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   Learning to Honor and Obey 
 
      
 
    “Is this legal?” Stacy asked me as I held her hand and guided her down into the laboratory in our basement. 
 
    Luckily for me, I had my face and down toward the door at the end of the stairs, meaning she couldn’t see my face because I started smirking. Yeah, I wanted to burst out laughing for one very good reason. Was this legal? No way. Most of the equipment down in my laboratory hadn’t been approved by the government, and there were probably at least a dozen different agencies who would have had something to say about the different technologies hidden down there. 
 
    But then, that was exactly why I put all of my specialized gear in my own home. 
 
    Of course, I had another laboratory downtown, one equipped with personnel and all of the assistants I could need for my standard experiments and processes. But here, at home, I didn’t need to worry about inspectors or legal approval. 
 
    “Everything is going to be fine,” I told her, easily waving off her concerns. 
 
    When we got to the bottom of the stairwell, I raised my hand to the scanner. The device read my biometrics, and I called out in a clear, crisp of voice, “Richard and Stacy.” 
 
    The two red lights above the reader flashed for several seconds before shifting from red to green. Then the steel, reinforced door slid open with a pneumatic hiss. 
 
    “Can you at least tell me what we’re going to do?” Stacy asked. 
 
    I didn’t answer right away. Still holding her hand, I pulled her into the laboratory so she could see the two exam tables, each one equipped with a set of nearby cords and electrodes. 
 
    I breathed out slowly, turned around, and put my hands on her shoulders. For a few seconds, I admired this girl. We had been married for three years, and I still loved studying the lines of her nose, the curves of her cheek, and the golden blond of her hair. She had these perfect breasts, that sexy little ass, and I loved pretty much all of her expressions. 
 
    To me, she was basically my toy girl, and I loved playing with her. Our relationship was pretty simple. I made the money, came up with brilliant, groundbreaking ideas, and she supported me along the way. Could she have gotten her own job? Yeah, but I liked knowing that she was at home, ready to see to my various needs. 
 
    “Stacy,” I told her slowly, choosing my words carefully. “My company has been working on a new line of research, something absolutely extraordinary..” 
 
    “That’s good,” she said, obviously unimpressed. Then again, I hadn’t given her any details yet. 
 
    “I have come up with a machine that is capable of neurological transference.” 
 
    Stacy was gorgeous, and she can still fit into her cheerleading uniform, but she didn’t know much about my business. When we first got together, I loved the way she would listen to me talk. Although she didn’t really understand, she still batted her eyes, asked questions, and always sounded so impressed with me. She was very, very good at flattering my ego. Intellectually, I knew that was what she was doing, but I didn’t care. I knew my role, and she knew hers. 
 
    “What’s that mean?” The pitch of her voice shifted, getting a little bit higher, making her sound like some interested elementary school girl. 
 
    Resisting the urge to smile at her patronizingly, I instead proceeded, “Basically, the human mind is a series of electrical impulses. It should be possible to map those impulses, and re-create them in another brain. Human thoughts, memories, everything that makes us the people we are is a function of these sparks between our neurons. One neuron in one brain is pretty much the same as another neuron in another brain. That means it should be possible to take one person’s personality and move him or her to another.” 
 
    “What are you suggesting?” 
 
    “Stacy, we are going to experiment with my machine.” She opened her mouth, ready to protest, so I raised my finger and easily cut her off. Interrupting my wife had never been a problem. I was taller and more physically intimidating. More importantly, I was smarter, and we both knew it. With my PhD’s, I had constructed a company that excelled in specialized electrical engineering while she was basically a hot piece of ass. 
 
    Was that demeaning? Probably. Did I really care about my own private thoughts? Not so much. 
 
    “I’ve run literally millions of simulations, and every single one of them says this is going to work.” 
 
    “You want to switch our bodies?” 
 
    “A crude metaphor, but essentially accurate, yes,” I told her. 
 
    “What if I say no?” 
 
    I stepped up closer to her, looming over her. I touched the underside of her chin, making her look up at me. “Do you trust me?” 
 
    “Yes,” she replied in a soft whisper. 
 
    “Okay then. Let’s get started.” I asked if she trusted me. I should have spent more time thinking about whether or not I could trust her. 
 
      
 
    I had her lay down on the first examination table. This wasn’t the padded, comfortable piece of equipment you might find at a doctor’s office. Instead, it was flat and metal with a plastic sheet over the top where she could lay down. Once she was on her back with her eyes aimed up toward the ceiling, I started to attach the electrodes. I used antiseptic wipes on her skin to make sure there wouldn’t be any kind of interference. Then I secured each chord in place. 
 
    “You’re sure this is safe?” 
 
    “It’s an experiment, so things might go wrong,” I told her, “But your brilliant husband thinks it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “I love my brilliant husband,” she said. 
 
    I kissed her on the mouth. At first, I intended for it to just be something soft and gentle. But then, I pressed down as my libido took over. Pressing down, I enjoyed the feel of my mouth against hers. Not only that, I reached down for her yoga pants. Raising the elastic, I slipped my hand underneath the fabric and into her panties. My fingers brushed along her slit. She wasn’t wet, not yet, so I kept kissing her. 
 
