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PART ONE

“Damned party,” Harry muttered. “Meet a bunch of idiots, put up with their idiocy. I’d rather  stay home and drink beer and…”

Harry kept muttering, and Louise knew that wasn’t a good sign. When Harry started talking to himself he was on the edge of being not nice.

“Honey, it’s okay It’s just a neighborhood mixer, welcome us to the neighborhood, that sort of thing.”

Harry spun and glared at his wife. His eyes were fixed and glittering with anger. His lip was curled back and he looked like he was ready to fight.

Louise moved back and took in her breath.

Harry grabbed her arm, “Where you going?”

“Honey, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything.”

“A neighborhood mixer, eh? And how did we get invited to that stupidity?”

“Please, honey,” she tried to twist out from under his strong grip. She was afraid she would have bruises where his fingers tightened on her flesh. “I was just talking to Helen Swanson and she said it was what they did, have a mixer. Can’t you—“

He shook her. “I don’t like mixers!”

Louise was desperate now. Her voice went up a bit as she went into a sort of begging mode. “You don’t have to go. I’ll just tell them you’re a little tired and—“

“Make me look weak, eh? Great. Get dressed.” He flung her arm towards her and she almost fell down.

She rubbed her arm and looked at it. Yes, she was going to have bruises.

Harry walked into his closet and picked out slacks and a shirt. He was muttering the whole while.

When Louise first married Harry he was a charmer. He treated her like she was a princess, and she loved him.

But over time he changed. He stopped being so affectionate. He started muttering a lot. He said mean things to her.

Cow. He liked to refer to her as a cow.

And bitch. Bitch was one of his favorite words for her.

He didn’t say such words loudly, just loud enough for her to hear, just loud enough to hurt her feelings and make her unsure of herself.

Not saying a word, afraid to draw attention to herself, Louise got dressed. She put on the corset and pulled it tight. She hated the thing, but Harry wanted her to wear it. He said her belly looked like she was fat and ugly if she didn’t wear it.

She rolled on nylons, and listened to him in the closet.

“Stupid cow. Always embarrassing me.”

Little tears welled in her eyes, but she continued getting dressed. She tried to adjust the corset so her tits didn’t look so big. She hated how tight the feeling was. It actually hurt after a while, but if she didn’t have her boobs bulging Harry would get mad. A couple of times he had actually slapped her tits. With his bare hands. And called her a fat cow.

She stepped into her dress. She felt ridiculous, showing off that much flesh. She wanted to just wear a summer dress, feel free and not be so bound up, but Harry…

Harry walked out of the closet. He glanced at her, and his eyes were pig mean.

“Aren’t you ready, yet?”

“Almost, honey. Just a couple of more minutes.”

Harry sneered. “Make me late. They throw us a damned party and you make us late. Disrespectful.”

Louise sat down and quickly put on her make up. Bright, red lipstick. Blush. False eyelashes.

Why Harry made her wear extra mascara and thick eyelashes she had no idea, and she hated it, but what was she supposed to do?

If she refused he’d squeeze her arms, and insult her. Once he had even slapped her. Knocked her to the bed.

Oh, he was sorry, said he’d never do it again, but she had a feeling he would. He was just turning into that kind of man.

The mixer was three houses over, and they walked it quickly. It was a beautiful morning, but Harry muttered the whole way, and he held her hand too tight.

“Please, Harry, I can’t walk fast in these heels.”

He slowed down, but he didn’t like it. He muttered something about her being a bitch, then they were walking up the walk.

“Louise! Harry! Welcome to the neighborhood!” Nancy Cardigan gave  Louise an air hug and shook hands with Harry, and suddenly Harry was on best behavior.

“Hey, great of you to have us, Wonderful house you have here.”

Nancy’s husband, Jim, took Harry in hand, got him a drink and introduced him to the other neighbors. And Harry was charming.

Nancy didn’t seem to notice that Louise looked a bit overly made up, or that her tits were bulging  over the corset. She did notice, however, the red marks in the shape of a hand on her upper arm. She had quick eyes, and she frowned, but didn’t say anything.

It was a wonderful neighborhood. Everybody took care of their houses, everybody knew each other, if somebody needed a refrigerator moved, or a little help painting a room, there were plenty of people to help.

Louise loved the neighborhood, it was a step up from their old area.

In the kitchen Nancy introduced her to other ladies, who glanced at her arm and said nothing, and who greeted her warmly. Shortly she had a wine spritzer in her hand and was being treated like she was part of the family.

Out back Harry chatted with Jim and other husbands. Talk of who did what for a living turned into chuckles and jokes, and the party was going along quite well.

At one point Harry came in to get another bourbon and Coke. He frowned when he saw the wine glass in Louise’s hand. He pulled her a side.

“What are you drinking?”

“I’m sorry, Harry, it’s just a wine spritzer.”

He was squeezing her arm, hard, and she tried to push his hand away. Little tears were creeping out of her eyes.

“You know I don’t want you drinking!” he hissed, then he grinned and changed his whole demeanor. “It’s a wonderful party, honey, I’m so glad we came…”

He had caught a glimpse of Nancy in the mirror. She was frowning behind him.

He massaged Louise’s arm briefly. She was going to have a second set of marks.

“Well, I’m going to head back outside.”

He smiled at Nancy as he passed her.

Nancy wasn’t smiling.

Nancy put her arm around Louise’s waist and walked her into the back.

Louise glanced over her shoulder, afraid that Harry wouldn’t approve, but he was gone.

Nancy took Louise into her bedroom and sat her down. She put make up on Louise’s arm, hid the marks, all without saying a word.

