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♥ To my readers, always ♥


Husband in Pearls

(25,000 words)

By: Clover Cox


Chapter One

Doug Roberts played video games in his basement. His man cave. He shot zombies in the head. One shot and dead.

His man cave was a place where he could escape from his wife after a long day on the job. He worked as a carpenter in Bendersville, Missouri. It was a suburb of St. Louis. A tight-knit community where people thought they knew their neighbors. But as Doug Roberts and his wife Clean Harrison would soon discover; secrets could emerge in their very own house.

It was a random weekday at the end of fall, but it already felt like winter. Doug had been working on a project not too far from his neighborhood. He worked all over the city repairing homes. Whenever duty called, his company pointed him in the proper direction. He did extra projects on the side if money was tight. Doug enjoyed working as a carpenter. People loved him for what he did, and he worked alone most of the time.

Then, he would arrive home for a dinner prepared by his wife. She loved meal prep and spent every Sunday preparing the meals they needed for the week. Doug felt like the luckiest man in the world.

Doug grunted, throwing the controller on the sofa. A zombie killed him, taking his life. He had to start over from the first level. His good guns vanished. Doug ran around in circles, gaining points to buy better weapons. Level after level, Doug played from when he arrived home until he went to sleep, only stopping to eat the dinner his wife prepared. They had eaten chicken pasta with crunchy ramen noodles tonight.

After dying a second time, Doug looked over his shoulder. He could hear his wife upstairs moving around the living room. Clea almost never came to the basement. The laundry was on the main floor, and Clea used the spare bedroom as her office. The second spare room was for guests. Clea refused to allow Doug another place to assemble an entertainment system. Their parents were more important than Doug having two spaces to play video games and store his sports memorabilia.

Doug stopped fighting for the extra room a few months after they had moved in the house. They bought the home shortly after they married three years ago. When they first met five years back, their relationship was like a warm day in the middle of winter. They didn’t have conflicts back then; not they didn’t fight much now. But a tension boiled beneath the surface. Doug felt it every time he was in the same room as Clea. How she would toss back her brown hair and sigh. Move things around the kitchen with extra force. Mumble inaudible words under her breath. Doug knew she was growing distant and tired of their relationship, and Doug didn’t know how to fix it. He felt it was better to avoid his wife and shoot zombies.

He hadn’t started a new game and was listening to his wife move around upstairs. Maybe she was making her nightly herbal tea and would settle in with a book soon. She normally read a romance before bed. Doug loved his wife but didn’t know how to heal her woes. He had problems himself.

Once Clea stopped moving, Doug unlocked his phone. Guilt tinged Doug every time he watched porn, but he couldn’t help himself. It was the escape to a world he could never have. A world he didn’t have the courage to ask for. Doug switched games for background music. A driving game that played the same songs at the intro menu as during the racing. Clea would kill him if she discovered the porn he watched. The fantasies he had.

The scene started in a mall. A woman spun in a circle, giggling. She pulled a man behind her, calling him her boyfriend. They went through the crowd. She was blonde. He had brown hair and a small body, thin muscles. No facial hair. They entered a lingerie store; the woman laughing and smiling. The man looked apprehensive but excited. The woman held up thongs and silk halter tops, making the man pay for the clothing.

The video cut from the mall to a bedroom where the woman was having her way with the guy, dressing him up in the lingerie. His dick harder than steel. Thick and erect, the lingerie pressing it down and constricting it.

Doug reached into his pants and pulled his cock, trying to mimic how the panties would feel. He didn’t have the courage to buy any. He had tried on Clea’s lingerie once, but fear stopped him from trying them on again. Once, before they married, Doug had gone to Halloween as a cheerleader. The spanks he wore felt like skipping in a field of flowers during the springtime.

He only wished he could shave his body, but the most he could do was use a loofah and remove the rough skin. It was the closest he could get to smooth. Clea would question him if he shaved. Some days Doug wished he were a professional swimmer, so he could have an excuse to shave himself and wear skimpy bottoms, but he would get hard while on the job. And he was too old. At thirty-one with a few extra pounds, the opportunity of becoming a swimmer had passed over Doug.

The video continued. The woman had changed into a short skirt and bra and heels with no panties, and the man wore his lingerie and nothing else. Holding a flogger, the woman instructed the man to bend over a sofa. Doug’s dick sprang to life as he imagined Clea doing the same to him. Would he enjoy feeling the laces of leather sting his ass? Would she ever go for such a thing?

The man in the video got to his knees after the light spanking. His mistress pulled down his panties long enough to show his reddening cheeks. Then, she made her sissy pleasure her with his mouth. His tongue lapping at her lips. Her fingers busy at work pleasuring her own clit.

Doug had his hand around his dick, stroking it. He stopped when he heard Clea walking around, but he was too far into it. Touching himself. Precum leaking from the tip of his dick. He had nowhere to cum. He forgot to bring a towel, and they didn’t have a bathroom in the basement. Pulling down his pants and underwear, Doug put the boxers under his dick, awaiting his load. The milk building in his balls, rushing to the surface.

Watching the woman enjoy her feminized sissy, Doug beat his cock. Clea was making a lot of noise upstairs, but Doug couldn’t stop. The sissy’s lipstick was a mess from eating his woman’s pussy. Her hair hot and wild from caressing herself. Doug imagined the woman in the video was his wife and he was the sissy doing whatever she said. Could he submit? Would Clea be strong enough to tame the dark desires within him? The ones he had to release every night before going to bed or before doing his wife’s laundry. Over the years, Doug had maintained control, but on the verge of an orgasm, he wasn’t sure how much longer he could last in his vanilla world.

Right as Doug was cumming, the garbage disposal sounded. Doug’s milk covered his boxers, seeping through the thin fabric. How badly he wanted to wear a lace thong instead, but Clea would never understand.

Doug jumped when the basement door flew open, Clea yelling. “Doug, come help! The sink is shooting water everywhere!”

Doug pulled his sweatpants over his hard cock, leaking its nectar. He locked his phone; his heart racing. He didn’t have an option but to toss his soiled boxers to a dark corner and run upstairs to help his wife. Doug thought about piles of trash, hoping his erection would disappear before Clea saw it.

♦

Clea Harrison never took Doug’s last name. She was a modern woman and didn’t want to deal with the paperwork if they ever divorced. The kids could take his name if they ever had any. For now, they did everything they could to avoid pregnancy. Clea was the head of Public Relations at a local car dealership chain. They owned several dealerships in the Midwest, but Clea dreamed of moving to one of the major corporations in St. Louis before having a baby. She felt if she reached the position she wanted, they couldn’t boot her out of it for having a child, if she and Doug ever crossed that line.

On the other hand, Clea wasn’t sure she wanted to continue to the next week with Doug some days. Marriage was harder than she had ever imagined. Cooking, cleaning, sex when she didn’t want it, and the other obligations of until death do us part. Doug was hiding away in the basement like he did every night after dinner. Clea wasn’t sure how to address the problem.

After making herself a cup of tea, Clea went over to her armchair. She had an office but loved to spend time in her living room. Having a carpenter as a husband had its benefits, but Doug had been letting himself go since they married. Clea woke up every morning to hit the gym before work. She had a long schedule and commuted farther than Doug. He had no excuse, especially since he worked a physical job. But all he did was eat and play video games. He would complain the job stole his energy, but Clea didn’t believe him. How long could she stay in a marriage like this?

When they had first gotten together, the sex was fantastic. They hit the sheets two times a day, but after they said their vows things had changed. The sensuality of their relationship fell off a cliff without a parachute. Clea wasn’t positive they would ever return to what they had. Sex wasn’t everything, but did they have enough steam to power the engine?

Clea searched the online bookstore, trying to find something to read and distract her thoughts. She normally read short romances with alpha men and innocent woman but wanted something unusual. After searching, she landed on a story about a woman feminizing a man. She didn’t read stories about cross-dressing, but it piqued her interest. Tingled a part of her soul Clea forgot existed.

Before she started reading, Clea thought back to a Halloween when Doug had gone as a cheerleader. She remembered thinking how much Doug enjoyed wearing a skirt. He didn’t look uncomfortable in the slightest that night. It was before they had married. While reading the story, Clea couldn’t help but feel a dampness creep into her panties. She reached into her sweatpants and past the cotton, touching herself. Feeling the inside of her opening. Brushing her wet finger over her sensitive clit.

She flipped through the digital pages, reading a story of a wife much like herself: tired of her husband’s laziness and eager to fix it. But the woman in the book took a different approach and made the man her sissy. She had him cooking, cleaning, and eating her pussy by the end. Clea put the book to the side and took a deep breath. She went to the bedroom to change her soiled panties, having cum once while reading the story.

Clea returned to the kitchen after washing her hands. She still had to finish the dishes from dinner. She wanted to open the basement door and scream for Doug to get his ass upstairs and clean a dish or two. Clea always cooked and washed the dishes. They had a dishwasher, but it was still work to load it and empty it. The pleasures from the story had dissipated, but an idea was forming in the back of Clea’s mind. An unconscious one she would enact if Doug didn’t get his act together.

Rinsing the dishes before placing them in the dishwasher, Clea scrapped food scraps into the garbage disposal. She had rinsed all the dishes before clearing out the disposal, and when she flipped the switch, water sprayed everywhere. It had never happened before when Clea rinsed off the dishes. She screamed, getting soaking in water, and ran to the basement door. She yelled for Doug to come upstairs.

He took a minute but rushed up the steps. Clea saw an erection in his sweatpants. A cum spot bleeding through the fabric. She said nothing while he fixed the leak and went to grab towels. They cleaned up the water with old towels, and Doug identified and fixed the problem, instructing Clea to run the garbage disposal more frequently. It took a mountain of patience not to explode and demand Doug washed the dishes. She shouldn’t have to spend her precious time before bed cleaning up after she cooked the meal. Clea took a deep breath.

“Why do you have an erection and cum stain?” Clea asked. She had just touched herself and switched panties, but Doug was different. He snuck around the house, hiding his actions. Spending all his time in the basement.

Doug grunted, stumbling on his words. “No big deal. It’s just me down there.”

“Were you watching porn?”

“I don’t have to answer that. You read sexy stories all the time. Don’t make me out as a villain,” he said, using his defensive voice.

“You need to do the dishes, Doug.”

“But you’re good at them,” he said.

Clea clenched her teeth, attempting not to slap Doug. “No, Doug. I’m fed up cleaning. I cook, you do the dishes. End of discussion. You can watch all the porn you want, but you will do the dishes after you eat dinner and before you go to the basement. Understand?”

“But—”

Clea raised her hand. She didn’t want to hear it. “No excuses. Understand?” Clea said, slamming her foot on the floor for emphasis. She wished she had on heels and no panties. A robe split down the middle to seduce her husband. She threw her hair back, hand on the hip.

Doug nodded, “I understand.”


Chapter Two

A few days had passed, and the unconscious idea grew into a more conscious one. Clea’s mind kept running back to the story she had read of a woman feminizing her man. She had read a few contemporary, vanilla romances since then, but the cross-dressing story stuck out in her mind. It was different from what she normally read, but she pictured herself as the mistress. The powerful woman.

Doug had loaded the dishwasher the past few days, making Clea feel on top of the world. Clea wanted to push the boundaries and explore the world of feminization, discover Doug’s limits. How much could she get out of her husband? Maybe there was a part of Doug that would enjoy shaving his body. He loved the cheerleader outfit. It wasn’t out of the realm of possibilities. Maybe there was a part of Doug that would enjoy wearing a dress in public. Heels and makeup. The ideas were swirling in Clea’s head as she pictured Doug’s feminized body. He would be a curvy beauty in women’s clothing which Clea thought would look better than his lackluster baggy jeans and stained t-shirts.

Reading blogs, Clea entered a world she hadn’t known existed. Men wearing lingerie all times of day. She would never look at the world the same way. How many men were wearing lingerie when she went to the grocery store? Did any of her coworkers wear bras or silk beneath their clothing? Doug was in the basement playing his video games, but Clea wanted to bring him upstairs and start on his transformation. Her body jumped with an eagerness she hadn’t felt since the beginning of their relationship. Could feminization be the key to rekindle their flat marriage? The lustful sex drive that simmered beneath the surface, pleading for air.

Clea spent an hour reading about different sissy men and the women who feminized them. Some were gay or trans, but it surprised Clea to discover so many cis hetero men enjoyed the world of women’s lingerie. The pictures they shared turned Clea on more than she had expected. Some men looked incredibly convincing until she scrolled down a few photos and saw their penises hanging out of the lingerie. Looking at the photos was making her wet. She wanted to dress her husband up in lingerie and skirts and jewelery. Paint his nails. Have a girls night together.

Stopping herself, Clea remembered who her husband was. So he wore a cheerleader costume one year, what did that mean? There was a huge chance Doug would freak out if Clea ever presented a pair of panties to him and asked him to wear them. He was a carpenter. He played video games and drank beer. Nothing about Doug was feminine: not his voice, nor his body hair, and not how he carried himself. He was a man trained by men to act like a man.

Clea squeezed her thighs together and took a deep breath before returning her eyes to the screen. She had to get a handle on herself. She couldn’t ask Doug to dress like the hot sissies on the blog.

No, you have to command him.

Shaking her head, Clea buried the thought. She couldn’t listen to the bad side of her consciousness. What if confronting Doug ruined her marriage?

What marriage? The one where Doug plays video games and you suffer?

Clea consoled herself, telling herself that Doug had loaded the dishwasher that week.

Because you commanded it… what’s the worst that could happen?

Thinking about the pros and cons of her marriage, Clea was at a crossroads. Her mind battling itself to decide which way to walk. Take a risk or business as usual? Clea returned to the website with hundreds of pictures of feminized men. She scrolled through them, but the more she looked the more she wanted to have her own doll. He was sitting in the basement wasting away their marriage playing those video games. Shooting zombies. Didn’t he want to feel the wonders of femininity? Smooth skin and soft fabrics?

Clea wore shorts and a sweater while lounging around the house. She reached down and touched her ankle, slowing pulling her fingers up her smooth, hairless legs. She imagined her legs were Doug’s after she had feminized him. She needed it and hoped Doug would understand.

Searching the website, Clea found a link to an online lingerie store. She ordered thongs, stocking, waxes, and a school-girl outfit. She would have to take baby steps with Doug but had a plan brewing.

♦

A couple days later, Doug was listening to music in his man cave and watching a video on silent. He had his dick in his hand but wasn’t stroking it. He wanted to enjoy the video. It progressed slowly while a woman feminized her man. Doug didn’t know how to ask Clea for what he wanted most. He didn’t know if he had the courage to admit he wanted to dress up like a woman and fuck his wife. Would she leave him if he admitted it?

