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PART ONE

She was tired. She was tired of doing the dishes and picking up the clothes, doing the laundry and vacuuming, fixing the meals and following her husband around. Then one day, it finally got to her and…she snapped.

“Samantha!” John called out. “Did you pack my extra shirt?”

“Yes,” she yelled back. She was irritated. She was upset. She was tired of being a maid.

“What about socks! Did you put socks in my luggage?”

“You’ve got socks!” she stomped down the hall and into the bedroom. “Honestly! Why don’t you pack for yourself? Don’t you know what you need? Why do I have to pack for you all the time?”

“Hey, babe, don’t have a tizzy fit.”

Which statement, of course, caused her to have a tizzy fit.

“It’s just that I’m awfully busy. I work all day and half the night. If I need a little help—“

“And I have to do all the laundry and the vacuuming and I cook all your meals.”

“Of course you do,” he seemed surprised. He finished tying his shoes—thank God he didn’t ask her to tie his shoes—and stood up and stomped his feet. “You’re my wife.”

“To work and slave for you.”

“Oh, honey, you know better. It’s just that I’m busy and…that’s why I’ve got a wife.”

Bingo. Instant rage. In fact, it was more than rage, Sam slid right out the top, blew her stack so bad she was speechless, and then…calm. The calm in the eye of a storm.

“I’ve got to go. I’ll be back next week.” He kissed her a peck on the cheek, picked up his bag and strode out of the room.

He ignored what she had said, or, rather, he thought he had handled it. A moment later she heard his car start up and he was gone.

She stood and experienced a frightening moment of clarity.

She was a wife. He had married her expecting her to wait on him hand and foot. That’s how he saw a wife. Somebody who picked up after him and was happy with that.

Well, that was over. Boy, was that over.

Having suffered her epiphany, in a new frame of mind, she walked into the kitchen. She walked like a man, clomping, letting the rage come out in her stomping. She opened the cupboard and reached for the bourbon, and cursed. When John had put the bottle up there he had shoved it to the back and now she couldn’t reach it.

She pulled a kitchen chair around and climbed up on it, and she thought about how the world was built for men. Cupboards too high, steering wheels too far, everything was built for a man.

Well, that was over. She was not going to be the happy, little wifey anymore. John was going to have to be the wife. He was going to have to clean up after her. He was going to wait on her hand and foot. She had had all she could stand and she could stand no more.

She held a glass to the ice maker and the clattering cubes half filled the glass. She filled the glass halfway with bourbon, the other half with Coke,  and swirled it around.

John liked bourbon and Coke. Now she did, and he was going to have to drink wine.

She walked into the bedroom, sipping the nectar, and stood in his closet. Clothes. Suits. White shirts. Ties. Fuck that. She put her drink down and grabbed an armful of clothes off his rack and walked back into the bedroom and put them on the bed. Armful after armful, until the closet was emptied.

She moved his shoes out, and his underwear, his cufflinks, everything and anything. She packed everything in a box, then took a hand truck and moved the box out to the garage. She pushed it in behind a bunch of other boxes. He never came out here, he would never find them. He wouldn’t even think of looking out here.

She hopped into her car and headed for the Goodwill. She dug through bins for underwear, took dresses off racks, selected shoes—lots of high heels—and, bonus of all bonuses, she found a corset!

She smiled.

Next she headed downtown. John worked at Spencer’s Financial. He was the Indian and the chief in his own department, which, to describe it loosely, checked contracts.

She walked into Chuck Browers office.

Chuck looked up in surprise. “Sam! Hi! Did we have a meeting or something? John is out of town and…you knew that.”

“I knew that,” She closed the door and locked it. She walked over to his desk, put her hands down and leaned forward.

Sam had a world class set of breasts. She was proud of them. They were big, lots of cleavage, and some wicked, pointy nipples.

Chuck swallowed and had to rip his eyes off her cleavage and nipples.

“So what can I do for you?”

“Assign John to work from home.”

“Well, I can’t, really.”

“Bullshit. John doesn’t have to do these out of town gigs. He just likes to travel and play golf so he volunteers. But that’s done. No more. John is now working at home.”

“What’s does John have to say about that?”

“John loves his job and he’ll do what you, the boss, tell him. And you’re going to do what I tell you. John is working at home. Period.”

“Well, I don’t think that would be…”

Sam ripped her top button off. It didn’t expose any more flesh because it wasn’t buttoned, but it was a slight dishevelment of her person. “Rape,” she whispered.

Chuck blinked.

About ten seconds passed, then she ripped another button off. “Rape,” she said.

“Hey! Wait! you can’t do this! I could lose my job! My wife—“

Sam ripped the third button off. She was down to the bottom of her cleavage now. Another button and her bra wold be visible. “Rape,” she said in a louder voice.

“Fuck! Stop this! We’re friends! You can’t do this!”

She grabbed a button hole and said, “I’m going to rip this next, and that will rips this dress. I will be exposed. By the time you get the door open I can throw everything off your desk, slap my face so hard I’m crying.

“Sam! For God’s sake! Okay! John’s going to work at home.”

“Thank you, Chuck. Now, one other thing.”

“What?” His eyes were wild, he was upset, nothing was making sense.

She came around the desk and sat on it and slid her ass so she was right in front of him. She reached under her dress and pulled her panties down. She pulled them over her high heels and tossed them then spread her legs.

“Wait a minute! I agreed!”

“Yes, you did. And good boys should be rewarded.”

“But…but…”

She grabbed his hair and pulled him as she leaned back.

He was a man. He couldn’t resist her. No man can resist a woman if that woman  takes control, and Sam was taking control.