    “Should we fool around before the experiment?” 
 
    “Let’s do it after.” 
 
    “No, let’s do it now. Then we can do it later today after.” 
 
    I grinned at her, and she started to shake her head as her eyes went wide, but I climbed up onto the table anyway. I started kissing her again, and she halfheartedly pushed her palms up against my chest as she tried to shove me away. Unfortunately for her, I wasn’t about to stop. 
 
    At moments like this, when I was on the cusp of something fantastic, I always spent time with my girl. 
 
    I pulled down her panties and pants. I stripped her, fingered her, kissed her and toyed with her. 
 
    She kept trying to push me away, but I wasn’t interested in stopping. I was ready for this girl, hot and horny and determined, so I pulled away for just a second, just long enough for me to lick at her neck and finger her slit. As I played with her body, I could tell that she was getting more and more turned on. 
 
    Stacy probably didn’t want to admit it or think about it, yet the pleasure coursed through her body, spinning hotter and faster. More importantly, I could feel the pleasure reflected in my body as tension radiated from between my legs into the rest of my frame. I held her down for several long seconds, enjoying the way she squirmed beneath me. There were those halfhearted struggles again, but my wife knew how much I enjoyed taking control. I was the man in our relationship, so I could do what I liked. 
 
    Finally, I unzipped my pants, took out my cock, and stroked her wet slit one more time before plunging down. Her eyes widened, bulging as I felt that her firm breasts. I pulled back, only to push down again, feeling the weight of my body against hers as she surrendered to me. 
 
    She no longer struggled. Instead, she arched her back, raising her chin and looking up toward the ceiling again. I pumped her, slow and steady at first. 
 
    Within moments, I started to go faster and faster. I enjoyed every second of having her helpless beneath me. I pumped her the way a real man should until she cried out. Her body tensed, and that’s when I indulged my own desires. Hot ecstasy swept through my skin as I gripped her even tighter, pumping until I was utterly spent. 
 
    I pulled back and looked down into her eyes. 
 
    Her skin was damp, but that wouldn’t interfere with the process. 
 
    I zipped up my pants and kissed her one more time. Then I went back to work. 
 
    “Say thank you,” I instructed. 
 
    She pouted for a moment but acquiesced. 
 
    “Thank you.” I could tell she resented those kinds of instructions, especially at moments like this. Like so many other girls, Stacy yearned to believe she was some kind of feminist, independent and strong willed. Yeah right. That kind of thinking always led to the notion that people just automatically deserved respect. Oh no. Respect needs to be earned. That’s what I believed, anyway, and I was a very successful businessman and scientist. 
 
    I respected my own opinion quite a bit. 
 
      
 
    Attaching electrodes on my body proved to be a little bit more difficult since I didn’t have any mirrors and couldn’t double check anything. Even so, I was confident that I had placed everything correctly. Then I picked up my tablet computer, got down on the second exam table, and looked up as I studied the schematics and initial readings. 
 
    Just as the statistical models had predicted, everything functioned within normal parameters. This was going to work. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, I ignored the nervous flutter of energy deep within my body. This was going to work, I told myself. Because I was confident of my own abilities, I pressed the green button on the screen, and that’s when I felt the surge of electricity. It shot through my body, just a buzz at first, but then my eyelids dropped, and everything was swept away into darkness. 
 
      
 
    When I opened my eyes, I had just one thought: it didn’t work. I was back in the laboratory, and everything seemed normal enough. 
 
    Disoriented and confused, I reached up and rubbed my eyes. Then I turned my head to the side, and I expected to see Stacy on her table. Instead, I found myself looking at one of the walls of my laboratory. Then I turned to the other side. 
 
    But I didn’t see my wife. Instead, I saw myself. Or rather, I saw my body. 
 
    I gulped, first wondering if maybe this had to be some kind of strange delusion. Perhaps the electricity had jolted a hallucination straight into my brain. But when I sat up, I felt new impulses run through my skin. 
 
    For example, there was a strange weight on my chest. Focusing on that strangeness first, I reached down and ran my fingers along my breasts. Almost immediately, my nipples hardened. Not only that, I could feel this vague throbbing from between my legs. 
 
    Normally, I didn’t think about the different parts of my body. Going through my normal day, I don’t spend a lot of time contemplating the backs of my knees, the crux of my elbows, or that spot near the small of my back. I just existed in my own body without really thinking about the impulses coming from different parts. Unless something went wrong, I sadly didn’t pay attention. 
 
    Only now, I reached down between my legs. I felt the soft, sleek fabric of Stacy’s yoga pants, only they clung to my body. Then I reached for that spot between my legs. Despite everything I had experienced so far, I still thought I was going to touch my cock. I expected to feel the genitals of a penis and scrotum. 
 
    No. There wasn’t anything. 
 
    I slid my hand underneath, and I brushed my fingers over the soft, satin of her underwear. Then I felt it, a little jolt of sensation. My nipples hardened, and I was tempted to touch myself again, but I resisted the urge. 
 
    “Richard?” asked a masculine voice to my left. 
 
