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SUMMER TRAINING

Wife Feminizes Her Husband

(A Gradual Feminization Novel)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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Annabelle

I was on my computer in the guest room, surfing through the many recordings I had of my husband in compromising positions. He thought I didn’t know what he did when I was out being the perfect stay-at-home mom. My life was controlled by the kids while my husband did what he wanted.

Don’t get me wrong.

Ned was a decent man and an amazing father, but he’d lost his way in the husband department. When we were young, he used to help me with the dishes, vacuum the floor, run to the supermarket, wash the clothes, and so much more.

Now?

He hardly did a damn thing.

Ned went to Martha’s basketball games and to Harris’s piano recitals, but when it came to helping me, he thought going to work and bringing home money was enough. He had lost all regard for my dreams.

When we met, I was managing a restaurant. I had an associate degree in business, was moving up the ladder, and there were even talks of me becoming a district manager. I gave it up when we found out that Martha was on the way.

Ned and I got married.

Managing the house became my responsibility shortly after that, and things had pretty much been the same ever since. Nearly ten years later, I couldn’t stand the dynamic between us anymore. Ned and I were supposed to be a team.

Ever since we got married, Ned had been building a successful handyman business. He was a trained carpenter and a plumber and had a small team of helpers to work on his many projects, which brought in plenty of money to support our family, and Ned thought that was enough.

He acted like I had it so easy.

He treated me like I was sitting at home doing nothing all day, even though his clothes were always washed and pressed. He had a warm dinner to eat when he got home from work every night. Our house sparkled like it was about to be featured in a magazine.

Ned wanted for nothing, yet I was the bad guy.

I was the one not doing enough.

He complained every other day about how I never brought in any money, but whenever I mentioned the idea of going back to managing a restaurant, he shut it down before I even finished my thoughts.

It was infuriating.

I loved my family, and my husband was the light of my life on our good days, but how many more bad days could I stand before I snapped? How much longer could I continue like this?

I was putting my dreams of owning a restaurant on the backburner. I could be managing a restaurant and honing my skills to start a business of my own, but nope.

I was stuck at home managing the house and not earning a cent to do it.

The video playing on my computer was of Ned watching porn in the living room, which he seemed to do every time he was alone in the house. Judging by the timestamp, I was probably grocery shopping while the kids were at their lessons.

Ned wasn’t only watching porn, though.

He was wearing my panties and one of my slip dresses while he did it! The first time I saw him dressed in my lingerie made my heart leap from my chest. I thought about packing my bags and filing for divorce but decided leaving Ned was a bit extreme.

That was well over a year ago.

I’d since learned that I wasn’t the only wife with a husband who enjoyed rifling through her panty drawer when she wasn’t home. Plenty of men were like Ned, too busy stroking their dicks and wearing panties to help with chores.

From my research, it seemed that women who stayed at home with the kids like me had it the worst. We were the ones who put our dreams and fantasies on hold while our husbands ran wild with theirs, but I was done.

The kids were going to my parents’ house for the summer, and things were going to change around the house, or I would have to file for divorce, which was something I didn’t want, but what choice did I have? Ned had pushed me to my limit.

I shut down my computer and closed the lid, tingling at the thought of putting my plans into action. It’d been a long winter, but I was finally ready to strike. Ned was already acting like I was going to spend the entire summer attending to his every beck and call.

How wrong he was.

By the end of summer, Ned would be eating out of the palm of my hand. He would appreciate me as his wife and everything I did for him. Ned loved me, I knew he did, but he hadn’t shown his affection in so long, unless he was trying to fuck me.

He was all kisses then.

It made my skin crawl when he did that.

Ned used to hold my hand when we sat on the couch, grab my ass while I was cooking in the kitchen, or run his hand along my waistline when I was loading the dishwasher. He used to touch me every chance he got, but now he couldn’t be bothered unless he wanted to bury his dick.

Never again!

“Kids! Are you almost ready to go to grandma’s house?” I hollered when I walked out of the guest bedroom that also served as my office, where I could watch Ned on the hidden cameras placed throughout the house.

I set them up in the main areas of the house before we first hired a babysitter, but I never told Ned about the cameras. Not once after all these years, and I’d seen him doing plenty of embarrassing things in the meantime.

His face would be priceless when he found out that I knew his dirty little secrets, and I had a feeling he might leave me when I told him what I had planned, but it would only make my decision easier if he did.

If Ned didn’t want to work past our differences, I wouldn’t stop him from walking out of the door. Men drooled over me everywhere I went, so I doubted I would have a problem finding someone else. Not that Ned would, either. He was as handsome as could be, and I knew the ladies wanted him, but so far, we hadn’t cheated.

I hoped we never would.

I hoped my plan worked and that we could find some middle ground, but I had to mentally prepare myself for anything. The last thing a masculine guy like Ned wanted was for the world to know that he enjoyed wearing panties and slip dresses in his free time.

“Come on, kids! We’re going to be late!”

Martha and Harris came running into the living room a few minutes later with the bags I’d packed for them the night before. I double checked their bags to make sure I hadn’t forgotten anything, even though they would probably have to go shopping since they were staying with my parents for two whole months.

I teared up when I thought about it.

I loved my kids dearly, but two months without them was exactly what I needed. I had to recharge my batteries, along with putting Ned in his place, but more than anything, I had to work on myself. I had to do anything and everything I could to get out from under this dark place where I found myself.

“All right, guys! Let’s go!”

Martha and Harris charged out of the front door with their bags. My minivan was in the driveway. We loaded everything into it and hit the road. The kids entertained themselves in the backseat while I hummed along to the radio, thinking back to when I had a two-door convertible.

It was old when I had it, but it was fun. I used to put the top down and drive around for hours with my girlfriends. We would drive up to Chicago sometimes to spend the day at the beach.

Those were the days.

What happened?

I glanced through the rearview mirror at my kids. Seeing them interact always brought a smile to my face, but what had I lost in the process? What had been stripped away from me when I got that positive pregnancy test all those years ago?

I didn’t know where the summer would lead, but I needed to right the wrongs of my past, one pair of panties at a time.
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Annabelle

The kids each had their own room at my parents’ house, so they ran to their bedrooms when they walked through the door, already forgetting about me in the process. I knew my kids loved me, but they could make me feel so disposable. It was like I was their arch nemesis and savior, alternating between the two.

“How are you, Annie?” my mother Reba asked while we drank cups of black tea at her dining table.

“Mom, it’s Annabelle. I stopped being Annie the second I graduated from high school,” I said. My mother had been calling me Annie since I was a child, due to my bright auburn hair and fiery eyes, but I preferred my full name Annabelle.

“That doesn’t answer my question, Annabelle.”

“I’m fine,” I said.

“That tone doesn’t sound too convincing. Is everything okay between you and Ned?”

“Everything is fine, mom. I swear,” I said and waved my hand in the air. It wasn’t like I could come out and tell my mother that I wanted to feminize my husband. We talked about a lot, but that seemed like a bridge too far.

“I worry about you, Annabelle. You seem a little sadder every time you drop off the kids. Maybe you and Ned should try spicing things up this summer while the kids are away.”

“Mom!” I gasped.

Reba shrugged and laughed. “What can I say? Your father certainly turned up the heat when you moved out of the house.”

“Gross, mom. I don’t want to hear about you and dad.”

My mother said nothing for a few beats while we sipped our tea and stared off into space. The smile on my mother’s face was rather disturbing. It was like I could see her thoughts, and they had a bit too much to do with my dad.

“Whatever you do this summer, please work on yourself. I hate seeing you like this. Whether you like it or not, you’ll always be my Annie, and I’ll always worry about you.”

“I know, mom. Thank you.”

Now that I was a mother myself, I knew there was no love in the world stronger than a mother’s. I knew how deeply my mother cared about my happiness and that she would support me in a heartbeat if I decided to leave Ned, but I also knew that she would prefer I stayed married to him.

She loved us as a couple. There were pictures of us all over her house, and she also loved Ned’s parents, Daniel and Linda. The four of them often got together without us. Ned and I always wondered what they talked about when they met for dinner.

“I’m serious, Annabelle. If you need anything, please don’t hesitate to ask.”

“You’re already doing more than enough, mom. Taking the kids for the summer is such a weight off my shoulders.”

“I hope you’re going to use your time wisely.”

“I plan on it,” I said.

“What are you going to do?”

I hated how Reba’s eyes burned into me, making me feel like a little girl again. I was thirty-one, but Reba could make me feel like that little girl who’d gotten caught taking a cookie from the kitchen when she was supposed to be in bed. It was insane.

“I might bake,” I said.

“Are you still thinking about opening a restaurant?”

I shrugged. “I write recipes still, but when would I ever have the time and money to open a restaurant?”

“Why don’t you bartend a couple nights a week while you’re still young?”

“Yeah, right! Ned would never agree to watching the kids two nights a week so I could bartend.”

“Everything can’t be about Ned and the kids, Annabelle. What do you do for yourself? Why can’t you hire a babysitter while you go work?”

“I could, but I already have so much to do around the house. I don’t want to exhaust myself bartending.”

“Yet you exhaust yourself schlepping the kids around,” my mother said.

“Yeah,” I said with a heavy sigh. “You’re making me feel worse about myself than I already do, mom. Aren’t you supposed to be doing the opposite?”

“I’m sorry! You’re free to do whatever you like, sweetie. My only worry is that you’ll get to my age and be full of regrets.”

“Do you have regrets?” I asked.

“Sure,” Reba said with a sigh. “I wish I had painted during your childhood instead of hanging up the brushes because I ‘thought it was the right thing to do’. I constantly think about how much better I might be now had I never stopped. Don’t stop living your life, Annie. Not for anybody. Do you hear me?”

I nodded as my mother held my hands in hers. She was right. I had to live my life. This summer was my chance to correct my life’s course. If I didn’t fight for myself, I knew I would forever regret it.

My mother and I hung out for another hour or so, talking about people who lived on her street. I went to tell my kids goodbye, but they barely even waved, distracted by their books and gadgets. Reba gave me a big hug and a knowing look as I stood at her front door.

“Enjoy yourself, Annie. I love you.”

“I love you too, mom. Thank you again for watching the kids and tell dad I say goodbye.” He was watching baseball in the basement and didn’t have time for anyone when his team was playing.

“Will do,” my mother said and gave me one last hug before sending me on my way.
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Annabelle

I was sitting in the living room reading a book as I awaited Ned’s arrival. He was taking his sweet time, though. It was already seven in the evening, and he had yet to walk through the door.

This behavior would have to change.

He always did this, coming home at the last possible second, running to join us at the dinner table. What got to me more than anything was how excited and cheerful the kids were when their daddy walked through the door.

They became perfect little angels.

It was nauseating.

My family loved me, but how could they not realize what they were doing? How could they not see that I was falling apart without their support?

Especially Ned.

He was supposed to be my rock. What happened to the obsessed man who ran home from work to see me? What happened to the man who worked late into the night to set up the nurseries?

I missed that man.

I hardly knew the man I had now.

Ned came stumbling into the house around eight o’clock in the evening. He was boisterous as he ambled down the hallway, hollering when he got to the living room.

“Hey there, Annabelle! What’s for dinner?”

“I don’t know,” I said in the calmest voice I could manage. “What are you cooking?”

Ned made a face like I’d spoken to him in a foreign language. I set my book to the side and narrowed my eyes at him as he stood in front of me in the living room, his breath smelling of alcohol.

“You didn’t cook?” he asked, dumbfounded.

“Nope,” I said and crossed my arms over my chest. “I figured it was your turn to cook. When was the last time you cooked, anyway?”

“Come on, Annabelle! Don’t play games,” Ned said and plopped down onto the couch next to me, but he was mistaken if he thought any of this was a game. “What’s in the fridge?”

“There’s stuff for you to make us pasta. There’s also lettuce if you’d prefer to make us a salad. Whatever you think is best,” I said and patted his thigh before standing from the couch.

Ned hopped to his feet and chased after me. I gasped when he spun me in a circle, hitting me with those gorgeous blue eyes that stole my innocence all those years ago. Never in a million years would I have thought that we would end up here.

“Come on, Annabelle. Stop playing games.”

“Who’s playing games?”

“You really didn’t cook dinner? What have you been doing? The kids aren’t even here.”

That damn tone.

Ned was lucky I didn’t slap him across the face right there, treating me like I should be his servant, like I should have everything done, especially since the kids weren’t home. It wasn’t enough that I’d been on top of things the entire school year, running from point A to point B to point Z, day in and day out.

“You’re right, Ned. The kids aren’t here.”

Ned raised an eyebrow. “Why do you say it like that?”

“Since you want to do this the hard way, why don’t you follow me?”

“What are you talking about, Annabelle?”

“Shut up and follow me.”

Ned grunted but did as I asked, following me back to the couch. I grabbed the remote when we sat down and turned on the TV. I had loaded various videos of him sitting right where we were onto a USB drive and plugged it into the back of the TV.

The day of reckoning had finally arrived.

I felt strangely light as I flipped through the menus until I got to my favorite video of Ned. He was wearing a slip dress in it and danced all around the living room, singing a song in a falsetto. Then he turned on his porno videos and beat his cock, soiling my lingerie with his cum.

“What are you doing, Annabelle? I’m hungry,” Ned groaned. “Why didn’t you say something? I would have eaten at—”

Ned fell silent when he noticed the video on the screen. I hated how much I loved watching the color leave his face. Maybe it was evil of me, but Ned deserved this after how he’d been acting.

I was tired.

This summer was my chance at rejuvenation. No matter what happened, I would have to pick up my kids at the end of the summer, and then I would have to get them to and from school, and anywhere else they needed to go.

“Annabelle, what is this?” Ned said as he looked around the room for the hidden camera. “How long have you—?”

“Long enough, Ned. Years.”

Ned swallowed his breath. He opened his mouth to defend himself just as the video got to the good part of him singing in a slip dress and twirling around the room like a princess. Ned tried to grab the remote, but I held it out of his reach.

“Watch the video, Ned!”

“I know what happens.”

Fear infused his quiet voice, making me weirdly hot. For so long, Ned had been the all-powerful king of his castle, and I used to love it. When the kids were younger, I relished the fact that Ned had a job that allowed me to stay home with them.

We were blessed in many ways.

I knew we were, but that didn’t change the fact that I felt ignored and unfulfilled. That didn’t change the fact that Ned never helped me around the house, even after my most difficult days, and I sure as hell wasn’t about to let him get away with that behavior over the summer.

“You like wearing my panties,” I said as I picked up the remote to pause the video.

“I… uh… can we not talk about this?”

“We’re absolutely going to talk about this, Ned. I have hours upon hours of you watching porn where we’re sitting, usually in a pair of my panties. Would you care to explain yourself?”

Ned hopped to his feet, instantly on defense.

“Would you like to explain why you put secret cameras around the house without my knowledge? That’s a total invasion of privacy!”

“They’re only in the common areas, and I put them up to check on the babysitters.”

“They’ve been up for… years?”

“Why do you sound so surprised, Ned? You know I would do anything to keep the kids safe,” I said as a smile played on my lips. Ned was usually so cocky and confident, but I’d stripped away that demeanor in seconds, leaving him as a shell of his former self.

“Yeah, but I deserve to know that there are cameras hidden around my house!”

“It must have slipped my mind,” I said with a shrug. “Thank goodness I didn’t tell you, though. Now I have all this incredible footage of you wearing my lingerie and pleasuring yourself. You wouldn’t want any of these videos to get out, would you?”

Ned’s eyes widened. He was standing tall above me, and I felt like a queen on the couch, like I’d finally knocked my husband down a peg, reminding him that I wasn’t just a housewife that he could push around and expect to cook for him when he was hungry.

“Annabelle,” Ned whispered. “Why are you doing this?”

I looked Ned in the eyes, ignoring how pretty they were. He was a gorgeous man, but I’d seen his face a million times. It no longer had the same effect that it did when I was younger.

“I want you to answer this question honestly.”

“What?” he asked.

“Do you think you’ve been treating me fairly?”

Ned opened his mouth to say something but closed it just as quickly. I narrowed my eyes, daring him to say something out of line, but he stopped himself.

“I guess maybe I’ve dropped the ball a bit, but—”

“But you pay the bills,” I said, mimicking his voice. “Yeah, yeah. I’ve heard you say that a million times. What if the roles were reversed? Do you think you would be happy if you were me?”

Ned looked hurt. I could tell that he didn’t want to talk about this, but all I had to do was glance at the screen to remind him what was at stake. The more I thought about it, the less I cared what others thought. I would happily send these videos around the world if it made Ned realize the error of his ways.

“Annabelle.”

“I’m waiting for an answer, Ned. Do you honestly think that you would do as much as me around the house if I were the one out working? Do you honestly think that you could have gone years without cooking dinner?”

“Is this about cooking? I can cook!”

“This stopped being about cooking a long time ago, Ned.”

“What is it about then?”

“It’s about our future. I’m not threatening you with divorce, not yet, but I would be lying if I told you I hadn’t thought about it. I’m tired, Ned. I need help. I can’t continue like this.”

“I’ll help! I swear I’ll help!” Ned said and grabbed at me, but I waved away his hands. I didn’t want to feel him on me in his moment of desperation. Ned had ground to make up if he wanted to get back to where we were, and it started with him cooking dinner tonight.

In my lingerie.

“I’m sad that it had to come to this, Ned. I wish you would have listened to me before.”

“Annabelle, I’m sorry!”

“Sorry doesn’t cut it. Not anymore. Since you love wearing my lingerie so much, you’re going to put it on and cook me dinner. Otherwise, I might have to send this video to your friends,” I said and picked up the remote to hit play.

Ned cursed under his breath.

He was backed into a corner with nowhere to go. I almost felt bad for the guy, but I was ready for my revenge. I was ready to spend the summer making Ned pay.
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Ned

I couldn’t believe my wife!

How dare she set up secret cameras without informing me! I was boiling beneath the surface as I followed her to our bedroom, hating how she smirked every time I caught her eyes. She’d been planning this, and I worried how far it would go.

Annabelle was a bright woman. When we met, she’d been running a restaurant, and they were going to give her a promotion to district manager around the time we got married, but she gave it all up for us.