Chuck found his face enmeshed in pussy, and he did the only thing he could do, he began to lick. He slurped his tongue up her labia and found the clitoris. He sucked hard, and Sam moaned.

Chuck didn’t think of John. Or of his wife. He couldn’t think with his mouth full of pussy pie. All he could see, his whole universe, was focused on her moist pinkness.

She held his head down and moaned, “Take your dick out, Chuck.”

Keeping his mouth working, Chuck reached down and unbuckled, then unzipped. His cock sprang out and throbbed. Twenty seconds ago he had been limp and terrified, now he was gasping and hungry and desperate for this juicy pussy.

“Come on up, little girl,” she pulled his head and he moved up. She pulled her dress to the side and a tit popped out, and right into his mouth. His cock was at her front door, begging entry.

“What are you waiting for?”

Nothing. He slid into her like she was greased and so was she.

She threw her head back and arched. She wrapped her legs around his body. She fucked him.

He was on fire. He had not a thought in his head. He was just intent on sliding his cock back and forth.

She groaned and matched his thrusts. Their pubics meshed and parted, meshed and parted.

“Oh, God,” he mumbled over a mouth full of nipple.

She scratched his back and made a small wail of pleasure.

With such violence it was only a matter of a minute until he began to squirt. His hips bucked and his eyes rolled up a little.

Sam smiled.

She hadn’t cum, but she didn’t care. All she cared about was the fact that she now owned Chuck.

When men and women have sexual intercourse one always owns the other. The man becomes enthralled, or the woman. One becomes dominant in the relationship. And since Sam was now determined that her husband was goin to be her wife, that made all men into wives.

She owned him. She was dominant in their relationship.

She slapped his face and he backed off, dazed. His dick flopped out  of her pussy and his semen oozed out of her quim and drooled down between her legs and over her asshole.

“What?” He was confused.

“You came in me, you moron. Now lick it up.”

“But, I…you—“

She slapped his face again and whispered, “Rape.”

That was it for Chuck. He wasn’t about to go through that again. Though it disgusted him, he bent his head down and began licking.

Sam leaned back and enjoyed his lapping tongue. She loved the way it worked into the button of her asshole, how he licked up the crevices to her pussy. And she really liked it when he put his lips on her pussy and sucked. Oh, that felt good.

Sex is power, she thought.

Done with him, and his mouth having cleaned her up, she pulled her panties up and said, “You better figure out what to tell John. I don’t want to have to come here and get raped again.”

“But…I didn’t rape you!”

“Oh, honey,” she smiled and patted his flushed cheek. “Every fuck is a rape if you know what you’re doing.”

With that oblique and convoluted statement she walked out of his office.

She stopped at the mall on the way home and bought John’s make up. She had a piercing kit at home, so she bought him some earrings.

Finally, she headed for home. And another bourbon and Coke.

She smiled and congratulated herself. All the things she had done today…she was going to have a wife. A real and honest to goodness wife. To pick up after her and do the dishes and…and do all the things a wife was supposed to do.

The only thing left to do now was to prepare John for his homecoming. After all, just because she knew he was going to be her wife didn’t mean that he knew it.

That boy had a few things to learn, and he was going to have to start now!

“John,” she spoke low, sultry, dripping with sex, “How did you like my picture?”

On the other end of the line John was breathing hard and gulping. He looked at the text message again. The JPEG showed Sam laying on the bed frigging herself with the end of a rolling pin. It was so fucking hot he wondered why the phone didn’t burst into flames.

“Uh, honey…” his throat was dry and his voice cracked. “I…uh…”

“Would you like me to send you another one.”

“Yu…yu…yes.” His cock was slammed up against his zipper. Good thing he was in his hotel room. If he went out on the street with that bump he’d be arrested.

“Oh, I’d like to, too.”

“Uh…”

“But there’s something stopping me.”

“What?”

“I need a picture from you.”

“I can do that.”

He dropped his pants and his cock sprang out the fly of his boxers. He snapped a picture and sent it to her.”

“Oh, my God! That’s so nasty! But…I want something more.”

“What?” He could hardly speak.

“I want you to go buy a pair of panties.”

“What?” Now his voice did rise up.

“I want you to go to a store and buy some panties and put them on and take your picture. I want to see your panty clad penis, all stiff and happy and dripping.”

“Uh, but…that’s…that’s…”

“That’s like buying Kotex. No man wants to do that, but buying panties and sexting me will prove how much you love me. If you can overcome yourself…if you can show me that big, hard cock, inside a pair of girl panties…then I’ll know you love me.”

John didn’t even think about how, exactly, that would prove he loved her. He just nodded and gulped some more. He was already trying to figure out ways he could get panties without going into a store.

He could steal them off a clothes line, go stalk a laundromat, mail order them…wait, he couldn’t mail order them, that would take too long. He needed those panties now!

“Okay.” He sounded like he was gargling.

“Oh, goodie. In the meantime, while you’re doing that, I’m going to do really nasty things to my pussy.”

“Like what?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe jack off with the vacuum cleaner. Maybe sit on a bedpost, or, I know, I’ll go sit on the ball hitch on our SUV.”

John was leaking now, and he was having trouble standing up. He had no idea what had made his wife act like this, but like any man with a hard dick he wasn’t thinking. He was just intent on getting panties.

“And, by the way, Mr. Big Penis?”

“Yes?”

“Don’t you dare jack off. You can play with yourself all you like, but…don’t…jack…off.”

“Oh…okay.”

“And when you get home I’m going to do all these wonderful, dirty things to you…”

Some time later, John dazed and staggering, Sam hung up. John zipped and buttoned up, pulled on his jacket, and headed out into the sunlight. He had a couple of hours before he had to meet with the customer, and he had to get a pair of panties. He opened his cell phone and typed in ‘panties.’  Good old Google, he knew exactly where to go when his Uber arrived.