Doug knew he wasn’t the best husband, but he didn’t know how to interact with his woman with such a large secret sitting on the tip of his tongue. He was close to telling her every few days, so he hid in the basement playing his video games to avoid confrontation. They had vanilla sex in a missionary position. Sometimes they went two weeks without any, but Doug didn’t mind. Not bringing up his desires was hardest during sex. He wanted to feel a pair of panties cupping his balls while he fucked Clea, and her lingerie was right there. Inches away.

All he had to do was ask, but it would risk the relationship they had built. There were plenty of stories online about women leaving men who confessed what they enjoyed. Doug locked his phone and closed his eyes, imagining a different reality where Clea feminized him.

The door opened and rattled Doug. He hoped up out of fright. Clea never came downstairs. The first thing Doug saw was a pair of black leather boots with heels. When Clea fully revealed herself, she was wearing a school-girl outfit: a plaid skirt with a white blouse. She had the blouse unbuttoned to expose her cleavage. Doug could feel himself salivating. Clea had never surprised him with such an outfit, his dick growing in his boxers.

“Good evening, Doug,” Clea said in a throaty voice. She moved in the most feminine ways. Gentle, swift movements. When she reached the bottom step, Doug wanted to jump on her. He stepped forward to kiss her and take her on the stairs, but she stopped him. “You have to work for your treat tonight,” she said.

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Honey, I love you, but you’ve really let yourself go. I think it has made your dick smaller.”

Two punches to the gut. Doug couldn’t believe his ears. Clea never spoke with such intensity. “Wha—?”

“Don’t you remember how tight and firm your body was? No extra around the stomach,” Clea said. She stepped forward and touched Doug’s body. Her fingers felt like insects after the words she said. How could she talk about her husband like that? She was telling the truth, but it hurt.

“What are you trying to say, Clea?”

“Oh, nothing. Just remembering how it was when we first got together. You were such the alpha. Strapping, firm, and confident. Things have changed,” she said. Clea had a look in her eyes Doug had never seen. She was scaring him, but he wouldn’t refuse her. His dick was harder than it had been in ages gazing at Clea’s slender body in that skirt and blouse. She went to the gym every morning before work and hadn’t let herself go like Doug had. She had the same body as when they met. 
Doug’s secret weighed heavy on his mind. When he was single, he could indulge himself in the privacy of his own apartment. He didn’t trust himself in the shared space with Clea to have his own panties or use hers. She would notice either. The withdraws had taken a toll on his health.

“Things have changed,” Doug agreed. “Why are you wearing that outfit?”

“Because I want to have fun,” Clea said, pushing Doug backward. She led him to the couch where he collapsed. Clea kneeled under him and pulled the sweatpants and boxers from his body. Clea removed her blouse, so she was only wearing the skirt and her bra. Doug looked down at his wife as she licked her lips and held his dick in her hand. She moved her head closer to his, using her tongue to trace along Doug’s shaft. His body vibrated as Clea worked on his cock. She hadn’t sucked his dick in months, and it felt better than his hand ever could. Her tongue glided up and down Doug’s shaft, teasing him. Pushing him closer to an orgasm, but Clea was a tease. Doug could see her monitoring his reactions. She knew his body, and Doug couldn’t hide it when he was about to cum. She took him to the edge and stopped, standing up. Clea lifted her skirt just enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing panties beneath and winked at Doug. He knew not to cum. She wasn’t finished with him yet.

“Wow,” Doug said. He touched his dick, careful not to stroke, but he had to hold it. Feel it pumping in his hand. Clea knew his buttons. She had a map of his body in her mind.

After a minute, Clea leaned forward and moved Doug’s hand. “It looks so much smaller now than it used to,” she said.

Doug agreed with her but never expected her to recognize it. She had signed up for a life sentence with him, but they had agreed for better or worse. Why wasn’t she holding up to her vows? “That hurts, Clea.” Doug felt like a punk but had to defend himself. Clea couldn’t speak about him however she pleased.

“You know what would make it look bigger?” she asked.

Doug pulled his cock. It was hard and frustrated. Doug wanted to hide himself, but Clea had moved his clothes to the side. He couldn’t reach them from the sofa. Doug didn’t answer Clea’s questions, and she continued.

“What if we shaved off all your pubic hair and thighs? It’s not like you’re going to wear shorts in this weather,” Clea said.

“What kind of man would I be if I shaved off my pubic hair?” Doug asked. Deep down he wanted all the hair off his body. Where was this coming from? What if Clea was setting up a trap for him? Did he leave his phone open on a porn? Doug broke into a cold sweat as the possibilities filled his mind.

Clea stepped forward and bent over, grabbing Doug’s dick. She moved precum around his tip, making his cock jump. “I hate how long your pubes are. Let me get the hair off you. You will love how big your dick looks,” she said. “I promise.”

Doug hesitated to say yes because he thought Clea was playing a game with him, but something in her eyes told him to trust her. Clea put out her hand, and Doug took it. She led him to the bathroom. He didn’t have on any bottoms but still wore a t-shirt. Clea was in her bra and skirt. They used the guest bathroom which Doug used most mornings. Clea put Doug on toilet and went to their bathroom to grab supplies.

When Clea returned, Doug felt exposed. He was certain she had discovered the porn he watched and was playing a prank on him, but he didn’t have to courage to admit it. To confront her. Clea held up Doug’s clippers and said, “we’ll use these first. Stand up.”

Clea removed the large hair from Doug’s pubic section and his thighs. She lathered him with shaving cream and filled the bathtub with hot water. It took almost half an hour, but Clea removed the hair from Doug’s waist to his knees. Doug looked down and admired his longer looking cock. Clea instructed Doug to rinse off the hair in the shower. Clea used a damp cloth to clean any hair that fell on her chest. Her tits were perfect. Doug’s cock had been hard for nearly an hour at that point, and he needed to cum, but Clea was watching him from the sink. Waiting for him to clean his body. He scrubbed himself once with the bar of soap, and Clea dried him with a towel when he stepped out.

“Wow, it looks so much bigger already,” Clea said. She squatted under Doug and took his cock in her mouth, running her tongue up and down his shaft three times. She used her expensive lotion to moisturize Doug’s legs, so he wouldn’t break out with bumps.

Clea sat on the counter and pushed Doug back enough to admire her work. His dick looked two inches longer, and her pussy was begging to take it. She could feel a burning wetness between her thighs after the hour of buildup.

“Touch yourself,” Clea said as she hiked her skirt above her waist. She used two fingers on her pussy, touching her lips for Doug. Teasing him with her entrance. His manhood was dripping, eager to enter her and looking bigger than ever. “Don’t you love how big it looks?”

“Yeah, it’s hot,” he said, moving into the mirror enough to see himself. Doug could spend more time at the gym, but Clea had been right about shaving his cock. She didn’t seem bothered.

“Get on your knees and eat my pussy,” Clea said.

Doug dropped to his knees and used his tongue as his wife had instructed him. He would do whatever she wanted if she kept fulfilling his fantasies. He was dying to cum but knew he had to fuck her and didn’t want to ruin his hardness. After several minutes of Clea using Doug’s mouth, she commanded him to a standing position. She had a birth control implant, and Doug always pulled out when they made love.

“Fuck me, Doug,” Clea said. She was leaning against the mirror. Her pussy in a perfect position for fucking. She still wore the skirt and bra which Doug loved. He had on a t-shirt to hide his stomach he was too embarrassed to show. “Take off your shirt,” she said.

Doug listened, sucking in his gut. He felt silly for acting like this in front of his wife, but she was hotter than any porno he had ever seen. He wanted his old body back. The one he had when they met. All the years of letting himself go rushed over Doug. Regret hitting him like a truck.

“What’s taking you so long, baby?” Clea asked, touching herself. “I need you inside me.”

Doug positioned his hard dick in front of his wife’s pussy and enjoyed her hole. Their juices glistening against their hairless regions. They enjoyed each other twice that night. It was one of the best days of Doug’s life, and he couldn’t wait to see what Clea had planned for him next.


Chapter Three

Crashing waves were the only thing one could hear on Madame Monica’s terrace. She sat outside enjoying the secluded view; the ocean stretching as far as one could see. Madame Monica was an investor and had enough money in the market to generate an income and take risks with the leftovers. Most of her risks had paid off over the last ten years, and she quit the grind of the city to enjoy a quiet life in the Caribbean. She could afford a beach-front house with privacy for less than what she had been paying in rent back in New York.

Madame Monica loved the big city when she lived there. The executives that used to come to her for extra fun on the side, thousands of dollars at a time. It would surprise the public which men had passed through her apartment to taste a sense of submission if they ever discovered the truth. They all loved being a sissy for the night and never speaking about it again. Shifty eyes on the trading-room floor the next day.

Madame Monica had been a bull on Wall Street. A legend people whispered about among the firms, even more so now that she had disappeared without a trace. None of that mattered to Madame Monica now that she had her beach house and millions in the bank and a man to satisfy her every whim. Madame Monica wore a throw over and a swimsuit with a hole in the vagina. She enjoyed feeling the ocean air against her lips. Nobody could see her on her terrace.

Sitting next to Madame Monica on her table were two items: a bell and a book. She was reading a mystery, but it was time for her treat. Madame Monica rang her bell and waited, recrossing her legs on the lounge chair. Minutes later, Madame Monica heard the cart pushing along the floor.

Joann emerged on her knees pushing a tray. Madame Monica preferred for Joann to stay in her feminine outfits, but she was free to do what she pleased if they weren’t in the bedroom. If she left, all she had to do was inform Madame Monica via a text message or a kiss goodbye. Joann had a temper some days, but she only acted up when she wanted a spanking. Madame Monica knew how to put her in check.

They had met at the famous cross-dressing bar in their small city, facing the Caribbean. People traveled from around the world to visit the town and find the hidden gem. A bar where crossdressers came together and enjoyed a judgment-free zone. Madame Monica first came when she lived in New York. She didn’t believe such a place existed until she saw it with her own eyes. That was the day she began her escape plan.

Joann had crackers and lemonade for Madame Monica on the tray. “Thank you, dear,” she said. “What are you making for lunch?”

“Club sandwiches and a salad,” Joann said. She was from the island and had been Madame Monica’s full-time sissy. She lived in the house and slept in the same bed when Madame Monica invited her. If she didn’t, Joann would sleep in the other room. “My queen, may I ask you a question?”

“What is it, Joann?”

“It’s my brother’s birthday today. I forgot about it, but everyone is messaging me and asking where I am. Do you mind if I go as Jordan to the party?” she asked, using her feminine voice. She had worked hard to develop her femininity.

“Please, enjoy yourself. I can order food. Have fun with your family,” Madame Monica said and planted a kiss on Joann’s cheek. She kneeled to the side of Madame Monica’s chair and wore a purple dress and four-inch heels, but she always kneeled when in Madame Monica’s presence unless instructed otherwise.

“Thank you, Madame Monica,” Joann said. “I will be back before morning.”

“Do whatever you need dear.”

“I want to return before morning. Maybe we can sleep in the same bed tonight?” she asked.

“Maybe, dear. If I’m awake, we can talk about it. If not, please don’t climb in the bed. You know how hard it is for me to fall back asleep if I’m awoken,” Madame Monica said.

“Yes, you have my word,” Joann said. She kneeled by Madame Monica’s side. They listened to the crashing waves.

“You can leave me now. Enjoy your party,” Madame Monica said. Joann bowed her head and crawled off the terrace pushing the cart on wheels. Purple heels dragging behind her.


Chapter Four

Doug was unloading the dishwasher and waiting for his woman to return home from work. Clea had taught him how to properly rinse the dishes before placing them in the machine. Before she used to scold him because the dishes he loaded were coming out the dishwasher with crusty food and stains.

Clea had also convinced Doug to shave his entire body. The only hair he had was on top of his head. Doug loved rubbing lotion into his hairless body. He had bought three bottles of Clea’s favorite lotion, so they could each have a bottle, and there was an extra for whoever ran out first. Doug thought it would be him because he couldn’t get enough of his hairless skin.

Doug was itching to shave his body again. After unloading the dishwasher, Doug did five minutes of jumping jacks and one hundred squats. He had researched how to get a more slender frame as a man. He wanted to slim down and attain a more feminine figure to complement his hairless figure. Doug loved staring at himself in the mirror with a hard dick after shaving his body, but the hair had grown back over the past two days since he last shaved.

After his workout, Doug checked his watch. Clea must have been stuck in traffic. He took the opportunity to shave his body. He had planned on waiting until after dinner, but Clea hadn’t texted him and was later than normal. Bendersville was thirty minutes from her office with no traffic, but with traffic it could take much longer. Doug felt bad about her commute, but she loved her job and didn’t want to live in the city. Doug didn’t either because he had always worked in Bendersville.

Stepping out of his clothing, Doug frowned at his boxers. He was hoping Clea would have ordered he wore a pair of panties by now, but she hadn’t. He didn’t know where she was taking him but wanted him to shave off all his hair. They were having sex more than they ever had, and Doug was taking full advantage. He would fuck Clea any day of the week. She was wearing heels and slutty skirts around the house more often too, expressing her femininity more than in the past.

The hot water ran over Doug’s naked body as he stood in the shower. He lathered his legs with shaving cream and filled the tub with hot water. He cut off the shower and shaved his legs. Then, he shaved his torso. Doug would save up for laser hair removal because he had a lot of ground to cover. After rinsing off his body, Doug worked on the sensitive areas. He guided the razor with caution over his balls and around the base of his shaft, using extra shaving cream.

After Doug finished shaving and exfoliating his body with his new loofah and soap, he stood under the shower of hot droplets. Water running down his hairless body. He stepped out of the shower, feeling more feminine than ever but yet lacking so much. What was Clea’s endgame? He had to figure out her motive.

Doug went to their bedroom. He opened his underwear drawer, but his eyes kept darting to Clea’s. They were right next to each other. Two sets of drawers in the walk-in closet. One hers and one his. Doug stepped over to Clea’s drawer and opened it, revealing her bundles of lingerie and socks. She had an assortment of fabrics and styles. Doug picked up a black lace thong she wore more often when they first married. She wore the thong on dates when they knew they would have sex afterwards. Doug remembered the pair well. He had a similar pair when he was a bachelor and had an apartment of his own. Doug had sacrificed a lot for his relationship with Clea, but she was worth it.

