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I hummed to myself as I sped home, happy with
how the day had gone. I could not wait to tell my husband how our
fortunes had changed today. Mark had been out of work for months
now and that left it up to me to make enough to keep our heads
above water while he searched for a new job. And things had not
been going well for Mark on that front. So while he sat at home all
day waiting for a call that increasingly looked like it was never
going to come, I had been putting in extra hours at work as a
secretary. And in an office full of pigs who thought harassing me
was part of their job description, life had not been easy for the
past few months.

Everyone at work knew I was married, but that
didn’t stop the men from hitting on me day in and day out. Being
“encouraged” to wear sexy office wear or face poor performance
reports only seemed to increase my co-workers unwanted advances.
But today I couldn’t take it anymore. As I was making copies my
boss grabbed my ass, squeezing one of my cheeks harshly in his
large hand. While such forward advanced were rare, they had
happened before. I had grown used to ignoring him until he went
away. But this time I spun around, breaking his grip on my rear and
let loose a hand that smashed hard into his face. A string of
obscenities flew from my mouth and an accusatory finger waggled
into front of his nose as I unloaded months worth of pent up
aggression on the man in front of me.

Before I was done a crowd had gathered around
and to save face, my boss fired me on the spot. As I was packing my
things a woman from HR told me that I was needed upstairs before I
left the building. I had been worried already about losing my job,
but now to have to go upstairs to deal with higher ups, I was about
to break down in my cubicle. I wanted to crawl under my desk and
pull in the chair so no one could find me. But instead I proceeded
upstairs, steeling myself for whatever additional shit was about to
come my way.

As I stepped off of the elevator, I was met
by a smartly dressed woman who introduced herself as head of the
division. She didn’t want to fire me. She wanted the exact opposite
in fact. She wanted me to be her personal secretary! My display had
caught her attention and instead of being punished, I was being
rewarded with a position with a better work environment and over
double what I had been making downstairs. The money problems Mark
and I had been facing suddenly vanished, and with it a large amount
of my stress.

And as I drove home I knew the real reason
for my promotion today. Sure the fact that I had stood up to my
boss had been the primary cause, but I would have never had the
courage to do what I had done if it was not for the night Mark and
I shared last week.

That night I had come home to find my husband
passed out on our bedroom floor wearing nothing but a pair of my
panties and a bra. He had fallen down drunk only feet from the bed
while holding a dildo I kept with a few other toys in the back of a
drawer. Mark had no explanation for his situation, and seeing him
blackout drunk dressed in my clothes with a dick in his hand set a
fire in me. We had been having some marital issues due to his
attitude, and that had been the last straw.

Mark was not a large man. Without heels on we
were nearly the same height and he had never been able to put on a
significant amount of muscle. He was wiry. The poor man couldn’t
grow a beard to save his life either. I sometimes joked that I had
more hair on my lip than he did. But never before had I thought of
Mark in a feminine way. But seeing your husband’s little round ass
filling out a pair of panties has a way of changing your views.

I decided right then to have some fun with
Mark. That night I had him shave his body from the neck down,
making him as baby smooth as I was. And when he stepped out of the
bathroom smelling of my girly soaps with no hair left on his body,
I had him slip into another pair of my panties with a matching bra.
And for added effect, I bent his dick back between his legs,
leaving Mark with a perfect female figure from all angles. I even
had him pick out a new girly name for himself. For the rest of the
night he was Rebecca. Becky for short. And Becky got quite a
workout.

The night ended with Becky clad in a light
blue nighty and nestled in my arms as we drifted off to sleep, but
before we settled down to sleep, I put Becky through her paces. She
sucked on the plastic cock that I had found Mark holding earlier in
the night, and then I had her lick me to completion before I pushed
her down on the bed for the grand finale.

I pulled Becky’s panties down to her knees,
freeing up her cock from between her smooth thighs, and when she
was distracted playing her herself, I shoved the dildo deep into
her virgin ass. She bucked and tried to shimmy away from me at
first, but while Mark may have been able to say no to me, Becky was
left with no choice but to accept whatever I wanted to do. In the
end, Becky took the whole length of the dildo deep inside of her
tight asshole while she stroked her hard shaft. I even made her
swallow her own cum when she finished.