“That was an accident,” she explained. “I was falling and he caught me.”

Nancy didn’t say anything. She capped the little bottle of make up and sat on the edge of her vanity table.

“How often does he beat you?”

Louise began to cry.

Nancy waited. She handed Louise a tissue and Louise dabbed at her eyes and managed to stop crying.

Then Nancy reached into her jewelry box and took out a pair of earrings.

“You’ll have to wear these all the time for a month, and then be careful. Some men take a little longer. I would say two months if you want to be sure, and even three months if you want to be positive.”

“What are you…thank you, but…”

“These earrings are made of rare metals, and they enhance your brain waves.”

“Brain waves?”

“I know, sounds ridiculous, but it’s true. You’ll notice that a lot of women wear them in the neighborhood. You’ll be able to control any man while wearing these. They just increase your mental power until it is significantly greater than men’s.”

“But I…I…”

Nancy shushed her. “Eventually you’ll be able to make men do whatever you want to, but it starts with sex. If you make your man erect, or limp, he will quickly come to look upon you as his only hope for an erection and an orgasm. At that point he will become quite compliant. But don’t take them off, and if you wish to control men other than your husband then certainly don’t take them off. Your husband will become trained to respond to you even without the earrings; your mind will be that strong. And eventually other men will respond to you the same way. But it takes time, and patience, and you have to learn some tricks.”

“I can stop him from…from…”

“You can. And it’ll be fun. And don’t worry if you experience a couple of mean streaks. Women who have been battered often turn into temporary bullies. But you’ll get over it. Once your man starts acting a little more human everything will turn out all right.”

Nancy kept talking for an hour. She explained all sorts of things about how to overtly, or covertly, control men.

Louise was a bit surprised by all that she was being told, but she didn’t stand up and walk out because Nancy was treating her so kindly.

So what if this idea of having a stronger brain than a man was silly?

After an hour the two women walked back into the front of house, arm in arm, now great friends.

The party was winding down now, and it was time to go. Louise knew, when Harry saw her, that he was pissed. He hadn’t wanted to come to the party, he wanted to go home, and it was all her fault.

Nancy saw his anger, too, and she whispered, “Remember how to use your hands, it’ll be fine. Try it now. Give him a boner.

Harry was trying to hide his glare, and Louise made a fist and stuck out her finger. She did this while keeping her hand low, but the effect was like a shout in a church.

Harry’s eyes bulged and so did his pants.

He looked down.

“Not so hard,” Nancy whispered with a giggle.

Louise was a quick study. All the things Nancy had been telling her…and she started raising and lowering her finger.

Harry groaned, then clamped his lips shut. Sweat burst out on his forehead. His pants were doing a rhumba.

A couple of the women noticed, and they turned away and hid smirks.

The men noticed, and they had no expression on their faces. Of course, they were already well trained.

“Okay, honey, I’ll come over in a couple of days to see how you’re doing. But you can always give me a call, or any of the ladies, if you need advice.”

Nancy air kissed and hugged Louise.

Several other women similarly bid her good bye, and she noticed that almost all of them were wearing earrings similar to hers.

Harry and Louise walked out of the house, Harry a little stunned by what was happening in his pants, Louise glad that he wasn’t grabbing her arm and squeezing.

“That was a nice party,” she said, linking her arm in his.

Harry lurched a bit in walking, she was still making him hard, soft, hard, soft.

Louise pointed her finger more rigidly and he groaned.

“What’s the matter, Harry?”

“Uh, nothing.” He tripped as his dick pushed against his zipper.

“You’re acting funny.”

“No…no…” he gulped.

Nancy had given Louise a whole bunch of finger positions to help her control Harry. Eventually she wouldn’t need her fingers, but having an idea of what she wanted to happen to Harry in her mind, re-enforced by her fingers, and she was having great affect.

She began crooking her finger gently, and Harry felt like her finger was gently stroking the underside of his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

Louise was sure that Nancy had been telling her the truth now. The way Harry was lurching and weaving, the bulge in his pants, he was experiencing whatever she wanted.

And she was wanting a lot.

After being struck by him, putting up with his hands on her arm. The way he pushed her around, she wanted a little back.

She squeezed her fist and Harry felt his balls tighten up and semen rose up in his shaft. She relaxed her hand before he could squirt, though, and he moaned.

They entered the house and Harry put a hand on a wall and just leaned against it.

Louise left him holding the wall up and headed for the back bedroom. She slipped out of her dress, the corset, and scrubbed her face. She then put on a summer dress and a light bit of make up.

Harry walked into the room.

“Hey, I want you in that corset.”

She swiveled around on her vanity chair and looked at him. “Why?”

“Because I’m horny. Time to fuck, baby.”

“I’m not in the mood.”

Harry blinked and his eyes narrowed. “I don’t think you understand…”

Louise stood up and glared at him. The first time in her life that she had ever stood up to Harry. “I said I’m not in the mood, and I don’t care how hard you are.”

Harry snarled and took a step towards Louise. His hand was out to grab her arm, and she put her hands behind herself and made a fist. She squeezed the fist with her other hand.

Harry felt to his knees. It felt like his balls were exploding. He had never felt so much pain, and he put his hands on the floor and breathed like a dog, gasping.

“What’s the matter, Harry?”

“Something’s wrong.”

“I’ll say. What’s wrong is that a man should never hit a woman.”

“I wasn’t going to…I wasn’t…”

She squeezed her fist harder.

Harry collapsed. He lay on the floor and groaned, and he started to ripple. He was going to puke, and Louise backed off very slightly.

She let go of her fist, opened her hand, and Harry stopped feeling pain. He blinked and got up on his hands and knees. He shook his head and looked around. What the fuck?