    I turned around and felt my long, blonde hair against the back of my neck. It was an odd sensation, distracting but not unpleasant. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s me,” I said, only to pause. I meant to say more, only my hand initially shot up to my throat. My voice was so…different. As a man, I normally spoke with a deep, powerful voice. When I talked through Stacy’s vocal cords, I sounded like some child. 
 
    “This is amazing,” Stacy said in her new, masculine body. Even though she bore the body of a man, I still thought of her as fundamentally female. Besides, this was only temporary. 
 
    She pushed herself up off of the table, stretched out her arms, flexed her biceps, and enjoyed her new perspective. 
 
    In my male body, I was only a couple of inches taller than her, but it did change things. Even I could feel the difference in my newly shortened state. 
 
    “This is incredible,” she said. “I like this. I like it a lot.” 
 
    “Well, now that I have run a successful test, I think I will have a much easier time getting approval from the government. And even if I can’t do it in the United States, I can always do it somewhere else.” 
 
    “You’re a genius,” she said. “But then, why do I know how all of these machines work?” 
 
    At first, I didn’t understand what she meant. As she strolled around the laboratory, she began to study the different computers and devices. She checked out some of the regulators, generators, and other, more esoteric machines I had put together on my own. 
 
    “The process only imprinted your personality on that body. The original thoughts and memories are still there.” I licked my lips, felt this little tingling, and I started to wonder what it would be like to have sex in this body. But then, I felt a little shiver of embarrassment at the thought. I was a man, a real man, and I didn’t want to know. 
 
    As Stacy wandered the laboratory, she nodded. “That makes sense. So, I know everything you know. Does that mean you know everything I know?” 
 
    At first, I didn’t really think about it, but then I started to sift through memories, some of which belonged to me and others which had clearly happened to Stacy. As I closed my eyes for a second, I thought of what it was like to be a cheerleader back in high school. I remembered putting on a sexy schoolgirl uniform in college. 
 
    Then I thought of myself meeting Richard for the first time, and there was that little flutter reflected in my stomach. He—I—had been so handsome, powerful and confident. I loved the way he walked right up to me and started talking to me. At the time, I thought that a guy like that would never go for a girl like me. Sure, boys told me I was attractive often enough, but they just wanted sex, so I never quite trusted them. With Richard, I always felt safe. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, doing my best to focus on the memories that were actually mine, “That can be a little bit disorienting.” 
 
    “I think it’s exhilarating,” Stacy said. 
 
    She walked right up to me, striding with a confidence she didn’t usually enjoy. She was right in front of me now, and that’s when I really felt the difference in our sizes. She was like a predator, some wild animal, and she could do whatever she wanted. But no. That was Stacy, my Stacy, and I didn’t need to worry about her. 
 
    Only then she leaned down, and she said, “This is fantastic. I think we should fool around.” 
 
    “We can do it after I switch us back,” I said. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” Stacy said, touching my cheek with her hand. I didn’t like the aggressive movements. I didn’t like the way her knuckles brushed along my neck as she moved down. Her eyes fixated on my chest, but it felt as though she didn’t really see me as a person. 
 
    Sure, I had joked about objectifying Stacy in the past, but I never really meant it. Only now her eyes fixated on my breasts. 
 
    “It’s funny. When I was in my body, I never had any lesbian desires. But now, I really like the idea of taking you back to our bed and holding you down for a little while. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “I told you,” I said, cycling off of the exam table. I started to walk away as I told her, “We can fool around after I switch us back.” I did my best to sound utterly confident and determined. This was me as the owner of this laboratory giving her a command. 
 
    But then her strong hand shot out, and she grabbed me by my wrist. 
 
    Instinctively, I tried to pull away, thinking it would be easy to slip free. 
 
    But no. Stacy was stronger than me. She tightened her grip and refused to let go. 
 
    “Stacy?” I asked, only my voice basically squeaked out. I didn’t sound strong or intimidating at all. 
 
    She clearly enjoyed this judging by the satisfied smile that spread across her handsome face. “Look,” I said, doing my best to sound relaxed. “We can fool around after I switch us back.” This was the third time I had made that point, only something dark seemed to swim across her—my—eyes. I couldn’t name it, not at first. But then, I had never seen that look of ravenous desire from her perspective before. Now I would never be able to forget it. 
 
    She pulled me close, wrapped her arms around me, and it all happened so fast that I didn’t even get a chance to struggle. 
 
    “Richard, I really want to be with you right now. That’s why I’m going to pick you up and carry you back into our bedroom.” 
 
    “Don’t you dare,” I said. 
 
    Strangely enough, Stacy had uttered those words to me on countless occasions. “Don’t you dare. The first time I heard her, I probably thought she meant them. But after we were married, I always assumed that she was joking. 
 
    “I’m serious,” I called out, only then she snatched me up, literally picking me up off the floor. She threw me over her shoulder, and I tried to kick out, but everything seemed strange and disorienting as we headed back up the stairs. I thrashed around, yet she had no problem holding onto me. Moments later, she carried me across the threshold into our bedroom, and then she threw me down onto the mattress. “Now, there’s just one question I want to answer.” 
 