I smiled as I replayed that night back in my
head. In the morning Becky stepped into the bathroom and Mark came
back out. We hadn’t discussed the night since it happened, but Mark
had been happier around the house for the next few days. It was too
bad that his new attitude didn’t last. For the past couple of days,
Mark had become his old self again, drinking and moping about , not
wanting to do anything.

I pulled into the driveway, unsurprised to
see his car still parked in the same spot, covered in dust from
disuse. We talked about selling his car a few days ago since he
wasn’t using it, but Mark put up quite a fight after I broached the
subject. It was the most animated I had seen him in days. I think
the car was a one of Mark’s last links to the successful life he
had months ago and didn’t want to use that last bit of his old
self. With my new raise, he could keep his dirty car now.

I walked inside with a smile on my face but
upon seeing the state of the house, my smile turned upside down.
Mark was sitting on the sofa with a beer in one hand and his limp
cock in another. Half a dozen empty bottles sat on the coffee table
which he was currently using as a footrest. A pile of dirty clothes
sat at the base of the stairs waiting to be cleaned. I had no doubt
that there were dishes in the sink and skid marks in the toilet
too. We had agreed that while Mark was out of work he would keep up
the house, but he hadn’t made much of an effort in the past months,
leaving most of the chores for me when I got home.

Seeing the house in such disarray infuriated
me. Still pumped from my good fortunes at work, I decided I was
going to confront Mark today too. This new confidence I had was
addicting. But before I entered the living room I had a new
thought. This had all started because of that night a week ago.
Maybe I should bring Becky back tonight.

I grinned at the thought of Mark prancing
around with his dick tucked between his legs and I was caught by
surprise when my nipples turned to stone and my pussy grew warm and
wet from the thought. I was confused by these new feelings. Sure
last week our cross-dressing activities had been highly sexualized,
but seeing Mark in drag hadn’t had this effect on me that night.
Why the sudden arousal now?

I decided not to dwell on the why of it all
and instead moved onto the how. I made my way quietly upstairs and
changed into a comfortable pair of sweatpants and a simple white
tank top. Then I searched my drawers from something that Mark could
wear. I pulled out a cute pair of blue and green striped panties
and laid them on the bed while I fished for a bra. I was a C cup,
but Mark had a tendency to surprise me with new clothes without
checking the tags, so a few A cups sat buried in the back of my
underwear drawer. I pulled out the light blue one Mark had worn
last week and tossed it on the bed too.

I moved to my closet to pick out an outfit
for my disobedient husband. It was still early in the night so I
wanted something that he could lounge around in while still looking
cute. I settled on a pair of pair of heather gray sweatpants that
flared at the ankle along with an adorable scooped neck crew top in
pink. Mark had bought this very outfit for me for Christmas. It
would be perfect for tonight.

With the clothes laid out on the bed I went
to the door and called Mark. It took a few minutes, but I
eventually heard his feet on the stairs and moments later he was in
the bedroom. He was smiling when he entered, a beer still in his
hand.

“Hey Annie, I didn’t know you were home,” he
said as he moved in close for a hug.

“I didn’t want to disturb you. You looked so
busy downstairs.”

Mark’s face soured at my sarcastic
remark.

“It’s been a long day. I was just
relaxing.”

“It’s okay sweetie I’m not upset,” I said as
I pushed my fingers against his chin, bringing his eyes back up
from the floor. “I have some good news I want to share with you,
but I thought we could have a little fun first.”

I looked down and Mark was already erect. It
sure didn’t take much to get him going. I stepped in closer and let
my hand drop to his crotch, grabbing his cock through the material
of his basketball shorts. Moving backwards I led him to our bed by
his dick, letting myself fall back when my knees touched the soft
mattress and bringing Mark down with me.

He still hadn’t noticed the clothes that had
been left on the bed. He scrambled into his spot on the mattress
and threw his hands behind his head, clearly thinking that I was
just going to jump his bones. Even if my plan had been to get
Mark’s cock between my thighs instead of between his own, I would
have expected a little more effort on his part. Even in the bedroom
he expected me to do all the heavy lifting.

But I played along for now. I straddled
Mark’s legs and pulled him up into a sitting position while I
wrestled with his shirt. Once it was off I pushed him back down and
slid my lithe body to the edge of the bed where I hooked my fingers
under the waistband of his shorts and boxers before pulling them
quickly off his legs. I tossed his clothes over my shoulder and ran
my hands back up his body, noting that the hair I had him shave off
last week still hadn’t begun to grow back. He was still baby
smooth.