Louise crooked her finger, and he felt the underside of his cock being stroked.

“What’s going on?” he cried.

Louise circled a finger and he felt that finger going around the head of his cock. Now his penis was in full erection.

“Stand up, Harry.”

Harry stood up, not because she told him to, but because he felt a little silly on all fours in front of her.

“What is happening?” Tears were leaking out of his eyes.

“It’s the apocalypse, Harry.”

She made a circle of her lips and blew.

Harry fell back and landed on the bed. He was suddenly receiving the best blow job he had ever gotten in his life.

Louise opened and closed her hands and he felt her gentle fingers stroking his testicles.

“What are you doing?”

“Whatever I want. Now you just stay here and enjoy yourself. I’m going to go read a book.”

She walked out of the room and Harry lay on the bed. He felt lips on his cock and his balls were massaged by invisible hands.

“Wait!” he called out.

Louise glanced back at him, a slight smile on her face.

“I need to get off!”

She tilted her head, “You do? Hunh. Well, if you can, go ahead. But don’t touch yourself.”

She walked out and Harry was actually sobbing with frustration. He wanted to grab his cock and stroke himself off, but she had told him he couldn’t touch himself.

The blow job he was receiving wasn’t enough to get him off, the sensations of his balls being massaged wasn’t enough, and all he could do was lay there on the bed and suffer.

Louise went into the living room and picked up a magazine. Then she put it down and frowned. She read fashion magazines because Harry wanted her to. What she really wanted to do was watch Seinfeld and eat chocolates.

Chocolates. Hmmm. Harry could go get her chocolates. but….no, better give him a good lesson first.

She turned on the TV, and the funny thing was that she could sort of feel, like a wispy shadow, Harry’s frustration. It made her smile.

In the bedroom Harry struggled with his zipper. It was hard to do anything with the constant stimulation, but he managed to pull his zipper down, then he wiggled out of his pants. He lay on the bed and groaned. His cock was iron hard and his balls were getting extra sensitive. But he couldn’t touch himself. And Louise seemed to have done something that wouldn’t let him cum.

He lay on the bed, his hips fucking slowly but manically. He reached up and grabbed his nipples. He could touch those, and maybe he could get himself off that way. Oddly, he wasn’t thinking of his wife. He was too caught up in his own reproductive apparatus. He just wanted to cum, and there was no room for any other thought in his universe. So he pulled his nipples, even reached around and poked a finger up his asshole. He was desperate. He had to cum. He had to—

“Oh, my God!”

Harry looked to the side. Louise was leaning against the door, grinning.

“I have never seen you so horny and hard. How’s it feel?”

“I…I need to…cum…”

“I’ll bet you do. But…too bad, so sad. Men who abuse their wives don’t get to cum.”

Harry’s mind wasn’t fully functioning. Or, rather, it was fully functioning on his cock, which didn’t leave much room for other thoughts.

“Please…please…please…” he stuttered. He didn’t understand it, but she was doing this to him. She was making him hard, blowing his cock, sucking it without touching it, and… “Get….me off!”

Louise sauntered into the room and sat down next to him.

“Harry, you’re a bully. I could go on for days on how badly you’re treated me. Which means that I don’t really feel like giving you pleasure.”

Of course she was giving him pleasure, more pleasure than he could stand, but that was beside the point.

“But…I love…you!”

“Sure. You love to squeeze my arm, and you hit me and knocked me down. Well, onto the bed. But I would have fallen to the floor if I hadn’t happened to hit the bed.”

“But I didn’t…mean to…”

His hips were rising and falling and his muscles were trying to push the cum out of his balls.

“Harry, freeze.”

Harry froze. His mind was subject to her stronger mind, and he lay there, his cock pounding in the air, his semen boiling in his balls, and he couldn’t move.

Louise reached out and grabbed his cock. She took the blow job off him and stopped massaging his nuts. “Does this feel better?” She stroked him.

He grunted and tried to squirt.

“Or this?” She let go of his cock and gave him the phantom blow job.

“Oh…oh…oh…”

He couldn’t move, but she could see his muscles tightening, trying to move.

“Or does it matter?” She bit her nail and considered his red, straining face. “Is it six of one half a dozen of the other?”

“I…I…”

Suddenly she stood up and wiggled out of her dress. She pulled her panties down and got on top of him.

“Okay, Harry, you need a fuck, and, well, seeing you having so much fun, I guess I need one, too. But don’t you dare cum.”

She smiled and closed her eyes as she slid down his pole.

Harry grunted with the sheer heaven of having his cock fucked. He felt her soft tissue slide over his veins and then she was impaled, squashing his balls with her butt.

He started to cry.

“Oh, is it that good?”

He nodded, and hated himself. If only he could…if only…

Louise went up and down on him. She could feel his frustration, she could feel the tension in his balls as he tried to squirt. It was a mental connection, and the more she felt his frustration the hornier it made him. It was a contact high, but only she could cum.

Suddenly she began turning on him.

He felt his dick being twisted, then she was facing away from him, and she had the perfect position to spank his balls.

“No!” he squeaked, divining her intention.

SMACK!

He lurched, the pleasure transmuted into a weird sort of pleasure pain.

“Oh!” Louise grunted. She turned her head and smiled at him. “That felt good!”

SMACK!

He lurched again, driving his cock into her depths.

She bucked and put her hands down as the sensation of sheer pleasure drove through her. “Oh, yeah!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

She spanked his balls, and every smack caused him to lift up and shove his dick into her.

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

He writhed and twisted and humped up, and Louise began to cum.