I was broke back then, too. Annabelle working as a district manager would have made a lot more than I did those first few years of my business, but she balanced our budgets and steered us through poverty.

Part of me knew that my business wouldn’t be half as successful as it was without her, but that didn’t change the fact that I was the one going out to houses and businesses day after day to earn enough money to put food in the fridge. I was the one dealing with asshole clients and managing the employees.

Was running the household so hard?

I was fuming by the time we got to the bedroom, but what could I do? Unless I wanted that video of me pleasuring myself in my wife’s lingerie to do rounds on the internet, I had to do what my wife said. She already told me that she had the videos uploaded to a secure vault in the cloud.

I was fucked.

My wife had me by the balls.

I wanted to hate her for putting me in this position, but deep down, I loved it. My wife was about to put me in her lingerie. I’d been living this feminine life in secret for so long, but now my wife was about to bring this side of me out of the shadows.

My hiding days were over.

How far would she make me go?

“Pick out some panties and a slip dress to wear while you’re cooking me dinner.”

“Please,” I begged with my hands clasped together. “You don’t have to do this. What if you delete all those videos you have, and we can act like this never happened?”

“Delete the videos?” Annabelle threw her head back and laughed. “Put on the lingerie. We don’t have all night, Ned. I’m hungry!”

I groaned, even though putting on my wife’s panties was exactly what I wanted to do, but didn’t I need to act like it was the worst thing in the world? Didn’t I need to act like the manly man the world thought me to be?

“I’m waiting,” Annabelle said and snapped her fingers.

“I… This is weird,” I said. I was about to tell Annabelle that I usually only wore her dirty panties, so that I could smell her pussy when I held them up to my nose, but wasn’t I already in enough trouble without admitting that?

“You’re damn right it’s weird, but how many times have you worn my panties in the living room? Twenty times? Fifty?”

Over the years?

There was no telling.

I’d grown a bit addicted to my secret routine, which I was learning hadn’t been secret for a very long time. I wondered how many times Annabelle thought about me in those videos while we fucked. Was that why she pulled away sometimes when I touched her?

“Fine,” I said and went over to Annabelle’s panty drawer. When I opened it, I immediately noticed a pair that I loved to wear. They were black and lacy and hugged my hips perfectly. Some of Annabelle’s lingerie was much too small, but this pair of panties was incredible.

“See something you like?” Annabelle asked with a laugh.

“Uh… can you give me a minute?”

Annabelle shook her head as she walked over to the bed and plopped down onto its edge. “Why would I do that when I’m enjoying myself so immensely? Go ahead and put on that black thong. I can tell how much you love it.”

“Shut up,” I said under my breath.

Annabelle hopped to her feet, strangely calm as she walked over to our closet. She stepped into the closet, and when she came out, she was carrying a flogger! My heart skipped a beat.

“Bend over the bed, Ned!”

“Annabelle! Please! It doesn’t have to be like this.”

“Am I mistaken, or did you tell me to shut up?”

“Yes, but—”

“There are no buts anymore, Ned! You’re mine! All summer! Things are going to change around this house, and I’m going to spank you with this flogger until you get it. Do you understand?”

“I… this isn’t fair!”

“If you prefer I stop, I can send out the many videos of you prancing around the living room in my lingerie. I’m sure your friends would love to see them.”

Annabelle stared at me with fierce eyes. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to get her to back down. Not now. She was fueled by years of resentment from my behavior, and maybe I’d been an asshole sometimes, but damn.

I never expected it to come to this.

My soul wavered as I bent over the edge of the bed.

Annabelle stepped toward me, sneaking her hand around my body. My hair stood at attention as her skin brushed against mine. She yanked down my pants to expose my ass, and then she smacked my ass once with the flogger.

Hard.

I yelled out and curled my fingers, clenching the bed beneath me. I felt a tear build up at the corner of my eye as Annabelle spanked me three more times, but I fucking loved it. My wife was making my dreams come true, even if she didn’t know it.

“Get up and grab the black thong! You’re putting it on!”

I nodded, no longer strong enough to argue with my wife. I didn’t know where this side of her was coming from, but I felt an obsession growing in the pits of my stomach. Who was this woman, and what had she done with my wife?

I grabbed the thong and handed it to Annabelle. She dropped the flogger to the floor, and then she took the black thong, shoving it in my face against my nose.

“Do you like sniffing my panties when I’m not home?”

The thong in my face smelled of laundry detergent, but my cock stirred thinking about how I usually had the smell of her pussy against my nose. Annabelle holding the lingerie against my nose made me feel so dirty, but at the same time, I felt like I could finally breathe.

I didn’t have to hide this obsession that I had.

“Yes,” I said softly.

“Would you rather wear the panties I have on now?”

Oh my God.

“Yes,” I said even more softly.

I would be happy to put whichever panties she was wearing on my body. My cock was fully erect now, twitching in anticipation, but my wife was going to make me work. She walked over to the bed and plopped down on its edge, spreading her legs slightly.

“Take them off if you want to wear them.”

Annabelle was wearing a flannel pajama skirt, but the thong beneath her skirt was redder than her hair and damp with her juices. I gasped and fell to my knees. Was she really about to let me put on her damp panties?

What had I done to deserve this glorious surprise?

If my wife let me wear her panties, I would wash every dish in the house eight times over, but I had a feeling she was playing with me. I had a feeling that she was going to make me pay.

Somehow, someway.

I reached a nervous hand up Annabelle’s skirt as I kneeled beneath her, groaning when I slipped my fingers into the waistline of her sexy red panties. My cock was leaking like crazy, but it was nothing compared to how Annabelle had spilled in her panties.

“Hurry up, Ned!”

My hand shook as I slowly pulled my wife’s panties down her legs, revealing her beautiful pussy. She was swollen, hot, and much wetter than usual. I had a feeling my dick would slide into her easily, but she wasn’t interested in my dick.

Not yet.

“Put them against your nose,” Annabelle said when I’d pulled her panties past her ankles. “Now!”

I stared into her eyes as I slowly pressed her panties against my nose, taking a deep breath as our gaze lingered.

I swore there was a spark between us. We were playing with fire. I was sure of it. I couldn’t help but wonder, though, if this dynamic had always been within us, waiting to come out. I closed my eyes to inhale her scent again.

“How do they smell?” she asked.

“Like heaven,” I said.

Annabelle giggled, and the sound that left her mouth brought me back to those early days when we were twenty-two and twenty-four and having the time of our lives, fucking every chance we could get. Every touch between us was electric. Funny how things had changed after nine years and two kids.

I longed to regain what we had.

“Well, put them on already! I’m hungry!”

I took another breath of her scent, like it was my oxygen. The red panties smelled better than any of the ones I’d found in the laundry, so I didn’t even try to hide my erection as I stood in front of Annabelle.

“Look what you’ve done to me,” I said and pushed down my pants to reveal my hard cock. “Your smell does this to me.”

Annabelle purred and got to her knees. She crawled to the edge of the bed. She flipped her hair over her shoulder, looking so damn sexy I wanted to cry. She reached out her hand and wrapped it around my dick, moving it from side to side, but that was all she did.

“If you’re good, I’ll think about sucking your dick.”

I groaned as Annabelle rolled off the bed and walked out of the room. She didn’t bother to put on another pair of panties, so the only thing I could think about was her wet pussy and how tasty it would be against my lips, but I couldn’t.

I had to cook.

The thought of going into the kitchen to prepare a dish made me realize just how long it’d been since I cooked for the family. I immediately felt like shit. How could I have gone so long without throwing together a simple pasta dish to give my wife a break?

Nights out with my employees and clients at the bars suddenly racked me with guilt. Who was I to put so much on my wife’s shoulders? Didn’t Annabelle deserve better? She ran a tight ship, and when I thought about it, I had done little to repay her.

I slid the red panties up my legs and grabbed a black slip dress from Annabelle’s drawer, and then I went to the kitchen to cook my first meal in years.

“Don’t you look sexy?” Annabelle teased when I walked into the room.

“I feel fabulous!” I said and spun in a circle, making my wife giggle again. Her delighted voice sounded so good on my ears, and I would do anything to get back on to her good side. I couldn’t lose this gem of a woman.

“Now cook me something yummy before I get the flogger again!”

“Coming right up,” I said. “Sit and relax.”
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Annabelle

I couldn’t lie.

It was a little shocking to see my husband get excited by my panties but seeing him dance around the kitchen brought a smile to my face. He wasn’t off the hook yet, not by a long shot, but he was headed in the right direction.

Cooking me dinner was a great first step.

He would have to work on his punctuality, but I was willing to forgive him for one night. I couldn’t give him sex, though. That would take away what little power I’d gained. Ned was cooking for the first time in forever, but he was far from broken.

I had to break him.

I had to make sure that he wouldn’t fall back into his old habits come the start of the school year, so I would push him, even though he was rather adorable right now. It made me a little wet as the smell of bacon filled the air.

Bacon I wasn’t cooking.

“Mmm, what are you making?”

“Carbonara pasta.”

“Takes me back to when we were young.”

Ned smiled at me as our eyes met. He didn’t look half bad in the black slip dress, and the way he smiled only made him that much more attractive. He chopped and sauteed until there was a steaming bowl of pasta in front of me.

“We’re eating on the couch too?”

“The kids are away,” he said and kissed me. His eyes darkened a second later. “I’m sorry that I stopped helping out as much, Annabelle. I… there’s really no excuse, but I thought going to work was enough.”

“You do a lot for us, Ned. That’s true, but my biggest problem is that I only have time for taking care of you guys. Sometimes I feel like I’m losing myself.”

Ned frowned. “You should never have to feel like that.”

I nodded, trying to remain strong. Ned was saying all the right things and the pasta smelled absolutely delicious, but this was only night one. There was so much more that Ned needed to learn, and there was so much that I needed to do.

Nothing had changed yet.

Not really.

“Would you like to watch something while we eat?”

“We’re breaking all the rules tonight, aren’t we?” Ned asked with a laugh.

“It’s time for some changes around here,” I said and picked up the remote. I turned on a sitcom we’d been watching together when the kids were asleep, but the entire dynamic was different from the last time we watched.

For one, Ned was sitting next to me in a black slip dress. I couldn’t stop imagining what he’d look like with a face full of makeup and long hair. How feminine would they make him, or would it look wrong?

“What are you thinking about?” Ned asked when he caught me staring at him.

I shrugged, not wanting to bring up makeup before I was ready. I’d never seen Ned playing with my makeup on camera, but the idea could be in the back of his mind. There was no reason to get him excited before I was sure of how far I wanted to push him.

“You can tell me,” Ned encouraged.

“It’s nothing. Eat your pasta.”

Ned narrowed his eyes but didn’t push the subject further. I ignored him and picked up my bowl, taking a big whiff of the pasta dish. Its smell sent me back in time, back to when Ned and I shared a shitty apartment when we were trying to save up to buy this house.

Even in the beginning when he was just starting his business, he would cook. He would clean. He did everything while putting in sixty hours a week or more building his business.

Ned and I ate the pasta he’d prepared while the sitcom played in the background. We both laughed at some of the jokes, but I could tell neither of us were paying that much attention to the television. We were much more focused on each other and the fact that Ned was dressed in my lingerie.

“Do you want me to take this stuff off?”

“Nope,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure of the answer. Ned seemed far too comfortable lounging around in my slip dress and panties, but was it so bad that he enjoyed expressing his femininity? Ned never came off as feminine, so when I first saw him wearing my lingerie, I was shocked, but then I watched him more closely.

I saw him on video like this countless times. It was different in person, though. He seemed much bigger sitting next to me than he had on the recordings. He also felt like my husband, whereas he almost seemed like a different person through the videos.

Maybe I’d been able to separate the two, but that would no longer be the case after tonight. There was no going back after seeing his face when he opened my panty drawer. There was no denying that this man wearing a slip dress was my husband, and this was something he enjoyed.

“How do you like the pasta?” Ned asked after a few minutes of silence.

“It’s good. Tastes like you always made it.”

“I’ll have to add more recipes to my repertoire.”

“Does that mean you’re going to cook more?”

“Yes,” Ned said and placed a hand on my thigh. “I’m sorry for dropping the ball. You have no idea how bad I feel about it.”

Ned sounded like he meant what he said, but how could I believe him when he’d only changed his tune today? If I didn’t have those recordings, we wouldn’t be where we were. I had to remind myself that Ned’s talk was nothing but hot air.

I needed him to prove that he felt bad about everything he’d done, and he would do that by obeying my commands. He would do that by becoming a new man this summer.

“That’s nice, Ned.” I patted his leg and turned my attention back to the television.

“What?” he exploded. “I’m trying to apologize, and that’s all I get?”

“What do you want me to say, Ned? I’m tired. I’ve been tired for years. Every day I’m at home, I feel like everyone takes me for granted. Sorry, but I’m not letting you off after one night of cooking.”

Ned glared at me, and that was when I knew for sure that he was trying to end my punishment before it even began. If only he knew everything I had planned for him. I had a feeling he would have turned a corner a long, long time ago.

“Eat your food, Ned. Then you’re washing the dishes.”

“What?” he asked in a rough voice.

“Should I get the flogger?”

“No, no! Don’t do that! It hurts!”

Ned had never spanked me. I didn’t know how I would feel about it if he tried, but I saw how Ned’s cock thickened when I brought that flogger down on his ass. I saw him grab his cock and stroke it a little bit, even while he was crying out and begging me to stop. He loved it when I spanked his ass.

“How many nights a week do I wash the dishes?”

“I don’t know.”

“Yes, you do.”

Ned groaned. “Every night, but—”

“There are no more buts between us. Didn’t I tell you that already? Until the kids get back from my parents’ house, I’m in charge. Unless you’d prefer I send my favorite clips of your videos to your friends. As a matter of fact, how about we watch that instead?”

“Annabelle, please!”

I ignored Ned and pulled up the compilation video I’d made of Ned a few months back when I was in the thick of preparing for his punishment. There were shots of him singing, dancing, and cumming all over my lingerie. I made sure that there were plenty of outfits in the video, showing that this was far from a one-time ordeal.

Ned whimpered as the video played. He put his bowl on the coffee table and dropped to his knees between my legs, begging me to turn off the video. Pleading with me to destroy the copies that I had, but he was mistaken if he even thought that was a possibility.

“Sit on the couch and watch yourself.”

“Annabelle! You’re killing me!”

“Be quiet and let me eat.”

Ned folded his lips, and we watched the video of him in silence. I was smiling. Ned looked like he was about to vomit, but that didn’t stop him from doing the dishes. I had Ned right where I wanted him, ready to teach him to obey.
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Ned

I picked up the dishes from the coffee table once we’d finished eating and hung my head as I walked them back to the kitchen, something I almost never did, and even when I did, I never bothered to wash them. I simply placed them in the sink and carried on with my life, knowing that Annabelle would take care of it.

Annabelle switched channels to one of the reality shows she enjoyed watching. When I glanced at her, she had her feet propped up on the coffee table and a book in her other hand, not even paying attention to the drama on the screen.

Yet there I was washing the dishes.

I hated it.

I only had to put them in the dishwasher, but I didn’t even want to do that. There were cold beers in the fridge calling my name. Sure it felt nice wearing my wife’s panties and slip dresses, but I’d been doing that for years without washing the dishes.

I thought I would be more helpful, but I wanted to throw in the towel after cooking dinner. Wasn’t it only fair for Annabelle to do the washing since I’d done the cooking?

“Can you put on sports or something?”

“What? I couldn’t hear you,” Annabelle said and proceeded to turn up the volume on the television.

Was she kidding?

I knew good and well that she’d heard me, but she was ignoring me. The worst part was that I could see her flipping the pages of her book while I rinsed a dish. She refused to turn on the sports that I wanted to watch, even though she was reading.

“Annabelle, please change the channel. I can see you reading from here.”

“What?” Annabelle asked. “You’re not making any sense.”

“Seriously?”

Annabelle looked over her shoulder and winked at me, smiling like crazy. I about snapped. I nearly ripped off her slip dress and panties and stormed out of the room, but where would that leave me? Annabelle had the upper hand.

I couldn’t win unless those videos were destroyed.

“Annabelle! This isn’t fair!”

“Do you really want to talk about fair with me?”

I groaned and returned to loading the dishwasher, feeling powerless. The slip dress and panties suddenly gave me much less pleasure than usual. I hated everything that was happening. I had to work in the morning. It wasn’t fair that I had to cook dinner and load the dishwasher too.

It only took about seven minutes to finish with the dishes, but I swore they were the longest seven minutes of my life. I was fuming by the time I went back to the couch and sat down next to Annabelle, but she yawned and stretched out her arms.

“You know what I would love?”

“What?” I asked forcefully.

“Well, I would love for you to lose that attitude, but even more than that, I would love a foot massage.”

“A foot massage?” I asked in a deadpan voice.

“Yeah, well, more like a pedicure. Why don’t you go fix my feet a warm tub of soapy water? Everything you need is in the linen closet. I’m feeling like pink polish.”

“Seriously?”

“If you don’t want to play by my rules, that’s fine, but I will send out that compilation video. I made one without the X-rated stuff, and I would love to see what everyone thinks about you dancing and singing in my lingerie. You never know, they might not even care.”

My entire being was on fire as I stared at my wife. I loved Annabelle, but she was pushing me. There was only so much of this punishment that I could handle before I snapped.

“I have to work in the morning, Annabelle.”

“The quicker you start, the quicker you’ll finish.”

“Come on. This is so unnecessary.”

“Why are you making this more difficult than it needs to be? Should we watch your videos again?”

“No!” I barked.

“My feet are waiting,” Annabelle said and wagged her feet from side to side. She looked from them to me, and the smile on her face angered me beyond belief. I hated myself for masturbating in the living room more than anything. Why hadn’t I just stayed in our bedroom? Why did I have to come out here?

“You don’t have to do this, Annabelle.”

“Don’t I?”

“You don’t! I swear! I’ll be a better husband. Spend my money and get a pedicure tomorrow.”