    I quickly scurried up onto my knees and glared at her. My blonde hair was tangled around my face, but she didn’t seem to mind. Instead, she kept that dark expression locked on me as she asked, “Which toys should we use first?” 
 
      
 
    Realizing I might only get one chance at this, I put my hands on my hips, straightened my back, and pushed my chest out slightly. “Stacy, we are not doing this.” I started to push myself off of the mattress, and I meant to walk right by her, only her hand shot down to my hips, and she picked me up, grabbing me and tossing the onto the mattress again. I landed with another bounce, only this time she followed, straddling me. 
 
    “Richard, this is going to happen. We both know it’s going to happen. And I bet right now that you really, really want it.” As she said those words, I felt the heat right between my legs. And yes, maybe some part of me was turned on, but I ignored it because I was a man, I didn’t want to feel a shaft slide into me. Gulping, I tried again. “Don’t do this, Stacy. I’m telling you right now. I’m putting my foot down.” 
 
    “You’re putting your foot down? I thought that was something only the man of the house could do?” Stacy said, throwing my own words back at me. 
 
    I rolled my eyes for just a second, but then she leaned in and whispered, “Richard, it’s okay. You can trust me. I’m bigger and stronger than you now. There’s nothing wrong with that. Just relax and let this happen. Because if you don’t, I’m going to have to punish you.” 
 
    “That was just a game!” I insisted. 
 
    “Yes, it was just a game, one that you always got to win. But guess what? It’s my turn now.” 
 
    I pictured her holding the paddle, squeezing it tight and bringing it down against my backside. Granted, I had played with that toy on numerous occasions, paddling her tight little ass. I enjoyed the sound of the paddle every time it struck. I loved the way she squirmed, struggling against her restraints since I usually insisted on tying her face down. 
 
    “Strip for me, Richard,” she said using my voice. 
 
    When I heard those words, I didn’t react. “Would you want me to call you Stacy?” 
 
    “No!” I squeaked out. 
 
    “Then get a move on,” she said, shifting back slightly. My chest rose and fell. It felt like I was panting twice as hard with the added weight on my chest. 
 
    I gulped nervously, looked around, and wondered if maybe I could force her to change her mind. But no. I found myself pulling off my tank top. Then I tried to get the bra off, only I fumbled with the straps and hook at first. Then I remembered putting on and taking off this bra dozens of times, so I allowed the muscle memory to flow through my fingers, taking over. 
 
    As I stripped, Stacy was both aroused and fascinated. 
 
    “It’s interesting how muscle memory works, don’t you think? Certain neurological pathways still exist despite the existence of your new, masculine frame of reference.” 
 
    Yes, she sounded just like a scientist as she spoke, but she was using my voice. She also accessed my knowledge, which somehow felt like cheating. 
 
    Deciding it would be better not to answer at all, I undid the single button over my crotch and shimmied out of my yoga pants. Next, I pulled off my panties, revealing my slit. 
 
    Without waiting for permission, Stacy reached down and stroked my opening, teasing me as she chuckled. The sound was both playful and controlling. I told myself I didn’t like it, yet I felt some quick flicker of feminine delight. 
 
    There was this big, powerful man placed above me, and he could do whatever he wanted. He was handsome and strong… 
 
    I tried to shake those thoughts out of my head, but he—she—kept touching me, stroking my slit and forcing me to react. The pleasure coursed through my body, reverberating in quick ripples. 
 
    “This is fun,” she said. “I’m really enjoying this. And I can tell you like it too.” With chauvinistic confidence, she didn’t need to ask for my opinion. She kept touching me until it felt like I might explode at any moment. I was just about to experience a female orgasm when she pulled her hand away, grabbed me by my neck, and rolled me over. She straddled me, moving so fast! 
 
    Once I realized what was going to happen, I tried to yank my arms away. I wanted to push Stacy off of me, but she was so heavy! I couldn’t budge her, and she knew it. She pulled my right wrist toward the corner of the bed, picked up one of the shackles connected to the frame, and quickly encircled my limb. I felt the restraint as it was pulled tight. 
 
    “No!” I howled out, only Stacy wasn’t interested in my perspective or opinion. She wanted me as a girl, which meant she was going to spank me first. Or worse. I had another image that flickered behind my eyes. 
 
    “You know, I probably should’ve been more sympathetic when I was in that body,” Stacy told me as she grabbed my other arm. As she shackled me in place, I kept yanking and twisting, channeling all the strength my dainty little limb could muster, but Stacy still maneuvered me into the shackle. She pulled it tight, locking it on. 
 
    Then she bent down and whispered into my ear, “It’s fascinating being a man. You feel strong, but you also feel like you have to take. Well, that’s what I’m going to do with you, Richard. I’m going to take you. I’m going to make you feel like a good girl.” 
 
    I thrashed, pulling harder on the shackles. Determined to break free, I needed to show her that she couldn’t get away with this! 
 
    Even as I struggled, a different thought occurred to me: Stacy, in this body, had never been able to escape. And yes, there had been moments where she fought hard, just like some wild animal. So what made me think I would be different? 
 