“Oh, shit!” She wailed. She put her hands on his knees and stopped herself from falling over. The orgasm wormed up through her pussy and spread out through her body. It was like a sheet of hot lightening pulled through her.             

Harry felt her pleasure. He felt how her mind just sort of whited out and her body pulsed.

For a second he thought he might be able to cum. He tried, he groaned, he thrust up, but…the semen just…stopped. It only went so far, to the trigger point, then it stopped.

Louise lay there for a minute, then she fell to the side, fell off him.

“That was good, Harry. Thank you.”

“Please…” His teeth were actually chattering.

“Yes, it pleased me. But you’ll have to please me a lot more before I’m willing for you to have an orgasm.”

Tears slid down his cheeks. His hips humped the air slowly. His balls were swollen form his spanking and his dick was big and purple.

Louise sat down next to him again.

“Wow, and I don’t even have a mess to clean up. What an unexpected bonus.”

She put her hand over his cock and began stroking it. “Now, Harry, I’m going to leave you alone for a while. I want to go to the store and do some shopping. You’ll be all right all alone, won’t you?”

His eyes begged for release, but she ignored them.

“But, the question is…what little gift do I want to leave you?”

Harry twisted his hips and tried to grab his cock.

“Oh, stop that, you silly,” Louise giggled and slapped his hand. Then she said, “I know, I’ll give you an invisible pussy to fuck. It’s on the bed, underneath you. Now turn around and fuck, but no cumming.”

With a strangled sound Harry found himself turning over. He began driving his purple cock into the mattress. His mind was filled with images of women underneath him. From far away he heard Louise say, “Excellent. Okay, you have fun, Harry. And I’ll see you in a while.”

Dimly, he heard Louise get dressed, then she walked out of the room.

How long is long?

For Harry it was long indeed.

When you have a distasteful job to do it seems to last forever.

When you are engaged in something pleasant time flies and you are done before you know it.

Harry liked fucking. He loved the feeling of plumbing his cock into a pussy. When he was fucking time seemed to pass too fast.

Except that now he wanted to cum, and he couldn’t and it was becoming unpleasant. So time that should have zipped by suddenly stretched out.

His hips went up and down.

His cock pressed into the mattress, like he was fucking a hole, but like he couldn’t get all the way in.

It was quintessential frustration to the Nth degree, and there was nothing he could do about it.

His body was on automatic, his nerves were crescendoing, his cock wanted to cum in the worst possible way.

He bounced up and down, trying to get some leverage, some traction, something.

He imagined himself inside Louise, but no matter how perfectly he visualized her he couldn’t get his cock into her hole.

He fucked and fucked, until his body was sore and his dick was dribbling pre-cum.

But he always felt like he was so very, very close.

Louise drove to the grocery store. Next to it was a dress shop and she stopped there and tried on some clothes.

She was free. Harry could no longer command her, tell her what to wear.

She was emancipated.

She tried on bras that were a bit more sedate than what Harry wanted, but which were comfortable for her.

She bought panties and a couple of dresses, summer dresses that would be comfortable to wear.

Then she had a thought.

Harry.

He wanted her to wear what he wanted, and the hell with her own likes and dislikes. What if she took the same attitude towards him?

She smiled, and went back through the racks.

Harry was exhausted, and energized, and couldn’t stop.

His body was sore but lust kept it going.

His crotch went up and down and his pecker smushed against the mattress until it hurt.

Where was Louise? Why hadn’t she returned.

Harry was a pretty self reliant guy, but now he was desperate for his wife to return, to release him from this terrible torment.

His cock felt like it was swelling up, and he worried that it might suddenly break, explode, start to bleed.

His balls, thoroughly spanked, were slapping against the mattress and each slap brought a groan from him.

His arms were tired, and he tried different positions, but everything was dictated by the humping urge.

Finally, he heard the front door slam.

“Louise!” he called out, his voice a croak. “Please, Louise!”

Then the door opened and closed again, and again.

Dimly, he realized that she must be bringing bags into the kitchen.

But how much shopping could she have done? Food for two wasn’t that many bags!

Then the door closed for the last time, and he heard her heels clicking in the hallway.

“Hello, honey. How’s it hanging?” She giggled and put sevveral bags on the floor.

His hips drove down and came up, “Please, stop…”

“Stop.”

Harry’s body was so used to humping that he actually went up and down a few more times, but he finally managed to stop and just lay there.

“Turn over, honey.”

He could hardly move he was so sore, but he managed to roll on his side and raise his head slightly.

“My, you look tired. Did you have a good fuck?”

“I didn’t cum,” he cried.

“You silly boy, fucking isn’t just about cumming! Oh, it’s important, I grant you that, but fucking is the act of going in and out…and cumming is just sort of an after thought.

“But…”

“So you don’t really need to cum.”

“Louise, can’t you…can’t you…”

But he didn’t know what. Can’t you stop? Can’t you let me cum? Can’t you let me go?

“Now, honey, I bought some clothes. It was a lot of money, but I just used your credit card. That’s okay, right?”

“My credit—“

She raised a finger and he felt his boner start to rise up.

“It’s all right!” he yelled.

She smiled and lowered her finger and he almost sobbed with relief.

He liked to fuck. When he was a young man he fucked anything and everything. But now…now he just wanted a squirt. One, simple, little squirt. That’s all he wanted.

“Excellent, honey. Now here are some of the clothes I bought.

She reached into her bags and pulled out underwear that was a little too conservative for the horny Harry. She held them up and he grinned in a sickly fashion and told her how much he loved her new clothes.

Then she reached into some other bags and began pulling out other clothes.

“And these are for you. I know you like sexy underwear, so I got you some for yourself.