Dropping the thong, Doug slammed her drawer shut. Were his dreams coming true, or was Clea playing him like a game of pinball? Had she seen his porn? Did he leave his phone open? The same questions kept popping back up in his mind. Why did Clea have Doug shave his body for the first time after five years of sex? Doug slipped on a pair of boxers and couldn’t quiet the thoughts. When he finished dressing and rolling men’s deodorant under his arms, Clea walked through the door.

“I’m home, dear. Thank you for unloading the dishwasher! I’m starting dinner!” she called from the kitchen. Doug stared at himself in their bathroom mirror, wishing he could spritz Clea’s perfume onto his wrist and walk around the house in a silk nightgown with lace lingerie beneath.

♦

Before dinner, Clea ran from the living room to her office with boxes she had delivered. Doug might have seen them, but he never opened her mail. She never opened his. Luckily, Doug had been in the bedroom when Clea arrived home from work.

After storing the boxes in her office, Clea called out to Doug. She went to the kitchen and cooked dinner. They were having spaghetti with salad. She had prepared the pasta sauce and salad dressing on Sunday. They ate salad as a side a lot of nights. Clea could buy it in a bag, and it was healthy. They would have a more elegant vegetable like green beans or broccoli if Clea was feeling up to steaming. She did all of her chopping on Sundays. ‘No cutting boards’ was her rule for weekdays.

Doug rinsed the dishes and loaded the dishwasher after they ate. He had done the dishes every day since Clea told him. If Clea put her foot down, Doug would listen. He must have shaved again because his skin was smoother than a comforter when Clea touched it during dinner. He had taken her request to the extreme and removed all the hair from his body, including his arm hair. Doug wore long sleeves to work because it was winter, so the guys wouldn’t question him on the job.

Clea went to her office after dinner and closed the door behind her. She didn’t know what to do. As much as she wanted to push Doug to the edge, Clea wasn’t sure she had the strength to lead him there. How far would Doug want to take this? What if he wanted more than Clea? Could she contain him if she opened this door into the world of feminization?

Opening the packages, Clea arranged the thongs and nightgowns and nail polishes on her desk. She had been reading more feminization stories and picturing a life where Doug was her girlfriend with a dick. A best friend she could paint her nails with and gossip with and then ride Doug’s dick. Would he want a feminine name? Would he want to stay as the female inside of him? Some stories went to extremes Clea wasn’t positive she wanted nor could handle.

She wanted Doug to dress up as her girlfriend some days. Clea would love to boss him around. Take him out in public en femme for dinner. Ride his dick while he wore panties and a skirt. Clea knew she couldn’t go as far as some of the women in the books, but she wanted to explore this desire within her to feminize her husband. She could feel he wanted it too. Had they always known on a subconscious level?

Or was Clea losing her mind? She couldn’t decide because she didn’t have the courage to bring up the topic with her husband. Staring at the assortment of purchases, Clea wondered if she would ever breach the topic or leave Doug’s feminization alone after shaving.

Stripping down to nothing, Clea put on a pair of red heels she had ordered. She put on a silk robe over her naked body and stepped out to the hallway. She could hear the dishwasher running and Doug moving around. Clea stepped in the kitchen, and Doug jumped with freight.

“Didn’t mean to frighten you,” Clea said in a seductive voice. She didn’t have a belt to hold the robe together. It split along her naked body. Doug’s mouth fell open when he registered his wife. She could see the outline of his dick hardening beneath his sweatpants.

“Wow,” Doug said, staring straight at her pussy. She didn’t mind his eyes admiring her gift. Her seduction.

“Like what you see?”

Doug nodded, his eyes moving from her breasts to her pussy. He reached in his pants and touched his dick, revealing a bit of his hairless torso.

“Why don’t you get naked and show me what you can do?” Clea asked, pulling the silk robe over her body, letting the fabric pool on the floor around her heels. She had closed all the blinds before dinner, knowing she wanted to fuck in the kitchen after seeing Doug’s shaved body.

Doug hesitated but did as she said. His body hairless and glistening from the lotion.

“You’re keeping your body hairless now?” she asked.

“Is that okay? Do you like it?”

Clea hopped on the kitchen island, “it’s fine, dear. Come eat my pussy before you fill me with that big cock,” she said and winked. She wore her red heels the entire time they fucked, moving from the kitchen to the living room and then to their bedroom. Clea couldn’t get enough of Doug’s hairless body.

When they finally went to sleep, Clea lay awake wondering if she would ever give Doug the clothing she ordered.


Chapter Five

A few days had passed since the night Clea surprised Doug wearing her open robe and pumps. He hadn’t fucked his wife as hard as he did that night in years. Their sex was outstanding and only getting better, but Doug could feel Clea hiding something in their intimacy. She looked distant at some points, and Doug thought she had trouble sleeping that night. Tossing and turning. They hadn’t had sex since Clea surprised him, but Doug was hoping he would get lucky tonight.

Clea hadn’t arrived from the office, and Doug took the time to shave his body. The traffic must have been bad today with the icy weather. Clea didn’t text Doug, but he figured she would appear. They would eat, and Doug would wash the dishes. He spent less time playing video games now that he kept his body shaved. He waxed some areas, like his hands and feet. Every paycheck he got, Doug would put a little aside for laser hair removal. He was counting down the weeks on his calendar until he could afford it. They had a coupon for new customers he planned to use.

After shaving his body and applying lotion, Doug wondered around the house. He gazed over their bookshelf but nothing caught his attention. Clea had been receiving a lot of packages and not showing Doug the contents. He went to the kitchen while thinking about how unusual that was for his wife. Filling up a glass of water, Doug contemplated going into her office. They respected the other’s privacy, but Doug felt he had to find out what was in those boxes. Clea always discussed what she ordered online.

Doug’s heart raced as he stood outside Clea’s office with his glass of water. He was thinking of excuses he could say if Clea caught him, but there had been a package for Clea almost every day for the past couple weeks. She took them into her office and never said a word. Christmas wasn’t that far away, but they had a strict one-gift rule. Doug hated himself when he placed his hand on the knob but couldn’t stop. Clea wasn’t a secretive woman but had been acting strange.

Opening the door, Doug looked around the room. Nothing was amiss. He debated whether he should close the door or dig through her closet and drawers. She had a desk with papers and a house phone. Her printer and filing cabinet in another corner. The closet closed. The same painting hanging on the wall. It was one she had bought from a local artist at an art show. A date from before the nuptials.

Doug took a deep breath and stepped farther in the room. He went over to the closet and opened it. Boxes stacked on the floor. All the ones Doug had carried inside from the front porch over the past couple weeks. He picked one up and placed it on Clea’s desk. A framed picture from their wedding day and a few random folders were the only items on the desk. Doug pushed them aside and opened the folded top. Clea had already cut through the tape.

It was the school-girl outfit Clea wore when she shaved Doug’s body. He pulled it out and set it to the side. There were also some stockings in the box. She hadn’t worn those. Doug wondered why, but there were other boxes. Doug replaced everything and folded the top how it had been because Clea noticed the details. She would ask Doug if he had entered her office without permission.

Doug’s heart was beating hard as he went back to the closet for another box. There were several more. He didn’t know what Clea had been thinking. He would have loved to rip those stockings from her legs before entering her. Checking his phone, Doug thought he had enough time to inspect the other boxes. Clea could arrive any minute, but he figured she would take longer with the icy roads. He hoped she was safe out there but had to open the other boxes.

He found the silk robe she’d been wearing, but other things stood out to Doug. There was a bunch of lingerie, but the sizes were too big for Clea. There was a nightgown, also too large for Clea. The extra items were all in Doug’s size. He lost his breath staring at the assortment of women’s clothing and accessories. What had Clea been planning? Doug held up a red thong in the air, decorated with lace and a tiny bow. A little pouch for Doug’s penis. He had seen a similar pair when he browsed the internet.

Before Doug could think what to do, he heard Clea’s car in the driveway. He had a minute before she would be inside. He stuffed the red thong into his pocket and rushed to clean up the mess of boxes, folding them and replacing them the best he could remember. Taking long leaps across Clea’s office, Doug made it to the hallway before Clea walked in the door. He was breathing heavily from crossing the room. The thong made a bulge in his pocket, so he jetted his hand to cover it up.

“Hey honey, surprised you aren’t downstairs,” Clea said when she saw Doug.

He tried to make it look like he was walking from their bedroom, “just used the bathroom in our bedroom.”

“Okay, I’ll start dinner,” she said.

“And I’ll wash the dishes,” he replied. He had unloaded the dishwasher already.

Clea kissed Doug, and he disappeared to the basement to admire his red thong. How could he convince Clea to let him wear it? Doug tucked away the thong when Clea called him for dinner, forming a plan in his head.

♦

Clea worked at her desk the next day managing the social media of the company she worked for, posting article links and in-house content about cars. Doug had been on his best behavior since she commanded him to shave his body. He kept himself hairless too. Clea had checked her office after dinner, and things looked a little strange but not enough so to accuse Doug of having entered her room. She wanted to push Doug but didn’t know how to commence.

After the first half of Clea’s day, she went to the break room. She had meals in the freezer and heated one in the microwave. They could take breaks when they wanted, but Clea preferred to take hers before others, so she didn’t have to share the break room.

Clea pulled the plastic off her steaming meal and opened her purse. She kept a portable fork that folded. Taking her eyes off her cell phone screen, Clea dug through her bag. She touched something she hadn’t expected. Lace. Looking both ways first, Clea pulled out the red thong. She recognized it. She had purchased it herself as a gift for her husband. It came with a note:

Were these for me?

Clea pushed the thong to the bottom of her purse and buried it in the endless mess. She often didn’t use the contents of her purse before lunch and hadn’t seen the thong when she threw her keys in the bag after driving to work.

Maybe she didn’t look when she tossed her keys in her purse, but it didn’t matter. What would she say to Doug? He went through her things, but she was the one hiding a secret. She never ordered a package without opening it in the kitchen and making a big deal about her purchase. She had never asked Doug to shave his body nor wash the dishes either. The small victory gave her a sense of pride and accomplishment. Could Clea become a strong woman like the ones she had read about in her stories? She had read a few more stories about feminization, but it was better as fantasy than reality.

Clea ate her lunch in a panicked state, unsure of how to proceed. She wanted to message Doug and tell him it was fine. She wanted to feminize him and push him to his limits, but another part of Clea feared opening that door with her husband. Clea loved women and wouldn’t mind her husband wearing lingerie and makeup. She wouldn’t mind him smelling better and spending more time grooming himself rather than wasting away in the basement playing video games.

But wouldn’t she miss the manly parts of Doug? How he smelled after using his men’s soap and deodorant. How he smelled after a long day on the job cutting wood and fixing houses. Clea didn’t know which way to walk, stagnant at her fork in the road.

A message appeared on Clea’s phone. It was from Doug.

Doug: Did you see what I left in your purse?

Clea swallowed and pretended like she hadn’t seen the message. She spent all day on her phone, but she didn’t know how to respond to her husband. He would have to wait for her to get home.

♦

Clea never replied to Doug’s message, and he couldn’t sit still. The weather wasn’t any better today than it had been. There was traffic on the highway. Doug checked his map and the estimated time from Clea’s job to their house. Was she planning on leaving him? Would she throw away their five years because of something she bought? Doug wished he hadn’t taken that leap and acted like he never found the panties instead. He could have snuck them back in her closet by now, and nobody would have known. But Doug didn’t understand why Clea had bought the lingerie and didn’t feel comfortable enough to share them.

Doug wanted understanding in his marriage with Clea. They shouldn’t have secrets from each other. They lived in the same house, shared a bed. If they didn’t move forward after these past few weeks, Doug wasn’t sure he could return to his old life. He couldn’t hide in the shadows much longer. His desires were clawing up the side of Doug’s mountain of fear, nearing the peak.

Sitting on the sofa, Doug waited for Clea to arrive home. He would cook dinner, sweep the floors, and do whatever Clea wanted. He was desperate to please her but wanted to act the part. Doug pictured himself wearing a short dress around the house, completing a list of chores Clea left him. He saw a hot porno like that once. The woman followed her man around, pointing out where he missed details. Showing him his flaws. The night when Clea had ridiculed Doug’s dick size turned him on every time he thought about it, and it looked much bigger now that he shaved his body and lost a couple pounds.

He was eating better and exercising when he could. Some days before work and other days after. Jumping jacks and squats and planks. Not spending as much time in the basement playing the game.

Clea opened the door while Doug was lost in his thoughts, imagining a world where he was already wearing a dress and a wig or his own hair grown out long. But the guys at his job would ridicule him with long hair. “Hello,” Doug said in a small voice, afraid Clea had come to pack her bags.

“We’ll talk at dinner,” she said and walked past Doug to her office. She emerged a minute later and went to the kitchen to make dinner. Doug watched Clea heat a block of broccoli-cheddar soup. They didn’t speak, but a tension lingered in the air. It was clear she had seen the message and chose not to reply.

“Say something,” Doug said after minutes of staring at his wife staring into the pot of soup. She showed zero expression.

“I said at dinner,” she said, not looking up. She stirred the soup with hot water and ignored Doug’s intense gaze.

He wanted to get up from the table and demand she spoke, but Doug wasn’t that aggressive. He would wait until Clea spoke and shared her thoughts. Fifteen minutes later, Clea poured the hot soup into two bowls and grated fresh cheddar cheese over the top. She served the soup with two rolls. Doug grabbed silverware and glasses of water for them.

“Thank you for dinner,” he said.

“You’re welcome. It’s easy to heat a block of ice,” she said.

“But you cooked it at some point.”

“Right.”

Their conversation died, and Doug ate spoonfuls of the thick, delicious soup. Over the years, Clea’s cooking had grown in complexity and flavor. Every dish she presented impressed Doug. He hated himself for not having done the dishes sooner. For not noticing the suffering his wife faced. No wonder she couldn’t trust him to move forward with the lingerie. How could she know that Doug would think about her emotions? Clea’s wellbeing.

“Clea, I love you,” Doug said. He couldn’t remember the last time he had told her those words. Clea had said them moments before telling Doug his dick looked smaller. Had she meant what she said, or did she use the phrase to get into his pants? He didn’t care because that moment had led to Clea shaving his body and two weeks of the best sex of Doug’s life. Games and fun and Clea teasing him. Cum all over her stomach, three times a day on the best day, but it had come to a standstill since the night Clea surprised Doug in the robe. Doug needed her.

Clea rested her spoon on the side of the bowl. She patted her mouth with a cloth napkin. “I love you too, but what if we don’t share the same desires?”

“What do you want, Clea?”

