must have been a popular topic because dozens of links popped up. She selected one at random and read… 

	•  Have a conversation about cleaning duties. 

	•  Avoid accusing your spouse. 

	•  Work together to make a list of chores. 

	•  Divide the chore list between you. 

	•  Be reasonable with your expectations. 

	•  Work as a team. 

	She frowned. She looked at other solutions, but they were mostly lists like this, and they didn’t seem to have much to do with reality. 

	A couple of them advised making your husband a hero. Hunh! How do you make a hero out of a slob? 

	Still, there was food for thought here, and she kept looking. 

	An item said she should forgive and move on. She snorted. Some idiot was obtuse. Another item said things like ‘butter him up with compliments.’ Maybe, if he ever did something worth complimenting. The more she read the more irritated she got. 

	Halfway through her research Lonnie entered the computer room. 

	“What the hell is it with you? Do you know how embarrassing that was? What the heck is Bruce going to think about…” He went on and on, nagging and nagging, and Sunny swiveled and faced him. 

	“So I don’t want you to ever pull a stunt like that again,” he finished. 

	She smiled and said, “You’re an underwear head.” 

	He blinked, was actually confused. “What?” 

	Sunny had no idea where that comment came from, she just knew she had been pushed over the top, and she started giggling. 

	“Are you crazy.” 

	She grinned. “Yep.” 

	He actually backed out of the room. He didn’t understand her, and suddenly he was overwhelmed. And Sunny suddenly realized a truth: he was a nit picky, wife controlling nag because she had let him. 

	Then she frowned. He wasn’t a bad person, just a lazy slob of a person. So how was she going to make this work? She had to change him, yet changing a man was like trying to move a building with a trowel. She went back to the net. 

	 

	 

	“Hey, honey? I’m out of underwear!” 

	It was morning and he was getting ready for work. 

	She had been up for an hour, doing chores, making breakfast, making herself beautiful. She walked into the room and aid, “It’s right there.” 

	“Where?” he looked around. 

	“In the hamper.” 

	He blinked, “But why aren’t they clean?” 

	“Because you never cleaned them.” 

	The look on his face, she was having a hard time not grinning. 

	“But you’re supposed to do the laundry?” 

	“I did. My clothes are clean.” 

	“But what about my clothes? I can’t go to work in stinky, dirty clothes?” 

	“Well, you could always wear some of mine.” 

	“Why aren’t you doing my underwear?” 

	“I didn’t get it dirty. It’s a responsibility thing, honey.” That sure sailed right over his head. 

	“But it’s the wife’s duty to do the laundry! Everything is divided up. There’s jobs that men do, and there’s jobs that women do.” 

	He was trying to explain patiently, but it was obvious that he thought she was bonehead that he had to explain this to her. 

	“I didn’t know that!” she spoke innocently. 

	“What?” 

	“That’s amazing,” she said as she turned and left the room. “I never knew that. Men doing certain jobs, and women doing other jobs…why didn’t they teach me this in school.” 

	Lonnie was shaking his head. What was wrong with his wife? She’d never been this stupid before! 

	He turned back to the hamper. He picked out a pair of underpants. Hmm. Maybe if he just turned it inside out, then…he shook his head. Crap. 

	He tossed his tighty not-so-whiteys back in the hamper, and his eyes fell on her open dresser drawer. 

	Her underwear. He blinked. She had said to wear some of hers. Should he? He grinned. He should. It would teach her a lesson. 

	He reached into her drawer and took out a pair of high cuts. They were stretchy, and he figured his balls wouldn’t suffer too badly. 

	Still, maybe there were better ones in the drawer. He rummaged around, making a mess, and chose a pair of stretchy white ones. 

	He pulled them up his legs, scrunched his package into the rather pouchless affair, and…it didn’t feel half bad. 

	It wasn’t comfortable, not like his male underwear, but it was…kinky. His dick did a boner and he looked down. Heh. 

	Truth was, they hadn’t been having much sex lately. He figured it was a female thing. He didn’t understand that she was just getting so irritated with him that she did’t want to.

	But now he felt his dick perk up. Kinky underwear. Heck, he could wear this stuff. And his wife would have to deal with it. 

	He finished dressing and walked out to the kitchen. Sunny was sitting at the table. She had a piece of toast, a cup of coffee, and half an orange. 

	“Hey! Where’s my breakfast?” 

	Sunny looked around. She looked under the table. She looked at him with an innocent expression. “That’s funny, it was here a minute ago.” 

	“Come on. What’s going on with you. First you don’t do the laundry, now you don’t fix my breakfast. Why are you turning into such a lazy slob?” 

	Sunny froze, he had just accused her of what he was, and it hit her right in the button. She took a breath. Another one. 

	He was ignorant of what he had caused. He went to the fridge and looked in. 

	“Well, I’ll pick up a donut on the way. But you better shape up.” 

	She was blinking now, and she expected that steam was coming out of her ears. 

	“Or what?” 

	“Or what what?” he was now confused. 

	“Or what will you do? What if I don’t shape up?” 

	He shook his head, backed up, then just turned and went out to the garage. Sunny took a half dozen deep breaths. She heard his car leave. 

	She had to be at work herself, so she went back to the bedroom to finish getting ready. And saw the messed up dresser drawer. She looked in it, aghast. Everything had been folded neatly, and now everything looked like Bugs Bunny’s butthole. 

	Seeing red, she started to fold the underwear, then stopped. He was wearing her underwear. She blinked. She smiled. 

	He was wearing girly underwear. It wasn’t a big deal, but he was such a fussy man type that…he was wearing her underwear. 

	She left the mess, closed the drawer, and started to think. And think and think. 

	 

	 

	That night Lonnie came home late. He had had a couple of beers with the fellows, hadn’t bothered to call her, and the dinner was cold. 