Still fully clothed, I dropped myself on top
of his cock, grinding myself against his rigid dick while I leaned
over to open the nightstand drawer. I pulled out a small bottle
lotion that we kept in the drawer for “special” occasions. Mark
perked up at the sight of the bottle, but I had no intention to use
it on his dick. Instead I pushed myself off of Mark’s crotch and
sat next to him on the bed, squirting a little bit of the lotion
into my hands. When I began to run my hands down one of his legs in
the opposite direction of his dick, Mark grew confused.

“Umm Annie, what are you doing?”

I ignored his question and continued to rub
my lotioned hands down his smooth legs.

“Seriously honey, that is the wrong way.”

I finished up one of his legs, letting my
slippery fingers run between his toes and over his foot before
switching to the other. When my hands started to move upward, Mark
relaxed and laid his head back against the pillow. I smiled at his
ignorance. The first and last time I would be touching his dick
tonight would be to bend it backwards to keep it hidden from
sight.

My hands finished rubbing his legs but didn’t
continue their journey to his cock. Instead I leaned myself in
closely to Mark and kissed his neck lightly before whispering into
his ear.

“Do you want to please me?” I asked in a soft
voice.

Mark’s head bobbed up and down.

“You want to keep me happy? Want to make my
panties wet with excitement?”

His head continued to nod vigorously.

“Will you do whatever I want to make me
happy?”

His head was nodding so much I worried it
would fall off and tumble to the floor from overuse. He looked like
a demented bobblehead toy.

“That’s a good girl.”

At once the nodding stopped and the goofy
smile on Mark’s face disappeared. He tried to sit up, but I pushed
him back down with as much force as I could muster. He tried again
but I slapped him hard against his face. He dropped his head back
to the pillow and didn’t try a third time, but he wasn’t done
fighting yet.

“No Annie! I’m not doing that again, once was
enough. I told you then and I’ll tell you now, I don’t like wearing
your clothes and I’m not sticking your fake rubber cock in my mouth
again.” Mark glared at me as he said it, but then his featured
lightened. “Let’s just have some fun and head back downstairs. I
want to be inside you.”

I ran the back of my hand tenderly down his
hairless cheek as he spoke. As it reached the end of his jaw, my
hand flipped around gracefully and slapped lightly against the side
of his face.

“As wonderful as that might sound to you
Mark, having you lay there while I bounce up and down on your dick
for a few minutes just doesn’t seem like much fun right now. I
think I’ll stick with my plans.”

Mark started to buck underneath me as he
struggled to free himself.

“No dammit! Let me up Annie!”

“Shhh,” I said as I pressed a finger against
his lips. I was surprised when this calmed him. “Do you really want
to make me happy?”

Mark stared up into my eyes with a sad look
on his face. Slowly his head moved up and down and I started to
feel bad about what I was doing to him. Mark looked ashamed of his
inability to resist me. But the part of me that felt pity for my
husband was pushed aside by the part of me that was utterly
enjoying the shift of power in our relationship. Last week Mark had
still been quite drunk when I forced him into my underwear, but
this time he was fully aware and still unable to resist me. I
wanted more!

“I picked out some clothes for you to wear
tonight. They are cute and comfy I’ll even help you get dressed.
Would you like that sweetie?” I asked.

Mark still wouldn’t look me in the eye. He
stared at my midsection as he answered me. “Yes… I would like you
to help me get dressed…”

I giggled and clapped my hands together
before leaning in quickly to kiss Mark fully and deeply. Our kiss
snapped him out of his embarrassed funk and for a moment he
returned to form. I could feel his cock spring back up and tap
against my backside as we kissed. The warmth of his soft lips on
mine felt good and I almost lost my sense of purpose in the
moment.

But I managed to keep myself under control.
The thought of Mark fully feminized tonight continued to drive my
actions. I broke our kiss and leaned out of reach of his wanting
lips. I scooted back until I was sitting across his knees and then
reached for the clothes I left for him on the bed.

“Sit up sweetie. Let’s get your dressed.”

Mark did as he was told and propped himself
up on the bed with his arms out behind him. Seconds later his arms
were being held out in front of his body as I slid the straps of
the light blue bra over his shoulders before closing the clasps
behind his back. As soon as the bra was securely in place across
his chest, Mark no longer looked like a man in my eyes. From the
belly up all I could see was a young woman sitting in my bed.