Back on the home front Sam had hung up because she had heard the doorbell.

She was naked because she had just been making love to a kitchen implement, and she ran, tits flopping through the house. She opened the front door to see a Fedex delivery man walking down the walk towards his truck.

“Hey!” she yelled.

He turned around.

She opened the door to reveal herself in all her natural splendor. “You need to bring this box into the house for me.”

The Fedex man gawped. His eyes opened up and he stared.

“Well? Come on!”

His legs moved like they had no knees. Just stiff sticks of wood that staggered back towards the house.

He arrived in front of the doormat and Sam pointed down at the mat. The box was six inches cubed and she said, “It’s way too heavy for little, old me. Bring it in.”

Still stunned, looking like an ox trying to figure out what TV was, he bent and picked up the package.

“Back this way,” Sam moved down the hallway.

The Fedex man stumbled over the threshold and followed her.

Sam grinned. She walked backwards so he could see her proud boobs. She beckoned with a finger.

He followed her into the bedroom, and she stopped at the bed. “Put it here.” She pointed at the bed.

The Fedex man, gasping for breath, red-faced and pants bulging, put the little box on the bed, and Sam pushed him down, began stripping his clothes off him.

In a second he was naked, his own package ready for delivery.

Sam pushed him onto his back and climbed on top of him. She squatted over his meat and began to descend.

The tip of his dick slid into her snatch. She was juicy, his cock was big, and their pubics met and began to grind.

“Oh, yeah!” she groaned. This is the delivery I’ve been waiting for!”

His balls were big and they bounced under her wild gyrations.

He reached up and grabbed her tits and she groaned and lowered her chest to him. “Suck them, big boy. Suck them good.”

He did. He took her nipple in mouth and began to suck it hard.

She groaned and swiveled her ass around on his cock.

It wasn’t but a couple of minutes before he felt himself triggering.

“I’m going to cum!”

“Well, hurry up!” She grabbed his ears and held them while she fucked him, and he began to spurt his white fluid deep inside her.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” she grunted. “That’s the way.” then she said something that made no sense to him. “Now I own you.”

“What?”

“Want to be my wife? Want me to take you away from all this?”

But he was done. His dick was limp and it slipped out of her, along with a big gloop of sperm.

He pushed her off and stood up.

She lay on the bed and grinned at him.

“Are we married?”

“Uh, lady, uh, I…I’ve got deliveries to make.”

He staggered out of the bedroom, pulling his clothes on. He didn’t know what had happened to him. He had never had a woman do that to him, and what was that business about them now being married?”

He ran to his truck, tucking his shirt in and pulling up his fly. He got in and drove down the street. The truck veered back and forth, but he made it and turned on the next street and was gone.

Sam lay back and sighed. She hadn’t cum. But that wasn’t what was important. What was important was that she had fucked another man. She owned him. She was gaining in power.

She thought about taking a picture of the semen oozing out of her and sexting John, but she didn’t. She knew it was too soon for that. She might own men, but he was the one man who she had to change, make more amenable. He was the one she had to make like a wife.

John picked up the panties and his face was redder than a rose painted red. He was standing in a department store in the (choke) women’s section. Women walking past him. Did they see the panties in his hand?

He didn’t know, but he could see himself, and he was having a rough time. This was worse than buying Kotex. Holding the panties low so they wouldn’t be noticeable, he headed for the check out counter.

He stood in line. A woman with three kids was behind him. They overflowed her shopping cart and chattered and the youngest one was exploring the taste of boogers. A woman holding drapery and rods was in front of him.

The line moved slowly. The girl at the counter seemed a bit lame brained. She looked like she couldn’t chew gum and work the register at the same time, and she was chewing gum.

The lady in front of him paid, moved forward, and stopped at the exit to the line. She started fumbling with her purse and wallet and mumbled, “I know it was here a second ago.”

John put the panties on the counter and the girl ran the tag under the light.

“Dang!” she chewed. “This ain’t…hey, mister, the price tag is obliterated.” She actually used the word ‘obliterated’ and she showed him how the price was rubbed out.

She grabbed her mike and said, “Price check on women’s panties.”

John felt himself shrinking.

The girl turned to John spoke in a shrill voice. “You sure you want these mister? They’re lady’s panties.”

He nodded, his face pounding with blood and embarrassment.

“Hey, Mommy!” blurted one of the booger eaters behind him. “That man is buying panties!”

He felt one inch tall, like even the babies were giants, and his face felt like it was glowing, which it was.

“Do ya?” the girl persisted.

“They’re for my wife,” he whispered.

“Oh, they’re for your wife. Why dint you say so.” She turned to the lady with the booger eater babies and said, “They’re for his wife.”

The lady in front of John turned to look at him. She snorted. “Yeah, right.”

John stood there, wanting to run for his life. Five minutes later a supervisor showed up and okayed the price.

John didn’t care. He just wanted to get out of there. Jamming the panties into his pocket he ran from the store.

Sam went on the net and ordered things. Sissy clothes for John, a remote controlled chastity device, chains and padlocks. She ordered them for overnight delivery, which would leave her lots of time to get the house ready.

And she smiled. Overnight delivery. Amazon drivers. She was going to own more men.

John burst into his hotel room. He had forgotten about Uber and run all the way back, shamed and mortified by his experiences.

And, yet, he was trembling. He ripped open the package and took out the panties. They were white and looked a bit small, but he was so horny he didn’t care.

He stripped his clothes off and began pulling the panties up.