	He was smart enough to realize that was his fault, and he said, “Just toss it. I’m not hungry anyway.” 

	She would have fumed, but she had been thinking all day. 

	She knew that she could change him. 

	But she knew she couldn't change him through anger and harsh words. So she did the dishes, took care of a few chores, then went into the computer room. 

	He was watching porn. He hadn’t heard her and hadn’t closed the screen, and she saw some Lesbians fisting each other. 

	Lesbians fisting each other? WTF? 

	“Hi, honey. Did you come to apologize?” 

	She smiled and sat down in the swivel next to his. “Nope. I came to tell you that you’re a slob. I love you, but I’m not going to pick up after you.” 

	He frowned and sat back. She realized that he tended to run away when she got tough with him, called him on his behavior. Still, let him run, she had to at least give him a chance before she lowered the boom on him. 

	“Honey, what’s going on with you? Have you been talking to Marsha again?” 

	Marsha was her besty who had never quite approved of Lonnie as a husband. And it was just like him to try and turn things around so it was her fault. 

	She kept an even keel and smiled. “I will be doing things like cleaning the bedsheets because I sleep on them. I’ll make dinner, but I’m not going to leap up to make you breakfast, and I bought you some paper plates.” 

	“Paper plates?” 

	“You don’t do the dishes, now you won’t have to.” 

	“But you…” 

	“Don’t drive my car anymore. Do your own laundry…” and she dropped the other shoe, “…or wear mine. that’s fine with me.” 

	“Wear your…” he looked totally confused now. The world was officially falling apart for him. 

	“I‘ll let you know if there’s anything else.” 

	Lonnie, a dazed, reproachful look in his eyes, stood up. He walked out of the room. 

	Sunny smiled. The next day Sunny pretended to be asleep. Truth was she liked to get up early and work, but she wasn’t about to give up her guns. 

	If she got up he would expect breakfast. Her staying in bed and he would know that she wasn’t fixing breakfast. 

	Not being particularly quiet, he got up and went right to her underwear drawer. He slid it open, then she heard him say, “What the fuck?” He lifted up a tummy shaper. 

	Sunny stifle a giggle. She had hidden all her panties. All that was in the drawer were tummy shapers and a corset. 

	“My nylons are in the second drawer,” she spoke softly, not bothering to open her eyes. 

	He made an exasperating sound. For a moment she figured he wouldn’t do it, but he gave in. He pulled the tummy shaper up his legs and adjusted the midsection over his belly. 

	She was watching him surreptitiously through half closed lids. “Ooh, sexy,” she said. 

	He froze. She hadn’t sounded like she was making fun of him, but…was she making fun of him? 

	She could see the confusion on his face. She sat up, her large boobs suddenly on display, and said, “You should wear those more often. They make your waist look tight, like you’ve got abs. Squeezes your butt down a bit too. They look sexy.” 

	He stared at her for a minute. Then she realized he was staring at her boobs. 

	Good. She hefted a boob, licked the nipple as she watched him, then lay back and turned over. 

	He gulped. WRF? Then he looked at himself in the mirror, then walked out of the room. 

	She waited two minutes, just enough time for him to open the fridge, and padded into the kitchen. She wasn’t wearing a stitch. 

	Her buxomness drew his attention, and she said, “I’m going to take a shower. Are you making bacon and eggs?” 

	He was still looking at her tits. “Yeah.” 

	“Good. Make for me, too. Be back in a minute.” She ran down the hallway, jumped into the shower, jumped out, put on some lipstick, and ran back to the kitchen. 

	He had two plates on the table and was ready to pour the orange juice. He looked at her red mouth. 

	“I’ll take a bourbon and Coke.” 

	That spun him around. “What?” 

	“Bourbon and Coke.” 

	“But it’s Friday morning!” 

	“No, it’s not.” 

	“What?” 

	“It’s National Bourbon and Coke day. Happens a couple of times a week. This week. Mix that drink…unless you’ve forgotten how.” 

	Stunned, he went to the liquor cabinet and took down the bourbon. He got a glass down and started to pour and she stopped him. 

	“Ice, please. We’re not cave people, you know. Ice was invented last year.” 

	He got out the ice, mixed the Coke and bourbon, and placed the drink in front of her. She sipped, leaving a red lip print on her glass. 

	He stared at the red. Then he looked at her boobs. then he looked at her. “What’s going on?” 

	“I’m going to run away with a midget from the circus.” 

	He shook his head. “What?” 

	“I decided it’s time for a change. The midget’s name is Boris. Did you know that midget’s have regular, full-size cocks?” 

	Logically, Lonnie knew she was fooling with him. But he couldn’t listen to the logic. It just didn’t make sense. He sat down and ate, his eyes totally on her. And especially her boobs. 

	She smiled, drank her drink, nibbled at the bacon and eggs.

	“What are you doing?” he whispered. 

	“Having fun. How about you? Are you having fun yet? Do you like the tummy shaper? Tomorrow I’ll leave out some nylons for you. I suggest you shave your legs tonight. You’re going to love how they feel.” 

	She leaned across the table, her boobs touching the surface, and put her hand on his. 

	“Honey, your cock is too fucking big for me. I can’t handle it any more. Boris might be regular size, but that’s small compared to you. So…he’ll keep me satisfied. You should probably just jack off from here on out.” 

	Lonnie’s mouth opened and closed. She got up and left the room. 

	“You didn’t finish your breakfast.” 

	She came back to the kitchen, her breasts jiggling. She picked up her plate and put it in the garbage. 

	“Hey! That’s a real plate!” 

	“Too bad it’s not a paper plate.” 

	She sauntered out, flipping her hair to the side as she passed him. He watched her butt sway down the hall. 