“I don’t know,” she said and shook her head. She wiped her eye, refusing to cry. “My mind is all over the place. I don’t know what to think.”

“You bought that thong for me,” Doug said. “It was a lace thong designed for men in my size.”

Clea didn’t respond. She rubbed her fingers over her knuckles. She took another bite of soup. Doug wanted to break down her walls but understood why she was hesitant.

“I promise we can move as slow as you want,” Doug said. He was too close to his dream to back down. He couldn’t give up without a fight. They could take baby steps, but the important thing was they started walking. Doug wanted to take this journey with Clea. She was his wife, his lover. They had committed to a life together.

“So, this is something you want?”

Doug felt like something had smacked him in the chest, but he nodded. There was nothing else in the world he wanted more than moving forward on his journey of feminization with Clea. He nodded. “I do.”

“How long have you known this?”

“A long time, but I’ve never worn your panties. Well, only once. Although before we married, I had a small collection of my own lingerie,” he said. Doug had never admitted that to anyone. Those thongs he had as a bachelor were his dirty secret. He thought he would take those long sessions of jacking off in lingerie to the grave.

Clea chuckled. The small laugh turned into uncontrolled madness. Seeing his wife laugh at him embarrassed Doug. She regained control of herself after a minute, “sorry, baby. I don’t mean to laugh at you, but this is a lot to take in. My macho carpenter husband wearing panties. Wow,” Clea said. She rubbed her eyebrows, shaking her head.

“I love how they feel. I didn’t put on that red thong, as much as I wanted to.”

“Do you want to wear it now?”

“More than you know,” Doug said. “I understand if my desires disturb you, but I’ve always loved lingerie. Once, when I was a eighteen, my dad caught me jacking off in panties I had stolen from my friend’s sister. He kicked me out and told my mom some excuse. I didn’t talk to them for over a year after that.”

“You never told me that. Is that why you became a carpenter?”

“Yeah,” Doug said. He had never confessed the truth to anyone, and his father hadn’t either. “They gave me a job right out a high school, and the union gave me health insurance. They took care of me.”

“I’m sorry you had to go through that,” Clea said and put her hand over Doug’s. “Your dad has always been nice to me, though. I’m surprised to hear he did such a thing.”

“He was beyond elated when I came home with a female fiance. I guess he thought I was gay, but I don’t give a fuck about him. All I care about is you and our marriage. Can you accept me as a man who likes to dress as a woman sometimes?” Doug asked. He had to put everything out there. He didn’t want any secrets.

“I can try,” Clea said. “Let’s take it slow. I read a bunch of feminization stories, which gave me the inspiration to shave your body, but I hadn’t expected you to enjoy it so much. You surprised me.”

“And you surprised me, Clea. But you wouldn’t have tried dominating and shaving me if some part of you didn’t enjoy it. Let’s explore together. I love you, Clea.”

“I love you too, Doug.”

♦

Clea went to work the next day, but her life had changed. Doug wore his red thong to bed the night before, and Clea knew she had opened a door she could never close. Clea was almost positive Doug had worn his red thong to work.

Doug had said a part of Clea wanted to dominate and feminize Doug, and she agreed, but that side of Clea frightened her. Clea didn’t understand that side of herself and had lived plenty of years ignoring it. She would have to learn how to embrace the power because Doug was eager to explore his femininity.

Clea’s doll would need a master, so she had to step up to the part. Her mind spun in circles as she worked that day, picturing a future where Doug lived two lives. One male and one female. Both at the service of Clea.


Chapter Six

Doug sat in the basement on Friday night a few weeks later. The days were growing colder. The sun shined fewer hours as December continued. Doug had been working out and watching his diet since Clea first shaved his body, so he hadn’t eaten much at the Thanksgiving meal this year. Doug wanted to shape his body into a thick hourglass and wear corsets. He had been reading endless articles on exercise routines to shape the ass. He had bras picked out that would give him fake breasts, waiting in a cart. But Clea had been reserved over the past few weeks. She didn’t want to see Doug in more than the thongs she had bought. Doug didn’t wear the halter tops or stockings because they didn’t please Clea.

They had agreed to take baby steps but were stuck at a standstill. Clea had given Doug everything she bought, but he couldn’t wear half of what she purchased in the bedroom. The hot sex had slowed to a simmer. Clea was holding back, and Doug didn’t know how to break her out of her shell. He was growing restless, eager to move their journey to the next level.

Clea would arrive from the office soon, but Doug wasn’t looking forward to this weekend. For weeks now, he had been trying to guide Clea along and show her what he wanted, but she resisted his efforts. He didn’t understand why she was moving from hot to cold. Some nights she would initiate the sex. Pull Doug’s thong to the side and suck his dick before taking it on her back. But if he tried to wear the silk halter top to rub against his nipple while he fucked her, she refused. He couldn’t wear the sheer fabric. Nothing but the thongs, and Doug was thirsty for more.

The door opened upstairs an hour later. Doug sighed and removed the nylons from his legs, wishing he could keep them on. He pulled on a pair of jeans over his black thong and a t-shirt and went upstairs to see his wife.

Clea was placing different containers on the kitchen counter when she saw Doug. “Hey,” she said.

“Everything okay?” Doug asked.

“Long day at work. How are you?”

Doug stepped forward and kissed her. He wrapped his arm around the small of her back. She looked worn out from the workweek. “Would you like me to rub your shoulders?” Doug asked, stepping behind Clea.

“Yes, please,” she said.

His hands gripped her shoulders through the suit jacket. Clea moaned as Doug worked his fingers into her shoulders. He loved touching his woman. Hearing her throaty moan when he fucked or massaged her.

“What are you making tonight?”

“Heating these roasted potatoes and making frozen dinners for us. I don’t have the energy to cook,” she said.

“It’s okay. I can heat the food, if you want,” Doug said. “Take a rest.”

Clea glanced at the container of potatoes. She hadn’t taken the frozen dinners out of the freezer, but Doug could cook them. Clea had already preheated the oven. Before she could send Doug away, he took her by the shoulders and guided her to her reading chair. He had a major question to ask Clea and wanted to soften her. Make her feel the love that bonded them.

“Thank you, Doug,” Clea said. She took her e-reader from the side table and opened a story.

Doug returned to the kitchen and prepared their dinners. He set the table, serving his wife. She deserved royal treatment but wouldn’t accept the affection with which Doug wished to shower her. He hadn’t always been the best husband, but Doug was learning. He would change and because the best husband/wife Clea could have.

They ate dinner together, and Doug loaded the dishwasher. He did all the chores. Clea didn’t lift a finger. Doug sat on the sofa near Clea’s chair when he finished in the kitchen. He was wearing his black thong but jeans and a t-shirt too. A question was sitting on Doug’s tongue, waiting to hop out of his mouth.

“Clea,” Doug said in a soft voice. He had been practicing a female voice in the mirror when Clea wasn’t home. He was waiting for the right time to use it but spoke in a softer voice now that he had shaved his legs and wore thongs every day.

“Yes, Doug?” she asked, placing the e-reader on the side table.

Her seriousness gave Doug pause. He had second thoughts, but the question would keep him up at night. “There’s something I want to talk about,” Doug said.

“I’m listening,” she said.

“Why did you buy all of that stuff if I’m not going to wear it?”

“I want you to wear it, but—”

“We don’t need an excuse, Clea. I love you. Want to watch TV?”

“Does watching TV come with strings attached?” Clea asked.

Doug didn’t know how to explain he needed to wear the items she had bought for him. He never thought it would have taken her weeks to come around. He was growing impatient and frustrated. Desperate to feel the nylon and silk brushing against his hairless body. Smell floral perfume on his wrists. Brush makeup along his cheekbones. There was so much Doug hadn’t experienced and craved. “Please, Clea. I need this,” Doug said.

“Fine. You can wear some stuff I bought you. But no makeup or anything,” Clea said.

“Pick out a movie, and I’ll be right back,” Doug said. He hopped up from the sofa and ran downstairs to the boxes of goodies Clea had purchased. For now, Doug could live without the makeup. He had a lot to learn in that department and didn’t want to ruin the pass. Baby steps. He raced to change into tights and a silk halter top with his black thong.

When Doug went back upstairs, Clea had picked out a movie and had a blanket ready for them and popcorn popping in the microwave.

♦

“I’ll get the popcorn for us. You wait there,” Doug said, skipping to the kitchen.

His smile was bigger than a tsunami crashing against the coast. Wider than a carved pumpkin on Halloween. Clea didn’t have words when Doug reemerged from the basement, looking masculine and feminine at the same time. But what Clea noticed most was how Doug radiated with freedom and happiness. He looked like a student on the first day of summer, minutes after they finished their last final exam.

Clea couldn’t deny her husband of what he needed. She loved him, and he loved her.

A small part of Clea had hidden desires of her own. Seeing her man in those nylon tights and silk halter had her wondering what else he would wear. How he would look in makeup and a wig. He was losing weight fast. Clea hoped he was healthy in his weight-loss techniques. They only ate dinner together. Was he eating on the job? He had a demanding job building and repairing houses. Clea didn’t want him to fall over and hurt himself. She liked her thick sissy.

Doug returned to the living room with the bowl of popcorn and an awkward smile. He sat next to Clea on the sofa. They snuggled under the blanket. Doug’s nylons rubbing against Clea’s bare skin. She reached her hand out and touched Doug’s leg. Her fingers traced along the fabric until it reached the part between the tights and Doug’s thong. Both black. Both seductive. Clea couldn’t see them under the cover, but she had seen enough to form a mental image. Doug’s dick thickening under the fabric.

The movie played in the background, but Clea and Doug were too busy touching under the blanket. Doug responded to Clea’s fingers brushing along his legs by doing the same. He hiked his legs over Clea’s. The nylon tickled her. It felt so foreign on Doug’s skin, but she liked the sensation. How it softened Doug and added to his femininity. His movements were gentler and more controlled. He moved his hands from her legs to under her shirt. He cupped her breast, moaning as he massaged her bosom.

Doug lifted his hooded eyes. His green eyes fierce. He needed makeup, a wig, and fake breasts to complete the look. Clea didn’t know why she had been so afraid because she liked this gentle Doug. The man whose motions asked her permission. She loved the control. The sense of power over another human. One who loved her and wanted to please her every whim. Clea could get used to Doug cooking dinner and doing the dishes. Dusting the house and sweeping the floors.

Clea reached into Doug’s thong and took his cock in her hand. She leaned over, and Doug wrapped his arm over her shoulder. She felt dreamy and tired. If she stayed in Doug’s arms too long, she would fall asleep.

“We should call her Dina,” Clea said. She had been thinking of a name for Doug that started with ‘D’.

“Dina? Who?”

“You, my love,” Clea said. Her eyes were fluttering, doing their best to stay open. The movie played in the background, but Clea hadn’t focused on it with Doug’s nylons bushing against her legs. His dick in her hand, hard and greedy. She wasn’t in the mood to take Doug’s dick but wanted to show it attention. “When we feminize you, we should call you Dina. Do you like it?”

“Dina,” Doug said. He repeated the name a few times. “Works for me. Thank you for the name,” he said.

Clea smiled to herself and drifted to sleep in Doug’s arm. She didn’t remember moving from the sofa to the bedroom, but Clea awoke the next day after a strange dream.

Clea had a dream where she had become a powerful dominatrix, and Doug was her sissy. He was wearing a dress and prancing around the house in heels in her dream, doing a list of chores Clea had left for him. She awoke in a sweat, not positive where the line between reality and her dream ended.

Doug was sleeping next to her in the silk halter top and a black thong. He had taken off the nylons, but the dream felt too real. It took Clea several minutes to regain composure. Water crashing over her naked body in the shower. Steam rolling off the glass door.

Most dreams faded away after Clea recovered her sense of reality, but that dream stayed with Clea. It was too real. Too intense. Clea didn’t know who that woman was in the dream, but she wasn’t her. Clea didn’t have the courage to act as the woman did in her dream.


Chapter Seven

Dina. (pause) Dina. Dina. (pause) Dina. Dina. Dina. Dina.

Doug couldn’t get the name out of his head.

Dina. Dina. Dina.

Clea had named him, and Doug loved it. Dina loved it. The entire week the name Dina had played on repeat in Doug’s mind. He wanted to use it properly and had treated himself to several online orders. Clea was upstairs in her office, and Doug was downstairs with his boxes, eager to become Dina. Clea had agreed to Doug lounging around the house wearing women’s lingerie, tights, and feminine tops, but Doug had bought makeup, more clothing, and wigs.

Doug felt rabid when he browsed through the lingerie sites, knowing that he had permission to order women’s clothing. He didn’t want to rush Clea. They were walking at a decent speed now, but Doug could imagine a complete Dina: laser hair removal, dresses every day she got home from work, fake eyelashes, jewelery, and makeup. A selection of wigs. Doug was considering growing his hair out but wanted to try out his first wig before committing to long hair. He liked the idea of switching from blonde to red to brown or from short to long to shoulder-length. They made wigs in all shapes and sizes. Doug didn’t want to limit Dina. She had to have her options.

Sitting in the basement with his boxes, Doug opened them. He pulled out a white cotton dress. He had ordered the same dress in three colors: white, black, and pink. Laying them out next to the box, Doug admired his choices. They were knee length with crocheted bottoms. He was still waiting for Clea’s permission to order a fake-breast bra. He had several picked out and wouldn’t mind changing sizes; bigger when they went out and smaller at home. Doug couldn’t stop planning his future now that Clea had invited him down this path.

Doug had ordered more thongs. They were in the second box he opened. Doug picked out colors to match the dresses. He wanted to wear the pink pair that night but was waiting for his bosom to wear the dresses. Clea would come around.

Sliding the pink, cotton-blend thong up Doug’s hairless legs, he felt like a woman preparing for a ball. Every time he put on panties, it thrilled him. He wore nothing but the pink thong designed for women that cupped his dick with the lace front. His balls hardly fit, but he enjoyed the snugness. Standing in front of the mirror, Doug turned to the side to stare at his ass cheeks. The band running down his split. Pressure in all the right places. Doug pushed down his hardening dick. He didn’t want to stain his new pair with precum like he had with all the others.

Sitting on his knees in the pink thong and nothing else, Doug opened another box. He would put on tights and a robe before going upstairs but preferred minimal clothing while alone. In the third box, a flogger was sitting in the bottom. Doug removed the flogger from the box and held it in the air.

They had a week until Christmas, and Doug had ordered a flogger for Clea. He wanted her to bend him over their bed and redden his ass. Doug pushed his manhood down between his thighs and squeezed, keeping his tip away from the precious fabric.