“Your money?” she asked, her voice dripping with venom. “This is exactly the problem, Ned. I was making more than you when we got together. They were going to give me eighty grand a year for that district manager job! Eighty! You just started making that a few years ago.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“Yes, you did! You meant exactly what you said. Your money. Your house. I work, Ned! I work my ass off making this house a home, but I’m tired of not earning my own money. I’m tired of having you monitor my spending while you buy whatever you want.”

Annabelle’s words were hitting me like meteors falling from the sky, punching holes into my heart with each word she landed. Everything she was saying was true, even if it was hard to admit to myself. Annabelle’s bosses were devastated when she left the restaurant, but I’d forgotten how valued she was.

I’d forgotten to value her myself.

“I’m waiting for my foot massage, Ned.”

What could I say to argue with Annabelle? She’d sacrificed her twenties to raise our kids and keep us on budget. She’d done so much and complained little, and here I was, barely willing to follow her commands.

“Fine,” I said in a huff and got up from the couch. I wasn’t happy about it, but I went to the linen closet to get everything I’d need to give my wife a pedicure in our living room. I grabbed a pumice stone, nail clippers, nail files, bubble bath, and the pink nail polish she’d requested. I filled a shallow tub with warm water and bubble bath gel until the water was frothy.

I put everything on the floor when I returned to the living room, and then I dropped to my knees by Annabelle’s side, slowly moving her feet to the warm water, hoping this punishment wouldn’t go on too much longer, but who was I kidding?

Annabelle looked giddy when I met her gaze.
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Annabelle

The power coursing through me was more intoxicating than alcohol. I felt dizzy knowing that I had my husband wrapped around my finger, willing to do anything and everything I told him. He was going to be a changed man by the end of summer.

“Is the water too hot?” Ned asked as he placed my feet into the warm, soapy bath.

“It’s perfect,” I told him.

“I’m sorry for calling it my money.”

“Show me you’re sorry. I don’t want a sloppy pedicure.”

Ned groaned as he took my foot from the water. He grabbed the pumice stone and scraped the dead skin off my feet. I usually gave myself pedicures to save money, only going to the nail salon on my birthday, but now I had my own personal nail technician.

It was magnificent.

“Does this hurt?”

“Not at all. Keep going,” I said and shook my shoulders as I relaxed on the couch. “It’s been a minute since I had time to treat myself to a pedicure, so there’s probably a lot of dead skin to remove.”

Ned groaned as he continued working on my feet and watching him on his knees beneath me was getting me a little hot. I noticed Ned glancing at the shadows of my skirt too, so I spread my legs wider, letting him see my bare pussy.

“Annabelle,” he said in a breath.

“What? See something you like?”

“Yes,” Ned said and dropped my foot to reach his hand into my skirt, but I slapped it away before he could touch my pussy.

“You can look, but you can’t touch.”

Ned made a weird sound, like I was torturing him, which was what I wanted. I wanted him to hate me, at least a little. I wanted him to think twice before crossing me again, and he would only get that way if I broke him.

“It looks so good, though.”

“If you do my toes right, I might let you lick it.”

“Really?”

“Maybe,” I said with a laugh.

Ned glared at me, but he went right back to work, knowing what I’d do if he didn’t. I truly didn’t care what our friends thought of him wearing a dress. Most of my girlfriends would probably feel sorry or sympathetic, and his guy friends would probably push him out of their group.

I wouldn’t even bother with the drama.

I would move across town to my parents’ neighborhood to have them help me with the kids while I started over. It wasn’t what I wanted, but I had a plan in case Ned couldn’t be broken. If he didn’t change by the school year, I wasn’t sure that I could continue.

The women’s clothing didn’t bother me, though.

If Ned was willing to be a supportive husband and let me find a way to earn my own money, then I would be happy to let him explore his feminine side. I was happy to let him buy lingerie of his own, even keeping some in our drawers, but not until I was sure that he wasn’t going to pull the rug out from under my feet.

“You’re taking your sweet time, Ned. I thought you had to work in the morning,” I said playfully as I spread my legs a touch wider, giving him an even better glimpse of my glistening pussy lips. My mound was damp with desire, but I had to remain strong.

“You look so good.”

“Can’t you do two things at once?”

“I… uh… can you close your legs?”

“Absolutely not! The air feels nice against my pussy.”

Ned groaned as I pushed a hand into my hair and finger combed it to the back, moaning a little as I jutted my hips toward his face, teasing him with my womanhood.

“Annabelle. Please. I can’t concentrate.”

“There are always a million distractions when I’m trying to do stuff around the house. Can’t you handle one?”

“It’s different.”

“Mmm, is it?” I asked as I reached a hand between my spread thighs, teasing my pussy lips with two fingers, catching myself by surprise it felt so good. I closed my thighs together around my forearm, getting a laugh from Ned.

“Told you it’s distracting.”

“Whatever,” I said and moved my hand from my pussy lips, but I didn’t close my legs, and there were no panties to hide my pussy from Ned’s view. He got back into the rhythm of the pedicure, but he also couldn’t pull his eyes away from between my thighs.

“You sure you want me to paint your nails?”

“Yes! You’ll be painting them all summer.”

“What?” he asked.

“This is only the beginning, Ned.”

Ned swallowed his breath, but he didn’t protest as he dried my legs. My feet felt much smoother than they had when I reached down to check his work.

“Not bad. Hopefully you do as well with the polish.”

Ned said nothing as he used the nail clippers and nail file to shape my nails before applying the polish. He made quick work clipping and filing down the jagged edges, like he’d done this to his own feet before. I couldn’t help but wonder.

It wouldn’t be a surprise.

“What do you think of the color, Ned?” I asked when he picked up the polish.

“It’s fine, I guess.”

“Which color would you choose for your nails?”

“I… uh… no color! I don’t paint my nails.”

“Never?” I teased.

Ned shook his head and went back to applying the pink polish. His coat was even without a drop of polish touching my skin, and I was certain he’d done this before. I wondered what other products of mine he’d used, probably too embarrassed to use them outside of the bathroom, which was why I’d never caught him on camera.

I said nothing, though.

Ned could deny his tendencies if he wanted, but the longer he spent in my slip dress, the more I could see the man beneath the exterior, and wasn’t it my job as Ned’s wife to support him? Wasn’t it my job to help him discover his femininity?

Just as it was his job to let me explore my passions. I didn’t see myself opening an entire restaurant, but surely there was something I could do with the recipes I’d accumulated over the years. I could start a blog or make videos or do something, but I couldn’t start anything without the support of my husband.

There would always be a demand to pull me away from my goals. My family would always come first, and I didn’t want that to change, but I feared the regrets I would have when I was my mother’s age if I didn’t redirect the path I was on.

“Finished,” Ned said and released my foot.

I glanced down at my pretty pink toes, impressed by Ned’s work. I supposed he’d done well enough to deserve a treat, so I spread my legs a little wider, revealing my glistening pussy lips.

“You’re so wet,” he said in a breath.

“Guess you should rub my feet more often,” I said with a laugh.

“Can I… touch it?”

I chuckled and lifted my skirt further up my legs until my pussy was fully revealed. I loved how his eyes twinkled as he stared at my slit, like he could eat it for breakfast, lunch, and dinner if I let him.

“You can kiss it.”

“Really?” he asked.

“Yes, after you clean up this mess.”

Ned nodded and got to work cleaning up the mess from the pedicure while my nails dried. I smiled to myself as he raced out of the room, putting everything back where it belonged. He even washed the tub in the sink before coming back over to me and dropping to his knees between my spread legs.

“It’s so beautiful,” he said as he moved his lips closer to mine.

“Yeah?”

Ned nodded, now only inches from my pussy. I could feel his breath on my lips, making my skin tingle all over. It was so hot to have him on his knees beneath me, eager to serve. When we fucked, he was usually quick to stick his dick in me and fuck me as hard as he could, but those days were over.

I was in charge now.

Ned was going to pleasure my body how I desired, which meant tonguing my clit. It meant spending time on his knees beneath me, lapping my pussy with his tongue. I was already dripping like crazy, my girly juices on my thighs and the couch beneath me.

“I want you to lick my pussy slowly. Take your time.”

Ned nodded as he hooked his arms around my thighs and went in, swiping his tongue over my pussy much too fast. I pulled on his hair. He gasped as I stared down at him.

“I said slowly.”

“Like this?” Ned asked and flattened his tongue against my pussy, running it along my outer lips. I gasped and moaned as Ned ran his tongue in slow circles over my pussy, making me even wetter and encouraging my clit to come out to play.

“Yes!” I hollered as I pulled back the hood of my pussy to reveal my throbbing clit. “Suck my clit.”

Ned moved his lips around my clit, and I came undone at the pleasure. It’d been so long since he’d paid any attention to my clit, usually leaving it to me to touch myself there. The sensations overwhelmed my body, but I wasn’t about to tell him to stop.

I couldn’t.

I grabbed the back of Ned’s head as he tongued my clit and held him in position as an orgasm bubbled up inside of me, screaming at the top of my lungs when Ned sent me over the edge.

“Yes!”

Ned moaned on my pussy, trying to pull his head away as I creamed all over his face, but I wouldn’t let him. I held him tight against my womanhood as the waves of pleasure ran through me, only letting Ned go when I caught my breath.

He gasped and fell back to his ass.

I was about to apologize for losing control, but then I saw the tent in his slip dress. He was hard as a rock, so instead of apologizing, I told him to pull out his dick and make himself cum.

“Right here?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said as I touched my soaked pussy lips, gasping a little each time my fingers brushed my clit, knowing that I could bring myself to a second orgasm in seconds, but I would wait for Ned to join me. “Stand in front of me and touch yourself.”

“Can’t I fuck you instead?”

“You want to fuck my pussy?” I asked as I played with my womanhood, staring into Ned’s eyes as I did.

“So badly. Please, Annabelle.”

“Hmm, I don’t think so. Not tonight.”

“What?” Ned asked. He about lost control until I raised an eyebrow at him. He could scream and yell if he wanted, but that would mean a few swats from the flogger, and the look in his eyes told me that he was starting to understand.

“You could even do a little dance if you wanted. I don’t mind a show,” I said with a laugh.

I was off in another world, my entire body radiating from the orgasm and soft touch of my fingers against my pussy. There wasn’t an upset bone in my body, but I could tell that Ned was on edge. The man so used to getting what he wanted was now being denied.

Poor guy.

“I’m not dancing.”

“Why not? You do it when you’re alone.”

“That’s different.”

“How is it different if I’ve been watching you for years?”

Ned’s face was burning red, but his cock was still rock hard. I would even bet that his panties were soaked with precum, which was confirmed when Ned lifted his slip dress a few moments later to pull out his cock.

The panties were pulled down to his balls, holding his dick like a slingshot. Too bad they were attached to his body, or I would send them flying into a field.

“Touch your dick and cum with me. I’m close,” I said in a breath, ready to reach the heights of a second orgasm. I was dying to feel that sensation course through my body.

“Let me fuck you, Annabelle,” Ned begged as he stood there with his cock in his hand, hanging out of the red panties I’d been wearing before he put them on.

“Nope,” I said. “I’m going to make myself cum, and you’re going to watch.”

“Annabelle!”

“Stop whining and cum!”

Ned frowned but stroked his dick, probably sensing what was coming his way, even if he didn’t know. He could tell that I was far from finished with him, ready to push him far past his limits. I wondered if he regretted those nights out at the bars now that he couldn’t even stick his dick into my primed, swollen pussy.

His dick would slide around inside of me so easily right now, but so could my fingers. I slipped two fingers into my dripping slit. Ned moaned as he watched me fuck myself, begging to fuck me with his eyes.

“Cum with me!”

Ned groaned. I could tell that he wanted to release his load inside of my pussy, like he did every other time we fucked, but the days of Ned getting everything he wanted were over.

“I said cum with me!”

“Annabelle! It’s not fair!”

“Be quiet and cum! I’m close!” I said as I fucked myself harder with my fingers, moving them in and out of my creamy pussy, sounds of my sloshing girly juices echoing off the walls. I was hotter than an oven on broil as I inched closer to a second orgasm.

“Annabelle! You look so fucking sexy like that!”

“Cum in your hand and be quiet!”

My eyes were closed as I fingered my hungry pussy, wishing my husband were good enough to slide into me, but he wasn’t there yet. He needed to be much more broken and obedient than he currently was before he could feel my walls hugging his dick again.

Ned grunted and moaned as we worked ourselves to a climax. He came first, cursing and shouting. I opened my eyes to watch him cum all over his hand, staring at me, already a touch more broken down than he was when he walked through the door tonight.

I cursed as I watched Ned cum, running a finger over my clit, which was all I needed to reach that second orgasm, spilling my juices all over the two fingers that were still deep in my pussy.

I kept them there as I screamed and came harder than I had in ages. There was something about denying my husband entry and making him watch that had me burning up like an inferno. Ned came over to me and sat on the couch, touching my body everywhere except my pussy, and I let him.

I moaned a little when he kissed my neck.

His touch felt incredible.

“That was so hot watching you, Annabelle. Will you let me fuck you next time? Please?”

His words shook me from my slumber.

“No!” I said forcefully.

Shock spread across Ned’s face, but he was kidding himself if he thought one night of good behavior would gain him access to my pussy. He was about to have his world turned upside-down if he didn’t want those videos going out. I hated blackmailing my husband, but what choice had he given me?

No amount of talking would change his behavior. I stopped nagging years ago, but there were plenty of complaints along the way to where we were today.

Grievances my husband never took seriously.

He always brushed away my concerns or changed the subject before we could talk about them in detail. I wasn’t about to let him think everything was better after tonight. Absolutely not!

“Annabelle! Please, I’ll be better. You don’t have to do whatever it is you have planned.”

“Don’t I?”

Ned bit his lip and shook his head, but even he didn’t look like he agreed. We both knew that he would go back to being his old self in a few days unless I took drastic measures, but I was prepared.

“Wait here,” I said and stood from the couch. “Don’t move.”

“But—”

“Wait right here!”

“Can I at least wash my hands?”

“Fine, but you’d better be waiting on the couch when I return.”

“I’ll be here! I swear!”

I narrowed my eyes at Ned before walking out of the room. He never once noticed the collection of goodies I’d been accumulating in the guest bedroom. I had everything tucked away in a locked chest that came from my grandmother’s house. It’d been stuffed with quilts when we got it, but now it was stuffed with a collection of sex toys.

It was where I’d been storing the flogger until I brought it out to play tonight. There were a ton of things I planned on using to help steer Ned toward where I wanted him to go, and what better way to do that than to lock his dick in a cage?

Who would Ned be if he couldn’t touch himself?

I knew for a fact that he jacked off most days, whether in the shower, in our bed, or out in the living room where the cameras could record him. The man loved stroking his cock.

I went to the bathroom to wet a washcloth under warm water, and then I was walking back to the living room, a devilish smile on my face. Ned was sitting on the couch, waiting for me like a good boy, even though there was a painful look on his face.

“Can we stop this nonsense now, Annabelle? Haven’t you proven your point?”

“Oh, I’m far from proving my point, Ned. Spread your legs.”

“What? Why?”

“Do you really want the flogger again?”

Ned groaned and spread his legs wide, showcasing his now soft dick. I dropped to my knees in front of Ned to act like I was going to suck his dick, and then I pulled the chastity cage from the waistline of my skirt and slid it onto Ned’s dick before he knew what was happening.

“What the—”

Click.

“Now your dick is really mine,” I said with a laugh as I quickly got to my feet.

Ned was staring down at his cock cage with wide eyes. He pulled on the cage, cursing when it wouldn’t come free. When he lifted his eyes to look at me, he was furious.

“Take this off right now, Annabelle!”

“Nope!”

I laughed as Ned chased me around the house to demand that I remove the cage. Luckily, he wasn’t the violent type. He would beg and plead, but Ned would never put his hands on me. He knew that I would leave him if he even thought about it, but when it came down to it, did he actually hate the cage around his cock?

“Annabelle!” Ned screamed and pounded on the door after I locked myself in the bathroom. “Take this cage off!”

“Nope!”

“Yes!” he screamed.

“Ned, I’m sorry that it’s had to come to this, but I’ve been telling you for years how unhappy I am with how things are. It’s about time you listen!”

“I’ll listen, Annabelle. I’m sorry for being an asshole, but isn’t this a bit extreme?”

“Nope,” I said.

I was trying to act calm, but my heart was pounding in my chest, threatening to leap from my body. I sat on the floor in the bathroom until Ned stopped screaming. Once he was out of juice, I left the bathroom.

He was awake and sitting against the wall when I stepped out of the bathroom. He looked hurt and confused, but the only person he could blame was himself. I was tired of feeling like a leech in this house when I worked my ass off day in and day out.

“Ready for bed?” I asked.

Ned sighed and nodded.

At least he’d learned that I wasn’t going to give in easily. I stuck out my hand to help him to his feet, and then we were off to bed.
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Ned

I didn’t wait for a second to leave work. This damn cock cage had me coated in a veneer of insanity. I’d been trying to force the cage off my dick the entire day with zero success.

Annabelle had me more secure than bars of gold in a vault.

I begged her to tell me where she was hiding the key. She didn’t even flinch when she told me she’d buried it in the yard. I turned over every rock out there before leaving for work this morning while she stood at a window and watched.

Smiling the whole time.

I could still see that damn grin on her face when I closed my eyes, and as much as I loved my wife, I was having dark thoughts. Three-in-the-morning dark. Annabelle was enjoying herself far too much while I suffered.

It wasn’t fair.

Yeah, I could admit that I hadn’t been the most supportive husband at times but look at what I’d created! We had over a dozen employees, nearly as many projects, and clients on our waitlist.

My wife wanted for nothing.

She wasn’t rich, no, but Annabelle never had to worry that there wouldn’t be food on the table. She could get lunch with her friends every now and then. I didn’t care if she bought herself a new outfit sometimes.

I tried my hardest to bite my tongue about money while my wife took care of the kids, but it hurt when twenty dollars disappeared. Or fifty. Or more. That was life, though. The kids and Annabelle always needed something, but I was the man of the house.

I was on this planet to provide for them.

It was my duty.

Annabelle had no right to lock me up in this cage when I did so much for them! I was on my way home now to demand that she take off this cage and set me free. I was going to put her in her place. Who was she to think that she had the power in this relationship?