	And he took the real plate out of the garbage and put it in the sink with the other real plates because, well, because somebody had to be responsible. 

	That night she had dinner ready. On paper plates. The sink was still full of dishes. 

	Lonnie came in and looked at the sink. “Aren’t you going to do the dishes?” 

	“Why?” 

	“Look, I’ve had just about enough of this silliness.” 

	“Oh, goody!” 

	“The dishes aren’t going to do themselves. We can use paper plates if you want, but those dishes need to be cleaned.” 

	“So clean it. They’re mostly yours. I’ll tell you what…I’ll clean my dishes, and you clean yours.” 

	“Okay.” he finally acceded. 

	After he went to work, and before she went to hers, she did half the dishes. When she left his dirty dishes were stacked on one side. Her side was clean and sparkly, dishes done and put away. 

	And, breakthrough. That night, when she came home he had come home first and his side of the sink was done. 

	And so it went. The dishes were resolved. Time to focus on the dirty clothes. 

	But before that happened he borrowed her car. She heard her car start up in the morning, ran out just in time to see it zip down the street. 

	Oh, she was boiling. She looked at his car. Needed a wash. Crumpled up McDonald’s bags were in the back. One of the windshield wipers had a loose blade. 

	Motherfu—she stopped herself. She smiled. She knew he was going to bring back her car dirty, and that was fine. She would clean it out and fix it so he couldn’t borrow her car again. 

	A plan in mind, whistling, she went into the kitchen, took the garbage out of the pail, took it out to the garage and put it in the trunk of his car. 

	His golf clubs she put on the side of the washing machine. Since he didn’t use the washing machine he probably would’t see them. 

	He came home that night, sauntered in and said, “Sorry. I had to use your car today. Had a big client.” As if that made his actions okay. 

	“That’s okay,” she said. He went into the bedroom to clean up and she waited. It only took a minute. 

	“Sunny!” 

	She smiled. She had poured herself a bourbon and Coke and was sitting on the patio. 

	“Sunny!” he yelled again. 

	When it became obvious that she wasn’t going to come rushing in he stomped out. “What did you do to the dresser?” 

	She sipped her bourbon, lifted her shades to look at him, then dropped the shades back onto her nose and said, “I put locks on the bottom drawers.” 

	“Why? Don’t you know that destroys the furniture?” 

	“Security destroys things. How interesting.” she mused.

	Then she smiled and said, “My underwear, the stuff I don’t want you to wear is in the middle drawer. My collection of porn—you know, things like vibrators and dildos and stuff—that’s in the bottom drawer.” 

	His mouth opened and closed and she sipped her drink and said, “I certainly didn’t want my good dildo up your butthole.” 

	“But…I don’t…” 

	“You don’t play with your asshole? Too bad. It’s lots of fun. Boris says my asshole is lots of fun. He really likes sticking his cock up my poop chute.” 

	“This has got to stop. There is no Boris.” 

	“There isn’t? that’s funny. I could swear I just washed his cum out of my pussy. Do you know how long it’s been since I washed your sperm out of my hole?” 

	She reached over and grabbed his dong through his pants. He jerked. He had come in mad, but how do you stay mad when somebody has hold of your cock and is feeling it? 

	“Hey!” he tried weakly. 

	“This is a good peeny. But…too big. You really should look at getting a penis reduction. Not a complete penectomy, you don’t have to lose it all, just maybe half. I looked it up and there’s actually a name for it called reduction corporoplasty.” 

	Lonnie’s mouth dropped open as Sunny rubbed him and blathered on about how his penis was too big. 

	He finally managed to say, “But I thought you liked my big cock?” 

	“Oh, I used to,” she agreed amiably enough. “But you haven’t used my hole enough and it’s shrunk. Isn’t it funny? If men’s penises are big they are thought of as studs, and it has nothing to do with how they use the dick. Women on the other hand, if they have a big hole they are ‘loose cunts,’ or some such. If I fuck you again I might become a loose cunt. You wouldn’t want to do that to me, would you?” 

	Lonnie finally broke away. He went to the bottle of bourbon on the counter, picked it up and swigged. 

	Sunny watched with a smile. 

	 

	 

	The next day Sunny took her car down to the shop and asked for a slight modification. Just under the steering wheel she had a small button placed. 

	An ignition wire ran through the button. Now the car couldn’t be started unless someone knew to flick the switch. 

	Lonnie continued to wear her underwear. And…he liked it. 

	She helped the matter by switching the underwear around. Some days she left panties in the drawer for him. Sometimes tummy shapers, and once she tried a corselet. 

	He balked at the corselet. He went commando that day, and Sunny just smiled and knew it would take a little more time before he was able to handle that. 

	He complained, of course, about her not doing the dishes, not doing the laundry (except for hers), and just about every else under the sun. 

	But when he did she either talked gibberish, saying nonsensical things, or started telling him about Boris. 

	On Saturday morning he got up early, fixed his breakfast and headed out for some golf. He drove across town, a half hour drive, pulled into the parking lot, opened his trunk, and stared at a big bag of old garbage. Infested with flies. A couple of maggots crawling out of it. 

	He almost barfed. He put the garbage bag in the dumpster at the golf course, then drove to a car wash where he had to take everything out of the trunk, wash it with the pressure sprayer, then dry it out. 

	It was long and laborious and he was sweating like a pig when he was done. The odd thing was that while he was fuming when he started, when he was done he wasn’t. 

	Once started he had actually taken the discarded McDonald’s bags out of the rear seat, arranged the glove box, washed the car, and even replaced the wiper blade. 

	And he washed the outsides of the whole car. Driving home felt like a new experience. It felt like he was driving a new car. He liked it. 

	“Where’s my golf clubs?” he asked when he entered the house. 