Doug had wrapping paper downstairs because he had expected the flogger. He placed it back in the box and ran tape over the top. He wrapped the gift and labeled it for Clea. Doug couldn’t wait to see her reaction when she opened the box and hoped Clea would use the gift on Christmas.

Doug had bought the makeup at the store, but his wig was in the last box. He opened it and pulled out the long blonde hair. Doug was a natural blonde and wanted a wig to match his light eyebrows. He still felt larger than he wanted, but had been skipping lunch to lose weight. Intermittent fasting. He had read an article about it and decided to eat a large breakfast before work and nothing until dinner with Clea in the evening. It had been working so far, but Doug still had a long way to go until he was at his ideal female figure. He could always hide his hourglass shape under baggy clothes at work. Nobody would know the difference besides Clea and whatever friends they made in the future.

Friends with the same interests. Doug read instructions on how to wear the wig and put on the wig liner and then the blonde locks. Doug ran over to the mirror in the basement and stared at himself. He had no facial hair but desperately needed to learn how to shape his face with makeup. He had watched a few videos on the topic but lacked confidence. Doug wanted Clea to teach him what he needed to know, guide him through the steps.

The doorbell rang, and Doug ripped the wig off his head. They had ordered pizza because Clea didn’t want to cook. Doug was cleaning up his mess when Clea called downstairs.

“Pizza is here. I’ll put on a movie for us,” she said.

Doug put on his silk robe and nylons before heading upstairs to enjoy pizza and a movie with his wife.

♦

Clea and Doug relaxed on their living room floor by their small Christmas tree. A week had passed, and the holiday had arrived. They visited their parents on Christmas Eve. Lunch with one and dinner with another. Christmas was for them as a couple. A day when the city was dead, and they didn’t have to leave the house. Their parents felt the same, and their siblings had kids and other families that occupied Christmas Day.

“Would you like to open your gift now?” Doug asked. He placed his hot chocolate to the side. The movie they were watching had just ended.

Clea ran her hand through her brown hair. She was wearing a long knit sweater and only a thong beneath. Doug loved her feminine body. He touched her thigh and ran his hand up her leg. She twisted her body to give Doug easier access to her ass. He squeezed it and leaned forward to kiss her. Clea loved when Doug touched her, but she wondered what his lips would feel like with lipstick.

Doug had been hinting at his desire to wear makeup over the past few weeks. Clea couldn’t ignore him forever. She had to continue what she started.

“Sure, I hope you like what I got you,” Clea said. She would have a better idea of what to get Doug next year after they both had time to adjust to Dina. Clea saw Dina in Doug’s green eyes, the woman he would become. She wanted to love that woman and accept her. Show Doug that she loved him en femme or as Doug.

“I hope the same,” Doug said. He grabbed his gift for Clea from under the tree and passed it to her. Clea took the wrapped box from Doug and wondered what he could have bought her. A new robe? Jewelry? The box was too big for jewelery. It wasn’t heavy but heavier than a shirt. Maybe it was a new blanket for the cold?

Doug opened his card as Clea ripped the paper from the box. Doug clapped when he saw what Clea had bought him. She stopped before removing the tape from the box to hug Doug. He kissed her, thanking her. She had bought him a gift card for an online lingerie store.

“What are these?” Doug asked, holding up the printed pages Clea had included.

“Those are suggestions and styles that I like, if you want to buy ones that I enjoy too.”

More commanding.

“Those are your choices, dear,” Clea corrected herself. She paused, wondering where those words had come from.

“Not a problem. Your choices are fantastic,” Doug said. He jumped up and ran to grab his computer. When he returned, Clea had removed the tape from the box. She opened it, staring into a sea of crumbled paper. “You have to dig for it.”

Clea pushed through the crumbled papers and grabbed a foreign object. It felt like leather but strange. Parts of it mixed with the crumbled paper. Clea pulled the item out and discovered its true form. A flogger. She gasped and dropped it back into the box.

“You don’t like it?” Doug asked, pouting.

“It’s not that. Just a surprise,” she said. It looked like a snake in the wild. She hesitated to touch it again.

Don’t be afraid of who you truly are.

Clea shook her head. She had been fighting the small voice for ages, but ever since shaving Doug’s body, it had been growing stronger. She resisted, but her walls were breaking. Water about to crash through a dam. A ball of gas moments from combustion.

You know you want to use the flogger, Clea. Show your husband how powerful you really are.

“Think you’ll ever want to use it?” Doug asked, averting his eyes to the ground. He wore a silk robe and a pink thong. Black nylons. He was only halfway there. Clea had to push him the rest of the way. Turn Doug to Dina and turn Dina into her maid. Her house helper who enjoyed spankings before bed.

“Maybe one day,” Clea said. She placed the flogger back in the box and calmed her thoughts. “Let’s watch another movie.”

“Sounds perfect,” Doug said. He leaned forward over the laptop and kissed Clea. She wasn’t surprised to see him spending his gift card already, picking out the pairs she had chosen.


Chapter Eight

Two weeks had passed since Christmas, but Doug didn’t have the January blues. He was busying himself with a project. With Clea’s permission, he had begun building Dina her own dressing room in the basement.

It was a Saturday, and Doug could dress as Dina. He wore a thong, skinny jeans, and a t-shirt cut high on the shoulders. He had no underarm hair, so he smelled the fresh, feminine deodorant as he framed his room in the basement. They could remove it when they moved if they had to, but Dina needed her space. Doug was using a corner. Three walls framed the area. Doug only had to add one long wall with a door. He hoped to finish in a couple weekends.

While working, Doug thought about his evolving life. He had been spending a lot of time online connecting with the cross-dressing community. There were endless tips, stories, and people for Doug to connect to, but one story clung to Doug’s thoughts.

A man and his wife traveled to the Caribbean and discovered a beach-front cross-dressing club. Doug went from that story into a two-hour internet binge looking up everything he could about this mystery location. There were communities in St. Louis and Chicago, but Doug wasn’t ready to take Dina in public where they lived, but the idea of a vacation in the Caribbean sounded delightful.

Aledo, Puerto Rico.

Doug searched for the town. It was a small city of under one-hundred thousand. Gay friendly and on the southern coast. Doug’s fantasies grew the more he read about different people discovering the club for the first time.

Nobody listed a location. One had to ask around in the city, but it wasn’t hard to find for the determined person. One man described how he had gone with his wife, and now they went every year. They had sex on the beach late in the night every year while the man wore his dress and jewels. Doug wanted that with Clea. Dina needed to make love to her woman on the beach.

Unlocking his phone, Doug checked his savings. He had been saving for the laser hair removal and other goodies, but the beach was calling him. How could he resist its pull? He could shave for a few more months. Wax when he had the energy and tolerance. The last time had left him in tears, and Doug was hesitant to put himself through that pain a second time.

Doug checked prices for flights and a hotel while taking a break from making his frame. He had enough in his discretionary savings for a Valentine’s Day trip. Doug checked his job’s vacation calendar they had on their scheduling application. He requested the days off and would have to surprise Clea soon. She could work from her computer if necessary, but Doug wanted her to have the vacation of her dreams.

Use the flogger she still hadn’t used. Doug pounded a nail into wood with his hammer as a wave of sexual frustration ran over him. Part of him liked their missionary sex with lingerie, but Doug wanted Clea to push his limits. He could taste the dominant side of her lurking beneath the surface. He saw it when she first looked at the flogger. A hint of power flickered in her eyes.

Hours later, Doug had almost finished the frame, but he would have to add drywall and paint it. He had a busy Sunday ahead of him, but he would spend the rest of the afternoon browsing the internet. Imagining his future as Dina. Ignoring the grumbling hunger in his belly from intermittent fasting until Clea called him for dinner.


Chapter Nine

Doug was downstairs working on Dina’s new dressing room. He was almost finished with the drywall and painting. It had taken more than a week but felt like a day. Clea had only asked about Doug’s project. She hadn’t gone downstairs to see Doug’s work. Dina’s sanctuary.

Clea didn’t have a problem with her husband wearing lingerie, dressing as a woman, or expressing his femininity. She wouldn’t mind a softer Doug. One more focused on listening and cleaning. He hadn’t played the game once that week from what Clea could tell.

Locking the screen on her e-reader, Clea put the device on her side table. She stood from the arm chair and went to her office. She opened the closet and pulled out the box Doug had bought her for Christmas. Opening the box, Clea held the flogger in her hand.

Doesn’t it feel good?

Clea pulled the laces of the flogger through her fingers. Gripping the handle, Clea tried whipping the laces in the air. She tried a couple times before breaking down and collapsing in her chair.

Don’t give up. You need this. Show your husband who is boss.

Clea searched for videos on how to use a flogger. She found a woman wearing gym shorts and a t-shirt with her hair in a messy bun. But the room she was standing in took Clea by surprise. Whips, chains, and red and black paint decorated the walls. Clea listened as the woman guided the user through pleasuring their sub with a flogger. Using the laces to sting his or her ass just enough. Avoiding certain regions of the body that provided no pleasure if whipped. Only pain. Clea wanted to pleasure Doug and accept Dina.

Dominate Dina. Act as the superior of the two. She couldn’t allow another woman to take over the house. Dina had to understand her place.

That’s right, baby. Let’s whip her into shape.

The dominatrix had endless videos on how to use her various equipment. Clea watched a few more, and heat rose in her body. She wanted to touch Doug’s body. Feel him inside of her. The cotton-blend soaking with her juices as he thrust in and out of her.

You have to make him work for it.

Clea glanced at the flogger in her hand, knowing Doug wanted her to use it. He had been waiting weeks since Christmas. She could hear him working in the basement, but he wouldn’t mind a distraction. Clea undressed, taking off her sweatpants and t-shirt. It was Saturday, and they had nothing better to do. The weather was cold and gross. The holidays were over. They had to start the new year right and stick to their resolutions. Doug becoming Dina. Clea discovering what she wanted.

What you want is in your hand, my love. Use it.

Taking a deep breath, Clea nodded. She was wearing plain cotton panties. Ever since Doug had started wearing lingerie, Clea’s pantie selection felt inadequate. Throughout their relationship, she had been in the habit of choosing comfort over style.

Clea pulled out one of her new purchases. A lace thong. She would go without a bra to surprise her man. She put on a sheer, translucent throw over. It was black, and she had heels to match. Clea felt black matched her mood. Practicing the whip a couple more times, confidence surged within Clea. She had the strength.

Clea stepped into the hallway, heels clicking against the hardwood floors. She stopped in front of the basement door, heart racing. Clea reminded herself Doug wanted this. He had asked for it.

You want it too, darling.

Glancing at the flogger, Clea couldn’t ignore her dark desires any longer. A part of her had always known of Doug’s submissive ways, but society had trained them had both to reject their impulses. How he used to cast his eyes to the floor. When they first married, Doug did most of the housework. But Clea had slowly taken over the brunt of it. She figured it was to punish this side of her. The side of her that was burning for freedom. For a taste of what it craved.

Clea turned the doorknob. Doug was blasting the radio. Eighties and Nineties and early Two Thousands. Clea stepped downstairs, one step at a time. Heels clicking. Doug didn’t notice her. He was busy on the other side of the wall. The basement smelled of paint. Doug worked quickly. She was curious and nervous to see how far Doug would take Dina, but she deserved a space. Dina did.

Running the flogger through her fingers, Clea pushed away her reservations. She opened the fabric to the edge of her nipple. All black. Dominant.

Clea stepped into the frame for where Doug would add a door. She peeked around the corner. “Doug, come out here.”

Don’t forget who’s in charge.

Doug stepped out of the room. He was wearing short shorts and a spaghetti-strap top. Satin. A hot pink thong rode up above the shorts. No shoes and not a single hair on his body but his head. He wasn’t wearing a wig nor makeup, but they had experimented with both over the past week. Doug was watching cosmetic tutorials in his free time when he wasn’t working on Dina’s dressing room.

“Stand right here,” Clea said and pointed to an opening in front of her. There was space between where Doug kept his video games and where Dina’s new closet would be. Clea had the master bedroom closet. She was a little jealous of Dina’s new space, but Doug was doing the work. She would show him who commanded the relationship. “Get to your knees.”

Doug smiled, looking like he was holding back a laugh. “What’s happening?”

Clea whipped the air with the flogger how she’d been practicing in her room. Doug kneeled in front of Clea. “There you are, dear. How does that satin feel against your nipples?” Clea asked. She leaned over Doug’s body and squeezed his nipple through the shirt then brushed it lightly with the satin fabric.

“Not as good as your mouth,” he said.

“Your mouth is the one we will use today,” she said. Clea had been giving Doug a lot of oral attention over the weeks, but the tides were turning. Seasons changed. People did too. “Do you like my outfit?”

Doug nodded. He glanced up at Clea but quickly returned his eyes to the ground.

“Take off my thong, Doug. Or should I call you Dina?”

“Dina, please.”

“You’re almost done with your dressing room, Dina?”

Doug grunted and nodded. He looked better with the wig and a little makeup, but Clea wouldn’t pass the moment. She felt the strength. Doug moved his fingers up Clea’s legs and pulled the thong to her feet. She stepped out of it. Her pussy wet. Hot. Stimulated.

“Don’t fear it, baby. This hole is yours to enjoy,” Clea said. She grabbed Doug’s head and pushed it into her pussy. “Yes, Dina. Use your sissy tongue and fuck my pussy.”

Make him work for it.

The voice in her head hissed at Clea. She brought the laces down on Doug’s back. She didn’t use too much pressure. “Bend over the sofa, Dina. You’ve been a bad girl,” she said.

Dina jumped up and did as she was instructed, bending over the sofa. Clea did as she had learned in the video and whipped Dina’s plump ass. Her body had been changing. Bigger ass, thinner waist. Clea reddened Doug’s feminine ass and used his mouth until she came before heading back upstairs without returning the favor. If he came after she left, that was Doug’s business. She wouldn’t stop him.

For now.

♦

Squats, planks, and chest presses. Intermittent fasting. Bigger chest, thinner waist, and a plump ass. Doug was on his way to becoming Dina. She wanted a D-cup or larger. Doug didn’t want to lose all his thickness and was starting to judge other women, deciding what shape he preferred. Thick and delicious. He didn’t want to become a skinny girl but yearned for a bigger ass than waist. It was getting there. Squats, planks, and chest presses. He couldn’t wait for Clea to give him permission to order his breasts.

