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CHAPTER 1

I can’t understand my wife. If she had wanted a girl as a partner, why did she marry me as I was when we first met: a man? Was it that she wanted someone she could mould into exactly what she wanted? I’ve not been able to get a direct answer from her, although I think I know the answer. She wanted a male as a piece of clay to sculpt and manipulate. 

It   began   so   well.   I   loved   her   assertiveness   and   her   drive.   She   was determined and successful. I admired her. Two years into our marriage and she got promoted to Vice President in her company. Her proposal to me soon after seemed sensible. I no longer needed to work; why not stay at home and manage   the   household?   With   her   being   away   so   much   and   having   late meetings at short notice, it made sense. We struggled to keep things going in the home. We had a cleaner and someone to do the ironing and washing but managing the hired help and running the home needed someone to oversee it all. 

I didn’t mind. I was a junior manager in my company, I wouldn’t miss it. I didn’t miss it at all. Maybe now a little now I’m someone else. 

I   didn’t   spot   the   first   signs   of   what   was   to   come,   it   all   happened   so gradually, so subtly. I don’t know if she planned it that way, but it happened all the same.  I didn’t even notice the subtle way my name was changed until it was pointed out by one of her female friends one evening. My name is John, or rather it was. Nice and plain, strong and masculine. My parents used to call

me Jack as a nickname. I’m not sure why Jack is considered a nickname for John, but it is. 

My wife called me John at first, but switched to Jack around the time I left work to become a home husband. I didn’t mind, I liked it. It made me feel good at the memory of my strong, supportive mother’s love and care when I was young. In sweet moments, my wife started calling me Jack-y. Again this seemed   sweet   and   loving.   However,   one   evening   a   couple   of   her   female business friends had come for dinner. I was cooking, of course. I didn’t mind at all. My wife worked long and hard and cooking was nice After dinner, I joined the ladies for an after-dinner cognac. 

“Thank you so much for the lovely dinner, Jackie,” my wife said in a soft loving tone. 

I always melted at her tender voice. I stared at her a lump of love settled in my stomach. She grinned and turned back to her friends. 

The two ladies were staring at me. As one their eyes flashed back to my wife. One said, “Jackie? You call your husband by a girl’s name?” 

I know it sounds stupid, but I’d never though of it that way. Jack-y was nothing more than a loving diminutive of Jack. Wasn’t it? All the same, I froze at her implication. I waited for my wife to explain. 

My wife smiled sweetly at me then turned to her friends and said, “Yes, it’s a girl’s name. It feels more appropriate these days.” 

I gasped, my throat went dry. She thought of it as a girl’s name, I had thought it was just a sweet pet-name. My face flushed. It felt as if it was on fire. 

The two ladies wanted to know more. “So he’s name is Jacqueline then?” 

My head spun from them to my wife, my mouth gaping. This had to be a joke. My wife was teasing me. I pleaded with her in my mind to refute it all and say that Jack-y was just a cute pet name. Not a girl’s name. 

“Yes,   I   suppose   he   is,   I   hadn’t   thought   of   it,”   my   wife   replied.   “Yes. 

Jacqueline.” 

I stood up, I stamped the ground. This elicited laughter. I had nothing else to say. 

“Jacqueline, could you top up our glasses?” My wife stared me in the face, daring me to object. It was a look I was familiar with. One I’m sure she used with her subordinates at the office. And for me when she felt I was out of line. 

My shoulders sank. I took their glasses and retreated to the kitchen in a fluster. From that time on, my wife only ever called me Jackie. Or Jacqueline. 

If it had finished there, I suppose I could have lived with the name Jackie. I would have told myself it was a loving nickname and got on with things. The trouble was, things escalated from that moment. I suppose it had come to the point  where   I  was  her  submissive  house-husband.   After  that  evening,  she

started to call me a girl, as in “be a good girl and do the dinner,” or she’d tell me I was pretty. It became constant. 