Oh, man, they really were small. The legs got so tight, he couldn’t get them over his thighs. He lay back on the bed and tugged and pulled, and turned his face and finally read the wrapper.

‘Teens.’

“Oh, fuck!” he cried.

Then, frustrated but driven, he grabbed the waist band and pulled.

The panties slid up and over his hips. They were stretched and so damned tight…his package, which had gone down from his efforts, was crammed inside the space reserved for a teenagers mons.

He stood up, his balls hurting, his cock squashed, and grabbed his cell phone. He snapped a picture, then groaned and fell on the bed. He began ripping the fabric, which was now so stretched out it was starting to come apart on its own. In a second he was holding bits of thin fabric. His cock, of course, was now gigantic. He almost sobbed with relief. He quickly sexted Sam the picture.

Sam was laying on the bed. She was using the handle of a flashlight and groaning and pulling on her nipples.

She hadn’t cum, twice, three times if you counted John before he left, and…she wanted to cum.

“Fuck! Fuck!” She groaned, her arm moving back and forth in a blur.

DING!

“Oh, fuck!” she screamed, and she leaned over and picked up her cell phone.

There was John’s package. She could see the outline and bits of skin through the stretched mesh of panties. It was small and wrinkled and looked like it might if it was squashed between two panes of glass.

She frowned.

She texted back: “I want to see your whole body! And those panties are too small! And where is the matching bra?”

John was crushed. He had suffered, and this was all he got?

DING!

He looked at his cell. It was a video, a selfie, and it showed his wife’s large tits in the background, and a flashlight in the foreground. The flashlight was blinking, and between the picture obscuring blasts of light he could see where the flashlight was.

“Oh, my God!” He blurted. Suddenly he was no longer crushed. Now he was…HORNY! He stared at the video. He was willing to go blind for those glimpses of labia surrounding the fluted barrel of the flashlight. He could see her clitoris above the flashlight.

She began moving the flashlight in and out and he could hear her gasping.

Then the video stopped and a message came through: Bra and panties! Or else!

John looked at the clock. He had a meeting. He was conflicted. Go to a dry, old meeting and talk about stocks and interest points, or follow his ramrod cock into the women’s section of a store where he would be humiliated and his cock would get even harder.

He looked down. He was dripping.

He called an Uber and ran out the door.

John asked the Uber driver where a cheap department store was with not too many people.

The Uber driver asked him what he wanted to buy.

John fumbled the words out. “I want to buy a bra and pantie set for my wife.”

The Uber driver nodded and headed across town.

Halfway there the Uber driver, who was female, looked in the rear view mirror and asked, “Is this really for you?”

John wanted to jump out and run away, but he was in luck this time.

“Hey, it’s okay. My brother is a cross dresser. You pay me extra and I’ll even go in and get the stuff for you.”

Finally finding his voice, John squeaked out, “Really?”

“Oh, sure. You should probably get some extra things, though.”

“Like what? Why?”

“For why is because if you’re like my brother it’s addictive. You’re going to want nylons and garters, maybe some lipstick, something nice to sleep in.”

John didn’t like the word ‘addictive,’ but in his mind he denied it, even chuckled a little. He was no addict.

“How much should I give you?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Give me your credit card and forty bucks. Or maybe a hundred and forty. Whatever floats your boat.”

They arrived at the department store. It was in a rundown part of town and it was decorated with for sale signs, going out of business signs, snd the like.

John handed over his credit card and said, “Ask for forty cash.”

“If you want to come in I can show you stuff. You can make sure I don’t overcharge you, too. We can pretend we’re husband and wife and I’m buying for myself.”

John didn’t care about being overcharged. He was in a frenzy and wouldn’t care if somebody chopped off his toes.

But the idea of being able to walk through the store without being mortified…it was good. He needed to learn some of this stuff, and this girl was willing.

They got out of the car and entered the store. It was not busy. In fact, if it was any less busy it would be a graveyard. The girl at the counter was actually nodding off as she leaned against the register.

The Uber driver, whose name was Sandy, took John back to the women’s section. She held up panties and asked his opinion, and he found that, after the first few muttered responses, he was capable of talking.

“Different color,” he stated, as he imagined himself in a chemise.

“Can the cups be flatter? I don’t have any tits.”

“We could get you breast forms?” She answered.

“We can?”

“Sure.”

“Then get me a flat cup and a couple of big cups.”

“You want shoes? High heels?”

He did, and he wondered if there was something to this addiction. thing, but he shook his head.

His cock was throbbing this whole time, and at one point Sandy actually grabbed him and said, “That’s not going to fit in these panties. We better get you bigger ones that have stretch.”

He was holding his breath, stunned, and Sandy laughed.

“Haven’t you ever had anybody grab your cock before?”

He was looking around, making sure no store detective wasn’t going to arrest him. He had seen porn where women were arrested by store detectives and taken into a room and fucked. He didn’t want that to happen to him.

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Well here’s something to remember me by.” She held him with one hand and unzipped him with the other. She fished his cock out and went to her knees and began sucking him. Her lips were soft, plump, and magical. He started grunting, moving his hips. She unbuckled him and his pants half fell. She reached around and began playing with his asshole.

He grabbed a clothes rack and his eyes were trying to look everywhere. He could see the headlines.

Uber Driver Gives Man Head in a Store!

Then he felt the switch being flicked. His cock started to surge and she giggled and pulled her mouth away. She squeezed the base of his cock and only a few drops of cum escaped.

“Please! Please!” He begged.

“Nah. I don’t want to taste cum in my mouth all night.”

She backed away, picked up the items she had picked out, and headed for the counter.

Flustered, red-faced, John followed along, tucking in his shirt and zipping up his trousers.