It was the next day, and the paint had dried in Dina’s dressing room. Doug had bought some closet furniture for it and was assembling the pieces in the basement; the previous day on repeat in his mind. Clea had changed when she walked down those steps and reddened Dina’s ass. Doug’s cheeks. Doug was wavering between his male and female self.

After assembling a chest of drawers, Doug moved it into his new dressing room. It still didn’t have a door, but he would do that during the week. Doug opened the bag he had stored in the corner and started his first pantie drawer. He placed his assortment of thongs in the top drawer. Shirts in another. The dresses he had bought in another. Jeans had their own location. He would get racks and a desk. Paint the walls bright colors and change it with the season.

He would buy a lock for the door, more for his parents than Clea. She could have a key. Dina wouldn’t hide secrets from Clea. The woman who had shown Dina power yesterday, bending her ass over the couch and spanking her cheeks. Doug had never felt more submissive and feminine than at that moment. He wanted to put a dick on Clea’s body and suck it. A strap. Then eat her pussy.

With a strap, Clea could dominate Doug’s mouth before slathering her warm opening over his lips. Covering his mouth with her nectar.

Doug had ordered one pair of jewelery online that arrived last week. A set of pearls. They weren’t real but made Doug feel more fabulous than spending the day on the beach. Like first-date jitters, except the date was with herself. Dina, one step closer to her end goal. Pearls were so elegant to Doug. He wanted a brown wig to go with them. They were too light with his blonde wig. He would have to repair a lot of houses for what he wanted, but it would be worth it. He was already working overtime but would take on more.

Except, he wanted to plan a four-day getaway. Doug placed the pearls on top of his new dresser and turned off the light to his dressing room. He opened his computer on the couch. His video game tucked away in the entertainment system. With Dina on his mind, Doug hadn’t spent any time playing the game. His online friends must have thought something happened to him, but he didn’t care. Doug had much better things to do than shoot zombies and criminals.

Searching his computer, Doug found cheap tickets to San Juan, Puerto Rico. He had called Clea’s boss to ask her for the days off as a Valentine’s Day surprise. Clea’s boss gushed and granted Doug permission to book the tickets. He had been waiting until the weekend when he had time to sit down and purchase the tickets. All the sweat and work was worth it. He had a developing habit and needed the funds to feed it.

Doug bought two tickets to Puerto Rico and three nights at a villa in Aledo near the beach. Doug didn’t know where the secret club was, but they would find it. One month until the best vacation of their lives.


Chapter Ten

Doug was becoming Dina before Clea’s eyes. Now that Dina had her dressing room, Doug would go there every weekend and become her unless they had a special event. Clea knew there was no turning back, but she didn’t mind. Clea wanted to explore her dominant side. She wouldn’t hide from it any longer. It was Friday today, so they would have the weekend together. Doug would transform to Dina and practice her growing femininity.

Sitting at her desk, Clea scrolled through an assortment of toys: plugs, anal beads, strap ons, and chastity devices. She wanted to use them all but would take it slow. Doug had been slow with her while transforming to Dina. It was only fair Clea released the beast within her on a leash, attached to a metal stack hammered into the ground. The beast was barking as she looked at the toys.

Now he’ll know what it is like to really feel like a woman.

Clea closed the window when her boss appeared in her office. Clea was the head of Public Relations, but Janice ran the company. Janice and her husband owned a chain of car dealerships around Missouri.

“Clea,” she said. She switched on her feet, looking like she wanted to say something but couldn’t. Janice had been acting peculiar all week, and Clea didn’t know what her problem was. She tried to maintain a friendly, professional relationship with her coworkers. Occasional drinks and dinners but no personal details. None of them would ever know the fantasies turning over in Clea’s mind.

“What can I do for you, Janice?” Clea asked. Her heart was beating faster than normal from looking at toys at work. She had a vibrator, but that was the extent of her toy collection. Doug would require several if he wanted to feel the full spectrum of womanhood. “Is everything okay, Janice? You look like you’re going to explode.”

“Okay, if I tell you, you have to promise you will keep it a secret from Doug,” she said, taking a seat in a chair on the other side of Clea’s desk. They had an open floor with dividers, each department in a different section. The bosses with a little more privacy.

Clea thought Janice knew what was happening at her home, but Doug wouldn’t tell Janice that. Why would he? She managed not to break into a sweat and asked, “What did Doug tell you, Janice?”

“He will kill me if I told you, but it’s important. I’ve been panicking—”

“Please, Janice. You can tell me. I know how to hide a secret,” she said.

Janice raised her eyebrow but didn’t reply to Clea’s comment. “Your husband planned a surprise vacation for you. For Valentine’s Day,” Janice said. She had hearts in her eyes. Sparkles, but Clea felt annoyed. Why hadn’t Doug consulted her? She had a vacation planned for the summer and was working nonstop until then. He knew how much she hated to leave her work behind. “Isn’t that amazing? He called me last week to ask for days off for you. I’ve been sitting on this secret for so many days. It feels great to have let it out,” Janice said. She sank back in the chair, her shoulders slumping. She exhaled and ran a hand through her hair. “Why do you look pissed, Clea?”

Because Doug needs my permission. He is my submissive. My Dina. My Doll.

“You know how much I hate to miss work,” Clea said.

“Yeah, you’re a workaholic.”

“Not as much as you.”

“Look, Clea. I’m telling you because you know the campaign we’re working on will launch right around Valentine’s Day. We can have your team do the heavy lifting, but can you plan on monitoring it?”

“I wish Doug would have asked me. We could have gone before or after. Why didn’t you say something?”

“How could I tell Doug no? We will figure it out. It’s hardly our biggest campaign of the year, but we’re hoping sales pick up with the turn in weather. It’s tax season. People are getting their returns soon. They’re going to want to buy new cars,” Janice said.

“Don’t worry. I will work from vacation if I have to. Hopefully we don’t have any negative responses. You never know where a comment on social media can lead.”

“The campaign isn’t our most provocative. Enjoy your vacation, but I had to get that off my chest. Thanks dear,” Janice said. She stood and leaned over the desk to kiss Clea on the cheek before leaving. Janice had told her the dates, and Clea planned a meeting with her team to go over what they needed to do while Clea was at the beach. But while Clea worked, all she thought about was how she could punish Doug for planning a vacation without her permission.

♦

Doug loved his dressing room more than anything in the world except Clea. It was his new favorite toy, but Doug knew it was one that would never go out of style. It had a long way until he would finish styling the room, but Doug loved it just the same. Bare bones and all. He only had the dresser, plastic table, one mirror, chair, and stacks of clothes and accessories.

His money was going to clothes, shoes, wigs, and cheap jewelery. The price didn’t determine the class. Dina would learn how to turn five dollars into a million. She wouldn’t stop until men turned their heads at her in public. There were three weeks until their vacation, and Dina had never gone in public.

But she would on the island. Dina would make her public reveal somewhere nobody could recognize her. They could head to the city, but even a city as big as St. Louis felt too small. Dina couldn’t go in public in Bendersville, their local suburb. She had to wait until she mastered the transformation.

Doug had just shaved and lathered himself in his favorite lotion. It was Saturday afternoon. Doug had spent the morning cooking eggs and toast. Clea had sent him to the grocery store, so he had to wait to transform to Dina. Clea was pushing Doug to accomplish more around the house. He enjoyed his wife commanding him, but Doug needed time to practice Dina. Discover her. She didn’t know about their secret vacation, but Doug had plans to dress as Dina. Become Clea’s wife for the weekend. Sex on the beach. The sounds of waves crashing against the shore from their villa window.

He couldn’t wait to surprise her.

Sitting in his folding chair, Doug stared at himself in the mirror. He had arranged everything on his desk and was watching videos on his phone propped up against the wall. A woman ran mascara through her eyelashes. Doug had bought his own tube. He didn’t want to use Clea’s makeup. He was a lighter shade than her. The people in the videos talked about the importance of the right shade. Doug had ordered a few to find the appropriate one.

Clea helped Doug with his makeup the first couple times, but Doug liked to explore on his own. He spent a lot of afternoons in front of the mirror, following a video and then wiping off the makeup thirty minutes later to try another. He was learning how to define certain parts of his face and hide others. The brushes were magic. They transformed Doug in a way he had never imagined possible.

After covering his face with a light layer of foundation, he used a concealer in spots. Then, he added eyeliner and mascara. He put on a wig cap before donning the brown hairpiece he bought that week. Doug had almost burned through his savings, but he had projects lined up for before and after the vacation. He would make back his money because he had to buy more. More of his feminine products. Doug couldn’t deprive Dina of what she needed.

The brown wig fell a few inches past Doug’s shoulders. He liked wigs that covered their broadness. After the weeks of exercise and dieting, Doug had ended the intermittent fasting. He felt good with his thickness and was working toward his hourglass figure. It wasn’t an overnight process, but Doug was noticing progress.

Without Clea’s permission, Doug had purchases his D-cups. Dina needed them. Dina had been searching the internet every free chance she had. Looking on breaks between shifts.

Doug was standing in nothing but a red thong and his brown wig, dick tucked to the side. Soft and pink through the peekaboo fabric. Doug could hear Clea walking upstairs. She wouldn’t like that he had ordered the bra without her permission, but Dina begged. His mind couldn’t rest. Doug took a deep breath before slipping his arms through the bra. When Doug fastened the breasts, he had never felt more like Dina. His dick jumped. He rubbed his feminine cock through the fabric. Body hairless. Makeup done. Wig and bosom in place.

Staring at himself in the mirror, Doug couldn’t believe how much different he looked than a couple months ago. Even before when he had worn lingerie as a single guy, Doug never took it this far. He never thought his dreams would have come true, but Doug was standing in front of her. Dina. Clea had given him the name, but Doug owned it.

Doug went over to his drawer and pulled out the white dress and black tights. He put them on, covering his chest. His breasts looked realer than he had imagined. Dina had arrived. She was only missing one thing.

Dina went over to her dresser. She had bought two necklaces: pearls and a small sapphire on a chain. Dina chose the sapphire and placed it around her neck. She brushed blue eyeshadow on her eyelid to match the necklace.

Clea knocked on her door. Dina clutched her chest, afraid of how Clea would react. Dina had promised to wait until Clea gave her the okay to order her breasts, but she didn’t want to change. Clea knocked again.

“Can I come in?”

“Open the door,” Dina said, dropping her arms. She couldn’t hide them. They were larger than Clea’s.

“Wow,” Clea said when she stepped inside. “You ordered the bra.”

“What do you think?” Dina asked.

“You look better with them, Dina. Much more natural, and I love the dress with the tights. But I came down here because I’m hungry. Come upstairs. I have a recipe for you to make, Dina.”


Chapter Eleven

Clea was biding her time. They had two weeks until the vacation, and Doug was still in the dark. He didn’t know Clea knew about the vacation. She had done some research (hacking into Doug’s computer) and discovered they were traveling to Aledo, Puerto Rico. A small beach town on the southern Caribbean side. It didn’t take much longer to find out why Doug wanted to travel there. Allegedly, there was a hidden beach-front cross-dressing club.

Doug had been blossoming as Dina. Clea loved to see him shining like a star in the wilderness, but she had to take control of the situation. Doug couldn’t run her life. Dina was beautiful, and Clea would always love her, but if anyone would plan an impromptu vacation, it would be Clea. Not Doug.

If Dina wanted to spread her wings, they could have taken the train to Chicago for the weekend. St. Louis wasn’t a small city. People in Louisville wouldn’t know Dina from a fly on the wall. Why would she think traveling all the way to a mysterious, possibly closed club was a good idea? Dina was too eager and needed a system of checks and balances, and Clea was the woman to put Dina in place.

Clea was relaxing in her office. She assumed Dina was in her dressing room getting ready for the weekend. It was Friday night, and they had ordered dinner. Neither wanted to cook. Clea wasn’t sure she would ever cook or wash the dishes again.

Doug had done the dishes before disappearing to the basement. Clea would have stopped him to watch a movie, but a box had arrived in the mail today.

She opened it and emptied the contents on her desk: another flogger, anal beads, a strap on, and a training set of butt plugs. She had a chastity device waiting in the cart for the right day. Clea would buy it when the time came. Until then, she couldn’t wait to train Dina’s sissy hole and show him who was in charge.

♦

“Dina, bring me a refill on the coffee,” Clea said from her arm chair. Dina was in the kitchen washing dishes after lunch. They had started a pot before the meal, and Dina was working like Clea’s maid: cooking, washing the dishes, pouring coffee. She wanted to refuse Clea’s request, but her ass still stung from the spanking last night. Clea had used the flogger on Dina after they watched a movie. Dina had enjoyed it, but her cheeks were still burning from the leather laces. Clea was growing more confident by the day, and Dina didn’t love it as much as she had in the beginning.

They had two weeks until vacation, but Dina didn’t want to travel with a woman who would whip her every time they hit the sheets. She wanted to fuck Clea like she used to, but Clea had been riding Dina’s dick. Never once letting Dina get on top.

“Excuse me, Dina. I thought I asked for coffee,” Clea said. Her voice was playful with a serious undertone.

Dina rinsed off her soapy hands and grabbed the pot. She went to the living room and poured Clea a cup of coffee without care. A bit spilled over the rim.

“Dina, watch what you’re doing,” Clea said, jumping in the chair to avoid the spill. She stormed to the kitchen, grabbing a towel. Clea returned and thrust the towel in Dina’s hand. “Clean up your mess.”

Dina grunted but wiped up the spilled coffee.

“Try serving my coffee with a smile next time, Dina,” Clea said. She smacked Dina on the ass and waved at her to leave the room.

Dina felt an urge to dump the hot pot of coffee over Clea’s head, but she would never do that to her wife. Her other half, but Clea had to know how Dina felt.

“Why are you still standing there, Dina? Don’t you have dishes to finish?” Clea asked. She sipped her coffee, and Dina noticed the smirk spread on her face.

“There are dishes, but maybe you should do them,” Dina said. She had been speaking in a falsetto, but her voice fell. Anger vibrating in her body. Dina wanted to please Clea, but she couldn’t treat her like a maid. Dina was more than a feminized body.

Clea cackled. “You think I’m doing dishes, Dina? I’m never doing dishes again, sweetheart,” she said. Clea stared into Dina’s eyes as she spoke. Her voice steady. Not a hint of anger or fear registered. “Dina, get your ass back in that kitchen and wash those dishes before I make you,” Clea said. She gripped the arms of her chair like she was about to stand.

Dina didn’t want to argue. She wore heels she had bought over the week, custom to her feet. Four inches. Hot pink to match her pink outfit which she was wearing today with the blonde wig. Fake diamond stud earrings and no necklace but plenty of cleavage. Dina turned on her heel and whipped her hair back before sashaying out of the room to the kitchen.