Then the videos hit me.

I never would have agreed to any of that shit last night had Annabelle not gotten those recordings of me wearing her lingerie. I cursed myself for my desires as my fist pounded the steering wheel. My friends would probably look past my feminine needs once a little time had passed, but I didn’t want to deal with the humiliation of them finding out my secret.

They would never let me live it down.

Jokes about me dancing and singing and prancing around the living room would never cease as long as I lived. Not that I cared what people thought about me wearing slip dresses and panties, but it would change everything.

Nobody would look at me the same.

When people saw me, they saw a tall, strapping man with dazzling blue eyes. I was thirty-three years old and looked good. Girls checked me out all the time, even my friends’ wives. Not that I would ever do anything with one of those women, and my friends knew that I would pound them to a pulp if they even thought of approaching my wife sexually.

I watched what I ate and had a physical job, so my features were rather masculine. Sometimes I felt silly in a slip dress and panties that were too small, but I couldn’t shake the need to do these things. I had to unleash the woman who was within me.

She had no name.

No face other than my own, yet she was there.

I hadn’t wrapped my head around why, but I’d always been curious about skirts and makeup. There were times I got caught walking around the house in my mother’s heels. My parents wrote it off as funny mistakes, but those moments stayed with me.

Nothing made me feel more fabulous than pearls.

Annabelle had a pearl necklace in her jewelry box that I loved to wear after shaving my chest. Annabelle liked me on the smoother side, so she never complained about my manscaping, but I was mad at Annabelle. She’d gone too far putting this cage on my dick, her beautiful jewels aside.

I often wore Annabelle’s pearls while I stood in front of the bathroom mirror. Thankfully there weren’t cameras in the bathrooms. The bathroom attached to our bedroom was where I really let loose when I had the time. I would put on one of Annabelle’s dresses that fit me, her pearls, and I would even paint my nails sometimes.

I hadn’t gone as far as makeup.

It was so intimidating. I watched plenty of makeup videos, but every time I went to pick up a bottle of foundation or a brush, I froze. I couldn’t move, even though I wanted to try. I’d gone through that routine far too many times to count.

When I arrived home, I was fuming, ready to put Annabelle in her place, but she wasn’t even there! I stomped around the house and slammed doors. I cursed up a storm.

A beast locked in a cage.

I picked up my phone to call Annabelle, but it went straight to voicemail. I stomped around the house some more, calling Annabelle over and over, but the calls went to voicemail every time.

I was about to blow a hole through the roof when I saw a note on the fridge. I’d been too angry before to see it, but the note said that Annabelle was out ‘making her dreams come true’ and had turned off her phone ‘to focus’. She’d also attached a grocery list to the paper.

I cried.

My emotions were so intense that tears were the only way to set them free. They slid down my face as I dropped to the floor with my back to the fridge. My cock was stuck in a cage, and there was nothing I could do to get it free.

Even if I tore apart this entire house, I had a feeling I wouldn’t find what I wanted. The key was probably with Annabelle, wherever she was.

I about ripped the grocery list into pieces when I looked at it, anger coursing through me like cars zipping down the highway. I slammed my fist against the floor. I was flustered. Confused by the extremes my wife was taking.

This was too much.

She’d gone too far.

We were going to have a long talk when she got home. We couldn’t continue this little game she’d started. The videos were bad, but she was my wife. I figured she cared enough about her reputation that she wouldn’t let the videos go public.

I would go for these groceries, but that was it.

After I got home from the store, Annabelle was going to take off this cage, and things were going to return to normal. That was the only option.
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Annabelle

I was at the library a few miles down the road from my house, researching how to start a business. I’d done a lot of thinking over the years and decided that if I was going to do anything, I wanted to run an at-home baking business.

When it came down to it, I loved my life. I loved how much time I could spend with my kids, and I didn’t want to take a job at a bar with some sleezy boss who’d piss me off more than my family ever could.

It’d be fun to have hot guys flirt with me, but it wasn’t worth spending my nights pissed off that I wasn’t at home. I loved my books, my candles, and my slippers. Couldn’t get those at a bar, but I could have them while I was baking.

I wasn’t even thinking about Ned while I made a business plan. I had copies of my recipes scanned and uploaded to the cloud, so I sifted through them on my tablet, choosing the ones I loved the most to launch my business.

Ned acted like I was asking for the world, but I just wanted to bring in a little money and have some independence. My desserts were dynamite, and I was positive that they would sell if I could find a way to actually sell them.

I shrieked when I realized that it was past seven o’clock in the evening and gathered up my stuff to leave. I’d been at the library since three o’clock in the afternoon and had lost myself in books and online articles, typing up a business plan after brainstorming a bunch of ideas in my notebook.

I turned on my phone once I had everything tucked away in my bag. The library was still open for thirty more minutes, so I didn’t rush while my phone powered on. I laughed to myself when I saw the flood of messages from Ned.

He was going crazy.

It brought a big smile to my face knowing that he was freaking out, even though the key was right under his nose. It was hidden in the kitchen, tucked beneath the stove. If he got onto his hands and knees to scrub the floor, he might actually find it.

Watching him this morning turn over all those rocks in the yard was the best thing I’d ever seen in my life. This man, normally so masculine and composed, was reduced to a frantic mess. I didn’t even care if the neighbors saw him.

If they asked, I would say he was looking for his keys.

Ned was crumbling before my eyes, and I could sense trouble ahead. It was only natural for him to push back while I broke him down, but Ned was going to learn this would not be an easy war. I was the mother of his kids and the love of his life.

We literally shared our souls.

He wouldn’t give up our relationship over my games. I would be surprised if he even won a battle. I had what he wanted most between my legs, and I wasn’t afraid to use it. I would control him.

He was mine.

I took the long way home, ignoring the three calls I got from Ned. I hoped he’d gotten everything from the grocery store on the list. I had a recipe for him to cook, and unless he looked beneath the stove, he wasn’t going to find his key. He would do everything I wanted of him as long as that cage was around his cock.

It was nearly nine o’clock at night when I walked in the house, humming like I didn’t have a care in the world. Ned charged at me like a maniac, but I didn’t flinch. This was my husband. If someone asked me for a map of his buttons, I could draw it with my eyes closed.

“Good evening, Ned.” I gently closed my eyes and kissed Ned on the cheek. “Did you buy the groceries?”

“Where’s the key?” he asked. “Tell me where it is!”

I dropped my eyes and stepped past Ned, walking toward the kitchen. The groceries were on the counter. His keys were next to them. I wondered how long before me he’d gotten home but didn’t bother to ask. I pulled out my phone instead to send Ned the chicken taco recipe I wanted him to make.

Ned’s phone dinged.

He pulled it from his pocket. His eyes scrunched as he read the message. It was nearly impossible to contain the smile playing at my lips. I’d never seen my husband this close to losing his shit.

“What is this?”

“What you’re cooking us for dinner, of course.”

“You can’t be serious. I have to work in the morning, Annabelle! I’ve been doing a lot of thinking, and—”

“Excuse me, Ned, but do I need to get the flogger?”

“That’s exactly it! You can’t control me like this! I’m the man of the house.”

“Oh, yeah? You’re the man of the house? Why don’t you pound on your chest while you’re at it?”

“I will!” Ned roared and pounded his fists against his chest.

I laughed hard, which only made Ned’s face grow redder. He stared at me like he wanted to throw me across the room, and I didn’t blame him. I had his dick in that tiny cage. He couldn’t even get hard, but he’d lost his mind if he thought that I wouldn’t spank his ass.

Man of the house… ha!

We were going to see about that.

“Yell at me again, and I’ll get the flogger.”

“No you won’t!”

“That’s it! I warned you, Ned! Don’t tell me I didn’t,” I said as I switched my hips out of the kitchen to grab the flogger from the bedroom. Ned ran after me. He kept tugging on my shoulder, but I ignored him, continuing to the bedroom.

“Bend over the bed!” I commanded.

“No way!”

“You’ll never get out of that cage if you don’t cooperate, Ned. Why do you keep making this so hard on yourself?”

“You can’t do this to me!”

“Watch me!”

Ned broke down, dropping to his knees, looking even more pathetic than he had in the morning. I still loved him, but he probably would have left me long ago if he’d known that I would reduce him to this. The Ned of a week ago would slap himself for being on his knees begging me.

“Please, Annabelle. It doesn’t have to be like this,” Ned said with his hands clasped together, looking like he was about to cry, but I could tell he was faking it. Ned had always been something of an actor. It made him a fantastic storyteller, but he wasn’t fooling me.

“Bend. Over. The. Bed!”

Ned slowly got to his feet and reluctantly bent over the bed, keeping his eyes low. I didn’t care whether he looked at me or not, but he was going to learn his place if I was to be his wife. I stepped into the closet to grab the flogger.

Ned’s bare ass was on full display when I returned to the bedroom. It was deliciously smooth and firm. His untouched pucker greeting me as I stepped closer. If he was really bad, he would see just how far I could go. I wasn’t above reducing him down to my personal five-dollar ho.

Ned flinched when my fingertips reached his backside, sliding along his skin like skates on ice. He shivered when I slipped my fingers past the split of his ass, letting out a breath.

Did he want me there?

My pussy awoke at the thought of watching my husband take my dick before I rode his to completion. I stuck my hand into my panties, surprised by how wet I’d already become. This dominance I was gaining over my husband turned me on more than I ever expected.

The only time I’d seen him on his knees like this was when he was looking for something in a hard-to-reach corner, and he’d been wearing jeans then. I much preferred to see his entire ass and all its glory, imagining the things I could do to it.

Ned gasped when I lightly placed the tendrils of the flogger on his backside, pulling them down over the curve of his ass, mesmerized by the sight. I stepped forward to reach between my husband’s legs and grabbed his caged dick, possessed with power.

“Whose dick is this?”

“Mine,” he said.

“Wrong!”

Ned said nothing as I grabbed him by the balls and held them tightly in my grip, hooking my finger around the cage. His cock was swollen and pushing up against the metal, and I swore he liked it. The sounds coming from his mouth were weak and needy.

“Whose dick is this, Ned?”

“I’m not going to say it!”

I dropped his dick and stepped back, raising the flogger in the air. Ned hollered out when the tendrils smacked against his skin. The room vibrated from his scream, the air shifting as I raised the flogger again. Ned cursed when I brought it down on his ass.

“Eight more for disrespecting me!”

“No, Annabelle! Please stop!”

“Why should I stop, Ned? Why?”

“I’m your husband,” he said in that weak, pathetic voice he probably hated himself for using. I wished I could see his face, but he was hiding it. Too ashamed to show it.

“Yes, and my husband should want to cook me dinner.”

“The kids aren’t even home, Annabelle! You’re crazy!”

“Crazy?” I screeched and slammed the flogger down on his ass. He was still on his hands and knees, serving up his ass to me, probably too ashamed to admit that he wanted these spankings as badly as I wanted to give them.

Each swat on his ass released some of the tension in my shoulders. It let me breathe a little more easily, and that was a priceless feeling. He was going to learn how far I could go as long as the kids were safe at my parents’ house.

“Here’s number four,” I said and smacked his ass with the flogger. His cheeks were already a touch red. My panties were flooded, my pussy hot with desire. I wanted to sit on Ned’s face and ride his mouth, but he would probably enjoy that too much.

“Five. Six. Seven. Eight.”

“Annabelle! It hurts!”

“I hurt, Ned! I’m tired. I’m exhausted. I feel unfulfilled. Don’t you get that? Can’t you see how sad I’ve been?”

“Yes, but—”

“You did nothing to support me! You just kept coming home late from the bar, popping down at the table smelling like alcohol. Those days are over, Ned!”

“Annabelle, please. I can—”

“Nine!”

Ned cursed and whimpered as I lifted the flogger to give the final blow. If he didn’t want this, he would have gotten off the bed long ago, yet there his ass was as I brought the flogger down for the tenth time. He gasped and fell onto the bed.

When he rolled over to his back, I noticed that there was a puddle of precum beneath where his dick had been, and his cock cage was covered in it. He was a mess.

“You liked that, didn’t you?” I asked.

Ned grabbed a pillow and pulled it over his face. I said nothing as I let my eyes gaze at his body. I wished he were naked, but I would make him take off his shirt next time I gave him a spanking.

“Will you let me out of the cage now?” Ned asked with the pillow pressed against his face.

“No,” I said with a laugh. “Why would I do that?”

He threw the pillow. It smacked against the wall and fell to the floor as he popped up, quickly pulling up his pants to hide his caged, precum-covered cock.

“Why not?” he asked roughly.

“Why would I do that, Ned? You haven’t even made dinner.”

“Once I make dinner, will you take it off?”

“Probably not,” I said with a shrug.

“Are you kidding me?” Ned asked as he followed me out of the room. My stomach was rumbling, and my horniness had subsided enough to let me think about food. Those chicken tacos I’d found online looked delicious.

I’d laugh to myself that he was standing in front of his key to freedom the entire time he cooked. I grabbed my book when we got to the main room and lit a candle before plopping down onto the couch to read.

“What are you doing?” I asked when Ned tried to join me.

“Let’s order something to eat.”

“Get in there and cook. This is not a negotiation, Ned.”

“You want me to cook while you’re in here reading?”

“I cook while you’re out at the bar drinking all the time. What’s the difference?”

Ned glared at me but got up from the couch after a few seconds, cursing under his breath and stomping as he walked to the kitchen.
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Ned

I was tired.

My ass hurt.

This chicken taco recipe had a million different steps, and I didn’t want to do a single one of them. I glared toward the living room as I pulled the ingredients from the bag, clenching a little each time I took something from the bag.

Who did Annabelle think I was?

I wasn’t about to spend my summer like this. She was crazy. I dropped what I was doing and marched over to the living room, standing in front of her with my fists on my hips. The scented candle filled the air with floral scents, and Annabelle didn’t even bother to look at me, flipping the pages of her book.

“Annabelle!”

“I’m hungry, Ned! Please leave me alone and go cook. I’m busy reading.”

She flipped another page.

I snatched the book from her hands and tossed it across the room. Annabelle lifted her eyebrow, looking at me with that amused grin again that irritated me.

“Take off my cage.”

“Give me my phone,” Annabelle said and pointed at the table.

I passed her the device like an idiot. She tapped at her screen a few times, turning it toward me. I winced when the video of me prancing around the living room in a slip dress appeared. It was the cleanish compilation video she’d made to blackmail me. To reduce me down to a man with a cage around his cock.

“Tell me the word, and I’ll send it to your friends.”

“No, don’t! Please!”

“You’ll cook then?”

“Can’t we order something? I have to work in the morning, and I’ll be exhausted if I cook that recipe. You could have picked something easier.”

Annabelle wrapped her hand around her phone as she narrowed her eyes, staring past me, like I wasn’t even there. She took a second before coming back to reality. A tingle crept across my skin when her gaze met mine.

“We can order food, but you’re going to answer the door wearing my lingerie.”

“What?” I gasped.

“Yeah, that’s what you’ll do. If you don’t want to cook, then you must answer the door wearing a slip dress. We can even put some stockings on you! They’d look so adorable!”

“Absolutely not, Annabelle!”

“Yes, that’s what you’re doing. It’s already decided.”

“You can’t do this to me!” My legs wobbled, and I found myself dropping to my knees. I moved between Annabelle’s legs. She was still wearing jeans, but I saw her in the skirt she had on last night with her pussy wet and exposed. “Please, Annabelle! Isn’t having my dick locked up enough?”

“No, Ned, it’s not. You’ve gone too long being the ‘man of the house’, as you say. I’m over it. If I hadn’t given up my job, you would never have assumed that role. I would be the one paying the bills, and for whatever reason, I feel like I’d be the one cooking dinner too.”

“It wouldn’t be like that, Annabelle. I know you gave up your job, and I’ll forever be grateful to you for that, but you can’t keep up this nonsense. I deserve some respect.”

“Please, you know you like this. I’ve never seen your cock leaking that much in my life.”

My wife was talking nonsense. I didn’t enjoy the spankings and the cage around my dick or being on my hands and knees. It was simply a coincidence that my cock leaked more precum than it ever had. It wasn’t like I could get hard and stroke my dick, so what else could I be expected to do?

“You can’t keep me like this, Annabelle! Tell me where the key is,” I said and shook her knees.

Annabelle swatted away my hands and stood, walking over to the kitchen. She pulled out the drawer where we kept restaurant menus and plopped them onto the counter.

“What will it be, Ned? Are you cooking or ordering?”

“You’re really going to make me answer the door in lingerie?”

“Yes,” she said without hesitation.

“Why would you do that? Why?”

She shrugged. “I’ve answered the door in a slip dress before. I don’t see why you can’t either.”

“That’s different! You’re a woman!”

“That hasn’t stopped you from wearing my clothes.”

I was standing a foot from Annabelle, more frustrated than I’d ever been. I tried wrapping my head around how she could torture me like this, but it was impossible. I’d been nothing other than a decent husband to her.

“Yeah, but that was when I was alone. I would never answer the door wearing lingerie!”

“If you don’t want to cook, you’re going to tonight. What should we order?”

My mouth parted and shut. I was cursing up a storm in my head, but I didn’t say a word, too afraid that Annabelle would pull out the flogger again and use it on my already sore ass.

What was she doing to me?

How could I stop this madness?

Annabelle had to have some skeletons in her closet. She was frustrated, but had she sought help? Had she talked to a therapist to discuss the crazy thoughts going on in her mind? This was all nonsense. So what if I spent a few nights a week at the bar?

She wanted to give up her job when she got pregnant. She never wanted to leave Martha’s side, so I went to work. I built the business that I had today, and sure, Annabelle helped along the way, but I wasn’t a deadbeat. I pulled my weight.

“We’re going to order food, and I won’t be wearing lingerie.”

“Not even if I offered you my wet panties?”

I cursed as blood rushed to my cock, pushing it up against the cage that had shrunken my manhood to a miniature version of itself. I gripped the counter as I buckled.

“You want my panties, don’t you?”

“No,” I grunted through a clenched jaw.