DING!

Sam was almost asleep, but she woke up and looked at her cell phone and smiled. It had taken him long enough. When she opened up her cell, however, her eyes near fell out and rolled across the floor.

John was wearing panties and bra. Matching. And his cups were filled.

“Oh, my God!” she whispered.

He had on garters and nylons.

And he was wearing lipstick.

His face, of course, was red.

DING!

A second picture, he was shooting himself in a mirror, and he was turned sideways, his big fake tits stuck out and he looked so proud.

She tapped fingers and sent him a message.

I just came!

But you better not.

Good wives save themselves for their husbands.

John blinked at the text.

‘Good wives…’ What?”

Then he sort of transformed the message in his head. She was saving herself for him.

And he put thought of the blow job that had resulted in a couple of drops of squirtem out of his mind.

So horny he couldn’t think straight, he went to bed, and he tossed and turned and played with himself and he fantasized of being a woman. Taken out dancing. Long walks in the park. Going to movies and theaters and stuff. And the weird thing was that he imagined himself being squired by…Sam.


PART Two

It was a long week of frustration for John. Endless sexting. Dirty whispers over the phone. And not being allowed to cum. By the time he got on the plane he was barely able to walk.

He floated through the clouds, his cock pounding in his pants while people watched TV and slept around him.

He walked off the plane and was still hard.

He found his car in the parking lot and headed for the office. He had to drop off a couple of things before he went home to…to…to whatever Sam was going to do to him.

“Hey, John,” Chuck said when John entered his office.

Oddly, Chuck looked a little embarrassed, maybe even a little scared.

John was too horny to really take note, however. He placed the folder On Chuck’s desk. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. “I got sick and couldn’t meet the client. I just stayed in bed the whole time.” Except for when I was prancing around in women’s underwear.

“That’s okay,” Chuck looked a little distracted, at least he was having trouble looking John in the eye. Not that John was aware enough to be able to notice it. “Uh, John?”

“Yeah?”

“The company is making some changes. You’re going to be working at home from now on.”

“I…what?” John didn’t want to work from home, but he was having trouble processing Chuck’s words. “Why?”

Because your wife came and fucked me senseless! “It just seems more efficient.”

“Oh.”

John was confused. He wanted to object, but he didn’t. He was in too much of a hurry to object. He had to get home and find out what his wife was going to do to him.

“Well, thanks, John. Welcome home.”

John nodded and backed out of the office. He mumbled greetings to people who welcomed him home, and rushed out of the office. His fellow workers looked at each other and shrugged.

John was having a hard time concentrating on the road. He drifted in his lane and suddenly his rear view mirror was filled with blinking lights. A siren sounded, and John turned at a corner and pulled over.

The cop lowered the kickstand on his bike and sauntered towards john.

John had enough presence of mind to get out his insurance and license. His pants were actually rising and falling slightly, his dick was pounding so hard.

The cop took his license and insurance and walked back to his motorcycle. He picked up his mike and checked for warrants, and stopped. Same last name as that babe he had pulled over earlier in the week. Man, he remembered that. She had sucked her way out of a ticket, and…he looked at the address. Damn! Same one! This guy must be her husband.

Suddenly, the cop felt a little embarrassed. He had filled the guy’s wife’s mouth with gism, and now he was going to give the guy a ticket? He frowned, then walked back to John.

“Here you go, sir.”

John took his ID and insurance back, and was vaguely aware that the cop’s face was a little red, like he was embarrassed or something.

“Drive safely, sir.”

“I will.”

And the cop left.

John blinked. First time he ever got out of a ticket in his life, and he wondered why. He pulled out on the road and headed for home.

He pulled into his street and stopped a house away from his house. There was an Amazon delivery van blocking his driveway.

He waited.

The driver never came out.

Frowning, John got out of his car and walked up the drive to the front door. He let himself in, stood in the foyer and listened.

“Oh, fuck! Yes! Fuck me! Harder! Faster!”

“I’m doing the best I can, lady. Let go of my balls!”

“Fuck me!”

“Oh…OH!…OH!” The man yelled.

John was confused. That was his wife. And somebody had just come inside her. What the fuck?

And he would have been mad, normally. But he was no longer normal. Now he was hornier than a priest in a whorehouse, and his mind wasn’t working properly, and…his dick got harder.

He was listening to his wife fuck, and he was so horny that it just made him hornier.

He stood there, in the foyer, looking down the hall, and listened as the springs on the bed stopped squeaking.

A moment later an Amazon delivery man backed out of the room. Sam was saying things to him but John couldn’t tell what.

Then the Amazon man turned around and walked towards John. He was buckling his belt as he walked and he wasn’t put off at all by John’s presence. As he got closer John heard him mumble, “Her wife? What the fuck? I ain’t nobody’s wife.” Then he said to John, “She’s all yours, man.”

The Amazon man went out the front door and a half minute later he heard the delivery truck drive away.

He stared down the hallway. Something was wrong, but he didn’t know what.

He heard the bed make sounds as Sam rolled off it, then, before she could come to the door, he turned and went out the door. He was shaken, and horny, and didn’t know what to do. He felt like crying, and yet was numb. He walked down the street to his car, got in and drove it into the driveway.

He slammed the car door loudly, so it could be heard inside the house. He got out his suitcase and walked up to the front door. He stepped into his house and banged the door shut.

“I’m home!”

“Honey! wonderful!” Sam came down the hallway. She was wearing a robe and she hugged him and kissed him.

He wondered if the Amazon man had kissed her.

He wondered who else had kissed her.

The Amazon man had seemed pretty disgruntled when he came out of the bedroom.