Washing the dishes, Dina thought about her marriage. Clea loved and accepted her. Rode her feminine dick. She couldn’t give Clea up for the world, but Dina wanted more time to play with her purchases. Switch from her pink dress to the black one. She had bought a pair of black heels too. Both four inches. Dina wanted more time to watch her videos and practice makeup routines in the mirror. Didn’t Clea understand? Hadn’t she wanted to do the same once upon a time? Dina was only a few weeks old, and Clea had her scrubbing the floor and cooking meals. Working from when she got home until she went to bed. The weekends were the only time Doug could transform to Dina, and Clea had her sweating bullets over the sink on a Sunday afternoon. Not long from now, Dina would be back to Doug and working overtime only to come home and cook and wash the dishes.

Clea was Dina’s queen, but she had to understand. Dina squeezed the sponge in her hand as she thought about the hoops Clea was making her jump through. They were like rings of fire with her pink folds as the prize at the end.

Clea tapped Dina’s shoulder. She had just rinsed and loaded the last dish into the dishwasher. “Follow me, dear.”

Dina turned around, and Clea had changed. She wasn’t wearing anything above her waist and had on the pleated school-girl skirt and black platform heels. No tights, and Dina doubted she had on a thong under that. Clea turned and walked toward their bedroom. Dina waited in the kitchen, debating whether she should follow. She could protest. Withhold sex. Her thoughts lasted less than two minutes before she was running to the bedroom after Clea.

Clea ran the laces of the flogger through her fingers as she stood near the bed’s edge. Dina knew what was coming. She could feel it. A part of her always knew this day would arrive; the one where she met penetration. Clea wouldn’t let her have all the jewels and lingerie and makeup without a trade off.

“Get to your hands and knees on the bed, Dina.”

Dina bent over to unstrap her heels, but Clea told her to keep them on. She wanted Dina wearing her full outfit.

“What do you plan on doing?” Dina asked as she climbed on the bed. The comforter ruffling beneath her.

Clea threw Dina a towel. “Kneel on this.”

Dina hadn’t expected this day to arrive so soon, but Clea had determination in her eyes. She had a will and a mission. Dina could leave, but that would require never coming back. Dina hesitated as Clea watched her with the flogger in her hand, waiting for Dina to follow her command. Several intense beats later, Dina unfolded the towel.

“Good girl,” Clea said. She moved closer to Dina and pulled her by the thighs. Clea’s strength surprised Dina. Her roughness was new, foreign. Like walking around in a neighborhood one had never visited.

Dina loved when Clea called her a ‘girl’. She loved when she used ‘Dina’ to speak to her. As much as Dina wanted to abandon the chores and commands, moments like this made it worth the trouble. Dina purred and arched her back, sticking her ass higher. Clea brought down the flogger on her ass. Dina leaned into it, shaking her behind. Clea whipped her again through the dress, using both her bare hand and the flogger. Rotating between them.

Clea stopped. Dina remained on her hands and knees. She looked over, her blonde hair falling over one shoulder. “What’s wrong, baby? Don’t I deserve a spanking?” Dina asked. Her cheeks were stinging, but she wanted as much as she could handle. Clea hadn’t reached Dina’s limit.

“You want to feel what it’s really like as a woman?”

“Yes, please. Show me,” Dina said, using her most feminine voice. She had been watching videos on that too, but it took a lot of practice and restraint. Dina tried her best, but her voice cracked at times. Other moments it would sound feminine and sexy.

Clea went to their closet. She came back with anal beads and butt plugs. “You’ll feel what it is like to get fucked, my love.”

“Please, I’ve been a bad girl. Stretch me out,” Dina said. She was hesitant about getting stretched but wanted to try. Whatever women went through, Dina needed to know. If Clea was the one fucking her, she would take it.

Clea took Dina’s pink dress by the hem and pushed it up to her waist. She pulled down the thong to reveal Dina’s opening. Her tight entrance, never fucked with more than a finger. Clea lubed up her toys and got to work on Dina’s sissy hole, showing her the sensations of womanhood.

They went between that and Clea using Dina’s mouth until they were a wet mess stretched out on the bed covered in cum. Panting. Out of breath. One step closer to their ultimate roles, Clea on top and Dina on bottom.


Chapter Twelve

It was Saturday afternoon, and Doug had been doing yard work all day because the weather was pleasant. Clea sat in her chair with a hot tea and her e-reader. They had less than a week until their vacation, but Clea wanted to put Dina in her place before leaving. Clea still hadn’t confessed she knew about the vacation to Doug. Her coworkers in the office had instructions for while she was away, but Clea wanted to take advantage of their last weekend in Missouri before heading to the beach.

Doug entered from outside, wiping sweat from his forehead. He had shaved in the morning before Clea put him to work in the yard. She knew he was dying to transform to Dina. Clea wouldn’t make him wait longer, but she had a plan for Dina.

“How does the yard look?” Clea asked.

“Fantastic,” Doug said. “Why don’t you go check it out? I did the things your specified like cleaning the gutters.”

“We don’t want any leaking when the rain starts, but I don’t need to see what you did. I trust you, Dina,” Clea said.

Doug hadn’t changed, but she liked to tease him. Call him a girl and nibble on his ear. Stick a finger in his ass when they cuddled before sleep or when she woke up in his arms. Some nights he was the little spoon, but she preferred it. Doug was bigger than her, and she liked to feel his satin fabrics against her back more than her chest.

“I’m going downstairs after a shower, anything else?” Doug asked.

“For now, no,” Clea said. She stood after she heard the shower running and went to their bedroom. Clea picked out a dress and heels for her to wear and went back to her office. Waiting for Doug to finish his shower, Clea searched the internet. She wanted to order a chastity device but feared Dina would push back. Clea felt an underlining tension. A battle between the man Doug was and the woman Dina wanted to become. Clea had trained Doug’s ass over the past week, but he was resisting. She hadn’t used the strap but wanted to before their vacation and was hoping to put Doug in his chastity device soon after vacation.

While Clea was searching the internet in her office, she heard Doug rush down the steps to the basement. It wouldn’t take long for him to become Dina. Clea waited and watched an episode of her favorite sitcom while thinking about how she would fuck Dina with her strap. Make her kneel and suck it.

When the episode was over, Clea went downstairs wearing the outfit she’d picked out: a long red dress, black thong, and black heels. She was wearing silver earrings with her hair brown pulled to one side.

When Clea knocked on Dina’s door, she had already changed. Dina was wearing her bosom, a short black dress, black pumps, and her blonde wig.

“Clea, why are you all dressed up?”

“We’re going to dinner. Grab your bag and meet me in the car.”

“Dinner? But we—”

Clea held up her hand, “I know about the trip to Puerto Rico this week, baby. I know everything.”

“But—,” Dina started, but Clea cut her off.

“Don’t you have a pearl necklace?”

“Yes,” Dina said.

“Put that on too. We’re heading to the city. I have a reservation,” Clea said. She turned and walked out the door, grabbing her purse upstairs and heading outside to warm up the car.

♦

Dina wore her black dress with the black pumps and pearls. She added gloves to her shopping cart but would have to wait until after the vacation to order them. She wanted a long cigarette holder too. A hat with lace to cover the eyes. Every day Dina added items to her cart to buy once she fixed enough houses and built enough tables and chairs. Benches for backyards. Dina was busier than ever before between working and perfecting Dina.

Clea and Dina were in a restaurant in downtown St. Louis, miles away from home. Nobody paid attention to the couple in the back corner. Dina felt more exposed than she ever had in her life, but as the minutes passed, so did her fear. It was a Saturday in the evening. The restaurant teeming with people from the hockey game that let out. Dina forgot about it. She hadn’t been watching sports nor playing video games now that she had her dressing room.

Gasping, Dina felt Clea’s dress brush against her leg. It was long and red, flowing like a stained river. Dina could only see glimpses of it under the table. Clea took the menu from Dina, “You won’t be needing this,” Clea said.

“What? I was figuring out what I wanted to eat.”

“We’re ordering a bottle of wine, and I already decided what you will eat,” she said.

Dina patted her ear like she hadn’t heard correctly. Dina had heard about this restaurant online a couple weeks ago, and she wanted to order the signature pasta dish. “What did you say?”

“You’re having the Caesar salad with grilled salmon,” Clea said.

“And you?”

“The signature pasta dish, of course. The entire city is raving about it.”

Dina wanted to hop across the table and slap the smirk off of Clea’s face. Dina had the keys to the car, but they both knew she wouldn’t leave. They knew she would eat the Caesar salad too. They were her favorite type of salad. Clea used to serve Dina one every week before the tides turned.

The waiter came over to the table, and Clea ordered for both of them. She ordered the wine too. When the wine arrived, Clea informed Dina that she could only have one glass. The rest was for her.

“But—”

“But you have to drive, my darling. Women should only have one glass if they’re driving, wouldn’t you agree?”

Dina saw the enjoyment in Clea’s expression. The lightness in her eyes in the dark restaurant. Dina exhaled and accepted her fate. She was out with a beautiful woman who played her game. Deep down, Dina loved Clea controlling her because she knew what would follow the orders.

Dina sipped her wine, savoring the flavor. The Caesar salad had house croutons infused with fresh butter and roasted garlic. Small chucks of anchovies throughout. Grated parmesan. Clea gave Dina a bite of the pasta, and she understood why the entire city was raving about it. The sun-dried tomatoes mixed with arugula and a cream sauce was superb, but Dina enjoyed her salad more.

They shared chocolate cake for dessert. Dina had just enough wine to go with it, and Clea finished the rest of the red without issue. They ran through the cold to their car, Dina driving home. Clea picked the music. Dina’s first night out had gone much better than she expected.

“Thank you,” Dina said when they were on the highway. “I never would have had the courage for that without you.”

“The night isn’t over yet,” Clea said. She put out her hand. They held hands for several miles, arriving home twenty minutes later. Turning the key in the door, Clea stepped inside first. Dina followed her. “Would you like anything to drink now that we’re home?”

“I can fix us something,” Dina said. “Why don’t you relax in your chair? Should we crack open the white in the fridge?”

“I want a vodka and cola with a lime. We have cans of soda, right?”

“Coming right up,” Dina said. She went to the kitchen and fixed them two cocktails in tumbler glasses. Dina returned to the living room, and Clea was relaxing on the sofa. She had spread her body in an inviting way, much like how men sat when they wanted sex. Dina felt a tingle crawl up her spine looking at Clea staring at her like a meal. Dina would have clutched her pearls if she didn’t have the drinks in her hands. “Here you are,” Dina said and passed the glass to Clea.

“Thank you, Dina. Sit here,” Clea said. She patted the sofa.

Dina sat and sipped her cocktail. She crossed her legs. Clea had taken off her heels, but Dina was still wearing her. Clea slammed her drink, passing Dina the glass with ice cubes.

“Make me another," she said.

“Right away,” Dina said. She was feeling less angry inside with every command. There was nowhere else in the world Dina wanted to go, so she adjusted. Clea loved her, and Dina would please her queen any way she could. Dina fixed Clea a second drink, but when she returned to the living room, Clea wasn’t there. After placing Clea’s drink on a coaster, Dina sat on the couch.

Laughter sounded in the hallway, coming from the bedroom. Dina’s heart dropped. She wanted sex, but Clea was pushing her limits. It was a constant sense of conflict. Clea appeared, holding a strap in her hand. It dangled there, large and ready.

“I think we’ve practiced stretching you out enough, don’t you, Dina?”

She had to use a butt plug every day. Clea had her on a schedule. She used the anal beads on Dina too before making her eat Clea’s pussy. Dina hadn’t felt inside Clea in a couple weeks. Not even with Clea on top, but Dina wouldn’t argue with her queen’s ways. Dina wanted to feel like a woman, and Clea was showing her the way. As much as the strap frightened Dina, she knew she had to take it.

Clea unzipped her dress and let it fall to the floor. She had her bra and panties off in a second too. Dina started to undress, but Clea stopped her. “No. I want you wearing that dress when I fuck you,” Clea said.

Dina dropped to her knees from the sofa and crawled over to Clea to wrap the strap on around her body. It dangled in her face. This was how Clea must have felt all those times she pleasured Doug’s body. Dina liked being on the other side of things. Clea’s nipples hard. Her breasts were perfect melons. The strap had an extension that Dina had slid into Clea to pleasure her while she used her cock.

“Fuck, it’s so big, baby,” Dina said. She wrapped her hand around the dick.

“Shut up and suck it, Dina,” Clea said. She gripped Dina’s head on each side. Dina parted her lips and accepted Clea’s extension in her mouth. The dick slid in and out of her mouth, Dina’s spit covering it. Loosening the friction until Clea was pushing into the back of Dina’s throat.

Dina choked on Clea’s cock, gasping. Clea gave her a second to catch her breath before filling Dina’s mouth again. Dina could see her little feminine cock standing up under her dress. She squeezed it between her thighs as Clea used her mouth. She didn’t stop until Clea pulled her off her knees and led her to the bedroom, throwing her on the bed when they entered.

“Get to your knees,” Clea said.

Dina rolled over and got on all fours. Clea pulled her to edge of the bed. She hiked Dina’s dress up to her waist and ripped off her thong. Clea fingered Dina’s hole for a minute before stopping to grab lube.

Clea lubricated her cock and Dina’s tight opening before sliding every inch of her cock into Dina’s ass. Dina found out what it was like to feel like a woman that entire night, but she loved every second of it. 



Chapter Thirteen

Clea had arranged a private driver to take them from the airport in San Juan to their villa in Aledo. Doug looked more excited than a kid going to an amusement park when they drove through the island to reach their villa. Clea was enjoying their small terrace with views of the ocean and reading a new feminization tale. She couldn’t get enough of her new life with Dina, who was changing in the bathroom.

Dina had flown as Doug, but she was spending the entire weekend as Dina. They were going to dinner after she changed into her dress, wig, heels, and jewels. Dina had been getting really good at reducing her Adam’s apple with makeup. She was getting closer to her perfection by the day.

An hour later, Dina stepped out of the bathroom. Clea had finished a story and was looking for another. Clea was skeptical about the private cross-dressing club. There wasn’t an address on the internet, and the members didn’t reveal its location. Beach-front was the only clue.

Dina touched Clea’s shoulder, “I’m ready,” she said.