    Before I could try to come up with any coherent response, I froze. Suddenly, all of the fight left me because I felt the cool, smooth solidity of a wooden paddle glide along my naked backside. 
 
    Stacy reached down, bringing her strong fingers along my back, over my ass, and down over my inner thighs. As she touched me, I shivered, grateful for the attention even as I hated it. 
 
    “I’m going to paddle you, Richard. I’m going to make sure you understand what it feels like to be helpless and on your stomach, strapped down just like some damsel in distress. Isn’t that what you like to call me? A damsel in distress?” 
 
    “But that was different!” 
 
    “Oh? Why? Because you were in the body of a man? Remember, this was your idea.” 
 
    Just as she started chuckling, I wanted to respond, only she raised the paddle high into the air, swept down, and smacked it hard against my backside. 
 
    At first, I told myself that it wouldn’t really sting; it wouldn’t really hurt. But then the pain exploded through my body! I felt it like a snap of sensation, something overwhelming and undeniable. 
 
    As my vision blurred and the tears gathered, I closed my eyes, doing my best to hide it. 
 
    “That was just a gentle love tap,” she said. “You can take a lot more than that.” She chuckled again, spanking me two more times. The paddle shot down, striking harder and faster than before. 
 
    I pulled on the restraints, yanking the thin chains and making them jingle and clank. But even as hard as I fought, I still couldn’t break free. 
 
    “Tell me how much you love being a girl. Tell much how much you want to be an obedient little wife for me.” 
 
    This was just a game, I told myself. Even so, I couldn’t get past my own ego. For so long, I had been the man in our relationship, which meant I was in control. Whether it came to deciding where we would go for dinner or what she might wear or where we would live, it was always my decision. Sure, we pretended to compromise and discuss these options, but I was ultimately the one who made the final choice. 
 
    Not anymore. 
 
    As I gasped, she came down on me again, only this time her fingers lightly caressed my backside. She softly touched my skin, which sent fresh jolts of sensation shooting through me. It felt good. No, awful. It felt wonderful. No, terrible! I didn’t know how to react, especially because my slit still throbbed, eager for attention. 
 
    Intellectually, I hated this. Physiologically, I craved more. 
 
    It felt, as though on a genetic level, I had to succumb to this man. But he wasn’t a man. This was my wife; this was Stacy! 
 
    She touched me again, caressing my reddened backside. Fresh shivers ran through my body as I tried to hate this, yet she massaged my skin, forcing me to enjoy every second of it. 
 
    Then she grabbed my hair, pulled my chin up off of the mattress, and whispered down to me, “Richard, tell me you want to be an obedient little wife.” 
 
    “I want to be an obedient little wife,” I turned those words into a confession. 
 
    “Tell me this feels good.” 
 
    “This feels good,” I growled back at her. 
 
    “Push yourself up on your knees and spread your legs like a dirty little slut. Show me how much you want be my girl.” 
 
    My eyes widened, and I expected a wall of denial and disobedience to shoot up inside of my head. Instead, I pressed my weight down into my knees, lifted my ass, and spread my legs. 
 
    “Very nice,” she said. “Let’s make sure you really enjoy this.” She reached down, sliding her fingers into my pussy. With every second, I wanted to try to bring my knees back together, to hide and protect myself, yet it felt so good. Yes, it was humiliating. Yes, I hated being owned like this, yet I still savored every second. Those conflicting drives and impulses were driving me crazy, so I soon learned to stop thinking about my ego. 
 
    Instead, I just saw myself as a girl about to get taken by her husband. 
 
    She slid her fingers forward and back, first one then two. It felt as though I couldn’t take any more. She pulled her hand back, smacked my ass again, and unzipped her pants. “I can’t wait to claim you for myself,” she said. 
 
    I had uttered those words to her on countless occasions. To me, they had always felt right and natural. I had to suppose they felt the same to her in that instant. 
 
    “This is going to feel so good,” she said, although I couldn’t tell if she meant turning those words into some kind of promise or if she simply wished to drink in her sound in anticipation. 
 
    Chained to the bed, I pulled one more time, half-hoping I might be able to break free. Only then, I stopped struggling, and I wrapped my fingers around the thin chains as she pumped into me, thrusting forward and forcing me to enjoy this. My body pulsated with pleasure as she slid into me, then started to pull back. Just as I thought she might withdraw altogether, she shoved herself forward, burying her cock in my wet slit all the way to the hilt. Then she pulled back again, slowly and deliberately. 
 
    “My damsel in distress,” she announced again. “Struggle as hard as you want. We both know it won’t make any difference.” She started laughing at me! 
 
    “You’re not going to get away with this,” I told her. 
 
    “Who’s going to stop me? You? Face it. You’re just a pretty girl. You aren’t strong enough or smart enough.” 
 
    She was teasing me, right? She had to be teasing me. I couldn’t accept the possibility that she really meant those words because then that would imply she didn’t intend for us to be switched back. We just had to go down to the laboratory in our basement, lay down on the tables, place the electrodes, and activate the machine. 
 
    It would all be so simple. 
 
    “I’m not a pretty girl!” 
 