Annabelle threw her head back and laughed as she unbuttoned her jeans, pushing them over her ass. She was wearing a pretty pair of pink cotton panties. They were soaked. I wanted to press them up against my nose so badly, but was I really this weak?

“No,” I said as Annabelle turned her ass toward me and bent over to push her jeans to her feet. She giggled as she stepped out of them, and I thought I would die right there. My body was burning as my cock tried to break free from its cage. My ass tender from the spanking.

What the fuck was happening?

“Did you decide what we should order yet?” Annabelle asked as she stood there in her panties and T-shirt.

“I’m not wearing your lingerie.”

“Why not? You look so sexy when you do.”

“Really?” I asked excitedly.

Annabelle laughed even louder than before. The sound of her laughter on my ears made my skin break out, red from head to toe. I hated how excited I got by the idea of my wife thinking that I looked sexy in lingerie. It was my dream to spend nights with her dressed up in her clothes, but to answer the door while doing it?

That was a step too far.

“You’re so cute. I can’t stand it.”

“I’m not cute!” I hollered.

“Why are you so angry?”

“Maybe because there’s a cage around my cock?”

“You keep acting like you don’t like it, but we both know that you do.”

“No, I don’t!”

Annabelle chuckled as she stepped closer to me. My breath caught when the faint smell of her perfume hit my nose. She lifted her hand to cup the side of my face as she stared into my eyes. This was my wife. The woman I loved more than anyone, but I could also hate her.

I hated her right now.

This power she had over me, I could see that she was intoxicated by it. She wasn’t even close to being done with me, and I wasn’t sure how much more of her torture I could handle. I didn’t want to lose Annabelle, but what if she pushed me too far?

“We need to stop while we’re ahead,” I said.

“No,” she said.

I opened my mouth to speak but was silenced when Annabelle grabbed my hand and placed it on her wet panties. She was so hot through the fabric, and I could feel how swollen her pussy lips were, begging for my cock.

“Let me fuck you.”

“No,” she said easily. “Touch me.”

I cursed under my breath as I moved my hand to reach into her panties. Her juices flowed over my fingers. She wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and pressed herself up against me, moaning into my ear as I rubbed her pussy lips, torturing myself in the process.

“Yes, Ned! Play with my pussy!”

I groaned and gripped my hand against Annabelle’s womanhood, making her gasp in my ear. She was wetter than ever against my hand, practically begging for my dick, but I couldn’t even fuck her if I tried. I whimpered as I slipped my fingers into her wet pussy, pissed they weren’t my dick.

“Fuck me with your fingers!”

Annabelle was killing me as she gushed all over my fingers, her body tight like she was about to cum. I would be furious if she came while I stayed in this cage, but I couldn’t stop touching her. Her walls were tight around my fingers as I thrusted them in her pussy.

“Right there, Ned! Keep going!”

She gasped and moaned, screeching at the top of her lungs. She was fucking herself with my fingers, and it was so hot I cried from the frustration boiling over within me. I couldn’t fuck my wife. I couldn’t do anything but let her cum on my hand, harder than she ever had on my dick.

“Yes, Ned! Yes!”

Annabelle’s breasts smashed into me as she bent her head back and came all over my hand. Her womanly juices flooded the panties and coated my fingers in her cream. I cursed as she held me, rocking her hips gently as she rode out her orgasm.

I wanted to cum, too!

It wasn’t fair.

I staggered backwards when Annabelle moved herself off my fingers. It was hot to watch her cum like that, but it annoyed me. I should have been cumming with her, yet I had this cage around my dick like a fool.

“Annabelle, please let me cum.”

“I’ll think about it if you answer the door wearing my lingerie. Should we go pick you out something to wear?” Annabelle asked as she stepped past me, her face flush from an orgasm.

My hand smelled of Annabelle’s pussy when I lifted it to my nose, but that only made my cock ache worse. I cursed when Annabelle turned the corner toward our bedroom and ran to chase after her. She was already picking out a slip dress for me to wear when I walked into the room.

“Which color would you like tonight?”

“I’m not doing this.”

“Of course you are! Should we paint your nails too? Do you want a little makeup?”

Yes.

A voice sounded at the back of my head, but I shook it away the second it emerged. I couldn’t give in to those urges so openly. They were for when I was home alone in my safe place without cameras recording.

I cursed myself for ever leaving the bedroom.

Had I stayed in there, none of this would be happening. Annabelle and I would be having a normal summer. She would probably be giving me her pussy every night how I wanted it, yet here I was, locked up and tortured.

Resisting my deepest, darkest urges.

I worried if I gave in, I wouldn’t be able to stop. I would lose myself in the desires I’d hidden away for most of my adult life. One random day when Annabelle was pregnant with Harris, I’d slipped on her panties, and it awakened something deep within me.

It reminded me of those days as a kid when I used to walk around the house in my mother’s heels.

Ever since then, I’d been dressing in secret, adding a little more each time, but now my wife knew of my desires. She was exploiting my weaknesses. I hated her for it, but part of me was grateful. I was horrified by the idea of opening the door to a stranger in lingerie, but the idea also thrilled me.

“Please, Annabelle. Don’t make me do this.”

“You can cook if you’d prefer. Want to wear my panties while you’re in the kitchen?”

I groaned, wanting nothing more than to slide those wet panties up my legs. I couldn’t give in, though. I had to find a way to stay strong and resist these powerful urges.

“Let’s go to sleep. I’m tired.”

“You’re not going to sleep without making me dinner.”

“I’m too tired to cook.”

Annabelle slowly closed the drawer that held her slip dresses and walked over to me, placing her hands on her hips when she stopped in front of me. She grabbed my crotch as she stared into my eyes. I wasn’t going to break.

I couldn’t.

“If you go to bed right now, I won’t let you out of this cage for a week.”

“I don’t care.”

“Yeah? You want to play it like that?”

I folded my arms over my chest. My stomach was tight with hunger, but going to bed hungry sounded a lot easier than answering the door to a stranger in lingerie, and it would give me a fraction of control.

“Fine,” Annabelle said and shrugged. “Get in bed. Lights out.”

“Can I change?”

“You have three minutes to get ready for bed.”

I stared at Annabelle in disbelief as she went over and plopped down on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs. Her panties were still damp from her orgasm. I was about to give up the opportunity to have them against my dick. I was about to give up smelling their sweet scent. I stepped toward the chest of drawers in pain.

Annabelle watched me as I got out a pair of basketball shorts and a clean T-shirt. I changed quickly and went to the bathroom to wash my hands and brush my teeth.

“One minute, Ned!”

I spat and washed the foamy toothpaste down the sink and walked out of the bathroom with my head hung low.

“Are you sure you don’t want to cook?”

“Positive,” I said and got into the bed without looking at Annabelle, turning my back to her.

“As you wish,” she said and got up. “Don’t come to the kitchen when you smell food, or I’ll give you ten spankings and keep you in that cage for two weeks.”

I said nothing as she stood above me, but I could feel her gaze boring into my back, waiting for me to respond. I remained silent until she turned off the lights and left the room. My stomach rumbled for hours, especially when I smelled the spices from chicken tacos in the air, but I stayed where I was.

Annabelle wasn’t going to break me.

I wouldn’t allow it.
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Annabelle

Days had passed since Ned went to bed without dinner, and that cage was still tight around his cock. He’d given up looking for the key and pretty much stopped talking to me. He was going to the bars after work, eating out, and avoiding home as much as possible.

I was patient.

He’d come running to me eventually.

No man could live with a cage around his cock for too long. He thought I would break first, but I had plenty of toys for my pussy. I could spend all day cumming.

I was reading on the couch when Ned came home much earlier than he had the past few days. I ignored him stomping toward the living room, inhaling the scent of my candle choice of the day. Blackberry and vanilla. It was flickering on the table next to me, filling the air with its pleasant smell.

“Really, Annabelle?”

“What?” I asked and flipped a page.

“I’m still in this damn cage! Take it off!”

I sighed. “Why would I do that, Ned?”

“Hmm, how about because I demand it? You’re my wife, and you’ll listen to me!”

“I can be your ex-wife if you keep yelling like that.”

“Really? You’re going to threaten me with divorce because you put me in a cage? It’s not fair, Annabelle! This entire experiment you’re doing. Let’s call it what it is. A failure!”

“How is it a failure?” I asked calmly, closing the book around my fingers to lift my eyes to Ned. “You aren’t getting out of that cage until you answer the door wearing lingerie.”

“You’re still talking about that?” Ned asked loudly. “Don’t you get it? I’m not doing it! You’re not going to win!”

“I’m guessing you came home early because you need to cum.”

“This is ridiculous, Annabelle! Let me out of this cage!”

Ned was yelling, but there was a look in his eyes that I couldn’t quite read. It was like he was saying one thing while wanting the opposite. If I gave up on Ned now, I was sure this macho mask of an exterior would be satisfied, but what about the man beneath the surface?

“How about we make a deal?”

“Your deals always leave me shorthanded.”

“Don’t you want to hear what I have to say?”

“Not really,” he said.

“If you answer the door wearing my lingerie, I’ll take off your cage to let you cum.”

The look on Ned’s face was priceless, like he’d never heard a better offer in his life, even though his macho exterior spoke.

“That’s a terrible deal! I’m not answering the door in lingerie, Annabelle! Get that out of your head.”

“Then I guess I won’t make you cum.”

Ned groaned, looking conflicted, like the two sides within him were battling. The phony exterior versus the feminine man within. It was priceless watching him stand at a crossroads, deciding which path he should take.

I stood and went to him.

“Don’t be afraid to be yourself,” I said into his ear. “You love my lingerie. Admit it.”

“I love it,” he cried.

“Should we find you a slip dress to wear?”

Ned nodded with his head on my shoulder, so I slid my hand down to his wrist and pulled him toward the bedroom. He sat on the bed while I went to the chest of drawers to grab him a white satin slip dress. It was one of my favorites and would look so cute with the stockings I wanted him to wear.

Plus, I couldn’t forget about the white thong with a little bow above the crotch. He was going to be my angel for the night, and if he was good, I’d even paint his nails.

“What do you think of these?” I asked and placed my choices on the bed next to him.

“They’re nice,” he said.

“Have you worn them before?”

Ned bit his lip. I couldn’t help but smile. He probably spent a lot more time wearing my lingerie than the videos showed, but I didn’t care. He was my husband. We were going to get through this rough patch together, and he was going to learn to be a better, more honest man.

“You can say it.”

“The slip dress, yes. The panties no.”

“Why not?”

“They look small.”

“Yeah, we’ll have to get you some panties of your own. Don’t you think?”

“Why are you pushing this? I can stop wearing lingerie.”

“It doesn’t bother me, as long as you help out more around the house.”

Ned grimaced.

“You act like I do nothing,” he said.

“You spent all week at the bar after work!”

“Why would I want to be here with you when you’ve been acting like this?”

I gasped.

Ned stood to pull me into his arms, but I pushed him away. I threw my arms into the air and stormed out of the room, smirking to myself as I went. I fixed my face quickly, frowning when Ned pulled on my shoulder to face him.

“Leave me alone!” I screeched.

“Annabelle, let’s talk.”

“There’s nothing to talk about, Ned! You don’t want to be with me! I’ll just let you out of your cage, and we can—”

“No! Wait!”

“What?” I asked and fake sobbed. Ned wasn’t the only actor in the family. If our kids inherited our talents combined, they would be on their way to Hollywood.

“I want to be with you, Annabelle. I… uh… also want to wear your lingerie, but I’m afraid of what a stranger will say. Why can’t you answer the door and spare me the humiliation?”

Ned’s eyes looked so sweet as he stared at me. I almost wanted to agree to his request, but what would he learn if he didn’t answer the door for himself? I said nothing as I stepped back into the bedroom and grabbed the clothes I wanted him to wear.

“Put them on? Please?”

He nodded slowly and took the clothes to our bathroom, closing the door as he stepped inside. Ned did a great job of manscaping and keeping the hair off his chest and lower back, but he had a light dusting of hair on his legs, and the outfit would look a million times better if the hair was gone.

“You can shave if you want.”

“I… uh… are you sure?” he asked.

“Yeah! I’ll be reading in the living room! Take your time!”

“Okay!” Ned said brightly through the closed door.

I smiled to myself as I went to the living room to grab my book. The candle was still flickering and had the room smelling incredible. I relaxed on the couch, flipping through the pages of the book as I devoured the story, waiting for Ned to emerge as my angel.
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Ned

I was in the bathroom attached to our bedroom with a razor in my hand. I’d shaved my legs before, but it’d been years since I removed the hair from my legs. I used to shave them occasionally around the time Annabelle and I got together, but she would look at me with questioning eyes when my legs were smooth, so I stopped.

Now I was shaving my legs with my wife’s permission, but I wondered if she would come to regret this. I wondered if she would look at me with those questioning eyes again once she felt my smooth legs. My heart would break if she did.

Fear smothered me as I held the razor in my hand. I knew there was an endless well of femininity ahead of me if I tipped over and tumbled into it. I would be falling for the rest of my life, always ready to push myself a little further, especially if my wife was supportive and stuck by my side, but what if she left me?

What if she ended everything we’d built and took the videos of what I’d done with her? Panic gripped me, adding a layer to the already intense fear.

“Are you okay in there?” Annabelle asked as she stepped into our bedroom. “Do you need help?”

“No! I’m fine!”

“Hurry! I’m hungry. We don’t want a repeat of the other night, do we?”

“No,” I said.

Annabelle left the room, and I only had one choice. I had to shave my legs and balls and everywhere else that needed hair removal. My chest was still fresh from earlier in the day, so I didn’t bother with it, trying to work as quickly as I could to remove the rest of my body hair.

I washed my hair and rubbed my body down with soap before rinsing off and stepping out of the shower. I grabbed a towel and rubbed it against my hairless skin. I took a bottle of lotion to the bed and applied it to my skin.

“What should we order?” Annabelle asked as she stood in the doorway.

“Chinese?”

“Sure, what do you want?”

“Lo mein noodles with chicken.”

“Anything else?”

I shook my head, nothing except a towel wrapped around my waist and a cage around my cock. I was growing used to the cage, though, and a demented part of me loved it. I had even stopped looking for the key. It was too small to find in some random spot around the house. Annabelle would let me out when she was ready.

She told me that she would set me free tonight, but I wouldn’t get my hopes up until she had the key in the lock that would free my dick.

“I’ll order it now, so you better be ready to answer the door soon!” Annabelle smirked and walked out of the room.

I groaned and grabbed the white thong. It had always caught my eye, but I’d never even tried to pull it up my legs. The thong was tiny, maybe even a little small for my wife, but I supposed that was part of her torture. The thong would be a little uncomfortable in the crack of my ass.

I still pulled it up my legs.

The thong had lots of elasticity in the waistline at least, so it didn’t feel terrible. The cock cage looked enormous beneath it, but that only meant I’d have a big bulge to tease my wife. I could tell that she wanted to get fucked. She glanced at my dick a lot when she thought I wasn’t paying attention, but her will was strong.

Once the thong was snug and secure, I pulled the white satin slip dress over my head. It hung a few inches past my crotch and made me feel like a sexy girl. I ran to the bathroom to check myself out in the mirror, hands on my hips, rocking them from side to side.

I lifted the dress to peek at my bulge and loved how it looked beneath the thong, and the little bow on the waistline of the thong was so cute it hurt. I was all smiles when Annabelle walked into the room and caught me.

“Someone is happy, huh?”

“It’s not what you—”

“Save it. Hurry and put on the stockings! I want to paint your nails.”

“Paint my nails?”

“Yes! We’re going to paint them white!”

“Annabelle,” I said in a low tone. “Isn’t the lingerie enough?”

“Not after the week we’ve had! Guess you should have listened when you had the chance. You would have gotten to wear my soaked panties too.”

Annabelle walked out of the room laughing before I could reply, leaving me with the stockings and a conflicted mind. Annabelle was giving me everything I wanted, but I was fighting against it. I didn’t want to let this feminine man within me take hold.

I would lose myself if he did.

I could already feel him gaining strength as I stood there in my wife’s slip dress with her panties tight around my caged dick. I couldn’t give him more power than he already had, and my wife painting my nails? That would give this feminine guy within me the validation he needed to thrive.

What came after Annabelle painting my nails?

Where would it end?

I feared I wouldn’t recognize myself by the end of the summer if we stayed on this path. Annabelle wasn’t perfect, though. I had to find something that could pump her brakes. I needed dirt that would make her think twice about releasing my videos.

What was there, though?

My wife only went out with her girlfriends for lunch sometimes or to her parents’ house. She didn’t lead a scandalous life, and only she had access to the video feeds from the hidden cameras. I had nothing against her except for the fact that she forgot to brush her teeth some nights before bed.

That wasn’t enough to get her to stop blackmailing me. I needed something darker. Something more twisted, but what? I groaned as I reached for the stockings to pull them up my legs.

My skin tingled as I pulled the first stocking past my knee. I’d never bothered with the stockings before, even though they were as sexy as could be. I moaned a little when the band snapped in place around my thigh, firmly in place. I pulled the second stocking up my leg next, hating how pretty my shaved legs looked when I glanced down at them, but the feminine man within me was delighted.

This man I’d been so careful about keeping in the shadows was soaring to the surface, singing to a harp’s melody. I stood as I felt him within me, jutting my arms out to the side and spinning in a circle. The hem of the slip dress caught in the air as I spun, sneaking a breeze up past my cock.

I giggled as the air tickled my skin.

I fell onto the bed and kicked my legs into the air, scissoring them as excitement coursed through me. I rolled over to my stomach, wishing I had long hair hanging over my shoulders.

The fact that my hair was short was a depressing reminder that these gorgeous clothes hadn’t changed me into the girl I was in my mind. I was still just a man in a dress, and I was one who was about to be humiliated by his wife, but would I leave her for it?

I doubted it.

I walked out of the room, standing on my toes, like I had a pair of heels on my feet. I always loved it when girls walked like this in shows or movies, and I wanted to be one of them. I entered the living room and spun in a circle.

“What do you think?”

“You look fabulous, Ned!”

“You really think so?”

“Yes! I love it! Spin in another circle!”