	“I don’t know. I don’t play golf.” 

	“Honey, I know you’re messing with my head. But those are my golf clubs, and…I would really appreciate it if you wouldn't play games but just tell me where they are.” 

	Sunny looked up at him. He was serious. He was being polite. There seemed to actually be some kind of change in him. Not major, just minuscule, but…it was a change. 

	“You might find them if you do your laundry.” 

	“Huh!” he grunted, then, as turned to leave, he said the most surprising thing. “Why should I do the laundry when your underwear is so kinky cool?” 

	She blinked on that one. He liked her underwear? She figured he’d get tired of the kink, want some more male underwear. 

	She went on Amazon that day and bought some more underwear. She bought him sissy panties. Kinky, little things with a pouch for his package. 

	And she bought him a couple of lace bodysuits. They were see through, or nearly so, and had a variety of straps and designs on them. 

	One was called a ‘emaipokia Men Lace Lingerie Sissy Sexy Tight Cut Out Black Lace Elastic Nightgown.’ 

	The other one was, according to the ad, an ‘Eipogp Mens Sexy Lace Lingerie Jumpsuits Hollow Out Rompers See Through Pantyhose Tights Full Bodysuit Stockings.’ 

	Then, acting on whim, she bought him a ‘MaxTara Hiding Gaff Panties Brief Shaping for Men Crossdressing Transgender Underwear.’ 

	The gaff was a little stiffer than regular underwear, but it was designed to push his cock back and leave him with, of all things, a camel toe in place of a bulge. She found herself giggling when she gave into that little item. 

	A day later, when the majority of the underwear arrived she threw away the dirty underwear in the hamper, filled his drawer with new kink, and placed a bottle of Nair on top of the underwear. 

	He came home that night, gave her a dutiful kiss, and went into the bedroom. A minute later he came back out. 

	“What is all that stuff?” 

	“It’s a tool set I picked up at the hardware store.” 

	“Don’t be silly. That’s underwear.” 

	“It is?” 

	“And it’s pretty strange looking underwear. 

	She stepped up to him, grabbed his cock and kissed him. 

	They hadn’t been intimate for a month now, and they hadn’t really done much more than a poke and a squirt for a year before that. Suddenly he was besieged with horny feelings. 

	Sunny sucked on his mouth, felt his nipples, dropped to her knees and took his cock in her mouth. Only of a moment, though, then she stood up and said, “Too big. Boris’s is much nicer.” 

	“Oh,” he said, stunned, not knowing what to do. 

	“Be a good, little boy and go put your panties on.” 

	She smiled and sat back down on the couch and picked up a book. The Femwood Mansion by Grace somebody. It was pretty good reading, and she ignored him. 

	Lonnie walked back down the hallway, and he walked funny. First, his cock was hard. Second, he felt surreal, like he was being forced out of his head. 

	He looked at the underwear in his drawer. He picked up individual pieces and inspected them. The two body suit things were…weird. But…enticing. He wondered what it would be like to wear those. 

	He had a bunch of regular silky underwear. They were in pretty colors—for a female—and they actually had a pouch for his junk. 

	One of them had dangly straps on it, for nylons, he supposed. He grunted at that thought. And, there was the gaff. He knew what a gaff was. But it looked so small. And tight. 

	Curious, he pulled it up his legs and…it was weird. It was tight, didn’t come up over his butt, and his cock, if he could manage to get it shoved down, probably wouldn’t be able to get hard again. 

	Heck, his dick would probably deform to a curve pointing towards his asshole if he actually wore the thing. 

	He took off the gaff, looked at the underwear in the drawer, then closed the drawer and started for the shower. And stopped. Back to the drawer…and the Nair. 

	He looked at the bottle. He read the directions. Seemed pretty simple. 

	He ran a hand over his forearm, felt the tingle of little hairs. He looked at his chest, then his groin. Bristly, and…not really attractive. 

	He had never thought about hair before, and this was an alien thought, but…his body hair was not really attractive. 

	He looked at the bottle of Nair. He looked at the shower. 

	He took the bottle of Nair and slathered it on his flesh. He managed to get it on the hard to reach parts of his back. 

	He waited for fifteen, and when he felt a slight burn he stepped into the shower. 

	He watched in amazement as the now wispy hairs washed off him, circled the drain, disappeared. 

	He stepped out of the shower and his body felt totally different. 

	He didn’t know that he was aware of his hair, but now that he didn’t have it his skin felt all smooth and electric. So that’s why women get rid of their hair! He marveled. 

	Grinning, his boner standing up and quivering, he selected an article of underwear and put it on. 

	It was about ten times more comfortable than his tighty whiteys. It was five times more comfortable than Sunny’s underwear. It had the soft material, but it was cut to fit. 

	He wished he had known such underwear existed a long time ago. He pulled on some pants, a shirt, some sandals, and walked back out to the living room. 

	He sat down and watched the TV. And was aware of Sunny being aware of him. She was watching the Kardashians, a show that he despised. 

	“I used the Nair.” 

	Sunny leaned forward and was excited. “You did? How does it feel?” 

	“It feels…good.” 

	She got up and knelt in front of him. 

	“Show me.” 

	He unbuttoned his shirt. She reached forward and placed a palm on his bare flesh. 

	“Oh, fuck!” she whispered. “This is going to make Boris jealous.” 

	“There’s no Boris.” 

	She ignored his protest and rubbed his nipple. 

	“God, feel how erect your nip is.” 

	She leaned forward and gently placed her mouth on his nipple. She sucked, and her tongue began to circle it. 

	God! he thought. Kinky underwear can’t feel this good! But it did. 

	Sunny sat on his lap, wiggled onto his bulging package, and kissed him. For a long minute they chewed on each other, hands roamed, then Sunny got off. 