She linked her arm with his and guided him into the kitchen. “Why don’t you make us a couple of drinks.”

She was done making drinks. Her wife was home.

John complied. He was okay with making drinks, and he had no idea of what was going on in Sam’s mind.

He put a drink in front of her and sat down opposite her.

“How was your week?” She asked, a randy smile on her face.

“It was…good. I…uh…”

“Are you wearing your underwear?

He nodded, and gulped. This was so weird.

“Excellent. I’ve put some clothes in your closet to replace those silly suits.”

“You…what?”

“I’ll expect you to be dressed up when you make dinner. You can call me when you need help with make up.”

“I…what?” He was honestly confused. He was horny, conflicted, didn’t know what was going on, and now…what was she really saying?

She slugged her drink back, belched, then stood up and sat on his lap. She kissed him. With lips that had kissed somebody else. And ground her buttocks onto his package.

He groaned. He was so horny he was starting to leave wet spots on his panties.

“Uh, honey?”

She snuggled against him. “Oh, it’s going to be so wonderful. I’ll be the best husband you ever had, and I know you’ll be the best wife a man ever had.”

“What are you saying?”

She looked at him. “We’re married, honey. And you’re my wife.”

“I’m not your wife.”

She chuckled. “Honey, what’s wrong with your head? Of course you’re my wife.”

“No, wait…”

“Aren’t you wearing a wife’s underwear?”

She ran her fingers over his shoulder, found his bra strap and pulled it and let it snap back.

“But that doesn’t…”

She pulled her robe apart and revealed that she wasn’t wearing a bra…and she had on a pair of boxer shorts.

He stared.

“I’m the man. I wear manly underwear. You’re the woman. You wear womanly underwear.”

“Now wait a minute! This has gone far enough! I am not your wife! And who was that Amazon driver?”

She leaned past him and picked up a knife from the kitchen counter. She placed the tip to the side of his neck.

He gulped and suddenly realized he was mortal.

“Honey, I decided to be the husband, and what the husband decides is what is. I am the lord of the manor The king of the castle. What I say goes, and I say you are my wife. Do you wish to disagree?”

She smiled sweetly, and he managed to mumble, “Okay.”

She put the knife down and stood up. Now that we have that settled, I want you to go get dressed. In fact, I’ll help you. Come along. She put out her hand and grabbed his. She dragged him down the hallway, and all he wanted to do was go screaming out the doorway. Something was really wrong with his wife.

“And that man was a delivery driver. He delivered a package.” She looked back at him and giggled. “He delivered it right to my box.”

They entered the bedroom and she pushed him in front of her into his closet.

His suits were gone. His shirts and ties were gone. He didn’t even have any shoes. He looked at the rack of dresses, the high heels under them.

“What…what? Where are my clothes.”

“I gave them to the Goodwill. You have so much prettier things to wear now.”

She took a dress down and held it to his frame. “Oh, yes.” Then she frowned. “Where’s your tits?”

“My…tits?”

“Yes, your tits! Are you deaf? Like you had in your texts.”

“They’re in my suitcase.”

“Oh, you silly boy. I don’t want to see you without tits ever again.” She walked past him and into the bedroom. she called back, “We’ll get you some implants. I’ll make an appointment tomorrow for a consultation.”

He stood in the closet, dazed, dizzy, not understanding…and with a monster dick pounding in his pants. He looked at the woman’s dresses, the nylons and the bras and…and a corset. What the hell had gone on here?

Sam re-entered the closet. She was carrying his breast forms. “Off with the shirt, honey. Let’s get you squared away.

She unbuttoned him and pulled his shirt off. “I don’t want to see you in these man clothes ever again.” She slipped his breast forms into his cups, and stopped. He had worn the flat bra, the training bra, and she said, “Why are you…here. Put this on.” She handed him a frilly bra with big cups.

John wanted to object, but he was seriously befuddled. She had held a knife on him. She seemed to believe this fantasy she had, of him being the wife.

She had his flat bra off and helped him put the frilly one on. She slipped his forms into the cups and smiled. “There we go.”

She pulled him out of the closet and pushed him onto the bed. “And you’ll never guess what I bought you.”

She was holding the corset behind her back and he could easily see it.

“Uh, no.”

“This!” She held the corset up with a big grin.

“I don’t think I can wear that.”

“Oh, nonsense. I want to see you with your skinny waist and your big tits, so wear it you will.”

She unbuckled his pants and pulled them off. He was wearing panties and his cock was big and dripping in them.

She giggled. “Oh, that’s so pretty. Every woman should have a big cock.”

She pushed him back on the bed and put the corset around his mid-section. She fastened the snaps in the front, then turned him over and started pulling the ties on the back.

He grunted with each pull. “I…can’t…breath!”

“Take shallow breaths. You’ll be fine.”

She went up his back and he could feel the garment pushing his fake tits up. They would have popped out the top if it wasn’t for the frilly bra.

He gasped, and she slapped his ass and helped him to stand up.

“Huh…huh…huh…” he breathed.

“Now that’s what we’re talking about.” She pulled him in front of the full size mirror and examined his body.

His waist was less than 25 inches, and shrinking. His boobs had to be 40 double Ds. Or maybe Fs. His butt flared out from under the corset.

“That’s how a wife should look!”

He decided to try something. “How come you didn’t wear clothes like this when you were the wife?”

“Because I wasn’t a very good wife,” she smiled. “But you’re going to be a lot better! You’re going to be a perfect wife!”

He would have run out of the house but he couldn’t breath properly. but even if he had, he would have collapsed from lack of oxygen before he got to his car, and she would just drag him back.

She held up a pair of nylons. “I am so glad you shaved your legs.” She said.