I dropped my head back and put my hand on my hip, like I was standing at the end of a runway. I twisted my hips from side to side before throwing out my arms and strutting across the room on my toes, forgetting that my wife was even there.

The feminine man within me had taken over. I was already losing myself, encouraged by my wife’s clapping and cheering. She cupped her hands around her mouth and yelled at me to ‘work it’. I snapped my finger and dropped my arm to the side like a high-class diva.

“Get it, girl!”

Annabelle was laughing by that point, but I wasn’t offended. I was free. I was soaring through the clouds, off in another world. This feminine man within me had his shackles unlocked, and he wasn’t about to put them back on without a fight.

I already felt weak against him.

“Would you like some heels?” Annabelle asked with a laugh after my fifth or sixth pass across the living room.

“What?”

“You keep walking like a runway model. We can get you some heels if you’d like. They probably have some in your size at the store.”

“Really? You think so?” I asked.

“Yeah, I bet we could find something. Would you like a pair of strappy sandals? Pumps? Platforms?” Annabelle threw her head back and laughed as she asked the question, but what she didn’t know was that I would build an additional closet to house my womanly treasures if she let me accumulate them.

“Maybe some kitten heels to start,” I said.

Annabelle hooted and slapped her knee, but I wasn’t playing. I’d always dreamed of having my own heels but never had the courage to buy them, and Annabelle’s were too small to wear. I’d tried more times than I could count, but my feet would never fit.

Even this slip dress was a touch too snug. I needed clothes of my own, but where would I stop if I started shopping? How much money would I spend before I said enough was enough? I had a secret folder online with a bunch of tabs saved of lingerie and dresses I would love to wear.

“I’m serious, Annabelle!”

“It’s okay,” she said as she tried to catch her breath from laughing. “You can have some kitten heels, babe. I won’t stop you.”

“Will you stop laughing at me?”

Annabelle shrugged.

“Don’t worry, Ned. I’m not judging you but seeing this side of you is funny. You’re… different.”

Tell me about it.

I wanted to return to a week ago before I knew about those recordings Annabelle had of me prancing around the living room in her slip dresses and panties. Ignorance was truly bliss. I’d gone on for so long thinking that I had control over this part of my life, that I could let this feminine man within me free occasionally in the safety of my own home without anyone knowing better.

“What do you want from me, Annabelle?” I asked in an angry voice, much more frustrated with myself than with my wife.

“Hey! Did you forget what happens if you yell at me?”

Shit, the flogger.

I didn’t want that damn thing spanking my ass and leaving me red and bruised. Annabelle hadn’t left any bruises on me yet, but if she had to spank my ass every night, I was certain they would emerge.

“No, but please stop laughing. You don’t know how much I hate enjoying this shit.”

“Why do you hate it?” Annabelle asked as she stood from the couch. “I find this side of you quite… attractive.”

I moaned as Annabelle brushed her fingers along the side of my face. She grabbed my side and pulled me up against her, snaking her hand down to the bulge beneath the white slip dress I was wearing. I gasped as she moved her fingers up and down the cage enclosing my cock.

“Please let me cum, Annabelle.”

“You haven’t even painted your nails yet.”

“My nails?” I asked in a breath. “You were being serious?”

“Yes! I already have the polish. Didn’t you see it?” she asked and pointed to the white bottle of polish on the table. I groaned as I stared at it, knowing that Annabelle was pushing me toward a dangerous place. There was only so much she could do before I lost myself prancing far into wonderland.

Did she want me spending our free evenings dolling up my face with makeup and slipping into women’s clothing? Did she want this man inside me to reach his full potential? I was so terrified that I wouldn’t recognize myself if he did that I pulled a hand down my face and screamed at the ceiling.

“You can’t do this to me, Annabelle!”

“Stop acting like you don’t want it!”

“You don’t understand.”

Annabelle scoffed and grabbed my hand, leading me to the couch. I sat there, complacent and eager, but that was the feminine man at ease. The guy the world knew as a handyman was hollering in my head to stop, yet it sounded like he was being pulled away by guards toward the back of my mind.

Would he be locked into a cell and forgotten?

“Hold out your hand, babe.”

I whimpered as I lifted my hand into the air. I glanced at the TV to remind myself of the videos Annabelle had recorded of me at my most private moments, wishing more than anything that I had a way to destroy the original copies to end this madness.

“Have you painted your nails before?” Annabelle asked as she brushed the first bit of white onto my nails.

“I don’t want to talk about it,” I said.

“Why not?”

“You’re not supposed to like this, Annabelle! Don’t you want a manly man?”

“I want a man who’ll cook dinner a couple nights a week,” Annabelle said and added another touch of white to my nails. “I want a man who’ll put away the laundry if I wash it. I want a man who’ll listen when I tell him that I’ve had a difficult day.”

I groaned as Annabelle continued painting my nails, turning her head from side to side like she was having the time of her life. I expected her to hate seeing me like this, but it was like she couldn’t care less that I was dressed in her lingerie.

“Did you hear me, Ned? What do I want in a husband?”

“A man who’ll listen and support you, but—”

“What did I say about all these buts, Ned?”

“Can’t I say something?”

“Yes, of course.”

Words to yell at her for liking me dressed as a woman were on the tip of my tongue, but shouldn’t I be grateful that I had a wife who was willing to paint my nails? Shouldn’t I feel relieved that I never had to hide this side of myself again?

“I… I…”

“Your nails are beautiful, aren’t they?”

I glanced down at my freshly painted nails. I curled my fingers before stretching them out in front of me, looking at my nails from different angles. They were as gorgeous as the clothes on my body and enhanced my look.

“What do you think, Ned?”

“They’re pretty,” I whispered.

“Stand up and let me see you.”

I swallowed my breath before slowly standing and walking a few feet from the couch for Annabelle to get a better look at me, more embarrassed than I’d been in ages, yet I knew for a fact that if there wasn’t a cage holding down my dick, it would be standing at attention.

“Spin in a circle. Give me a show, Ned! Act like I’m not even home,” Annabelle said with a laugh that sent a wave of irritation through me.

“Annabelle! You’re killing me!”

“You do it all the time when you’re alone. Why can’t you do it for me? Give me a little dance.”

I swallowed a breath as I closed my eyes, trying to pretend that my wife wasn’t on the couch staring at me, like I was actually alone in my safe place, but was my wife not safe? If she’d done this much for me, couldn’t I trust her to support me through this journey of femininity?

“Please don’t laugh!”

“I’ll try my best.”

“Can I at least put on some music?”

“That would make it even better,” Annabelle said and folded her lips, suppressing an obvious laugh, but I couldn’t let her bother me. I wanted to dance. I wanted to prance around the living room and let my girly side fly.

I grabbed the remote and turned on the TV to open the music application. I scrolled until I got down to one of my favorite songs. It had a lot of upbeat parts but also an incredible melody with beautiful singing. I couldn’t hit the high notes, but I tried anyway.

“Please, please don’t laugh.”

“Come on, Ned! Get to dancing!”

I sighed and lifted my arms into the air as the song started. The beat dropped, and I spun in a circle, dipping low to the ground. Once I started, I couldn’t stop. I hummed at first, doing my best to ignore my wife’s eyes, but I was belting out the words by thirty seconds into the song, skipping and twirling around the living room, completely lost in the moment.

Annabelle said nothing, and I honestly forgot she was there, even as I sang the last note in an awful tone, holding it for as long as I could as I kept my eyes closed, shocked to the core when Annabelle started clapping and whistling.

“Bravo! Bravo! That was incredible, Ned!”

“Really? You thought so?”

“I mean, we both know you’re not the best singer, but I loved the energy! You were fabulous.”

My heart skipped a beat.

I was elated until the doorbell rang a few seconds later, reminding me of the punishment my wife had planned. I found myself paralyzed as the doorbell rang for a second time.

“They’re waiting,” Annabelle said with a smirk.

My eyes widened when the person knocked instead of ringing the doorbell. I looked at Annabelle with a pleading expression, but she wasn’t going to save me. If I wanted a chance of getting my dick wet tonight, I had to open the door wearing this slip dress, which I loved. I just didn’t want a stranger to see me in it.

“If they leave before you answer the door, you’ll cook and get a spanking with the flogger.”

“Annabelle,” I pleaded.

“Ned.” She mocked my whiny voice.

I cursed under my breath and turned toward the door. There was another knock as I walked toward it, so I yelled out that I was coming. Each step I took was more difficult than the one before it until I was standing in front of the door.

“Hurry up, Ned. They’re busy,” Annabelle said right behind me, making me jump.

I’d been so lost in my thoughts I hadn’t even noticed her following. I swallowed my breath before reaching out to touch the doorknob, hot all over from the anticipation of my humiliation. I never wanted my feminine side to come out like this, yet there I was.

The girl on the other side of the door laughed when I opened it. She tried to cover her mouth and stop herself, but the giggles kept coming as she read out the price of the order.

“Isn’t he adorable?” Annabelle asked the girl.

“Uh… yeah.”

“It’s okay, you can laugh. How often do you get to see a man in the dress?”

“Aside from Halloween? Not very often.”

Annabelle and the delivery girl laughed as they stared at me. They were so wrapped up in their conversation that they didn’t even pay attention to me holding out the money. I cleared my throat, but they continued ignoring me.

“Do you want a picture?”

“What?” the girl and I asked at the same time.

Annabelle glared at me, daring me to challenge her. I was torn between my desire to have the world see me at my most fabulous and my desire to maintain some type of masculine facade. I cursed Annabelle as the delivery girl agreed, pulling out her phone.

“Let me take the picture,” Annabelle said.

The girl giggled as she passed Annabelle her unlocked phone. Annabelle stood in front of me and winked as she held the camera in position. Fuck, I wanted to kill her. Yet I also wanted to throw her to the ground and make sweet love to her.

I was so conflicted my head felt like it might explode.

Annabelle snapped a photo and turned the screen toward me to see. My face was left out of the shot, thankfully, and beyond that, I was actually rather impressed with how my body looked. I almost wanted a photo for myself.

“Show this to all your friends,” Annabelle said as she passed the phone back to the girl. Annabelle snatched the money from my hand and pulled a twenty from her back pocket. “Here’s an extra twenty for your troubles.”

“Thanks! You two have a good night.”

“We will,” Annabelle said and waved goodbye to the girl.

I was furious when she closed the door, the masculine man within me fighting against this nonsense, but Annabelle waved her hand in my face as she took the bag of Chinese food to the living room.

“Would you grab us plates, please?”

I grumbled but went to the kitchen for the plates instead of yelling at Annabelle how I wanted. She deserved to be taken down a few pegs, but I literally had nothing on her. Every time I tried to think of something to use against her, I came up with dust.

“It’s my turn for a picture. Stand over there!” Annabelle said and waved toward the corner of the living room.

“Annabelle,” I groaned.

“We need a picture for our memory books! Come on, Ned!”

I dropped my head and went over to the corner of the room. Annabelle commanded me to put my hands on my hips and smile, and even though part of me hated myself for it, I did what she asked. I placed my hands on my hips and jutted them to the side as a bright smile spread across my face.

The feminine man within me had won tonight, so I stopped fighting. I struck three different poses as Annabelle cheered me on and snapped pictures. I wanted to hate it, but when I saw the pictures on Annabelle’s phone, I couldn’t get over how happy I looked in them.
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Annabelle

Ned and I were sitting on the couch eating Chinese food from takeout boxes. The sitcom we’d been watching was playing in the background, and we laughed along with the jokes, but damn, I was horny. I couldn’t stop thinking about how good Ned’s dick would feel sliding around inside my pussy.

I wanted to ride his cock, but he wasn’t getting anything unless I had him tied down to the bed. He was much more compliant than a week ago, but Ned had a long way to go before he was the husband of my dreams, if he ever even got there.

“How do you feel?” I asked when we slowed down eating.

“Okay,” he said.

“Can you give me a little more than that?”

“I’m confused,” he admitted.

“Why?”

“It’s like there are two people inside of me battling for prominence.”

“Your girly side and your masculine side?”

Ned nodded without saying a word, turning his attention back to the television. I admired his white nails as he lifted a fork to his mouth. His skin was smooth and shimmering from the lotion he’d applied after his shower. If he had a wig, makeup, and some fake boobs, he might be convincing as a woman.

I was willing to push him if he wanted to go all the way, but would any of this be a punishment if he was enjoying himself? Or was it even necessary to think of this as punishment. Maybe it was better to think of it as conditioning, like a training camp.

I truly didn’t care if my husband wore makeup, dresses, and jewelry, as long as he helped around the house to give me the mental bandwidth I needed to launch my baking business.

“How long have you been interested in women’s clothing?” I asked.

Ned shrugged.

“Since I’ve known you?”

“Yeah,” he said.

The admission took my breath away. I couldn’t believe that Ned had been hiding this part of himself for so long, but could I blame him? Society was terrible to men who expressed their femininity, but if this whole ‘man of the house’ nonsense was a way to cover up the woman within him, it had to stop.

I wanted a partner.

Not some man who thought he deserved the world for earning a little money. I could earn money too if I had any energy to do it after everything I had to do around the house and for the kids.

“How long?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he said without meeting my eyes.

“Can you give me a rough estimate?”

“I don’t want to talk about this, Annabelle.”

I sighed and scooted closer to my husband, sensing his inner conflict. I didn’t blame him for feeling that way, but if we were going to right the path of our marriage, we needed to be open with each other. We needed to communicate.

“Ned, talk to me. I want to understand.”

“I appreciate that, but what if I’m not willing to talk? What if I’m embarrassed?”

“You have nothing to fear while you’re in this house.”

“You took a photo of me using the delivery girl’s phone! How can I trust you after that?”

“I didn’t include your face in the picture! I ordered the food from my cell phone. They don’t know your name, and we never have to order from this place again if you don’t want. I was only having a little fun, and I know you enjoyed it too.”

Ned grunted and turned his body away from me, but I wasn’t letting him shy away from this conversation. I wanted to understand him, as it would make us stronger as a couple if he wasn’t hiding his desires from me.

“Please, Ned. Talk to me,” I said as I ran my hand over his thigh, clad with stockings.

“I’ve never talked about it, and I don’t know if I want to.”

“Why not?”

“It’s not right!” Ned hollered.

“Calm down, Ned. You must know that you aren’t alone in the world. There are plenty of men like you. I’ve chatted with wives and girlfriends of crossdressers online. There are entire communities to support us if this is a journey you want to take.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want to be like those guys.”

“Don’t you enjoy the clothes you’re wearing now?”

“Yes,” he said in a breath. Tears rolled down his face seconds later. I gasped and threw my arms around him. “Why do I like this, Annabelle? Why do I need to wear women’s clothing?”

“There’s nothing wrong with you wearing these clothes, Ned. I promise,” I said and pushed my hands through Ned’s brown hair. It’d been a long time since I saw him this vulnerable, and it hurt my heart seeing him like this. This wasn’t him acting. This was my husband sharing his deepest feelings with me, and I loved him for it.

“You say that, but you don’t understand! This is only a fraction of what I want. The tip of the iceberg. I’ve been dreaming of walking down the street with long, flowy hair for as long as I can remember. I want to feel like one of those fabulous city girls I see on TV.”

I held my hand on Ned’s thigh as he confessed his vision. He told me that he’d always been curious about makeup and lingerie and everything girly and how he’d always hated the negative attitudes against men who dared to express their femininity.

“You can feel safe here.”

Ned grunted. “Says the woman blackmailing me.”

“Yeah, well, you’re not the only one who wants things to change.”

“What are you saying?”

I shrugged. “Maybe if I help you with your girly dreams, you can support me while I try to launch a business.”

“I’m willing to do that, but we both know how busy I am at work.”

“Guess you’ll have to drink at the bar less.”

Ned nodded. “I could do that, but are you sure that you won’t leave me when you see me en femme?”

“I’m much more likely to leave you for spending every night at the bar while I’m at home with the kids,” I said with a laugh.

“True. Damn, Annabelle. It’s so weird knowing that I’ve been hiding this secret for so long, even though you’ve known for years.”

“Yeah, if it upset me, I would have confronted you a long time ago. I care more about the fact that you lied about needing to work from home while I took the kids wherever just so that you could dress up in my lingerie.”

“That wasn’t right of me,” he admitted.

“I’m willing to forgive you, but things have to change going forward, even if that means you dressing as a woman more openly when we’re alone. There were days I really needed your help, and you lied to me.”

“Fuck, I know I did.”

“You can’t do that anymore, Ned.”

He nodded and told me he wouldn’t. I was willing to believe him, but only time would tell if he changed. I would judge Ned by his actions and not by his words.

“Will you trust me to support you?”

“I’ll try,” he said. “Will you ever take off this cock cage?”

I scooted closer to squeeze Ned’s thigh as I pressed my lips against his ear. “I’ll take it off right now if you let me tie you to the bed.”

“Okay! No spankings, though, right?”

“I wasn’t planning on it, but I can give you one if you want.”

“No!” he said quickly, even though I had a feeling he would leak precum like crazy if I spanked his ass. “I do have a question, though.”

“What’s that?”

“Will you let me wear these clothes?” Ned asked in a low voice, like he was ashamed, even though he had no reason to be.

“Duh!”

Ned’s face turned giddy as I grabbed his hand and stood from the couch. I led the way to our bedroom. When we entered the room, I pushed Ned to the bed and went to my chest of goodies in the guest bedroom to grab ropes.

Ned was sprawled out and ready for me when I walked back into the room, the hem of his slip dress barely covering his panties, and I noticed how wet they were where the tip of his dick was. I licked my lips and moaned a little as I approached him.

“Excited for me to take off your cage?”

“Yes!” he gasped.

“It’s been locked up nearly a week. Can you believe it?”

“Yes! I’m going crazy!”

I moaned as I pushed up Ned’s slip dress and pulled his panties over his caged cock and down his legs. I tossed them over my shoulder, much too distracted by Ned’s package to care about a pair of soiled panties. My husband gasped when I took him by the balls, staring into his eyes, which were the color of deep ocean waters.

“Whose dick is this?”

“It’s yours, Annabelle! It’s yours!”

At least the man had learned something over the past week. I laughed to myself as I grabbed the ropes and slowly tied Ned to the bed, loving how he gasped and moaned as I worked.