I wasn’t sure how much of Mark’s changing
image was real. Certainly my desire to have my husband become my
female plaything for the night was clouding reality, but the more I
looked at him, the less I saw a man. Mark’s angular face and
naturally smooth skin betrayed him and his refusal to trim his
increasingly long hair gave his face a pixie quality that was
decidedly female. The only thing ruining my immersion was his
untouched eyebrows, but that sticking point would be remedied by
the end of the night.

I pushed Mark’s hair back behind his ears and
planted a kiss on his forehead before dismounting his legs. I held
out my hands, helping him from off the bed. Mark’s hard-on from
earlier had diminished and now his dick was trying to hide from my
hand. He was a grower not a shower and without pubic hair, what sat
dangling from between his legs right now could barely qualify him
as a member of the male sex.

“Mr. Happy seems to have lost his pep,” I
said while pointing at his limp cock. “All the better I guess. It
almost seems like a wasted effort trying to hide a cock that
small.”

Mark blushed and looked at his feet. I handed
him the pair of striped panties and he slid them up his hairless
legs without complaint. When it came time to slide the underwear in
place, I stopped Mark and stood to one side. With one hand I cupped
his balls. With my other, I reached between his legs and grabbed
his tiny member. With an unpracticed hand, I pushed his balls into
his abdomen, forcing them into the small recess that his testies
would ascend if the weather ever got too cold. Once his nuts were
properly hidden, I bent his dick backwards between his legs,
pressing it against his taint before pulling the panties into place
with my free hand.

The transformation was complete. Dickless and
smooth, Mark stood in front of me clad in nothing but a bra and
panties. No manly bulge betrayed Mark’s hidden secret, and while he
lacked a pair of tits like mine, the padded bra had been designed
to give flat chested girls a little more than God had provided.

“You’re looking good hunny. Seeing you like
this makes me want to do nasty things with you,” I said as I goosed
him. He popped up on the balls of his toes as I pinched his little
round ass. “But I forgot something. What was your name again?”

Mark blushed again. “Rebecca,” he said in a
small voice that I could barely hear.

“Sweetie you have to speak up. I’m half a
foot away and I can’t hear you. Now answer my question in that
pretty little voice from last week. Don’t be shy.”

Mark turned his head towards me before
speaking again. “My name is Rebecca. You can call me Becky if you
like.”

Almost as if they were magic words, Mark
truly became Becky in my eyes. The octave change in the voice
certainly helped sell the new persona. I giggled with glee and
hugged Becky , squeezing her tightly and relishing the warmth of
her body against mine.

“We are going to have fun tonight Becky.
We’ll turn on a nice chicky movie and we’ll have girl time together
on the couch. But let’s get you dressed first!”

I grabbed the remaining clothes off the bed
and handed them to Becky. She slipped the sweatpants up her
diminutive frame and I was pleased with the results. The sweatpants
hugged her every curve, sitting tight on her ass while loosening up
below the knee. Comfortable and casual but still sexy. The soft
cotton top completed the look. The large scoop neck on the pink
shirt left one of Becky’s shoulders uncovered, leaving her bra
strap and smooth skin on display. I was almost jealous at how
effortlessly Becky was pulling off a look that I could never manage
in the same outfit.

“I have to say sweetie, you make a better
girl than you ever did a man. You don’t even look your age anymore.
You barely look like you graduated high school!” I said in
astonishment. And I meant every word of it. Mark had been 28 years
old, but Becky didn’t look a day over eighteen. Her lack of tits
certainly didn’t help matters any.

“Well? How do you feel?” I asked.

“Goofy,” Mark responded. Mark didn’t have a
deep voice, but his lower register broke the illusion.

“Don’t talk like that. Use that girly voice
you do. It sounds so sweet.” I hooked my arms over his shoulders
and kissed him on the cheek reassuringly. “Trust me hunny, it’ll be
fine. Now answer my question again.”

Mark breathed in deeply and held it before
breathing out slowly through his nose. He must have blown out his
masculinity with the air in his lungs because when he next spoke,
the feminine voice I wanted to hear was flowing out from between
his lips.

“I feel silly. But if it makes you happy
Annie then it makes me happy.”