Bras that were high and tight and uncomfortable. Thongs that would press up against his crack. Dresses that were too small. And corsets.

Harry’s eyes bugged out.

“What are…what are…”

“I know you love a good corset, and so it’s time you experienced the awe and wonder for yourself.

“But I don’t want to wear a—“

Louise raised her finger and Harry shut with a gulp.

“Please…”

She sighed. She lowered her finger and Harry dwindled in the package. “Well, okay. It’s time for dinner.”

Then she waggled her finger back and forth and warned Harry, “But if you abuse me in any way your dick will blow up!”

“No! No!” he almost shrieked. “I’ll be good! Don’t…please don’t!”

His dick was banging back and forth, hitting one thigh, then the other.

Louise smiled and stopped waggling, and his dick slowly shrank.

“All right, Harry. Put on the clothes in that bag while I go fix dinner. Okay.”

Louise walked out of the room and headed for the kitchen. Harry looked into the bag. His eyes opened, he felt faint, and he took out the clothes.

Oh, no!


PART TWO

Harry walked into the kitchen. He was naked. In one hand was a bra, in the other was a dress. “I can’t do this,” he announced.

Louise raised her finger.

SPROING!

Harry snarled and took a step towards Louise. He had had enough. she had left him alone for five minutes and he had recovered some of his naturally mean personality.

Louise was surprised, but only for a second. Nancy had trained her in her response. She closed a fist and grabbed it with her other hand.

It was like the muscles went out of Harry’s legs. He fell to his knees and grabbed his groin. His balls were being squeezed and the pain obliterated thought and meanness.

Louise sat down at the kitchen table. She was still squeezing her fist, and she slowly, very slowly, let up on the pressure.

“Oh, fuck,” wheezed Harry. “Stop it.”

Conversationally, Louise said, “Like you stopped squeezing my arm when it hurt? Like that time you hit me? Stop it like that?”

She squeezed again and Harry fell to the floor holding his package. He had never felt such pain in his life. And it didn’t go away. And it wouldn’t go away until Louise let go of her fist.

“Harry, we can do this the easy way or the hard way. We can do this with pain, and I could force you to do what I wanted, or we can do this with pleasure. You like pleasure, don’t you?”

She raised a finger and his cock raised up with it. He nodded.

“Or do you like pain?”

She grabbed her finger and pulled on it.

“AHHH!” The pain was out of his balls, but it felt like his dick was going to be ripped off his body.

Louise dropped her finger and let go of it.

“Now then, Harry. You like to see me all prettied up, and sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. So I suggest you go put those clothes on like I told you, or…” she glared at him.

Harry was beaten, and he knew it. He crawled backwards out of the kitchen, waving her away, nodding his head, gulping.

“You’re fine, Harry. Now get up and go change.”

The pain left and Harry was stunned by being pain free. “What?”

He stood up. He was still shaky, but…no pain.

He looked at his manhood. He felt his balls. She had stopped doing whatever she had been doing.

“Go,” she said.

Harry turned and scampered down the hallway.

Louise was making lamb chops and mashed potatoes. She pounded the little chops, mashed the potatoes, and forgot about Harry.

She was sitting at the table and sipping tea, waiting for the chops to finish, when…

DING DONG!

She blinked and stood up. She walked to the foyer and opened the door and her jaw dropped.

There was Nancy, and she was holding Harry by the ear.

“Lose something?” Nancy grinned.

“Good Lord! Harry?”

“I was walking by and I saw him coming out the side window. That not being the normal way of entering or exiting a building, I figured he was lost, yes?”

Harry stood on the front porch and shivered. He was wearing shorts and a tee shirt. He stared at the ground miserably.

“Come in.”

Louise led the way into the kitchen.

Nancy said, “Harry. Go stand in a corner.” Harry dutifully walked to where the pantry met the kitchen door and stood. Nancy turned to Louise. “Do you mind if I give him sexual commands?”

Louise shook her, then nodded. “Of course.” She was too stunned by what was happening and didn’t really track what was happening.

Nancy didn’t seem to do anything, but Harry suddenly grunted and fell into the corner. Then he was breathing hard and braced upright.

Louise and Nancy sat the table, then Louise remembered her manners. “Would you like some coffee?”

“Oh, thank you, no. I just wanted to stop by and return your property to you.”

“Oh, well. Thank you.”

“Think nothing of it. When a woman comes into her own her man is frequently a bother. He runs, he complains, he’ll just chip away at you. That’s why myself and a few of the girls will be dropping by, walking past…we’re just making sure Harry doesn’t get away with anything.”

“Again, I thank you. I had no idea he’d crawl out a window.”

“He’ll do a lot worse if we let him get away with it. Harry, you can’t hear this. When Jennie Sprague first put on the earrings her husband ran away. He actually lived in the woods for six months before we could track him down.”

“You tracked…can Harry really not hear us?”

“Not a word. And, yes. Right now you’re experiencing the first phases of your new abilities. As your mind gets stronger you will find new abilities. Girls who have been here over a year are now able to find their men just by thinking of them. And the strongest of us can make any man come to us obediently. Would you like a demonstration?”

“Yes.”

Nancy turned to Harry. She focused, and Harry suddenly straightened up, stiff as a board.

“Come to me, Harry. You can hear me again, so come to me.”

Harry levitated six inches off the ground. He turned, and his eyes were wild with panic. The rules of the universe had just been canceled and he was not liking it.

Nancy made a motion with her hand and Harry turned horizontal in the air. She floated him over and blinked. Harry’s clothes disappeared and his penis pointed straight up.

“Harry, the more you cum the more you can’t cum.”