“Do you like being tied up, Ned?”

“I don’t know! This entire week has confused me.”

“Mmm. I think you love it when I tie you up like this.”

“Maybe! I don’t want to think about it.”

“You have to learn how to accept who you are, Ned. It’ll be much easier to love you if you do.”

Ned groaned and stared at the ceiling as I finished tying him to the bed. His cock was pushing up against the cage, threatening to break free, but he couldn’t escape without the key.

“I’ll be right back,” I said now that Ned couldn’t move from where he was.

“Where’s the key?” he hollered.

I laughed to myself as I went to the kitchen to get the key from under the stove. Like I’d tell him where I kept the key. He could easily find it if he ever bothered to sweep the kitchen or mop the floor, but until then, he would be mine.

“Looking for this?” I asked when I walked into the bedroom with the key dangling from my finger.

“Yes! Set me free, Annabelle!”

“Not yet.”

“Annabelle!”

I ignored Ned as I turned my backside to him and shook my ass from side to side. I dipped it low and did a little dance, making his cock strain even more than it had been. He was crying for me to set him free as I stripped, throwing my clothes at his face.

My panties landed right on his nose.

He inhaled deeply, which got me wetter.

“You want to smell my pussy?”

“Yes,” he said in a ragged breath.

I was naked by that point and climbed onto the bed. I stared into my husband’s blue eyes as I straddled his face and grabbed him by his brown hair.

“Here you go,” I said and lowered my pussy lips onto Ned’s face. He stuck out his tongue and pressed it against my pussy, lapping as much as he could, but I was in control. His hands and legs were tied, so I rode his face while I held him by the hair.

Ned cursed and screamed, but he was also moaning like wild as my girly juices flooded his face.

“Suck on my clit! Make me cum!”

Ned moaned deeply as I moved my hungry clit to his mouth, screaming when he wrapped his lips around it. I rocked my hips gently as Ned worked me to an orgasm. I squeezed his hair more tightly when I got close, dropping my head back to let out an ear-shattering scream as I creamed all over my husband’s lips.

My body was spent, but I was still hungry, and I was a woman who kept her promises. I struggled through the high of my orgasm to unlock Ned’s dick before I lost the desire to ride it. He gasped when I finally set him free, his cock getting hard at lightning speed.

“That’s so hot, Ned! It looks bigger than ever!”

“Let me see,” he said and lifted his head.

I moved off his body and couldn’t help but smile when I saw the look on Ned’s face as he stared at his cock between his smooth legs with stockings halfway up his thighs.

“You like what you see?”

“Yes! It’s… beautiful.”

I moaned and climbed onto Ned. I lifted my hips and sank them onto his dick, gasping as he filled me, giving me what I needed. Ned thrashed, but he was tied down and couldn’t move, so I took my time riding his dick.

Up and down. Up and down.

My hands squeezed his firm chest through the white satin slip dress as I rode his dick, bringing myself close to a second orgasm. He felt so amazing inside of me, his cock thick and angry from the time in the cage.

“How does that pussy feel?” I asked and slammed myself down onto his cock, pushing him as deep into me as he could go.

“So good!”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath.

“Yes! You’re so hot riding my dick, Annabelle!”

“Mmm,” I purred and lifted myself from Ned’s chest and jutted my arms out behind me. I lifted my hips and slammed them back down onto Ned’s cock, so close to cumming again I was blinded by pleasure, working myself with Ned’s dick, using him like one of my toys.

“I’m close, Annabelle! I won’t last!”

“A few seconds longer,” I begged.

“Annabelle!” Ned cried as I moved my wet pussy up and down his shaft, ignoring his pleas and screams. He could cum all over my pussy walls if he had to, but I wasn’t going to stop riding his dick until I came a second time.

Ned didn’t last.

He screamed, and I felt his cum shooting into my pussy, but I didn’t stop.

I couldn’t.

“Yeah, cum in me, Ned! Fill my pussy!”

Ned cursed as I returned my hands to his chest and rode his cock like my life depended on it. He was screaming, but his cock was still hard, and I needed it. I was so close to cumming, Ned’s dick hitting my spot every time I dropped my hips.

“Right there, Ned! Right there!”

“Cum for me, baby!” he said in a weak voice.

I bounced up and down on his dick as my breasts shifted and swayed, and then we were both yelling out as our juices mixed, cumming for a second time together. I could feel his cum pushing out of my pussy’s seal around his dick, our mixed cream covering our most intimate areas.

“Holy fuck,” Ned cursed when I finally lifted myself off him.

“Wait right there!”

Ned looked confused as I ran to the bathroom attached to our bedroom. I cleaned myself off and then I warmed a washcloth under the sink and used it to clean off his softening dick, locking Ned back in his cage.

“Hey!” he screamed.

“I said you could cum. I didn’t say you’d be free of your cage.”

“That’s not fair!”

“Wait here,” I said and got off the bed to return the key to its hiding spot. Ned looked pissed when I walked back into the room, but what could he do? I untied him and told him I wanted to cuddle.

“You’re something else, Annabelle,” Ned said as he got into position behind me to be my big spoon. He was still wearing the slip dress and stockings, which I didn’t mind. This feminized version of my husband was growing on me.

“Night, my beautiful girl. Love you.”

“I love you too,” Ned said and held me tightly as we drifted off to sleep.
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Ned

I was sitting in my truck scrolling through the bookmarked tabs of women’s clothing on my phone. Over two weeks had passed since Annabelle tied me up and rode my dick for the first time, which she’d done several times since, but I was craving more. The spankings and cock cage were nice, almost second nature by this point, but we hadn’t moved past panties, slip dresses, and stockings.

Annabelle was supportive of my girly desires, but how would she feel if I started ordering some of these clothes that I had bookmarked? How would she feel about seeing me with a full face of makeup? My wife told me she wouldn’t mind it if I wore makeup and jewelry, yet she hadn’t pushed it either.

I wondered if she was on the fence.

I’d been waiting for her to doll me up ever since we had the conversation, but she hadn’t. She seemed content with where we were, but I wasn’t. I wanted to fall further down the well of femininity. I often woke up in a slip dress wishing I had long hair and fake breasts to complete my look.

The women’s clothing on my cell phone’s screen called my name, but I couldn’t stop thinking about Annabelle and how she would react. We were getting to a much better place. I was cooking, doing laundry, and helping around the house however I could while Annabelle had been spending a lot of time developing her business.

She always had something new baked when I got home from work. She would have to start selling her concoctions soon, or I would become fat from being her go-to experimenter. My wife didn’t need me to tell her that her desserts were incredible, but I would eat them until she was confident that she had the perfect menu to sell.

There was never enough time in the day, and she knew that, which was why she was trying to narrow her offerings down to a few items that she could make quickly and would provide a decent profit for her blossoming at-home business.

In the meantime, when I wasn’t looking for pretty clothes online to buy, I was researching easy recipes to cook during the school year after the kids returned. I’d found a lot of great options that wouldn’t require too much work on my end, but they would give my wife a night off, which was all she wanted.

We’d been doing a lot of communicating over the past couple weeks about our wants and needs, and I felt closer to my wife than I had in years. She knew my biggest secrets, and it wasn’t the end of the world. She hadn’t run off, but I hadn’t yet gone all the way.

The clothes on my screen would get me closer to becoming the woman of my dreams. The woman I saw when I closed my eyes and imagined who I wanted to be. She was gorgeous and wore fabulous clothes. She always had her nails and hair done to perfection. I wondered if I could ever become her, but even if I couldn’t, I knew I had to try.

While I tried to gain the courage to hit buy, I thought back to the trip that Annabelle and I had taken to her parents’ house last week to watch the kids swim and have dinner with them.

I had the cage around my manhood the entire time. It was a lot of fun having that naughty secret with Annabelle, sharing knowing glances with each other the entire time we were there.

We had some of the best sex of our lives when we got home, but it’d been with me tied to the bed. I loved watching Annabelle lose all control and use me like her toy, but I was hoping that I could gain some autonomy in our new dynamic.

I wanted Annabelle to desire me when I was feminized and wearing the clothes that I’d picked out online, yet I still couldn’t find the courage to order them. I wanted my own slip dresses and thongs that wouldn’t be too tight, and maybe even some crotchless panties too, so that I could wear them while I fucked my wife.

What I wanted to order today was a pack of large cotton and lace panties and a pack of slip dresses that were closer to my size. I also had some stockings picked out and a simple black dress that I hoped to one day wear with heels. Annabelle’s lingerie was great, but I needed to start a collection of my own. I couldn’t use her stuff forever.

My finger hovered over the checkout button on my phone’s screen, the icon tempting me and scaring me at the same time. Once I clicked buy, there would be no turning back. Annabelle hadn’t given me permission to order clothes, but she also hadn’t forbidden it.

Would she be angry?

Would she be delighted that I would no longer have to wear her lingerie?

I couldn’t decide which way she would lean, but part of me knew that I would regret it if I didn’t start buying women’s clothing of my own. I needed to see the clothes hanging in my closet. I wanted my own makeup bag. Nail polishes. I wanted a set of everything for myself, so that Annabelle would never be annoyed by my feminine tendencies.

I stared at my cell phone’s screen a while longer, going back and forth about what to do, but I wasn’t getting any younger, and I would rather beg my wife for forgiveness than ask for her permission, so I took a deep breath and hit the buy button.

It only took a second for the order to process.

My heart raced as I opened the confirmation email and looked at the images on the screen. I’d bought my very first dress, and I couldn’t wait to try it on! It would look incredible with Annabelle’s pearls, but I wouldn’t get too excited, but then again, why couldn’t I order a pearl necklace of my own?
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Annabelle

Ned was becoming a changed man. I couldn’t believe everything he was doing around the house. He was even making a binder of easy recipes to cook during the school year, so that I would have more time and energy to dedicate to my business. Not to mention our sex was better than it’d ever been.

I was flying high and wanted to do something to reward my husband for his efforts, which was how I found myself at the shoe store, looking at heels to buy for him.

The sales attendant hardly questioned it when I told them that I wanted shoes in a size bigger than my own. They grabbed me options from the back, and there were so many cute choices, I could hardly decide, so I bought two pairs.

The first were white kitten heels and the others were black stilettos that Ned could wear when he had a bit more practice walking in heels. I left the shoe store with the bag swinging by my side, whistling while I thought about my husband’s reaction.

I rushed home with the shoes and called his name when I walked through the door. He was wearing jeans and a T-shirt when he came to greet me, but I saw a flash of jealousy in his eyes when he glanced at the bag I was carrying.

“Here,” I said and held out the bag.

“What?”

“They’re for you!”

“Are you serious?” Ned asked in a breath.

“Yes.” I chuckled and held the bag high, shaking it from side to side to tempt Ned.

He snatched the bag from my hand and ran over to the couch. He plopped down onto the sofa and pulled out the first box. They were the black stilettos. He gasped when he saw them, and I’d never seen him happier than when he slid that shoe on his foot.

“Oh, Annabelle! It’s gorgeous!”

“I thought you might like it,” I said and sat by Ned on the couch. “Open the other box!”

“What’s in there?” he asked.

I lifted my eyebrow. Ned knew better than to ask me to ruin a surprise, but he was so ecstatic. His hands shook as he reached into the bag to grab the second box, setting it on his legs. He lifted the lid and gasped when he saw the white kitten heels.

“Annabelle! They’re just what I wanted!” Ned said as he pulled the shoes from the box. I laughed to myself as he kicked off the black stiletto to slip the kitten heels onto his feet.

Ned stood from the couch once he had on the heels and walked back and forth across the living room, and I honestly couldn’t remember the last time I’d seen him so happy. The smile on his face was priceless. I pulled out my phone to take a picture, even though the hidden cameras were recording everything.

“Smile, Ned.”

“Come on, Annabelle! Do you have to take a picture?”

“Don’t you want to remember your first pair of heels?”

Ned glanced at his feet, and a smile spread across his face, so I took a picture of the moment before he could stop me. I knew then that I had to support my husband on this journey, even if it wouldn’t be easy.

Ned was hot as a guy, but he could be attractive as a girl with enough practice and patience. I worried that he would get frustrated and angry along the way, as it would be a process. He would have to learn how to hold himself more like a woman and less like a man. He would have to learn how to switch his hips when he walked.

There was a lot that Ned didn’t know, but I couldn’t deny how happy he looked to be wearing a pair of white kitten heels, even with his jeans and T-shirt from work. It was an odd combo, but the smile on his face made everything worth it.

“Sit down. I want to talk.”

“Uh oh. Is everything okay?” Ned asked as he slowly walked over to the couch and sat next to me.

“Things are fine,” I said. “Better than fine, really.”

“Do you mean it?” Ned asked and placed a hand on my thigh, looking at me with sparkling eyes, like I’d made his entire year by giving him those heels.

If he thought they were great, he was going to love what was coming next.

“Yes, Ned. I’m so happy that you’ve been giving me the time to think about my business. It’s a lot more work than I anticipated to launch an at-home baking business, but I should be able to have something put together by the time the school year starts, and then I’ll be able to bring in some extra money for us.”

“That’s great, Annabelle. I only want you to be happy.”

“I want the same for you, which is why—”

“Wait, Annabelle. Can I say something?”

“Yes, sure.”

Ned looked pained as he squinted, probably working over what he wanted to say. I grabbed his hand and laced my fingers with his, looking at him to let him know that I was there for him, that we would get through whatever it was he had to say, even if it was something that would piss me off. Ned and I were a team and were growing stronger by the day.

“It’s about the shoes in a way, I guess.”

“What about them?”

“The shoes and money,” Ned said and made a pained face.

“What? Is something wrong with the business?”

“No! We have more clients than ever, thank goodness, but I’m realizing how unfair I’ve been with money, and I think it’s great that you’re starting this side business.”

“Thanks,” I said with a bright smile. “What’s making you say this, though?”

“I ordered some clothes today.”

“Ooh, what did you buy?”

“I bought some lingerie and slip dresses and a little black dress that I think is super cute, but that’s only a small fraction of the stuff I’d like to buy, and I don’t know, it makes me think about how unfair I’ve been with money. You have a full-time job here at the house, and maybe I haven’t been as respectful of that as I could be.”

“Ned, it means so much to hear you say that. Obviously I bought the heels with your money, but yes, I wish you would think of everything a bit more as ours.”

“You’re right,” he said and scooted closer to pull me into his arms. I moaned lightly as I rested my face on his chest, feeling like Ned and I were finally finding some common ground. “You’re my wife, and you deserve everything in the world you want.”

I laughed as Ned held me. “Maybe not everything, but I’d like to add to the family’s earnings, and I think baking is a great way to do it. I wouldn’t have to leave the house, and I could work it in around my schedule. Much better than returning to the restaurant industry.”

“I agree, but if you wanted to go back to managing, I would support you. We would find a way to make it work.”

I shook my head against Ned’s chest. The money could be great working in restaurants, but spending time with my kids was priceless. They were already getting so big, and it wouldn’t be long before they were off on their own, and there was no telling what they would be like then or how often they would come back to visit.

“No, I’m fine with the plan I have. It might take a minute before the baking business starts generating any substantial income, but I’d rather be home with the kids.”

“I hope you know that I plan on coming home on time from work every day during the school year.”

“That would be amazing,” I said and looked into Ned’s ocean-blue eyes. He cupped the side of my face as he stared at me, making my body warm. I wanted him to take me right there, throw my legs into the air and pound my pussy until I was squirting all over his dick.

“I’m sorry for not listening before.”

Ned was pouring his heart out as he held me in his arms, and I was soaking it up like a dry sponge, wetter with each word that fell from those beautiful lips. I squeezed him, feeling hot all over, but I didn’t want the rainstorm of love to stop.

“I forgive you, Ned.”

“Thank you, Annabelle, but what I’ve been trying to say is that there are so many clothes I want to buy, and it truly wouldn’t be fair for me to fill a closet after how stingy I’ve been with the family’s budget.”

“You can buy yourself a few treats. I don’t mind.”

“That’s sweet of you, Annabelle. What did I do to deserve such a loving, understanding wife? I thought for sure you were going to leave me when you first showed me those videos, but I feel like we’re closer than ever now.”

“I feel it too,” I said.

Ned kissed me.

My entire being was taken hostage by the love I felt for this man with his arms around me. Ned and I had been together a long time, but we’d never been as honest as we’d been over the past few weeks. We were always doing and saying what we thought we should instead of what we truly wanted.

Those days were over, and after Ned had said those wonderful things, I was more confident than ever that he had earned the removal of his cock cage. Gone was the husband who disregarded my feelings. Gone was the husband who lied and hid to dress up as the woman of his dreams.

The man holding me knew that he could trust me with his secret. He knew that I wouldn’t judge him for the kitten heels on his feet or the panties beneath his jeans.

“What are you wearing under those jeans today?” I asked in a playful voice, knowing he probably stole a pair of my lingerie in the morning before work.

“A pair of your pink panties.”

“You’re rather comfortable wearing lingerie beneath your jeans now, aren’t you?”

“Yeah, I don’t think I can go back to briefs.”

“Why would you?” I asked with a laugh.

“Damn, Annabelle. I’m going to melt from the love I feel for you. You really don’t care about my feminine desires, do you?”

“Not as long as it makes you happy.”

“It does! I’m happier than I’ve ever been now that this part of me isn’t a secret.”

“That’s good, so are you ready for your surprise?”

“I’m still not sure I deserve one, but yes.”

I laughed. Ned absolutely deserved the surprise I wanted to give him, even though he hadn’t found his key from cleaning, he was doing other things, and he’d gained my trust. I felt confident that he wouldn’t fall back to his old ways come the school year. I felt confident that he would help me around the house when I needed it, especially if I let him get dolled up.

“Why don’t you go look under the stove?”

“Look under the stove?” he asked in a confused voice. “Why would I do that?”

“Trust me,” I said and pushed on his leg.

Ned shrugged and got to his feet. I bit my lip and watched as he went over to the kitchen, looking more confused than ever, but I knew he would be delighted when he discovered what was under the stove. His cock had been locked up and under my complete control for about three weeks, and I knew it was driving him crazy.