	“I’ve got to go.” 

	“What? Wait? What?” 

	She ran out of the house and he heard her car start up. He stayed where he was, wondering what the hell was happening.

	His cock was hard as a bull’s horn. They had been making out. He was giving her sexual attention…well, she was giving him sexual attention, but why had she run out?

	She came home an hour later. Before she entered the house she ripped a button off her blouse and buttoned the remaining buttons in the wrong holes. 

	She fluffed up her hair and put fresh lipstick on, then rubbed the back of her hand lightly on her lips to smudge the lipstick. She walked back into the house and staggered back to the bedroom. 

	“Whoo!” she said as she passed the TV room. 

	Lonnie’s mouth opened and he followed her. 

	She started the shower, and while he watched she stripped her clothes off. 

	Lonnie stared at her thigh. “What’s that?” 

	Sunny looked at her thigh. “Oh, damn that Boris. I told him not to cum!” 

	She tilted her hips and looked at her pussy. A big glob of white stuff was smeared on her vagina. “Fuck,” she said, and she hopped into the shower. 

	Lonnie felt faint. There was a Boris? There was…and he had fucked his wife? But…but… 

	Inside the shower Sunny soaped her body and wiped all the mayonnaise off her pussy. She was having a hard time not laughing. The look on Lonnie’s face… 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	PART TWO 

	 

	 

	 

	Lonnie was very subdued the next few days. 

	His wife was cheating on him. With a midget named Boris. 

	Unbelievable. His heart felt like a paper sack somebody had blown air into then popped. He moped. 

	Sunny ignored his attitude. Sunny just hummed a lot, and grinned, and dressed very, very sexy. But sexy for who? Not for him. For a midget named Boris. 

	Images of his wife fucking a half-sized man filled his head. He had to focus extra hard at work to complete his tasks. He had to watch the road carefully when he drove. But it wasn’t working. 

	If he tried to talk to Sunny about it she just laughed and said she’d never kiss and tell. On the fourth day after she came home with sperm oozing out of her cunt he got in a fender bender. Not a serious one. But it knocked off his rear bumper. 

	Well, those cheap ass cars, what did he expect? 

	Sunny was very understanding. She commiserated, patted his shoulder, and didn’t even mention Boris. 

	“But I’m going to have to use your car tomorrow while they put my bumper back on.” 

	“Oh, honey, I’m sorry. My car doesn’t work for men.” 

	“What?” 

	“It’s true. Car and I had a long talk, and Car agreed not to work for men. Now if I told Car to suddenly work for me…well, that would give mixed signals, and—“ 

	“Don’t…don’t do this.” 

	“But I’m telling you the truth!” 

	“Your car doesn’t work for men.” 

	“Swear.” She crossed her heart, drawing a pair of lines right over her large breast. 

	He stood up, stared at her with the most unfathomable look, then went out to the car. 

	He came back in a minute later. “Hell, we’re going to have to have your car fixed, too. What are—“ 

	“Car works fine.” 

	“Yeah, right. For women only.” 

	She nodded and put her palms up helplessly. 

	“Okay. Prove it.” 

	Sunny shook her head, got up and went out to the garage. She stepped into her car and flicked the switch under the dash. It was a normal motion that aroused no suspicion. She started the car. 

	Lonnie was standing in the kitchen doorway and his jaw dropped. “What the fuck?” 

	She turned it off and got out of the car, managing to toggle the switch with a subtle motion. 

	Lonnie walked around the car. He got in and turned the ignition. The switch being in thee wrong position he was greeted by resounding silence. 

	“What the fuck?” he blurted again. He got out. He stood right next to the car and said, “You do it.” 

	Sunny slid into the seat, managing to again flick the switch. She started up the car. 

	“Get out.” She got out and flicked the switch. The car was already running, so it didn’t die. 

	Lonnie got in and pressed on the peddle. It revved nicely. He grinned. 

	“Yeah, but you can’t take it to work. You’d have to leave it running all day.” 

	“You’re full of—“ he stopped and thought. 

	He frowned, then turned the key off. The engine died. He turned the key back on. the car remained dead. 

	“What the fuck is going on!” He jiggled the keys, but nothing happened. 

	“Could you get out? I don’t want Car to get upset.” 

	Lonnie got out of the car, he stared at it. 

	“Open the hood.” 

	“No.” 

	“What?” 

	“There’s nothing wrong with my car. It works fine…” 

	“For you.” 

	“It’s my car!” she glared at him defiantly. “You saw it work, and you’re getting all pissy because Car doesn't like you. I’m not about to let you mess under the hood trying to fix something that isn’t broken.” 

	“But it is broken!” 

	She started the car. He stared at her. 

	She turned it off. She turned it on. She turned it off.

	“Leave my car alone.” 

	“Ah!” he threw up his hands and walked into the house. 

	When she entered the house and put her keys in the little bowl they kept for keys he was sitting at the table drinking a bourbon and Coke. His hand was actually shaking a little bit. 

	He looked up at her. “I’ve still got a problem.” 

	“What’s that?” she asked sweetly. 

	“I need to get to work.” 

	“Take an Uber.” 

	“They’re too expensive.” 

	“Walk.” 

	“Look, we’ve got your car. You can give me a ride to work.” 

	“It’s out of my way.” 

	“But, for Heysoos sake…I’m your husband! We’re married! We’re supposed to help each other out.” 

	“I’ve been helping you out. I let you wear my underwear, and I even bought you underwear of your own.” 

	“Honey,” he was on the verge of tears. “Help me out here!” 

	She sighed. Then, “Well, if you do something for me then maybe I can do something for you.” 

	“You’re not going to try to make me do more dishes and laundry and stuff?” 