“You do make me happy Becky. Now let’s go to
the living room and get tonight started. Ohh! And I forgot to tell
you my good news! But it can wait until we’re downstairs.”

I practically skipped into the living room
with Becky following behind me. I had her sit on the couch while I
continued on through to the kitchen. I pulled out a beer and a wine
cooler from the door of the fridge and returned to my waiting …
husband? No that wouldn’t work. Wife maybe? Girlfriend? Life
partner? Screw it. I could figure out the semantics later. For now
she was just my Becky.

“Drinks in celebration!” I said as I put the
bottles down on the table. Becky reached for the beer, but I
slapped her hand away.

“No silly. I brought you a nice girly drink.”
I pushed the strawberry wine cooler towards her waiting hand.

I took a large swig from the beer I was
holding, bouncing up and down on my toes in front of Becky on the
couch. I was full of energy and felt like I was going to explode!
The events of day were like a dream and I was afraid I might wake
up. Becky eyed me warily, unsure how to handle my upbeat
attitude.

“So let me just start off by saying again how
adorable you are. I’m glad you are going along with this. It’s so
much easier for the both of us that you are behaving yourself.
Though I wish you would have resisted just a little bit more. I was
looking forward to giving you a nice spanking.”

Becky looked shocked at my admission but I
continued without pause.

“On to my good news. And I really have you to
thank for this Becky. Without you I don’t think this would have
happened, which is why I wanted you back tonight! Our money
problems are over! I got promoted today and my pay doubled!”

I waited for the excitement to spread to
Becky’s face, but if anything she looked more subdued and
depressed. I was confused.

“What’s wrong?”

Becky looked at me and just shrugged. I was
concerned, but also distracted when her shoulder slipped out of the
scoop neck during the motion. So cute!

“Seriously. Pause the fun and games for a
moment. What’s wrong? Why aren’t you happy? No more late nights
collecting overtime. No more worrying about missing payments. We’re
good now sweetie.” I quit bouncing and sat down next to Becky. With
my arms around her, I laid her head down on my shoulder. “Talk to
me.”

“I should have been the one to fix our money
problems not you. You really are the man in our relationship. I
deserve to be dressed up like a doll with my dick tucked like a
little fairy,” Mark answered.

It made sense now. Mark’s inadequacy issues
were the cause of his behavior lately. I was only making it worse.
This turn to the serious had put a pretty big damper on my fun
little evening. But why should I feel guilty about my success? No!
I wasn’t going to feel bad because Mark couldn’t find a job.

We sat in silence for a bit as I thought
about our situation. I finally came to a conclusion, partly driven
by my desires to hold on to this new control I seemed to have. I
had planned to have a fun night with Mark playing Becky, but now
seeing what a broken shell of a man Mark actually was, I had a
different idea.



“Sweetie I have something to say. Look at
me.” I waited for Becky to turn her head in my direction. “I’m not
going to let you make me feel bad about being promoted. But I’m
also not going to put up with Mark moping around the house all day.
Since you don’t seem to think you have any control over our
relationship, I’ll just simplify things right now. I’ll be the one
with the power from now on and you’ll do what I tell you, when I
tell you. If you misbehave, I will punish you somehow.”

“No Annie that’s not what I meant! I didn’t
mean I wanted you to become a dictator!” Mark yelled. My hand flew
out and contacted his face immediately.

“Rule one, don’t talk back and don’t raise
your voice to me. Rule two, if you are dressed as Becky, you’ll
talk like Becky. Understand?”

“No! this isn’t happe…”

SMACK! I landed another blow on his cheek,
leaving a faint rosy handprint on his soft features. I could see
his eyes start to water.

“Understand?” I ask again.

“Please Annie why are you doing this?” Mark
asked. Another slap, this time on the other cheek.

Again I asked, “Understand?”

“Yes Annie…” said Becky in her sweet lilting
voice.

“Good girl!” I kissed the reddening areas on
either side of Becky’s face. “Rule three, until you find a job, a
real job, you are going to stay as Becky inside of the house. No
no! I don’t want to hear any arguments. Until you start bringing
some money into this house you’ll keep your manhood tucked away,
you’ll wear whatever I want you to wear, and you’ll sit down to
pee. Understood?”

Becky sighed but didn’t fight it, “Yes
Annie.”

“Very good girl! Rule four, just because you
are unemployed doesn’t mean you don’t have work to do. From now on
if I come home to dirty clothes, a messy living room and a skid
marked toilet you will be punished. Understood?