Harry’s eyes opened wide and his cock started to surge. It stiffened and throbbed and his hips pumped.

“He thinks he’s cumming right now. And the more he thinks he’s cumming the less he can cum.”

“But doesn’t that give him some sort of release? Isn’t it an orgasm?”

“Oh, no. He just thinks he’s cumming, and the more he thinks he cums the more he needs to cum. When I finally take this off him he’ll be hard for a week. If I let him. Would you like to take over the compulsion?”

“Why…yes!” Louise’s eyes lit up.

“Okay, now you’re not going to need hand motions for this, but you are going to have to really concentrate. First, let’s put him on his feet—I’ll hold him and you guide him—that’s right. Excellent.”

Harry turned upright and lowered to the ground.

“Now then, let’s give him a break on the boners.”

Louise made a hand motion and his cock slumped down. He gave an audible sigh of relief.

“Okay. Thus far I’ve been doing the heavy lifting. This time I want you to lift him, and I’ll just guide him, make sure you don’t throw him through the roof or something.”

Harry’s eyes went wide. Through the roof?

Louise and Nancy spent the afternoon learning different methods of controlling Harry. Giving him boners was easy and very effective. And Louise even got pretty good at lifting him up and turning him around. But putting a subtle compulsion on him was difficult. It took her an hour before she could put a compulsion around the house so he wouldn’t wander away, and then she had to back it up with a compulsion to boner up until he couldn’t move.

Nancy seemed quite pleased with her progressive, however.

“That’s a great start. You’ve got a lot of power, so make sure you let it go to your head.”

They giggled.

Then Louise grew serious. “Do I have to worry about hurting him?”

Nancy studied Harry for a moment, then said, “Not really. Oh, if you threw him through a roof, or commanded him to actually pull his weenie off, that might be bad, but when you use simple commands, tell him to stay hard and not cum for a week, that actually is healthy for him. And what is healthy for him is healthy for you.”

Louise tilted her head slightly in question. “Why is it healthy?”

“Because all that sexual energy comes back to you.”

“It does?”

“Oh, yes. You want to keep him sexed up as much as you can. You can let him relax when he goes to work, or has something to do that requires intelligence and focus, but other than that whenever he is horny the energy will leech right to you. Have you fucked him since you took control?”

“I…yes.”

“And how did you feel afterward.”

Louise couldn’t help herself. “I felt wonderful. Refreshed.”

“And did you let him cum?”

“Oh, no.”

“So you wound up with his energy. If you had let him cum he’d probably steal some of your energy.”

Louise looked at Harry, who was back standing in a corner.

“Is it possible to…you know…deplete him?”

“Not so far as we’ve discovered. Men give up their energy, but they are really sort of inexhaustible. Every time you spank their balls, or put something up their butt, they regenerate. That’s why it’s so important to keep them horny. Sex is the fountain of youth. But which way the energy goes…that’s the key. Well, I should be going, any thing else I can help you with?”

Louise shook her head. “Thank you. You’re teaching me so much.”

“Women of the world have to stick together.”

They hugged and Nancy headed for home.

Louise turned to Harry.

“Turn around, Harry.”

Harry turned. His eyes were haunted. His face drawn.

“So now we know. Lots of cums for me, lots of horniness for you.”

“Louise, this isn’t fair. You can’t enslave me and make me into…into a…a sex battery!”

“Why not?”

“It’s not…human! It’s cruel!”

“And how were you using me?”

“I loved you! I love you. I wasn’t using you!”

“You fucked me whether I wanted to or not. You made me wear clothes I didn’t like. You got physical with me. That’s not using me?”

“But the way I act…all men act that way!

“All men beat their wives?”

“No! No…but…”

“Shut.”

Harry’s jaw slapped shut so hard his teeth clicked.

“Now then, if you step outside this house without permission your penis will cum without cumming. It will do that until you return to the house.

“I told you to get dressed, and you refused, choosing instead to run away, to embarrass me. I suggest you get dressed before I forget myself.”

Harry wanted to say something, but he couldn’t.

Louise turned him around and made a ‘patting his ass’ motion. He lurched down the hallway, led by his erect dick.

An hour later he still hadn’t come out of the bedroom. Louise frowned and headed down the hallway.

Harry was getting dressed, and getting undressed, and getting dressed, and so on.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m getting dressed,” he pouted.

“And then you take your panties and bra off. Why?”

“Because they give me a boner and I don’t want one.”

Louise started to laugh.

Harry just glared at her.

Louise decided to test her powers. She moved her hands as if she was putting on panties. Harry’s eyes opened and he duplicated what her hands were doing in small circles with his body. He pulled on panties.

She pretended to put on a bra, fastened it behind herself.

Harry put on the bra, and screeched in pain when he fastened the bra He wasn’t as flexible as a woman.

Then Louise got an idea. Her corset was laying on the floor, and she  made him pick it up. He got into the corset, and then his eyes panicked as she made him pull the ties. His arms felt like they were going to fall out of the sockets, but she had him pull the corset tight.

“Go get the breast forms in the trunk of the car.”

“But I’d have to go outside…”

“Direct orders will bypass the compulsions I put on you.”

“But everybody will see me?”

“Go.”

Harry walked down the hallway, cringing inside. He picked up the car keys and went out to the car.

“Hey, Harry!” It was Jim, and he greeted Harry quite cheerfully.

“Uh…”

Louise was watching from inside the door, and she breathed, “Greet him.”

“Hi, Jim.” And then Harry clapped a hand over his mouth in shock.

Jim continued on, and Harry got the breast forms out of the trunk and brought them in.

“Put them in your cups.”