	She considered him. He still wasn't to the point of taking responsibility. Well, next lowest gradient. 

	“I’ll give you a ride if you wear one of those sexy body suits I bought you under your clothes.” 

	“But…I…” he gulped. But he had no choice. 

	And, under his reticence was the fact that the damned things were cool looking. He had tried one on when she wasn’t around, and he was amazed at the feelings he had experienced. 

	He nodded. 

	“But,” she snapped, “I want something understood.” 

	“Sure.” He had just gotten his way, won a point, and he was amenable. 

	“I don’t want you using my make up anymore.” 

	He goggled. “But…I never…I…” 

	“We can get you your own, but make up is personal. So no more using my make up.” 

	“But I didn’t…” 

	“Promise!” 

	So he promised. Promised not to do something that he hadn’t done anyway. Man, was his head messed. 

	The following day she helped him into his bodysuit, and Sunny almost shouted for joy. With no hair and the bodysuit emphasizing his frame he looked very sexy. 

	She made some bacon and eggs while he put on his outer clothes, and they had a subdued breakfast. Subdued for him. 

	She was fine. Happy and chatty and even affectionate. 

	He was too besieged by sensations to even think of talking. His body was feeling mesh slither about on his legs, his cock was going crazy, and his mind was having trouble focusing. 

	That night she picked him up and they returned home. He was still subdued, but his eyes were bright. 

	“So how’d your day go?” she asked. 

	“It was fine.” 

	“But what wasn’t fine?” 

	“I’ve been erect most of the day.” 

	“Well, that’s good, isn’t it?” 

	“It felt good, but this body suit doesn’t hide the bump. I had to walk funny and turn so people didn’t see me, and it’s only a matter of time until someone does, and…” he shrugged. 

	The gleam in his eye was because he was now too sexed up. She had been teasing him periodically, but for him to be erect all day, now that was a tease. 

	“I can see where that would be a problem. A big cock like yours. The funny thing is that Boris has the same problem.” 

	He couldn’t help himself. He turned his head and stared at her. 

	“He’s got a regular size cock, but a half sized body, which makes it look like he’s got a double sized cock when he gets erect.” 

	Lonnie didn’t say anything, but he was mesmerized. He was sex stupid and totally undone. 

	“You know what Boris did?” 

	Lonnie was so out of control that he almost drooled when he asked, “What did Boris do?” 

	“He wore a chastity belt. A tube thing, I think. I’ll get you one.” 

	“A…chastity…” he knew what a chastity device was. But he was thinking slower and slower and couldn’t figure out what was happening. 

	“Sure. I’ll get you one for a big cock, we can lock you up and you’ll never have to worry about the boner bump again.” 

	“A chastity…” 

	She realized he was struck dumb and laughed. 

	Three days later the chastity tube arrived. It was in the shape of a cock, with a bunch of rings. It was made of metal, but not too heavy. Except for the lock. The lock was heavy and the loop looked like it was made out of some space age metal. Not cuttable. 

	Lonnie sat on the bed and stared at the thing. His cock was sticking. out, it was throbbing. He was about to lose control of his cock, turn it over to a third party. 

	Well, the third party was really his wife, but…the thought was exciting. Now why would that be? 

	“We have two choices,” Sunny said, standing in front of him with her hands on her hips. 

	“We do?” 

	“Yep. We can freeze it until it shrinks, or you can rub one out.” 

	“Rub one…” 

	“Jack off. Masturbate. Choke the chicken, spank the money, drain the—“ 

	“I get it!” Yet he sat and stared at his bouncing boner. 

	“Well?” 

	“Well what?” he looked up at her. 

	“Start stroking. I don’t have all day.” 

	“Can’t we make love?” 

	“Are you kidding? I’ve only had Boris. Maybe a lot, but you’re too big. I could never fit you up my snatch.” She shivered and made an ‘Ugh’ sound. 

	“But…” 

	“But shut. Put your hand on your cock and start stroking.” 

	He didn’t want to. There was something so humiliating about jacking off in front of his wife. 

	“Come on, stroke faster. Times a’wasting.” 

	“But, I…” 

	Sunny sighed and stood up. She went to the third dresser drawer and used a key. She pulled the drawer open Lonnie saw a selection of vibrators and dildos and butt plugs. His jaw dropped. He hadn’t really thought… 

	Sunny took out a dildo and smiled at it. “Hey, lover,” she kissed the tip. She moved her vanity chair around and took off her clothes. 

	Lonnie stared. She sat down and spread her legs. Lonnie was near hypnotized by this view of her snatch. He could see the labia, then she spread her lips and he could see the inner labia, the labia minora. 

	“That I have to show you how to jack off…sheesh!” 

	She put the tip of the vibrator to her pussy and began to move it up and down, stroking her pink flesh. “Oh, yes,” she moaned. 

	Then she looked at him. “Come on! If I’m doing this for you then, then you can do that for me.”              

	He stroked slowly, focusing on her pussy. 

	“Don’t be a joke,” she chanted, “Stroke, stroke.” 

	He stroked harder. Truth, even though he had a big boner he wasn’t super horny. But watching her slide the dildo over her pussy lips was making him horny. He stroked harder. 

	“That’s it, baby,” she said through half closed eyes. She slipped the dildo into her hole and began moving it around. “Fuck yourself. You’ll like it.” 

	He stroked harder. His balls felt full, which they were, and his hand moved faster. 

	She pushed the dildo all the way in, pulled it out, tilted her hips and moaned. His hand was a rabbit now, and his other hand grabbed his balls. 

	“Fuck,” she whimpered. “Put your finger up your ass. That always helps.” 

	Amazingly, he did. He rolled over a bit, laid sort of on his side, and inserted his index finger into his asshole. 

	“Oh, fuck!” he whined. 