“I Naired my whole body,” he answered. “You said to.”

“Well, wasn’t I the smarty pants?”

She looked at his feet then, and frowned.

“What?”

He was exhausted.

“Sit down at my vanity table.”

He was glad to sit down, though his back was kept ram rod rigid. “What are you doing?”

“We have to do your nails. You don’t want to be caught without pretty red nails, do you?”

Of course he did. He opened his mouth to object, but he had no sooner opened his mouth and said, ‘I,’ then she placed her hand on a pair of scissors on the vanity table and held them right in front of his eyes.

He gulped and looked at the sharp and shiny points. “Do you?”

“Uh, no.”

“Good. Then just sit there and be quiet while I pretty you up.”

He sat, and thought about jumping up and running for it. But she placed the scissors on the floor, right next to her hand.

She took down her nail kit and began shaping his nails. She pushed the cuticles back and sanded and prepared them, then she got out the bright, red polish and began painting them.

John kept looking at the door. He wanted to get out of here. He wanted to run screaming down the street, but Sam kept looking up at him with that fixed grin.

She did three coats, admonishing him not to move an inch. She brushed down, from cuticle to tip, evenly. When she was done she looked up at him, her chin on her hand which was on her knee. “You are so beautiful,” she whispered.

She sat up, then knelt and put her hand behind his head. She pressed her lips to his, and he suddenly felt like he was in a deep pool, drowning, and…and it felt good.

He opened his eyes. She was back at his toes, coating them with lacquer.

His cock was raging inside his corset. She had pushed it up and it was trapped, and that made it even harder.

She took his hand and spread it on the vanity table. She began preparing his fingernails.

He was so totally mixed up. On one hand he wanted to run screaming…on the other hand his cock was pulsing so hard he was faint, and he didn’t want to run away.

She wasn’t going to stab him with knife or scissors, he thought. That was just his imagination.

Not very slowly, his mind, driven by his penis, transformed the events of the day to more amenable conclusions.

He watched as she chose long stilettos and glued them to his fingers. Then she painted them, long strokes, and they were red. Red, red, red. They matched his toes.

She applied the lacquer and they were sealed.

She smiled. “Now you have real claws. Not like me.” She held up her own fingers. When he had left last week they were sexy long ovals. Now they were blunt, chewed spatulas. Male nails. What had she been doing?

“All right, sit on the bed and let’s get these nylons on you.”

She rolled up the sleek material and he marveled as his legs became sexy stems. His red toes showed through the material.

“Oh, baby. I can’t wait to put you in some high heels.”

She pulled a yellow dress over his head. He wiggled and struggled, but because of the corset he was able to get it on.

“Oh, yes,” she breathed. In the mirror his body was decidedly feminine. “Sit down here.”

He sat, and she moved things around on her vanity table, selected a bottle, and started working his face with little sponges. “We’re cleaning your face now. This will clean out your pores.” She showed him the blackened sponges and he blinked.

“That came from me?”

“Nobody else. But now you’re clean. This next thing is called primer.”

Step by step she made him up. She put on the foundation, then added color. His face went from male colorful to female pale to female colorful. She began working on his eyes, and he suddenly found that his fear had evaporated and he was becoming interested.

His cock, of course, was totally interested. At one point he pressed on his pulsing cock and groaned.

“Don’t be masturbating on me now,” she warned. “Good, little wives don’t go jacking off. Or jilling off.” She giggled.

“When are we going to have sex?” he asked.

“You leave that up to me. Although, I have to admit. I have been getting so much sex with all my affairs that it may be awhile.”

“About those affairs…”

“Don’t you worry your pretty, little head about that. It’s okay if husbands go out and get a little.”

“And what about wives?”

“Wives stay home and do the cooking,” her voice became rough  and even threatening.

He groaned. His cock really needed attention.

She finished with his eyes. They were grey, little caves and his eyes sparkled from within. She smiled at her work, then took out the lipstick. She rolled it on his lips and he was startled, though he shouldn’t have been, by the fact that the color matched his nails.

“This has a plumping agent in it, so your lips will get nice and plump. They are going to be so kissable.”

Something was happening to John. The feeling of being in a dress, of having boobs. The gentle and intimate way she had touched his face, and, of course, his raging hard on, he was feeling sexy. He was actually starting to like this. It was like the feeling when you hair stands up, but it was his whole body, and he felt really cool.

She placed a wig on his head, glued it onto a little skullcap, and he suddenly had long, wavy, feminine hair.

She grabbed his hand and helped him stand up. She pulled him in front of the mirror and posed with her cell phone, thens topped. “Oh, my gosh! We forgot the shoes!”

She ran into the closet and rummaged through the shoes she had bought him.

This was the moment. This was the time he could escape. She was in the closet. He could run out of the house! He could call the police, the men with the nets, whoever, and…and…she came out of the closet and he was still there. His mind was running, but his body was staying, and his thoughts were confused but turning…her way.

The feminine way.

She knelt at his feet and put one high heel on him, then the other.

He stood and was taller. He towered over her, but she didn’t care. After all, in her mind she was the husband.

Now she held the cell phone up and clicked their image in the mirror.

Him so tall, with magnificent calves popping out because of the heels. With his butt flaring out, so round and perfect. His waist slender and yet flaring out at the bottom and top. His tits…incredible mountains.

She took more pictures. And, unbeknownst to him, she uploaded them and put them on Facebutt. He would find out the next day, but right then he was lost in the image of himself.

She walked him out to the kitchen and once again she sat down at the table and told him to get the drinks.

He walked to the cabinet and got down the bourbon. He marveled at his long fingernails. They looked so sexy as he held they bottle. He tried to get the top off, but couldn’t.