Harry did so, and suddenly he had a female body. He stared at himself in the foyer mirror.

“Not bad, sweetie.” Louise smirked. “Now, go put that black dress on.”

Harry tried not to walk down the hallway, but he couldn’t stop himself. A minute later he was coming back down the hallway, pulling the black dress down over his frame.

Louise nodded. “You forgot the heels.”

Cursing under his breath, Harry went back to the bedroom and found a pair of high heels in one of the bags. He put them on and found that it was difficult to walk, and even to just stand.

“Somebody needs to practice,” Louise said.

“Honey…I think we need to…to—“

Louise made walking motions with her fingers and he started walking up and down the hallway.

Louise walked into the kitchen. She was feeling pretty good. No more meanness from her hubbie, and…oh crap! She had burnt the lamb chops and the potatoes! She had been so busy with Nancy, and then working with Harry, that she had turned the stove on low, and everything had dried out.

She sighed, then, “Harry!”

Harry tottered into the kitchen.

“I burnt the dinner. Go get Chinese.”

“Like…like this?”

She shook her head as if mystified that he would even ask. “Hello? How else?”

“But I can’t change into man clothes? Just for a little while?”

“Harry, Harry. Haven’t you been following this program?”

“But…”

“From here on out you’re going to be erect at all hours. You will be waiting on me hand and foot. Your whole purpose in life is to provide me with sexual energy. Get it?”

“But…”

“Go.”

Harry went.

A MONTH LATER…

Louise awoke and stretched luxuriously.

Harry lay next to her, stiff like a board, and his cock stiff like a spike. He had slept very little as Louise had left phantom lips on his cock all night long.

Yes, he had slept a little, but he felt drained. Exhausted.

Louise, on the other hand, was fresh, charged up, ready to go. She had slept a sound sleep, and the whole time Harry’s sexual energies had fed directly into her.

“Mmmm,” she sighed. She turned to him.

“How you doing, Harry?”

“I need to sleep. I need to get off. I…I…”

“Oh, gosh. You are such a pill, Harry. Boner up.”

He was already hard, but her command made him even harder.

She climbed on to him and slipped down his shaft.

Harry groaned, as did Louise.

Funny, she had never liked it much when Harry had rolled her over in the morning, but now that she was doing the rolling everything was okay.

She rode him for several minutes, had a cum, then climbed off.

“All right, Harry. You can have a ten minute limp dick break. Fix my breakfast and get dressed.

Groaning with tiredness, Harry got out of bed. He trotted to the kitchen—ten minutes wasn’t much—and made oatmeal with raisins, sliced an orange, and poured tea.

Louise sauntered down the hallway. She was wearing a sexy chemise. Once upon a time she hadn’t liked chemises, but that was before she realized how much they turned Harry on. And Harry turned on fed her all sorts of sexual energy.

An hour later, fed and fucked, Louise told Harry to clean the house.

Harry was starting to get dressed because he thought he was going to go with her. Finding out that he was going to be the maid for the day he hung his head…and put on his maid uniform.

All that morning Harry worked on the house. He wore his mesh stockings and wielded his duster and worked the vacuum. He was getting quite good at maneuvering in high heels.

And he wondered where Louise had gone.

Louise was at a meeting of the Ladies’ Club. She had had the earrings for one month, and the ladies always held a little brunch for such events.

She had been to several of these little get togethers and found them quite pleasant. The girls were always sharing little hints on how to use the earrings, how to best guide the men.

After a bit of wine and crackers Louise was sitting at a small table with Nancy and a third girl, Tina.

“Did you try it?” Nancy asked.

Louise wondered what Tina might have tried.

Tina nodded. “It was incredible. I have never experienced so much energy.”

“I told you.”

“What did you tell her?” asked Louise.

Nancy sat back, a twisted grin on her face. “Do you sometimes feel a little…stifled? Stiff? A bit out of sorts?”

“I don’t—“

“Like your pussy has a cold?”

Louise blinked. “Say what?”

Nancy and Tina giggled, and Nancy explained. “After your husband has learned his place he’s no longer exciting. He supports you, he works for you, but he’s just a slave.”

“Well…” Louise pondered that, and realized it was the truth.

“So you need a new source of energy. Yes, keep the old hubbie. He may not be exciting, but he supplies you with sexual energy. But get somebody new. Somebody young and vibrant.”

“You mean like…cheat?”

“Harry won’t mind. He’s sotted now. He does what you want, and if you want a little alien cock he’ll understand.”

“Heck, he’ll even turn down the bed for you,” smirked Tina.

“And you’ll get all sorts of new sexual energy. It’ll be like you got tired of meatloaf and decided to have a steak dinner.”

The girls liked that analogy and they bumped knuckles and laughed.

Louise walked away from that brunch considering cuckolding her hubbie. Truth, she was tired of his mindless following of directions. It would be nice to talk to somebody with a mind, and the idea of having somebody pleasure her, instead of just laying there while she pleasured herself…it was a nice idea.

She went home and brought the idea up. “Harry, come here.”

Harry presented himself. He was dressed like a maid, held a duster, his hair was getting long, and he was wearing make up.

He was a wonderful maid…but not much of a man.

“Harry, I’ve decided to take on a lover.”

Harry didn’t say anything. His eyes sort of wiggled a bit in their sockets, but he was quiet.

This irritated Louise, and she asked, “What do you think of that?”

“Well, uh…if that’s what you need.”

She frowned. As far as she was concerned it was a done deal. Harry just didn’t have any gumption, and she needed a man with gumption.

She snapped out, “I want you to start taking hormones.”

“Oh.”

She made his cock bounce, and he accepted the idea. When he felt his weenie waggle he accepted anything and everything.