    She smacked my ass as she pumped me. Pain and pleasure combined, creating this heady concoction somewhere between my eyes. She pumped me harder and faster, thrusting until I could tell she was on the verge of an orgasm. 
 
    Then she stopped, exhaled, and said, “Tell me. Say it. Tell me you’re a pretty girl. Tell me you are my damsel in distress.” 
 
    I had forced her to say those words on countless occasions, but I always thought it was nothing but a joke. When she grimaced or frowned, I figured she had been faking it. 
 
    Apparently not. 
 
    “I, I’m a helpless damsel in distress,” I told her. 
 
    But why? 
 
    She leaned forward, cupped my right breast in her hand, pinched my nipple, and started thrusting again. Her balls must’ve swayed forward and back as she penetrated me, claiming me just as she wanted to. 
 
    “Such a gorgeous girl. You look so good chained down like this. I love knowing that I’m in charge. It feels so good to take command like this. This is how the world is supposed to work,” she said, her voice deep, throaty, and powerful. 
 
    Every time I tried to catch my breath and talk to her as an equal, she pinched, fondled, or teased me. And every time, it was enough to throw my thoughts into chaos. 
 
    As she pumped me, I finally surrendered, succumbing entirely. I clenched my eyes shut, moaned, and felt another trust as the friction finally triggered an orgasm. I clenched down, panting and crying out. 
 
    “Say my name!” he—she—called out, and the instinct to obey suddenly overwhelmed me. On some level, I should have known what was happening. I should have known better! 
 
    “Richard!” 
 
    She came hard, pumping me, her cock throbbing as she blew her load deep into me. Then she pulled back, and I was utterly exhausted. 
 
    I slumped down to the side and looked up at her. Somehow, she retained her equilibrium. But then, that always happened once we finished with sex. Orgasms knocked me out more than her. I knew that went against all the stereotypes, but she released me from the restraints, pulled me against her chest, and chuckled. 
 
    “I like holding you this way,” she said. 
 
    Part of me really wanted to talk, so I got my lips to move, but the words didn’t take on the edges of any sort of real meaning. Instead, the world became fuzzy, my eyelids drooped down, and I soon fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    When I woke up, it was night. The windows had turned dark, and I could see the streetlights glowing off in the distance. 
 
    For a second, I couldn’t understand why I had my head on Stacy’s chest. That wasn’t normal, only then I started to shift from underneath her grip, and then I could feel my blonde hair. I puckered my lips, frustrated. 
 
    Part of me had hoped that maybe it had been some sort of dream, perhaps a delusion. 
 
    Instead, I got up, and I made my way out of the bedroom. 
 
    Where was I going? What was I going to do? 
 
    Clothing. 
 
    I needed to put something on, only I wasn’t sure what to wear. 
 
    In the guest bedroom, Stacy had always kept extra clothing for both of us. I snuck over there, opening the door quietly because I didn’t know what I would do if she woke up. Scurrying quietly actually turned out to be a lot easier since I didn’t weigh as much as I did in my male body. The floorboards didn’t creak beneath me as I crept into the spare room. Once there, I carefully closed the door and went to the closet. 
 
    When I opened up my normal closet, I saw my trousers and shirts, just as I had left them. But when I picked one up and held it close to my body, I couldn’t help but laugh. If I tried to put something like this on, I would look absurd. I would probably seem more like a little sister trying on her big brothers clothing. 
 
    Yeah, that wasn’t going to work. 
 
    I checked out the other closet. 
 
    At first, I hoped for jeans, slacks, something normal for me to bear, something androgynous that wouldn’t make me feel like such a girl. 
 
    My hopes were instantly dashed as I saw the pleated skirts, blouses, and even her old cheerleading uniform. 
 
    My brows creased with aggravation. 
 
    Actually, it made sense. I knew this. Stacy obviously kept all of her real clothing in the master bedroom where she normally got dressed. In this closet, she kept her hyper feminine outfits, the slightly embarrassing dresses and skirts she would only wear for me when I asked really nicely. 
 
    Because I didn’t want to be naked, I opened one of the drawers at the bottom of the closet and found a pair of pink, satin panties. I pulled them on, shivering because they felt so snug but also very comforting. 
 
    Next, I grabbed one of the skirts. At first, I needed a few seconds to figure out how to put them on, but I was an engineer, so I zipped up the side, and at least I had a little bit of cover now. Skipping the bra for now, I grabbed one of the blouses and slid my arms into the quarter-length sleeve. From there, I turned around and looked into the mirror. 
 
    I should have felt revulsion or extreme humiliation. Instead, I actually felt pretty good about the girl looking back at me. 
 
    I shook my head, doing my best to dislodge those thoughts. Obviously, this felt right and natural because I still retained Stacy’s memories. 
 
    Before I knew what I was doing, I started to pose. I held my hands in front of my waist, crossing my wrists as I pouted out my bottom lip to look sexy. Next, I turned my body to the left, then the right. As a man, I never would have known how to do this. As a girl, it was natural, and suddenly I remembered all of the selfies I—Stacy—had taken. 
 
    After nearly a minute, I stopped myself. No. This wasn’t right. I had to figure out a way to change us back first, that would involve simply talking to Stacy. 
 