Clea turned around to admire Dina’s transformation. Dina wore a wine-colored dress with small pearl studs and her pearl necklace. The dress stopped above her knees with nylons beneath it. Clea had on a dress the same length but white and no tights. They both had on platform heels. Dina’s were black and Clea’s white. Clea couldn’t wait to see her sexy woman in a bathing suit. Dina had purchased a few before the trip.

Stepping outside, Clea appreciated the warm air circling around her. No matter what happened, Clea loved skipping out on winter for a few days. Two sexy ladies on the town. It was a small, colonial-looking beach town. Sounds from the ocean audible while they walked down the sidewalk to the restaurant. Their villa had privacy but wasn’t a far walk from the center.

“How do you feel?” Clea asked when they weren’t too far from the restaurant. Dina hadn’t spent much time in public en femme. Only the restaurant, and Dina had looked nervous that entire date.

“Amazing. Thank you for taking this trip with me. I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before,” Dina said. Her voice had come a long way. She practiced whenever she had a chance but sounded much more feminine than a few weeks ago. Dina was growing so fast.

They arrived at the restaurant, and Clea held the door open for Dina to walk inside first.

♦

Clea and Dina had walked to a rooftop restaurant with sea views. Crystal blue water with the sun setting over the horizon. They had arrived at the perfect hour to have dinner and enjoy the night. They had four nights to find the club, but Clea was hoping it would happen sooner.

Clea had ordered Dina’s food for her: a seafood platter with mojitos to drink. The rum was some of the best Clea had ever tasted. She was having the time of her life with her feminized husband in pearls. The winter a faint memory. Her subordinates at work had the campaign on track. She was relaxing and enjoying Dina, her lover for life.

The mojito ran through Clea, and she had to use the ladies’ room. “Excuse me, I have to run to the bathroom,” Clea said.

Dina nodded, sipping her mojito. It was a small women’s room with two small stalls. Clea made quick work and was washing her hands when a fabulous woman walked in the bathroom. She wore a black wide brim floppy hat with a loose fitting black dress that hung on her body like drizzling honey. Clea wanted to start at her black heels and lick up to her nipples. The woman oozed a confident aura.

Clea was staring into the sink to avoid the woman’s eyes, but she didn’t enter a stall. She stood there leering at Clea, making her feel tiny like an ant on the wall. Clea tried to fold into herself, but she couldn’t hide.

“Can I help you?” Clea asked.

The woman stepped forward. Her manicured French tips touched Clea’s shoulder. “Yes, you can. You’re one sexy vixen,” the woman whispered into Clea’s ear. She noticed the stranger had moved the trash can in front of the door.

“What do you want?” The hairs stood on Clea’s arm. She wanted to run out to Dina and flee the restaurant, but the woman had her pressed against the sink. Clea couldn’t leave if she wanted without knocking the woman over. Punching her in the face. “I know taekwondo,” Clea lied.

The woman stepped backward and smiled at Clea through the mirror. “Oh, I don’t mean any harm, but I noticed your sissy out there dressed in pearls. How adorable. He couldn’t stop watching me once I made eye contact,” she said.

Heat rose in Clea. “Keep your eyes off my husband,” Clea said through clenched teeth, losing control of herself. She balled her hand into a fist at her side, ready to strike.

“You’re a hot head,” the woman said. She gripped Clea’s shoulder, looking at her through the mirror. “I like that about you. I can see the fighter in your eyes. How you sit and sip your drink. Aledo has a reputation. I’m assuming you came here for a reason beyond drinking mojitos on a rooftop.”

Clea nodded. “Do you know where it is?”

“Of course I do, I’m Madame Monica, my dear. Here’s my card. Send me a message, and I’ll text you the location, but you can’t share it on the internet. Word of mouth only. Understand?” Madame Monica asked.

Clea nodded, and Madame Monica placed her card on the counter by Clea’s hand. She turned, moving the trash can, and left Clea alone in the bathroom. Clea tucked the card into her clutch and went back to the terrace, acting like she didn’t recognize the seductive woman in the flowy black dress.


Chapter Fourteen

Dina didn’t believe Clea when she told her about the club. They had found it on the first night, but the woman Clea met told them to meet her the following day. They spent the morning walking around Aledo and exploring the shops. Most of them sold rum and souvenirs and items for the beach, but all that mattered was they had located the club. Dina was dancing for joy internally, anxious to leave for the club.

They sat around for a few hours when the afternoon sun wore them down. They showered and changed into their outfits for going out. Madame Monica had told them to meet her at nine o’clock.

When the hour arrived, Dina and Clea set out for the night. Clea was wearing a sapphire blue dress with Dina’s sapphire necklace. Dina loved that Clea borrowed her jewelery. Dina was wearing her hot pink dress and pink pumps with a new diamond necklace she ordered. They weren’t real diamonds, but Dina loved the bling. They sparkled when the light hit them. She had on a matching bracelet too. Clea’s dress went to her ankles with a split up the right leg, and Dina’s dress stopped above her knees.

They found the club without issue, but it didn’t have a sign. It hid in a small alleyway directly across from the beach. From the street, one could hardly hear the music pounding from behind the closed door. But when they stepped inside, the bass thumped in Clea’s ears. People crowded the club.

Dina noticed half of the people there or more were like her. She was in a sea of like-minded people. Men wearing dresses and expressing themselves; becoming the women buried inside of them.

Clea and Dina turned to each other, smiling. They walked over to the bar when Madame Monica approached them. Dina recognized her from the restaurant.

“You made it,” she said. Her voice smooth like a snake slithering across sand.

“We wouldn’t miss it,” Clea said.

“This must be your sissy. My do you look slutty tonight,” Madame Monica said to Dina.

Dina blushed and curtsied, squeezing her hands between her thighs and twisting to the side. Madame Monica waved into the dark shadows and a short, slender woman appeared behind them. Clea bounced and moved to the side. The woman stepped over to Madame Monica and scrunched under her arm.

“This is Joann,” Madame Monica said. “She is Jordan some days, but we prefer Joann, don’t we?”

“Jordan? No way,” Dina said. “I have so many questions for you,” Dina said. She couldn’t believe the woman standing in front of her was a fellow sissy. Madame Monica and Joann were where Dina wanted to be with Clea one day. If Dina focused on Joann long enough, she could see slight masculine features, but they were faint.

“Why don’t we let our sissies dance while we get to know each other better?” Madame Monica asked. She waved Joann off, and Joann pulled Dina to the dance floor. Dina saw Madame Monica touch Clea’s thigh before Joann pulled her too far into the crowd.

Dina let the night happen as it would. She and Joann danced, and Dina threw her arms in the air. She spun in circles. They danced on each other, grinding their hips. Dina felt her little feminine dick come to life at Joann’s touch. She was tan, thin, and had a cute accent.

They went outside with their drinks after dancing and talked about makeup and clothing. They were lost in conversation when Madame Monica and Clea appeared to tell them it was time to leave.

♦

Clea and Madame Monica lounged on Madame Monica’s terrace while Dina and Joann were busy working in the kitchen to prepare a late-night snack. They had walked to Madame Monica’s from the club. Clea learned all about her past in New York and how she had met and feminized Jordan to Joann. They had a strong bond but enjoyed playing with others, and Clea couldn’t wait to take a bite.

A heat grew within Clea the more she got to know Madame Monica. Joann and Dina returned with roasted carrots, a cheese spread with meat and crackers, and items to make whiskey gingers. Dina and Joann sat on pillows while Clea and Madame Monica perched above them in loungers. A table separated them with the food scattered about it.

They enjoyed the wine and treats with waves crashing in the background. Soft, sensual music playing over a mini speaker. Lustful glances floating across the terrace.

“I think it’s time for dessert, don’t you?” Madame Monica asked.

“What did you have in mind?”

“How about we see whose sissy is better at eating pussy?”

Clea and Dina exchanged a quick glance, but Madame Monica’s idea sounded intriguing. No other person had touched Clea’s pussy in years, but she was getting wet at the thought. She loved Joann’s tan skin and tight little body. He was the perfect size to become a sissy. Dina was a bit tall but sexier than sin with that hot pink dress and blonde hair.

“What do you think, sissies?” Madame Monica asked them. It wasn’t phrased as a question, and their dolls were practically crawling over the table at Madame Monica’s words. “Well, you to that side then. And you over here, Dina.”

Clea watched Dina crawl a few feet to the end of Madame Monica’s lounge chair. She hiked up her dress, and Dina got to quick work. A wave of jealousy crashed over Clea, but watching Dina pleasure another woman was by far the hottest thing she had ever seen.

Looking down at her own sissy, Joann watched Clea with hooded eyes, eager to please judging from the shy smile on her face.

Clea pulled her dress up by the split, and Joann removed her panties. Her mouth connected with Clea’s clit, pushing the sounds of the ocean to the background. The forefront. It was clear Madame Monica had trained Joann well. Her tongue worked like a gear shift, moving Clea closer to an orgasm with every lick. The sounds of the ocean phased in and out as Clea’s eyes fluttered behind her eyelids. Dina pleasuring the sexy woman next to her a distant memory.

She could hear them, but their moans collided with hers like crossing waves.

“Fuck, Joann,” Clea said. Her hands were resting on the chair, but Joann moved them to her hair. Joann pushed herself into Clea’s crotch, and Clea followed suit. She was comfortable dominating Dina but had acted hesitant with Joann. That wasn’t what her doll wanted. Clea took those last few minutes before cumming and used Joann’s mouth like it was a toy.

When Clea came to, Madame Monica had been watching them. Dina rested on her knees by Madame Monica’s side.

“I’ll have Joann teach Dina a few things before your trip home,” she said, winking.

“Joann, go to my room and get the toy Clea and I can use,” Madame Monica said. She was staring into Clea’s eyes and patted the seat next to her. Without thinking, Clea went and sat next to Madame Monica.

Her tongue thrust into Clea’s mouth. Madame Monica kissing her. Her lips were soft like a pillow. Her tongue expertly glided around Clea’s mouth. Madame Monica grabbed Clea’s hand and steered it to her breasts. She grabbed it through the dress. It flowed like the black one had been wearing on the terrace but white.

“Stand up, my dear,” Madame Monica said when Joann returned. He was holding a strap on by her side. “Dina, take off your woman’s clothes. She doesn’t need them.”

Dina did as Madame Monica instructed, and Joann took off her mistress’ clothing. Naked, Madame Monica touched Clea’s shoulders. Clea had never been with a woman before, but she didn’t want to resist tonight. Madame Monica was the most sensual person she had ever met, and her touch was like butter melting on a pancake.

Clea was lying on the lounger with Madame Monica above her kissing her. Fingering her. Licking her nipple. She was wetter than a sprinkler. Dripping like a stream falling over a cliff. “I’m going to fuck you, if you don’t mind,” Madame Monica said.

Clea bit her lip and shook her head. She touched her dripping pussy which Madame Monica had stretched out with her fingers while Dina and Joann waited on the side. “Please, fuck me.”

Madame Monica stood and snapped her fingers. Joann rushed to place the strap on around Madame Monica’s waist. It was a big one. Bigger than the strap she had bought and bigger than Dina. Madame Monica got into position and lifted Clea’s legs. She leaned down and kissed the woman as she slid inside of her.

Clea moaned into Madame Monica’s mouth as the dick stretched her walls. Madame Monica started with a slow thrust, moving in and out of Clea’s hole. She felt her walls hugging Madame Monica’s huge cock. It hit her spot when Madame Monica sunk deep in Clea’s pussy.

Madame Monica leaned back off of Clea’s body with her legs in the air. The dick deep in her. “Joann,” Madame Monica commanded.

Joann crawled over to them. Her mouth connected with Clea’s clit as Madame Monica thrust the dick in and out of her. Clea threw out her hands, the pleasure immense, and Dina grabbed one hand. Clea squeezed as Madame Monica and Joann pushed her closer to an orgasm.

Her moans grew. Clea couldn’t control them. “Fuck, I’m going to cum,” Clea said. She bit down, clenching her teeth. It was like sailing through the sky as Joann and Madame Monica took her to her limit.

“Fuck,” Clea called out. Her body rattled. Her walls constricted around Madame Monica’s dick buried inside of her.

When she relaxed, Madame Monica smiled at her. Joann backed away, wiping her shiny lips.

“Fuck, you two are hot,” Madame Monica said. She leaned down and made out with Clea, her finger tracing over Clea’s exposed nipple. Madame Monica lay by Clea’s side and tangled her body with Clea’s. “I want a show.”

“Whatever you wish,” Joann said.

“Dina, stand over there and pull up that hot pink dress. Joann will suck your sissy cock,” she said. Clea watched as Dina followed Madame Monica’s order. Joann took Dina’s hairless, feminine cock in her expert mouth.

Madame Monica held Clea as they kissed and watched their dolls please each other, doing whatever they commanded. Clea and Dina spent their entire vacation with Madame Monica and Joann, having the best time of their lives, only leaving to drop by their hotel to shower and change and head right back to the fun.


Epilogue

One Year Later

Clea and Doug were packing for another trip to the beach. They hoped to make it an annual tradition since they had stayed in contact with Madame Monica and Joann and were planning to stay with them. No hotel. Joann (Jordan) and Dina (Doug) shared makeup tips. Madame Monica answered any questions Clea had about toys or how to discipline Dina when she was misbehaving.

“Did you switch to the rubber cage I put in front of your door?” Clea asked when Doug came in their bedroom. He was planning to change to Dina when they arrived and stay that way all weekend. Doug couldn’t stop talking about how excited he was for the vacation, but they wouldn’t get through security if he used his metal chastity device.

“Yes,” Doug said. He pulled down his jeans to show Clea the rubber cage holding his dick.

“Load up the car and I’ll be right there. Sending a message to Madame Monica first.”

Doug nodded and carried the suitcases to their car. They would park at the airport.

Clea: Heading to the airport now. See you soon.

She added a kiss face and hit send. She turned off the lights and locked up the house, meeting Doug outside. He drove them to the airport, but on the way Clea had thought about how much her life had changed over the past year. How much healthier her marriage felt now that the secrets weren’t lurking in the background. Clea felt more complete than she ever had in her life.

While on the highway, Clea took Doug’s hand. “Hope you’re ready for a fun weekend, Dina,” Clea said, squeezed his hand. They both knew Dina’s ass would be tired and stretched by the time they returned.

“It’s always an amazing weekend with you,” he said and winked.


Thank You for Reading

I hope you enjoyed Husband in Pearls

More books…

Explore my Amazon page or website for other hot and steamy reads. Join the mailing list to get updates about new releases and discounts as they happen.

Links below ↓↓

Stay Connected ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page: amazon.com/author/clovercox

Website: clovercox.com
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