	“Yeah, baby!” Her hips started jumping. Her muscles started tightening. 

	“Fuck!” he wheezed. 

	He felt the trigger clicking. He felt the roiling deep in his groin. He felt the sperm start climbing up the inside of his shaft. 

	“Do it! Do it!” 

	She went over the top. She spasmed and groaned and almost fell off the vanity chair. Sperm shot out of his cock and flew across the room. It was a huge load, and several spurts dampened the carpet. 

	They slowed down. 

	They stopped. 

	They breathed. 

	“Put the damned chastity on,” she said. 

	His cock had shrunk and he slipped the tube over his cock. then he put the biggest ring around his package. He slipped the loop of the lock through the two pieces and…CLICK! He was locked. 

	Sunny sighed. She stood up and crossed the room. 

	“Ew!” she exclaimed as she stepped in his cum puddles. She lay down next to him, held him, cuddled him. “Come on, baby. Suck my tits. I might be able to get off again.” 

	And…she did. 

	 

	 

	Life became interesting for Lonnie. He was wearing sexy underwear under his clothes and his cock was constantly trying to get hard, but when metal meets flesh metal wins. 

	Lonnie wasn’t helping. Or maybe she was helping too much. She couldn’t seem to keep her hands off him. 

	Funny. When he could fuck her she hadn’t wanted to. Now that he couldn’t, she wanted to. 

	She met him at the door with soul scorching kisses. She played with his caged cock and balls constantly. She rubbed her body against his and cuddled against him all night. 

	He loved it, but he hated it. He wanted to take his cock out and use it on her! But she didn’t want that, and she had kept the key, so…? 

	One day he asked to meet Boris. 

	“But why?” she asked him. “Why would you want to see the midget who is cuckolding you? Why would you want to meet the fellow who is making you less than a man?” 

	Lonnie was silent for a minute. He had some deep thoughts going on. Boris was cuckolding him, true, but he wasn’t feeling like less of a man. 

	In fact, his cock locked up, and struggling all day long to get erect, he was feeling more manly. All his attention was on his cock and…he wanted to meet the man who had deposited cum in his wife’s pussy. 

	“Have you ever thought about what would happen if he got you pregnant.” 

	Sunny started to say something, then stopped. She detected the deep changes in Lonnie. She decided to be cagey, if not careful. 

	“Wouldn’t you love to raise a couple of little children? Like real little? They’d be like dolls, and you could hold them and change their diapers and breast feed them and—“ 

	“Whoa! Wait! What do you mean breast feed them?” 

	Funny he got stuck on that. He really was changing. 

	“Well, you don’t think I’m going to let a pair of rugrats suck on my boobs? That would pull them all out of shape.” 

	“But who would breast feed them?” 

	“You would.” 

	He blinked. 

	“There are drugs that will make you lactate. You might turn a little girly, but that would be good. Your cock would shrink and—“ 

	“Hold up!” 

	She stopped talking and watched him. He stood up and started pacing. He finally stopped and faced her. 

	“If you want to fuck Boris, that’s fine. If you want his kids, fine. But I’m not going to raise them. And I don’t feel like…like changing into a woman. I’m assuming that’s what you’re referring to.” 

	“But you already dress like a woman!” 

	“Only because you refused to do the laundry.” 

	“Okay, I’ll start doing the laundry, but you have to take lactation pills.” 

	He stopped, he blinked, he shook his head, his mouth opened and closed, he left the room. Sunny turned on TV and watched the Kardashians. 

	 

	 

	Theirs was a strange life now, but she found it quite enjoyable. On one hand she was living like a bachelorette. On the other hand…so was he. 

	But everything still wasn’t hunky dory. This had started as a way to get him to take responsibility, to help out around the house. But that wasn’t happening. 

	What was happening was that he was all kinked up, and she was using her vibrators and dildos more than she wanted, and nothing had resolved. 

	What she hadn’t figured on, however, was how deep the changes in Lonnie were. Time went on. 

	Lonnie wore kinky underwear and played with his cock cage. Sunny used her dildos freely, often when they were in bed together. 

	And one day he said. “I want to fuck you again.” 

	She chuckled. “Between Boris and my collection of dildos I don’t need that.” 

	“We’re married.” 

	She could feel how serious this was, and started to realize that they were coming to a major occurrence in their marriage. 

	“Oh,” she said. And waited. 

	“I don’t mind the clothes, I like the clothes. I don’t mind the chastity cage, but…I need to get out every once in awhile. I need to know that I can still do it. I need to know that I’m a man.” 

	She turned to him. She gauged the depth of desire in him. 

	“Honey, this all started because you’re a slob.” 

	“I know,” he said, which admission shocked her. 

	“So are you willing to stop being a slob?” 

	“I am.” 

	“You’ll do your fair share? You’ll pick up the load? You’ll be a husband I can be proud of.” 

	“I will.” 

	She was thrilled. 

	And she wasn’t. There was a part of her that didn‘t want to give up control. She moved closer to him. She kissed him lightly and reached down to hold his chastity device. She could feel his cock struggling inside it. 

	“So…what more can I do.” 

	“Let me think about it. I’m sort of conflicted. I like you like this, and, well, I’d probably have to end it with Boris. He’s not the kind of man who likes sloppy seconds. He wouldn’t want me fucking you.” 

	Lonnie started quivering. Shaking. He suddenly blurted.

	“Please! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” And he buried his face in her shoulder and cried. 

	Sunny patted his back and soothed him. She had gotten everything she wanted, but to make sure, she wanted more. She wanted one last act of subservience before she was willing to give up her game. 

	On a Friday night, early in the evening, Sunny painted Lonnie’s toes. Then she put false nails on him and painted them. He stared at the longer digits. One more weirdism on this strange path he was going down. 