    Despite my nervousness, I marched back into the bedroom, stood there in the doorway, and turned on the lights. 
 
    Stacy rubbed her strong hands against her eyes as she adjusted to the sudden illumination. Then she rolled over and looked at me. Resting her head upon her knuckles, she seemed absolutely confident. 
 
    “Hey there,” she said. 
 
    “I need to change us back right now.” 
 
    “Really? Why’s that?” 
 
    “Because I think something went wrong.” 
 
    “Nothing went wrong,” she said. “Remember, I know everything you know. This is all normal. I retain my memories, my personality remains intact, and I also have access to everything you knew.” 
 
    That was true. 
 
    Dammit. I couldn’t just lie to her. 
 
    “Okay then. The experiment has been a success. It’s time for us to go back to our normal bodies.” 
 
    She got up and strode toward me, moving quickly and aggressively. As she came closer and closer, I nearly retreated back before I reminded myself that this was Stacy, the girl I had tease and flirt with so many times over the course of our relationship. 
 
    “How about you go make me a sandwich, and then we can talk about this?” 
 
    My eyes widened and heat gathered along my cheeks. 
 
    “You have got to be kidding me,” I said, slapping her hand to the side. But then she grabbed me. Her arms looped around my waist, and I wasn’t strong enough to break her hold. 
 
    I was about to protest again, only she kissed me, and soon it felt as though all of the tension melted away from my frame. 
 
    No, not this. Not again. I didn’t want to be attracted to her; I didn’t want the prospect of sex or arousal to wipe away my independence, yet I started to press my body up against hers. Smaller and weaker, I surrendered to her authority and power over me. 
 
    She kissed me hard, and then she broke away. 
 
    “If you really want to get back into this body, you’re going to be a good little wife and go make me a sandwich right now.” 
 
    I parted my lips before deciding this would be the easiest way. I spun around, huffed, and headed for the door. Before I made it very far, Stacy reached out and slapped my ass. Even through the panties and skirt, it stung a little bit. 
 
    “Go on,” she said before making a little kiss with his lips. 
 
      
 
    In the kitchen, I quickly made a sandwich for my wife. As I did so, I kept thinking that this had to be the crescendo of her game. This had to satisfy her, right? There had been plenty of times where I teased her about cooking and cleaning our house. But I had a real job, and she was just a wife, so it made perfect sense. Besides, didn’t she enjoy taking care of our home? 
 
    I hated to think about it, but this body didn’t give me a sense of satisfaction as I prepped her meal. I grabbed fresh pieces of bread, roast beef out of the fridge, cheese, I sliced tomatoes, and I put it all together. Finally, I made sure to grab a small bag of chips for her. I placed it all on a tray along with a can of beer. 
 
    When I found Stacy, she was lounging on the couch, her body spread out. I gave her the tray, and she immediately grabbed the sandwich, taking a big bite. “You get hungry in this body, especially after sex.” 
 
    That was true, so I didn’t disagree. 
 
    “Okay,” I finally said after Stacy finished her meal. “We’ve played house long enough. I think it’s time for us to go back into the laboratory so I can switch us back.” 
 
    “I’m just going to watch TV for a little while. You go play on your phone or something.” 
 
    When I heard those words, my lips parted, and I had no idea what I was supposed to do or say. Part of me wanted to grab Stacy and drag her down to the laboratory. If I still retained the strength of a man, that would have been easy enough. But as things stood, I couldn’t possibly force her to do anything. 
 
    I was going to have to use science. 
 
    “Fine,” I said with a sharp huff of frustration before I turned around and walked away. Outside of her line of sight, I quietly took the steps down to the laboratory. 
 
    Along the way, I started considering the different possibilities. There would be plenty of options. Although I liked the idea of using the laboratory, I now knew that the basic process worked, which meant I could probably miniaturize the transference machine. Swapping us back could be a lot easier this time, and I might not even need her help. 
 
    When I got down to the base of the stairs, I reached up and touched the handprint reader. 
 
    “Access denied,” came the automated voice. 
 
    What? 
 
    Stacy was supposed to have access to the laboratory, which meant I was as well! 
 
    I tried again. 
 
    “Access denied,” repeated the voice. It only ever said that in cases of denial. 
 
    Then I heard footsteps. 
 
    Stacy. 
 
    “Access denied,” said the reader for a third time. I slapped it hard, only to hear her chuckling with my voice, “You shouldn’t do that. The reader is actually a pretty expensive piece of equipment, and I would hate to have to tap into my budget to fix it.” 
 
    “It’s not your budget. My company,” I snarled, spinning around. 
 
    “It was your company,” she said with a quick nod. 
 
    “Why can’t I get in?” 
 
    “You’re supposed to be a smart girl. You figure it out. You tell me.” She stood a few steps higher than me, leaned against the wall and crossed her arms. 
 
    “You changed the biometric readings,” I said. “You locked me out of my own laboratory!” Anger swelled within my voice, yet I still squeaked like some Disney character. Even when I got upset, I still sounded adorable. That had always been one of my favorite parts of our relationship, only now I was the one in the diminutive body. 
 