I didn’t know what to do about it, so I did nothing. I balanced my lifestyle with the irritation of being called a girl. I spent much of the day at home relaxing. We had a cleaner and a lady who came in to do the washing and ironing. My wife had a multiple six-figure salary coming in. I had no money of my own any more. I was reliant on my wife to pay for everything. I had a credit card to pay for the shopping, but she checked what I spent. 

The changes to my clothing were as subtle as the change to my name. It started off a couple of weeks after the two ladies had pointed out I had a girl’s name. I asked my wife for some money to buy some new underwear. She was reluctant. Although we were wealthy, she was always a little tight with the household expenses. That included things for me. The next evening after I’d asked for some money to buy underwear she gave me a packet. She told me I could use these. She said she had bought them a few weeks ago, but hadn’t yet used them. 

I ripped open the packet. It was five pairs of little pastel-coloured panties. 

I was stunned. She explained that she didn’t like to waste money and I could use these. We were about the same size in height and build. She was large for a woman and I was small for a man. My complaints were brushed away, she wasn’t interested. My underwear was hidden away under my clothes so no one would know except us, she said. 

I supposed it was fine. It made financial sense, why not use what she didn’t need. The trouble was, it didn’t stop there. 

CHAPTER 2

It was one weekend, about a month after she had given me the panties, that things   really   took   off   regarding   my   clothing.   I’d   become   used   to   wearing panties, I preferred them as they were lighter and softer. I’d never been big down below so there was no problem in fit. 

My wife was clearing out her wardrobe. She said she needed to upgrade her clothing. She press-ganged me into helping her. Soon there was a large pile of dresses, skirts and blouses on the bed. 

“Jackie,” she said to me. “I can’t wear them as they are a couple of years old now and I have an image to project. But there’s nothing wrong with them so I’m passing these all on to you. We can’t waste them.” 

She was deadly serious. I complained and stomped out of the bedroom. 

She came after me and pulled me back by my ear. She was always stronger than me, mentally and physically. She explained again that she was not going to waste expensive clothing just because I had some outdated ideas about gender and clothing. 

We next went to my wardrobe. She made me take everything male out and we replaced them with her old clothing. I was forced to strip off and put on my first ever dress. I never wore trousers again, or any item of male clothing. 

Her   clothing   felt   wonderful,   I   had   to   admit.   The   soft   shimmy   of   her expensive dresses around my legs was something else. 

That night she made me remove all my body hair. I sat in the bath while she told me what to do. It was liberating. I thought that this might be the end of the matter. She had positioned everything as a sensible financial approach to the household expenses. She passed on her clothing to me, eliminate waste. 

I had forgotten to press her on the fact she had thrown away all my clothes. 

Wasn’t that waste? 

Surely, I had thought, this was the end of it. No. She had something new she wanted. I had to grow my hair and fingernails. She explained to me that I looked simply awful in pretty clothing with a masculine haircut. As I was to wear her clothing cast-offs, I had to look better. Longer pretty hair would help, she said. 

“I could always just wear male clothes,” I reasoned. 

“Don’t be silly,” she replied. “I don’t have any male clothing to pass on to you.” 

I could see her logic, but wondered why she couldn’t just buy me some new clothing. I didn’t say that, of course. If I accepted what she wanted, life was great. If not, I got problems. It wasn’t worth the trouble. 

My hair grew over the next year and was around nine inches long. A stylist came in to colour and shape it. She turned me an ash blond. My nails were about half an inch long, coloured and shaped. A beautician also came in every week to do my nails and hair. She had started to do light make up and thin my eyebrows. I was looking very feminine now. 

She continued to have dinner parties with her female friends who all loved my new look. I had mastered wearing heels. I should have complained more, but I was still living a very comfortable and easy life. My wife had cancelled the cleaner and washing ladies, but it was still a bit of a gilded life. I went along with what my wife clearly wanted. 

I reasoned that, despite the humiliation  of being dressed as a girl and being called a girl, everything else was very good. I thought it odd that our sex life had dropped off lately, being feminised was strangely erotic and I was often feeling horny. But my wife told me it was because she was tired as she was working so hard. 