“Yes Annie.”

“Good girl. Now repeat your rules for me so I
know you understand.”

Becky took a deep breath before beginning. “I
am Becky while in the house until I get a job. I wear what you want
and do what you want. The house is my responsibility. If I talk
back or do something wrong, you’ll punish me.”

I smiled. I wave of warmth passed over me as
I listened to Becky recite the new house rules. Having complete
control over my sissified husband was making me wet. Time to see if
Becky really did want to be a good girl.

“That’s a good girl. And I want you to stay a
good girl. I don’t want to have to punish you. And just because I
make the rules doesn’t mean we can’t have fun sweetie. In fact,
let’s have some fun right now! I want you to get on your knees and
lick me like the good girl you say you are.”

I slid forward on the couch, slumping against
the cushions. Becky hesitated and didn’t move from her spot until I
gave her a gentle push. It wasn’t like her first task was too
outrageous. Becky and Mark had both licked me before. I lifted my
ass from the sofa as Becky pulled at the waistband of my sweats. As
soon as my smooth pussy was freed from my panty prison, I pushed
Becky’s head harshly against my wet folds.

I hooked my legs over Becky’s shoulders,
pinning her between the couch and me. I pushed myself harder into
her face, grinding my hips back and forth as her tongue slid up and
down my slick lips. I relished the feeling of her warm body pressed
up between my thighs, licking and tickling my sensitive areas.
Becky tried to bring her hands up to help tease me to completion,
but I squeezed my legs together like a vice around her head.

As good as it felt to have her pleasure me,
this wasn’t about the sex right now. It was about the control. The
shifting of power between us. Many times in our relationship I had
been the one on my knees while Mark nursed a beer and watched TV
over my bobbing head. Now it was Becky’s turn to be the one on the
floor, her only purpose in the room to service the one sitting on
the couch. I picked up the remote next to me and began to flip
through the channels, occasionally stopping to close my eyes and
bite my lip. Becky was good at this!

I finally found something to watch while
Becky sat between my legs. I took a swig from the beer I was still
holding, almost spitting it out when she used the tip of her tongue
to bounce my clit up and down. With one hand on the beer, I placed
the other on the back of Becky’s head, letting my fingers become
entangled in her silky smooth hair. I pushed her face deeper into
my crotch and was rewarded when she started to squirm. But she soon
calmed down and resumed dancing her tongue all over my nether
region.

I finished the beer and tossed it on the
floor, not caring where it landed or if any remaining liquid
dripped onto our carpet. It wasn’t my job anymore to keep the house
clean. With my hand now absent the bottle, it quickly found it’s
way to one of my tits, sneaking under my shirt to massage my hard
nipples. I zoned out, letting the pleasure between my legs build
slowly as I watched the television. I didn’t notice how much time
had passed until I had seen an entire episode of my favorite show.
Becky had been down there for nearly half an hour!

I uncrossed my legs from behind Becky’s back
and freed her from between my thighs. But to my surprise, Becky
didn’t pull away. When I looked down into her pretty blue eyes, she
was staring back up at me with determination. I threw my legs open
wide and used both of my hands to touch my tits, helping the erotic
energies build within me. Now focused on my own pleasure, it wasn’t
long until Becky’s tired tongue brought me to completion.

It felt so good! I sagged back against the
couch and my toes dug into the plush carpet beneath me as I came. I
had to push Becky away to stop her from driving me insane with her
licks as my orgasm reached it’s peak. A soft sigh escaped my lips
as the pleasure filled me from head to toe before fading away.

“Becky you are amazing,” I said as she pushed
back from the couch and crouched in front of me. She looked
ridiculous. Her bangs had dipped themselves in my juices and her
face glistened with spit, sweat and secretions. Becky’s good girl
image was lost under the sheen of sex left on her face.

“You need to go clean up sweetie. Why don’t
you go take a bath? When you come back down I’ll brush your hair
out and maybe give you a makeover for fun. Would you like
that?”

Becky nodded with a smile on her face, the
first smile I had seen all night. I was glad she was so happy. I
watched as she turned and walked to the stairs. As she walked away
I couldn’t help but admire how graceful she moved. Her small hips
swayed almost imperceptibly and the sweats continued to hug her
small ass just right. When she disappeared behind the curve of the
stair, my hand dropped down to my clit and I couldn’t help but rub
my fingers over my tiny button. I couldn’t get the image of Becky
or the feeling of control out of my head. Within minutes I had come
for a second time on our couch.