    “I did. Now, can you figure out why?” 
 
    Stacy took several steps forward, coming closer and closer. 
 
    “Because you don’t want to go back. You don’t want to be the girl again.” 
 
    She gave a slow shake of her head. 
 
    “Nope. I’m looking forward to getting respect because I’m a man. I’m looking forward to controlling my own little empire. Of course, I’m going to have you here at home as my obedient wife, ready to cater to my every need.” 
 
    My eyes got big as I heard those words. “You can’t be serious.” 
 
    Now she stood right in front of me. She grabbed my hands and pinned them over my head. “I’m very serious, Stacy.” 
 
    “That’s not my name!” 
 
    “I’m Richard now, and you’re Stacy. You’re going to wear your hair in pigtails, you’ll put on your makeup, and you’ll dance around for me whenever I want. You already look so good in a skirt. Oh yes, this is going to be so much fun.” 
 
    “I’m not going to go along with any of this!” 
 
    “I already changed all of the passwords on your business accounts. You don’t have access to any money, and you can’t get back into the laboratory. You can’t get back into my laboratory. But don’t worry. I’ll keep you apprised of all of the projects.” 
 
    “Please, don’t do this.” 
 
    “How about this? If you aren’t genuinely turned on by the prospect of becoming my little housewife, I will let you in there, and we can swap right now.” 
 
    Instantly, I brought my knees together, only Stacy wasn’t going to make it easy. She lifted my skirt with one hand, slipped her fingers underneath my pink, satin panties, and then she fingered me, sliding her digit into my wet slit. That’s right. I was already turned on. Despite the anger, my body betrayed me. 
 
    She grabbed me, picked me up, and carried me up the stairs. The next thing I knew, I was back in the bedroom, only this time she pushed me down onto my knees as she unzipped her pants. She took out her erect cock and looked right at me. “To celebrate our new relationship, you’re going to suck me off, Stacy. Show me that you’re an eager little wife and that you can’t wait to make me feel really, really good.” 
 
    “No. Please,” I said, begging and pleading with every syllable. 
 
    She wasn’t interested in a conversation, however. She slid her hand into my hair, took a firm grip, and pulled my whole head toward her erection. The next thing I knew, my instincts took over, so I wrapped my lips around her circumference and started sucking just the way she wanted. 
 
    Jagged humiliation shot through my body, making me try to pull away. Every time I did so, she pulled on my scalp, punishing me. My eyes watered at first, so I closed them. Only then, I started licking her cock. 
 
    But it wasn’t really her cock. It was his. 
 
    I was the girl. 
 
    “You can feel it, can’t you? You know that this is how it’s supposed to be,” Richard said, his voice deep and commanding. “You know that you aren’t really a man anymore. You belong in that hot little body. But don’t worry. I’m going to take good care of you. You’re going to get to serve me, and I will make you feel so good. But right now, it’s time for you to swallow like an eager little slut.” 
 
    I whispered just as he started to come in my mouth, shooting his load against the back of my throat. 
 
    I tried to pull away, but then I realized what he really wanted. Like a good wife, I started to swallow, gulping down every droplet. 
 
    But that was just the beginning. 
 
    One orgasm wouldn’t be enough to satisfy Richard. He grabbed me, picked me up and pushed me down onto the bed. The shackles remained there, so he strapped me down to reinforce my new sense of subservience and surrender. 
 
    He ripped my blouse, exposed my breasts, and sucked on my nipples. He fingered me, making me moan and spread my legs for the chance to feel his cock again. Before long, he was hard and ready to claim me all over again. 
 
    “Say it,” he commanded as he slid into me again. I raised my knees, making it even easier for my husband to have sex with me. 
 
    “No. I can’t. I won’t!” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    I pulled against the shackles. He had strapped me down so quickly! I’d hardly noticed it happening, but now I was on my back with my panties pulled down and my skirt shoved aside. He had sex with me just the way he wanted: as I struggled, as I fought the futility of my newfound subservience. 
 
    “Stacy!” I called out. 
 
    “And what’s my name?” 
 
    “Don’t make me say it,” I pleaded with him. 
 
    “What’s my name?” His eyes glittered darkly as he enjoyed every movement of his body pressing into mine. As he penetrated me, he claimed me. He owned me. 
 
    “Richard. You’re Richard. You’re Richard, and you’re my husband. I belong to you because I’m Stacy. I’m your housewife, and I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll suck your cock, I’ll spread my legs, I’ll cook and I’ll clean because I’m yours!” As I said those words, I knew that they felt right now. 
 
    I thought I was going to be an incredible scientist. I was wrong. I was just going to be an obedient little housewife, and now it was time for me to accept that. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’m only going to spank you when you really misbehave,” he said to me, turning those words into a promise. 
 
    He rode me harder until I came to that point of orgasm. The crescendo rocketed through my body, knocking me out again. Next time, when my eyes fluttered open, I wouldn’t mistakenly think of myself as the man in this relationship because it was time for me to accept the truth. I was the girl. I would always be the girl. And as such, it was my job to honor and obey my husband. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
Learning
to Honor
and