Instead, I used to masturbate when she was at work. Being dressed in pretty skirts gave me intense orgasms. It’s why I didn’t challenge what she wanted. The problem was that one day I didn’t notice that I stained the front of one of my skirts. My wife arrived home and in that way that women have, she spotted a dry stain down the front of the light pleated skirt I had on. 

I’d never seen her in such a rage. She was horrified and I was mortified. 

She told me it was an act of mutiny, which was a strange thing to say. She told me she would take steps to ensure I would never masturbate again. She was true to her word. 

She came home the next day with a friend of hers. Angela. While my wife held my arms with her strong grip, Angela pulled my panties down. They pulled me to the living room and laid me on the floor. Angela pulled my skirt up over my stomach. I lay there with my penis erect. 

My   wife   took   out   a   medium   sized   cock   cage   from   her   handbag.   She explained   that   I   was   never   to   masturbate   again.   I   didn’t   know   what   that meant. I was soon to find out. Angela rubbed my erection. I was stunned but temporarily happy, the first sexual act with someone else for several weeks. 

My smiling face gave the game away. 

“Don’t think this is because we enjoy it Jackie. We just need to get your erection down to fit your new cock cage. After that, you’re finished as as far as orgasms are concerned.” 

I was lost in the pleasures of an impending orgasm. I exploded with a force I didn’t know I was capable of. Angela wiped me clean with a wet wipe and my wife clamped the cock cage around me and locked it with a tiny padlock. My first reaction was that it all felt oddly comforting. 

The women went off to wash their hands. I stood up and walked around. It was firm but not unpleasant. My wife taking control of my penis was not the concern it should have been. I liked the notion of being owned and my new cock cage was a physical reminder of that. My wife was controlling me, that much was true, but also she was responsible for my care and well-being and it was   satisfying   to   relax   and   allow   her   to   take   over.   I   had   no   more responsibilities. Emasculation was a wonderful thing. 

The ladies returned the living room, they hadn’t yet finished with me. “It’s not strictly true that you’ll never have sex again Jackie. In fact, you will, it’s just you won’t ever be cumming again.” 

Angela bent me over so my bottom was facing them. She raised my skirt again and a shearing pain shot through my bum. They had shoved something firm and large inside me. 

“I’m going to stretch you little bum hole so that you can take it there like a good girl.” 

I stood again, a weird sensation inside me, like a plastic bar. 

“It’s a butt plug. You’ll be wearing a larger one each week until we get you to around two inches wide.” 

Over the next few months they stretched my bum hole with increasingly large butt plugs. The only time I was allowed to have time outside my cock cage   was   when   Angela   measured   my   penis.   They   had   squeezed   it   into   a smaller one recently and put me on hormones. 

As I write this, I have a penis the size of a small acorn. I don’t know if it works or not as I’m never allowed to get hard. Angela milks me while my wife observes by inserting something in my bum. My cum just oozes out the end of my tiny penis. 

I also have breasts now. My wife was getting impatient with the hormones and took me for surgery. I’m a 40D. I do wonder why I gave in so easily to my wife’s bizarre behaviour. Changing her husband in a girl is not normal, is it? 

Angela  had moved in  with  us and goes  to bed with my  wife.  I  have  a separate bedroom. They were inspecting my penis and balls last night and Angela   mentioned   that   it   was   probably   time   ‘for   the   op’.   I   sat   up   and

demanded to know what op. “Time to remove your testes. They don’t look good on you behind that little acorn.” Angela replied. 

I don’t know what to think about that. It’s not as if anything works down there now. Or if it does, it’s locked away to tightly to do anything. My penis is too small anyway these days to give any woman pleasure. Angela tucks my testes away most times so they are not on show. Her and my wife say they like to see my little acorn though. 

So here I am. It’s a comfortable life. I want for nothing as long as I serve my wife and Angela and wear a pretty maid’s outfit everyday. It’s not what I imagined when I married my wife. But it’s hardly the worst lifestyle. 

THE END
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