Feeling relaxed now, I headed upstairs to
check on my sweet Becky. I could see the steam pouring from the
doorway of our guest bathroom. But I was shocked at how I found
her. Or I should say him. Because it wasn’t my sweet Becky that I
found in the bathroom, but Mark, holding his cock in his hand and
pumping it vigorously. Becky’s clothes were piled up in the corner,
soaking up water that splashed from the combination shower/bath. In
his haste to touch himself, Mark hadn’t even bothered to close the
shower curtain all the way.

“What do you think you’re doing?” I asked in
a stern voice. Mark’s hand froze, still wrapped around his cock and
he stared at me through the shower curtain.

“I’m horny Annie. I just spent half an hour
going down on you.”

“So you thought it would be okay to come up
here and play with yourself without permission?”

“Permission?”

To be fair, I hadn’t made it a rule, or even
thought to do so earlier. This control thing was still pretty new.
I made a mental note to do a bit of research later. But that wasn’t
going to stop me from keeping control right now.

“Yes permission. What part of me being in
complete control didn’t you understand missy? Just because you get
me off doesn’t mean you can run around and touch yourself whenever
you please. And I’ll tell you right now Becky, good girls don’t
whip out their dicks and start whacking away.”

I picked up the towel from off of a hook on
the wall and passed it to Becky. “Dry off, get dressed and meet me
downstairs. And since you went and got the clothes I picked out for
you all wet, now you have to go and get a new outfit. And it better
be damn cute or I’ll be thinking up ways to punish you
tonight.”

I turned and stormed out of the bathroom. I
wasn’t really mad, but Becky didn’t know that. I waited patiently
downstairs for her feminine figure to come down and join me. When
she didn’t move quickly enough, I called up the stairs for her to
hurry up. It took her another five minutes before she appeared at
the base of the stairs, but the wait was worth it.

Standing sheepishly with one hand still on
the handrail stood my Becky, wearing a simple light blue summer
dress. The thin material sat on her frame perfectly, and the high
elastic waist added to her feminine looks. The dress fell to around
mid thigh, letting Becky show an ample amount of smooth, sexy leg.
While the outfit I had picked out made Becky look like she was
ready for the gym, this outfit made her look like she was ready to
go to a lazy Sunday social. And without being asked, Becky’s hands
dropped to the hemline of the dress and she lifted the skirt to
reveal her panties underneath. Simple white briefs with a small
pink heart emblazoned on the front. I knew that pair also had the
word “love” stenciled across the ass. I approved of the choice.

I held out my hand and Becky moved quickly to
join me in the living room. We sat together on the couch, with
Becky curled up like a cat across my lap. I stroked her hair and
ran a hand down her thighs. I couldn’t stop staring at her perfect
legs. We sat like that for hours, watching whatever show I turned
on, occasionally talking about what we were watching. Shows that
Mark would have never watched with me, but which Becky seemed to be
enjoying. For her part, she seemed happy and content using my
thighs as a pillow while I touched her gently throughout the
night.

And when we grew bored of the TV, I turned my
full attention on my new housemate. While Becky was a passable
female, there were still some things that could be tweaked. So I
set myself to fixing the inconsistencies I could see. Becky put up
some resistance at first since the changes I wanted to make were
longer lasting and a bit more noticeable than a pair of panties,
but she quickly caved to my desires.

I set myself on fixing her masculine eyebrows
first. For an hour Becky sat on the floor with the back of her head
resting on the couch, staring up at me from between my legs as I
plucked and pulled every stray eyebrow hair I could find. When I
was done, I had turned the hairy caterpillars that used to sit
above her eyes into two sexy streaks of hair. Her face was now
completely feminine.

The last steps weren’t as painful. Mark had a
nervous habit of chewing on his nails, leaving his finger looking
haggard. I used an emery board to fix what I could, filing the
jagged edged of Becky’s nails down before scraping the board across
the surface. Two coats of light pink nail polish with a clear
topcoat left her nails pretty and shining. When her fingernails
turned out so well, I couldn’t help but do her toes too. I giggled
when Becky sat and admired her new nails on the floor.