	Sunny took her time. Prepped the nails properly and used strong glue. She wanted him to wear these for a while, maybe even to work on Monday. After the nails she dressed him. 

	He wore a white, crotchless body suit she had bought just for this occasion. He was beautiful in his white mesh and satin ribbons. She sat him down at the vanity and began working on his face. 

	Lonnie watched his features change. He watched his face become softer, lose its angles. He was amazed when she rubbed color on his eyelids. 

	She curled his eyelashes and lengthened them. She put red lipstick on his mouth, and he stared at somebody he no longer recognized, but who he felt strongly about. 

	His face was beautiful. His body was accentuated and quite lovely. She put a wig on him and inspected him. She liked what she saw. His expression was calm, accepting. 

	She got herself ready. She wore a nightgown that showed off her boobs wonderfully. She made herself up. 

	She stood in front of him and said, “For this next part I need to tie you to the bed.” 

	“Really?” 

	“Really. If you want to meet Boris I need you to be tied down. He insists.” 

	“But—“ 

	“Do you trust me?” He nodded. “Get on the bed.” 

	He lay on his back on the bed and she fastened his wrists and ankles to the posters. His cock was standing straight up, throbbing and dripping. 

	“Oh, I think that’s him…” 

	Lonnie hadn’t heard anything, but Sunny always had good ears. He was nervous, apprehensive, but he nodded. 

	She left the room, and a moment later he heard the front door open and close. 

	Oh shit, he thought. Oh shit! He felt so vulnerable and open. If this guy was a creep he had no defense. He was tied down and helpless. 

	He heard voices, but nobody came back. Then he heard moans and groans. Oh God! She was fucking him! Right in the living room! 

	Lonnie’s cock was pulsing like it would explode. He struggled. He wanted to get loose. 

	After five minutes the sounds stopped. 

	Then, a minute later Sunny came back to the bedroom. Her hair was messed, her lipstick was smudged, her nightgown was askew. 

	“Did you…did you…” 

	“What do you think?” She crawled up on the bed and he could see the white stuff in her bush, dripping on her legs. There was a lot of it. 

	“Honey,” she said, gazed down at him, her breasts brushing his chest, “For you to prove yourself you need to do something.” 

	“I just wanted to meet Boris!” 

	“And Boris wants to meet you. But first he wants you to eat him.” 

	Her meaning was clear, and Lonnie’s eyes opened. 

	“No! No!” 

	But Sunny crawled up his frame, spread her legs on both sides of his head. She lowered her pussy to his face. Lonnie cried out, struggled, but he was held firm. Her pussy came down, closer, closer, then smushed right over his mouth. 

	“No! No! You…mmmphhh! MMMpphdd!” Then he stopped trying to yell. He stared up at her. 

	She lifted off him with a smile. 

	“Mayonnaise!” he blurted. 

	“That’s right.” 

	“Then Boris…Boris…” 

	“Boris is a figment of my imagination. There’s only one cock I want to suck and fuck, and it ain’t his.” 

	“But…but…” 

	She put her hand over his mouth. 

	“But there’s one cock you’re going to need to suck and fuck before I let you out of the doghouse.” 

	He went silent. She got off him. She opened the bottom drawer and put on a strap on. 

	As she buckled the buckles she said, “When you fuck me you are dominant. Sometimes the woman has to be the dominant. So once we do this we’ll be equal, both dominant…and both submissive.” 

	“When we choose,” he said. 

	“When we choose,” she fastened a dick into the harness. It was as big as his, which was pretty big, and had lifelike veins on it. 

	She unfastened his handcuffs. “Lay on the bed, just bend your top half over and lay down.” 

	He moved around, put his feet on the ground, stared at her hard. Yes. He deserved this. More, he wanted this. He wanted to be owned as much as he wanted to own. He turned to the bed and lay over it. 

	Lonnie pushed her fingers into a large tub of lubricant. She placed her fingers at his backdoor and pushed the glop into him. 

	He groaned at the feeling of her fingers touching his most sensitive part. And it was the most sensitive. It was much more sensitive than his cock. 

	She inserted fingers and began running them around, massaging the lube into his rim. He moved his ass around, trying to help. It felt so good. 

	After some minutes he was about as loose as loose could be. She could put four fingers into him and twist them around, and it felt nothing but good. 

	“Okay, honey. Ready?” 

	“Mmph!” he nodded from his face down position. He raised his butt. 

	She entered him easily, the veins sliding up his anal canal, rippling through his veins, and he pressed down into the mattress, then up. His butt searched for more. His anus was singing. He suddenly felt complete, fulfilled. As a man he had never felt this way. 

	Sunny moved easily back and forth. She humped his rump and felt very happy. A warm feeling was seeping up through her chest. It was a horny feeling, but it was more. It was the knowledge that she would never be looked down upon as a second class citizen. 

	She was no longer the docile woman laying under the penetrating penis. Now she was the penis. A big penis, and now her man was worthy. 

	Under her, Lonnie felt a pressure in his groin. “I’m going to pee,” he whimpered. 

	“Go ahead.” 

	He let loose, and globs of semen poured out of his cock. 

	She leaned down and whispered in his ear. “That’s sperm. I’m pressing on your prostate, and the semen is being pushed out of you. It’s like cumming without the orgasm Enjoy it, because that’s the only kind of relief you’re going to be getting from here on out.” 

	Lonnie moaned and felt so good. In a way, he had been tricked. He thought he was going to get to fuck her, but it was her who was going to fuck him. 

	As he lay there, in the midst of his orgasmless cum, he sighed. He was all right with that. He was more than all right. In fact, this was the way he wanted it. 

	He was tired of being an irresponsible male, he was ready to move up in the world. Quite ready. 
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