“Could you open this?” he asked.

She smiled and pried the cork out easily. But then she didn’t have long, glorious fingernails.

He put ice in two glasses, poured in the bourbon, then had to have her open two cans of Coke.

Again, she smiled. Men were so superior in the things they could do.

John filled the glasses and placed her glass in front of her.

She sat back and gulped a big gulp and grinned. Then she belched.

He sipped, ladylike, and marveled at how it felt. He liked it. He liked being dressed up and acting elegant.

“Well, John, how’s the day going?”

She wore no make up, long pants and a flannel shirt. Yet he was fascinated by her.

“Pretty good,” he said, touching an earlobe.

“Oh, no! I forgot to do your ears! We have to pierce your ears!”

She jumped up and ran into the back room.

Again, John could have stood up and left. Of course, now she would really catch him. Running on high heels he would likely break his ankle before he made it to the street. He smiled. He suddenly understood why men liked women in high heels; they couldn’t get away.

She came back and within a minute he had pierced ears and hoops through his lobes.

He felt them, and they felt so cool. He turned his head and could feel them touching him, caressing his neck.

Again, she sat, male like, and watched him.

He said, “I really am going to need some sexual attention.”

She waved her hand. Wives aren’t expected to have lots of orgasms. You just put out for me, honey, and we’ll be fine.”

Not what he wanted to hear.

“Sam. I know that I’m not supposed to have sex, but I’m horny. Underneath all this femininity is a cock and balls.”

Sam leaned forward, “About that. There are several things we can do about that.”

“What?”

“We can give you a chemical castrator, or even lop everything off.”

John started to panic. “No! I don’t think I want that!”

“But why not? We could have that done when we get your breast implants.”

“I’m sorry, Sam, but I want to hold on to what I’ve got.”

“And if I, the husband, tell you that you must?” Her voice lowered into a warning growl.

John was getting a little worried, but, female like, he was starting to understand how to get around somebody who was overbearing.

“Then…then…” he blustered, “Then we could do that, but from then I might suffer an awful lot of headaches.”

Sam frowned. “You’d be having our period all month long?”

“You used to do that.”

Sam’s lips pursed and twisted in thought. She thought, I finally make the breakthrough, and she pulls this on me. Damned woman!

“But if you let me keep my, uh, self intact…then maybe I won’t have so many headaches.

Sam felt like she had been outmaneuvered, but what could she do? These nefarious women had all the answers. Bitches!

“Well, okay. But…I need som relief right now. Do you have a headache now?”

Now John was caught. After what he had just pulled he couldn’t pretend to have a headache.

Besides, he wasn’t quite sure how sex with Sam as the husband would work. In the back of his mind he thought maybe they could loosen his dick and he could fuck her.

“No.”

“Then let’s go fuck, baby.” She took his red finger nailed hand and led him back to the bedroom.

“Up on the bed, honey. Get ready for papa.”

Puzzled, still hoping, John sat on the bed and watched.

Sam opened her dresser drawer and took out a strap on. She put it around her hips. A big cock suddenly pocked out from her groin.

“Wait a minute!”

“For what, honey?” Sam seemed honestly puzzled.

“I…you…I thought I was going to put my dick in you!”

She laughed. “Come on, get real. Housewives don’t have dicks.”

“But…but…” John was about to say he did have a dick, and pull his penis out from under the tight corset. Except the corset was under the dress and there was no way he could reach his dick.

And, to make matters worse, Sam had picked up the pair of scissors.

John scooted back a little, his eyes wide. “What are you doing?”

“Opening up some lube,” said Sam, and she snipped the seal off a jar of lube. She came to the bed, still holding the scissors but now with a big glob of lube in her other hand. “Get on all fours.”

John was frightened. His heart was pounding, and he felt he had no choice. He got on all fours.

Sam stepped between his legs and John could feel the big cock laying on his calf. She lifted his dress and pulled his panties up. She  started slathering lube into his back hole.

“Oh!” blurted Sam. Her fingers felt good on his asshole.

She rubbed the lube in, pushed some into him, and used her fingers around the rim, slowly working her fingers deeper and deeper into him.

He groaned. This wasn’t supposed to feel so good. But it did. He found himself pushing his ass at her fingers.

Sam chuckled and went to three fingers. She began running her fingers in and out of him.

John moaned and wiggled his butt.

“Are you ready, honey?”

Was John ready? He didn’t think so, but he pushed his butt up and Sam guided her cock into it.

John felt a guttural moan of pleasure erupt from deep down inside. He felt incredible. He felt like the world had opened up. He had never felt anything so good as this.

Sam worked her cock back and forth, in and out. She sawed and wiggled and corkscrewed, and the more she moved the more John moved, and the more John groaned in pleasure.

“Oh, heysoos!” John blurted, pushing his butt back as hard as he could.

Sam moved back an inch, then, like a man, she rammed forward.

John felt his ass being pushed and his arms couldn’t support her weight and he fell forward. Sam stayed with him, climbing on the bed and pushing her dick deep inside of him.

Now John couldn’t give way, and the dick went to the hilt in him.

“OH…OH…OH…!”

John felt like he was peeing, but he was so dazed he couldn’t think straight. He didn’t care. He had been officially fucked into stupidland, and he was happy there.

Slowly, Sam pulled her dick out of him.

She saw the semen oozing in his panties, and she knew that John had cum. Of course, he probably didn’t know it, for he hadn’t had an orgasm, and that was what was really important.

Good housewives were for fucking, and it didn’t matter if they came or not. All that mattered was that they stayed horny. And Samantha was determined that John would stay good and horny. That’s what made them good housewives, after all

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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