With Becky now looking and acting the part, I
could only think of one other thing to do with her tonight, and
that would have to wait until we were upstairs tucked in bed. But
the hour was growing late anyways, so we ate a simple snack before
heading to our room and climbing under the covers. I wasted no time
in attacking Becky in the bed, pinning her arms to her side as I
straddled her tight little tummy. I kissed her deeply, letting the
passion take us wherever it might lead.

And for awhile everything was going well.
Becky returned my kisses and our hands roamed over each others
still clothed bodies. Each time a hand would touch a piece of
exposed skin, tingles of electricity would shoot up my spine and I
found myself grinding against Becky in futility. I wanted a cock
inside of me, but not at the expense of my newfound control so I
turned to the next best thing.

I rolled off of Becky and reached for the
nightstand once again, pulling out two objects. One was my dildo
that I had used on Becky last week, while the other was a plug-in
back massager that everyone knew was really used for female fun.
Becky grew anxious at the sight of the fake cock in my hand.

“Relax sweetie. This one is for me tonight.
But don’t worry, I haven’t forgotten about you.”

I handed Becky the magic wand and plugged it
into the wall. I wasn’t sure if she would be able to orgasm with
the vibrator and a dick tucked between her legs, but if nothing
else it would amuse me.

“Rule five, that tiny thing you call a dick
isn’t yours anymore Becky. From now on unless I say so, it stays
between your legs and you’ll get yourself off like a good girl. Now
take your new toy, stick it between your little legs and turn it
on.”

I watched intently as Becky stared at the
powerful vibrator in her hand, contemplating whether or not she
would follow through with my instructions. But after a little
hesitation, Becky opened her legs enough to sneak the large white
ball of the vibrator against her crotch. She looked so hot laying
on the bed with a vibrator stuck between her legs, her hands and
most of the toy hidden by the material of her dress. My entire body
tingled when Becky flipped the power switch and the room was filled
with the hum of her toy.

The vibrator was so powerful that I could
feel the vibrations faintly through the mattress. I stared at
Becky, who lay with her eyes closed, biting on her lower lip and
shifting her hips back and forth, grinding into the head of the
vibrator. My panties were down in a second and the large dildo slid
inside me with ease. I was so wet with excitement that I was having
trouble feeling anything from my own toy. I had to turn on the much
weaker vibrator in the dildo to feel anything at all.

But watching Becky writhe and moan next to me
was all it really took tonight. As soon as I saw her legs
straighten out and her hips buck I knew she was cumming, and that
sent me over the edge. I finished only seconds after her, and both
vibrators clicked off at the same time. I was still staring at
Becky when she turned her head and finally opened her eyes, leaving
her looking directly at me. She looked tired but happy, and I was
feeling the same way.

“I think I need new panties Annie,” said
Becky with a yawn. “I kind of made a mess in these.”

I hadn’t really thought about what would
happen if she actually orgasmed, but in hindsight it wasn’t
surprising. When Becky stood up and lifted the back of her dress I
could see the large wet stain spreading across the white cotton
panties. So for the third time today, Becky slid her legs into a
pair of underwear that belonged to me, and like the previous two
pairs, she looked wonderful in these as well.

I left my sweats on the floor as I climbed
into bed wearing nothing but my white tank top and underwear, while
I had Becky slip into a light pink nighty with an owl on it before
she crawled into bed next to me. She laid quietly in my arms while
I talked about our future together, the clothes I would buy her,
the trips we would take together, only responding when I asked her
opinion of something. And we continued talking into the night, with
Becky in my arms. When it finally came time to turn off the light
and drift to sleep, Becky turned onto her slide and pressed her
body into mine. I fell asleep still holding her close.

When I woke up the next morning the bed was
empty. I checked the bathroom and saw that the clothes Becky had
worn to bed were in the hamper, while she was nowhere to been seen.
I sighed to myself, saddened that last night had ended the same way
last week had. But when I walked into the kitchen I was caught off
guard by what I saw.

On the table was a homemade breakfast and a
steaming cup of tea. And standing in the kitchen, gripping a cup in
both hands while lightly blowing into the mug was Becky. She was
wearing a cream colored knit sweater and a pair of jeans, and
looking good. She looked at me from over her own cup of tea and
smiled.

“Good morning Annie.”

I sat down at the table and smiled, “It is a
good morning. Thank you Becky.”
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