“Okay. This Saturday night. You’ll stay in the closet and I’ll bring somebody home.

All that week Louise thought about what she was going to do.

Yes, she had marriage vows, but Harry had more or less broken those when he had turned mean. Now she was going to break them.

Was that bad?

She didn’t know.

She just knew that Harry didn’t count for much these days. He wasn’t exciting, he was boring, he was like…furniture.

She needed something more than furniture.

She talked to Nancy, and some of the other girls. But they were all screwing whoever they wanted, and they were quite happy doing so. So cheating on their husbands wasn’t any big deal to them.

On Friday night she went to a bar with the girls and they discussed Louise’s upcoming infidelity.

“Look, what’s so sacred about a hole?” Tina asked.

“Men cheat all the time, so shouldn’t women be allowed to?” Nancy put in.

“I’ve had a half a dozen lovers,” explained Jenny, “and every one has taught me something.”

But the real point made was when Nancy said, “He beat you, didn’t he?” And that seemed to sum everything up.

And Louise thought, With her mind more powerful, with Harry nothing more than a footstool, did he really have any claim to her pussy?

The answer was no.

Harry was now her servant, and that was all. Sexual energy not withstanding, there was no reason she should withhold herself from pleasure and new sources of energy.

On Saturday night she returned to the bar, and now she was on the hunt.

Harry was at home, dressed up and sitting in a chair in a closet.

Louise didn’t even get to order a drink before a young man, definitely younger than her, asked to buy her a drink.

She smiled and accepted, and the game was on.

They talked, and though the young man wasn’t as experienced as her, he at least provided free thought, as opposed to Harry’s rather dull regimen of  always asking whether she was pleased.

They drank, and she enjoyed the repartee. Childish, but refreshing.

They danced, and Louise started feeling good. Between the drinks and being held by a man who was more than a simple slave, she was enjoying the feeling of his body holding hers.

She gave him a boner. She kept him hard all night, and she pressed her body against his and grinned up at him.

He, no doubt, thought he was getting lucky.

But it was her who was getting lucky.

They walked out into the night, arms around each other, and she asked, “Would you like to come over to my place?”

“Sure,” he answered, and they walked to her car.

He wanted to drive, but she wasn’t about to let a man take a dominant role. She slipped off her high heels and he sat in the passenger seat and studied her.

“You’re quite beautiful, you know.”

She smiled at him.

“You just have an energy about you. You’re intoxicating.”

All the way home he complimented her, and she rewarded him with the biggest erection he had ever had.

She led him into the bedroom. She heard not a sound from the closet, but she could feel Harry sitting amongst the dresses. He was wearing a tight dress, nylons, and full make up. His hair was long, his nails were immaculate, and his lips were red.

He watched through a slight crack in the door as the man laid his wife on his bed.

Louise let him undress her. She arched her back when he cupped her breasts and sucked on her nipples. She spread her legs when he reached down and cupped her mons.

He undressed and laid down next to her.

In the closet Harry made a squeaking sound, but he wasn’t heard.

The man made slow, sweet love to her. He nuzzled and kissed, groped and massaged and did cunnilingus.

Louise was in heaven. He had fresh, youthful energy, and she tapped into it, took it, gloried in it.

He slid between her legs and penetrated her.

In the closet Harry was sobbing silently.

Louise arched her hips up and absorbed his big cock. She felt that glorious shaft sliding along her vaginal walls, and she felt when he was close.

She used her superior intellect to hold him off for a while.

He lurched hungrily and tried to squirt, he delved deep into her. He tasted her tits and held her body and kept trying to go over the edge, to have a glorious orgasm.

For an hour Louise drank in the young man’s wonderful energy, then she knew: she could keep him on edge forever. She could make him like Harry.

But he was a kind soul. He didn’t abuse her, he cared, so she allowed him his well earned cum.

He felt the switch click deep in his testicles. He felt the shaft throbbing and pulsing as semen surged up.

“I’m going to cum!” he blurted.

“Do it!” Louise hugged him.

His cock erupted deep inside her. Sperm splashed inside her. His cock kept writhing and pulsing and spraying her with baby batter.

Then he was done, and she was done. She hadn’t cum, interestingly enough. She had just enjoyed, and not cared. She had drunk his spiritual essence, and so didn’t care about his physical essence.

“You want a ride home?” she asked.

“I’ll Uber,” he responded. He kissed her deeply. “Thank you. Thank you.”

Then he was out the door.

Louise lay on the bed and sighed and relaxed.

It had been as good as Nancy and Tina and the other ladies had said. It was fresh, no strings attached, and though she had a constant source of sexual energy from Harry, the young man’s energy had been a breath of fresh air. Incredibly fresh air.

“Harry,” she whispered into the gloom of the bedroom.

She heard the chair shoved to the side, then the door opened. “Yes?”

“I need you to clean me out.”

“Yes, dear.” He moved towards the bathroom.

“Not a washrag, dear. I want something softer.”

He was quiet, waiting.

“I want your tongue.”

He crawled between her legs and started lapping. His erection was massive. He hadn’t cum for a month, and all that sexual energy was overflowing, and it flowed right into her.

And now she came, and came, and came.

END
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“What the fuck!”

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

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

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

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

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

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

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

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

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

“Why’d you do this?”

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

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

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

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

“So who did this?”

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

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

“I didn’t!”

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

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

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

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

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

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

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

“What?” he groused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not even a thanks?”

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

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

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

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

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

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

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

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

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

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

He made a grimace.

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

“Well, I don’t…”

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

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

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

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

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

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

This has been an excerpt from

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Read it on kindle or paperback
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