I thought he’d learned by that point what I was capable of and what I was willing to do to get my point across, so I figured it was a good time to give him his freedom back to see how he did with it.

Ned bent over but failed to get to his hands and knees. “What’s down here? This is crazy!”

“Oh, Ned. You can’t even be bothered to get on your hands and knees?”

“Why would I do that? There’s nothing under here!”

“It’s been a week since I’ve had to use the flogger. Will you continue to raise your voice at me?”

“No, I’m sorry, but this is crazy!”

What was crazy was how often Ned had walked right by the key to his cock cage without even realizing that it was there. He could have removed his cage long ago, but I had a feeling that he liked it. He loved the control I had over him, and it didn’t hurt that he was shooting huge loads, which he also loved.

“Ned! Look under the damn stove!”

Ned groaned as he dropped to his knees, but it wasn’t long before he was screaming for joy and running around with the key in his hand, holding it up like it was a check for a million dollars. I shook my head as a smirk spread across my lips.

“Ned, calm down!”

“Calm down? Are you kidding?” He put his hands on his hips and moved them in a circle before throwing his hands into the air while he shook his hips from side to side. “I found the key! Yeah! I found the key!”

“I told you where the key was.”

“Yeah, but I still found the key!”

He was singing the words while he danced around the living room, so cute and excited. I found myself growing damp between the legs as dirty thoughts pervaded my mind. Watching how he moved his hips had me wanting him thrusting them while he was inside of me, but I said nothing of my desires.

“Well, aren’t you going to take it off?”

“Yeah! I just can’t believe it!”

“Did you like being locked up in a cage?”

“I don’t know,” Ned said as he dropped his head to hide his face.

“It’s okay if you did. I won’t judge you.”

“Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t. I don’t know what to think except I GOT THE KEY!” Ned hollered and went back to dancing and chanting the words. I fell into a fit of laughter as Ned pranced around the room with the key swinging in the air.

He finally calmed down and dropped his pants right there in the living room to slide the key into the lock. He gasped as the cage opened around his manhood and slid off his dick, clattering against the floor.

Ned was instantly hard.

His cock leaked precum like crazy.

I licked my lips as I stared at his dick. He wrapped his hand around the shaft and pumped it once, a moan leaving his parted lips. I groaned as compulsions took over my body, pulling me down to my knees. I crawled over to Ned and stood on my knees beneath him.

I ran my fingers over his kitten heels and up his jeans until I could wrap my hand around his cock. I pumped his dick once before parting my lips and wrapping them around his bulbous head, sucking on it hard, running my tongue along his slit.

“Yes, Annabelle! It feels so good!”

I usually skipped sucking his dick when he was tied up, making him eat my pussy instead, but I couldn’t help myself. My husband had become so attractive to me again, like we were back in our early twenties, and I just wanted to pleasure him.

I closed my eyes as I moved my lips past his head and down his shaft, getting as much of him into my mouth as I could. I coughed when he hit the back of my throat, but I forced myself to push further, holding his balls while I swallowed him into my throat.

“Yes! Yes!”

I moaned on my husband’s cock and pulled back to move my lips more quickly along his length. He put his fingers into my hair and pushed a little as I pumped my lips, and that touch of dominance on his part made my pussy ache for his cock.

He held my mouth still after a moment and began fucking my mouth with his dick, so I reached my hand into my panties to touch myself, gasping as girly juices ran over my fingers. I played with my clit and moaned all over Ned’s cock, but he pulled out right when I was getting close.

“Hey!” I screamed.

“It feels so good, but—”

I ignored Ned and wrapped my hand around the back of his thigh to take his dick back into my mouth. I was in charge, and he was mistaken if he thought I wouldn’t lock his dick back up in a heartbeat.

“Mine! I’m so close!”

“Annabelle, please. I want to fool around, but I was hoping to be wearing more than the heels, if you know what I mean.”

My body went cold.

I knew I should have dressed Ned up before I lost myself on his cock. It got hard so quickly after he took off the cage, and all the precum leaking from the tip had me weak for his manhood, but today was about rewarding Ned.

“You better make me cum! Asshole!”

“I’m sorry, Annabelle.”

“It’s okay,” I said and lifted my hand into the air. “Help me to my feet.”

Ned pulled me to my feet and into his arms, kissing me all over. I wrapped my leg around his body and let him. He owed me at least a few kisses, but I was hoping to collect a lot more from him after he stopped me right before I came.

“Sorry for stopping that. It was so hot.”

“Mmm. You liked it?” I asked and stroked Ned’s hard cock that was still hanging out of his pants, unable to keep my hands off it.

“Yeah, it was so good, but—”

“Don’t say another word! I love it when you’re my angel!”

My panties were flooded, and I was hot with desire, but I’d turn my man into my girl for the night, so that we were both having the time of our lives.
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Ned

I couldn’t wait until my order arrived, but I loved wearing my wife’s clothes in the meantime, and things were only better now that she knew about it. Love filled her eyes when she passed me the white stockings and white satin slip dress. I couldn’t wait to pair them with the white kitten heels she’d bought for me, and I was even thinking about asking Annabelle to use her pearls but didn’t know if I had the courage.

Annabelle was waiting for me on the other side of the door as I changed in our bathroom. I quickly shaved and moisturized and was now putting on the outfit, already hard again, but my wife wanted me that way, so I had no complaints.

It would be nice to have a pair of crotchless panties, but I would take things one day at a time, grateful that I had a woman who loved me for who I was and didn’t judge me for being different. My heart swelled as I stared at myself in the mirror, smooth everywhere except for the top of my head.

I slipped the stockings onto my legs first. Then I pulled the white satin slip dress over my head, already feeling like Annabelle’s angel. I had the white kitten heels sitting outside of the bathroom door, ready for my feet, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the pearls.

Was it better to ask forgiveness instead of permission?

My mind was in scrambles as I thought of the jewelry box where Annabelle kept her pearls. I usually played with them in front of the bathroom mirror, but they were in her jewelry box above the chest of drawers. I knew that if I didn’t ask or put them on that I wouldn’t be able to get them out of my mind, especially while wearing this outfit.

Wouldn’t pearls make me even more of an angel?

I opened the door, slowly stepping out of the room, and what I saw took my breath away. My wife was lying naked on the bed, her arms sprawled out above her. I forgot all about the pearls as I went to her.

“Mmm, don’t you look beautiful?”

“Yeah?” I asked softly.

Annabelle nodded as she bit her lip and moved a hand down her naked body, placing it over her pussy as she stared into my eyes. They were on fire, along with her hair, and I couldn’t pull my eyes away. I had to go to her. Taste her.

“I can’t wait to teach you how to use makeup and doll up your face,” Annabelle said as her body writhed. She lifted her arms as her hips shook, pulling me against her bare breasts. “Mmm, that satin feels so nice on my skin.”

My hard cock was throbbing between her legs, poking out of the hem of the slip dress, my head teasing her slit.

“Your pussy is so wet.”

Annabelle wrapped her legs around me as she grabbed the sides of my face and pulled me close for a kiss. I gasped into her mouth as she moved her wet pussy lips against the tip of my dick.

“Fuck me, Ned! I need it!”

I couldn’t resist my wife’s call. I grabbed the base of my cock and slid into her, entering my happy place, and it was more welcoming than it’d been in years. My wife was flooding the sheets with her nectar, letting me slide around inside her with ease.

“I love you so much, Annabelle.” I was close to tears as the words left my mouth, my cock sliding in and out of my wife’s pussy as she hugged her walls around it tightly, her legs around my back, keeping me deep within her warmth.

“I love you too, Ned. Mmm, you feel so good inside of me, but I want you to fuck me hard.”

“Whatever you want, Annabelle.”

She moved herself off my cock and got to her hands and knees in front of me, lifting her ass to give me a perfect view of her hungry pussy. I grabbed her hips as I slid into her from behind. Her moans filled the room as I picked up speed.

When I reached between her legs, she was fingering her clit. She let me take over for a second, bathing my hand in her juices, but she swatted my hand away after a moment and told me to concentrate on fucking her.

Her pussy had me on edge. I was close to cumming but would remain strong for my woman. I’d been locked in that cage for a long time by the time she told me where the key was, but I had a feeling those days were over, and part of me would miss the cage, but not too much.

I missed stroking my dick in the shower, even if I didn’t cum, and pissing would be a lot easier, and I would be able to wake my wife up with my morning woods, so that we could do what we were doing now every day of the week.

She was gushing on my cock as I thrusted my hips, using every inch of my cock how she’d instructed me, but damn, her pussy felt so good. It had me off in another galaxy, floating among the stars, no longer a man of this world.

I pushed my dick deep and adored the sounds coming from her mouth. We were in the stars together. I held her hips and pounded her pussy as she touched herself, both of us getting closer to an orgasm. I stopped caring about lasting and focused on the clothing on my body as I fucked my wife hard, appreciating that this was even my reality.

The stockings that went halfway up my thighs. The white satin slip dress laying on my wife’s back as I thrusted into her dripping pussy. White kitten heels knocking on my feet. I was living my dream and cherished that fact as I reached the edge.

“I’m close, Annabelle.”

“Me too! So close!”

“Fuck, Annabelle,” I grunted. “You feel incredible!”

“Cum in me!”

I pumped my hips as she touched herself, and I couldn’t last another second now that she’d given me permission to bust my load. I pushed deep inside of her and squeezed her sides as I came inside of my wife. I kept cumming, shooting load after load into Annabelle as she clenched her pussy around my dick and came herself.

“Yes, Ned! Yes!”

“Annabelle!”

She screamed and creamed even harder on my dick, covering my shaft with her juices. I reached around her to touch where our bodies were connected, feeling our mixed cream around her love hole. She lifted herself, and I reached around her body to hold her by her breasts, kissing her deeply.

We confessed our love for each other as I slowly thrusted my hips and fucked my cum deeper inside of her. She giggled and pushed on my cock with her pussy, making me fall out of her. I held her like that for a few minutes, with my wet cock sliding between her ass cheeks while we kissed and mumbled sweet nothings.

I didn’t know if I’d ever been happier with my life than at that moment. I was so mad at Annabelle when she first put me into that cage. I realized now as I held her and kissed her that we both needed that time, and I couldn’t wait to see where the rest of the summer would take us.
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Annabelle

I was sitting in a café waiting for my date. A woman I’d met online. We’d been chatting a bit over the past few days and thought it was best to meet in person since we’d shared so much about ourselves already. Margaret was a housewife and ran a tailoring business from her home and often helped out at schools and local theaters with their costume design. I was nervous and excited as I awaited her arrival.

Margaret seemed sweet, but we’d bonded over the fact that both our husbands were crossdressers. William, her husband, came out to her about his crossdressing over ten years ago, so they were much further along on their journey than Ned and me, but I figured there was a lot that we could learn from them.

I didn’t recognize Margaret when she entered the room, but luckily, she noticed me. She hollered my name and waved as she approached. She was wearing a pair of jeans and a cute blouse, even though I’d imagined her in something much more extravagant.

“Annabelle! It’s so nice to finally meet you in person,” Margaret said as she gave me a hug. “Your hair is just fabulous.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I just got it done a few days ago.”

“It shows! I love it,” Margaret said and ran her fingers through the tips of my hair. “Is this your natural color?”

“It is!”

“Lucky girl.”

“What are you talking about? Your hair is beautiful,” I said.

“Yeah, but how many natural redheads are walking around on the planet? You’re a rare breed, and those eyes! They’re like a phoenix.”

I chuckled and shook my head, gesturing at the table for us to sit. Margaret looked around the room when we sat to flag down a server and order tea. I already had a latte, and we decided to share a slice of chocolate cake from the display case.

“Ooh, this cake is just what I need,” Margaret said when the server returned with a slice on a plate with two forks.

“It looks incredibly moist,” I said and pushed my fork into the cake.

Margaret and I made sounds of pleasure as we each took a bite, smiling at each other as we chewed. Margaret set her fork against the plate and let out a big sigh.

“So, the wives of crossdressers.”

I chuckled. “It seems that way.”

“How long have you known?”

“Ned and I only started talking about his crossdressing this summer, but I’ve known for a few years, I guess.”

“Ah, right. The hidden cameras?”

“Yes,” I said, feeling mildly guilty that I’d gone on so long without telling Ned that there were hidden cameras in the common areas of the house, but Margaret didn’t make me feel bad about it for a second.

“Did you ever touch yourself while watching the videos?”

“Margaret!”

“What?” she laughed. “You don’t seem like a prude girl. Forgive me if I was mistaken.”

“No, it’s not that. I just wasn’t expecting you to ask such a direct question.”

“Get used to them. Directness is how I caught my husband ten years ago, and we haven’t looked back since. I asked him point blank ‘are you crossdressing in secret?’, which led to him trying to deny the truth, but I’d already found his stash of panties, and I wasn’t playing games.”

“An entire decade?”

“Yep, and we’re stronger than ever. I make him pretty dresses, and he lets me go wild with my designs. It’s a lot of fun.”

“Do you have any pictures?”

Margaret gasped. “I didn’t share my website?”

I shook my head.

Margaret held up her finger and pulled out her phone, turning it toward me. She and her husband had created an entire website with pictures of him trying on designs of hers. She and I had met on a message board, but now I understood why she was there. Margaret and William were advocates for their lifestyle and didn’t try to hide it from anyone.

“Your husband looks incredible! He looks just like a girl.”

“It wasn’t always like that. When he first started going full femme, he wasn’t the most convincing, but we’ve worked together to reduce his masculine features and fully bring out the girl within him.”

“You’ve done so well!” I gasped.

“Your husband can have that too.”

“Ned doesn’t look bad in women’s clothing, but wow, this is insane. I can’t even tell William is a man in these pictures!”

“I should have shared the website with you sooner, but I try not to do too much self-promotion on the boards.”

“I can’t wait to show Ned these pictures.”

“What does Ned think of you meeting me?” asked Margaret.

Her question gave me pause. I sighed as I handed the phone back to her. I hadn’t exactly told Ned about my plans today, as I wanted to meet Margaret myself first to make sure that she was chill. She was so much more than I’d even imagined, and I hoped that we could be friends. There was so much that she could teach me about being with a crossdressing man like Ned.

“You didn’t tell him, did you?”

“Not exactly,” I admitted.

“Why not?”

“I didn’t know what I would think of you.”

Margaret threw her head back and laughed. “Have I passed your test? I promise I’m not any crazier than the next lady.”

“No, you’re cool. I don’t know. It’s weird meeting someone who is in the same situation as me. I felt so alone, but—”

“You’re not anymore,” Margaret said and reached out her hand to cover mine. I felt a rush of relief wash over me, like I had someone standing in my corner. “It’s weird having a husband who likes to play dress up, but it was honestly my dream come true. I always wanted my own life-size doll to dress up and play with, so when I found William’s stash of panties, I was more than happy to push him toward femininity.”

“That’s amazing,” I said, happy for Margaret.

“I’m guessing it hasn’t been easy for you?”

I shrugged. When I was around Ned, I remained strong. I tried to keep him uplifted and happy about who he was, not wanting to judge him for something that came naturally to him, but his crossdressing wasn’t expected. It wasn’t something I’d known about when we committed to spending a life together.

“It’s okay if it hasn’t been easy, Annabelle. Not every girl wants to be with a man who wears dresses.”

“Yeah, but I love Ned.”

“Do you care that he wears women’s clothing?”

“When it comes down to it, no, I don’t. I don’t know what it is, but what if there are other secrets he’s keeping from me?”

“Like a gambling addiction?” asked Margaret.

“Yeah, I guess something like that, but Ned has never been much of a gambler.”

“There’s no telling what will come around the corner in life, but if you can love your husband today, you should do that. You should cherish every happy day that you have with him.”

“That’s so true, but it’s hard.”

“Life isn’t easy,” Margaret said with a laugh. “It’s easier with a partner who loves and supports you, though, and life will be easier if you do those things for Ned.”

“You’re right. I know you’re right.”

Margaret picked up the fork to take another bite of the chocolate cake while she let me mull over what she’d said. I loved Ned, and I didn’t want to lose the man, but I wondered how far this crossdressing would go. I wondered if it would distract him and eat up his time even more than the bars had.

“How often does your husband spend en femme?”

“During the week? Depends, but he’s usually dressed up on the weekends. We might go out on a Friday or Saturday night. Why? Are you worried that Ned might spend too much time dressing up as a girl?”

“He’s an amazing husband, but he has a tendency to lose track of time, and I often fell like he’s forgotten about me.”

“I’m not saying every day will be easy, but nothing will work unless you talk to your husband. Tell him of your concerns before you push him any further. The least he can do is listen.”

I nodded.

The words made sense when Margaret said them, but when I was at home with Ned, I only wanted to make him happy. We’d been in such a good place the last few weeks. The last thing I wanted to do was bog him down with more of my doubts, but I had to stand up for myself and make my priorities known.

“Has he gone out in public en femme yet?” asked Margaret.

“Not yet, but we’re working toward it.”

“We should do a double date with our girls, but I think it would be best if you and your husband have that experience of him going out for the first time together.”

“Yeah,” I said with a nod. “You’re probably right, but I can tell he’s nervous by the idea.”

“He’ll be nervous,” she said. “It’s only natural, but once he does it, he’ll be a changed man. Does his feminine half have a name?”

“Not yet,” I said. “Does William?”

“Oh, yes. William goes by Charlotte when he is en femme.”

“That’s wonderful. Ned will have to come up with a name for himself soon, I suppose.”

“There’s no rush,” Margaret said. “Whatever feels right for you two is what’s right, even if that means staying in the house, but I would love for you two to face the world. I would love to have a double date with you guys, but again, there’s no rush.”

I thanked Margaret and picked up my fork to take the last bite of the cake. We chatted for a bit longer before standing to leave. We hugged outside of the door and went our separate ways, but I had a feeling I’d just made a friend for life, and I couldn’t wait to tell Ned about Margaret and William.
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Ned

The package was finally here! There were some delays, which had me on edge, but it finally came! I hopped out of my truck and ran to grab the box sitting on the front porch and ran into the house. I spun in a circle as I held the box in my hand, doing a little dance on my way to the bedroom, my safe place.

I placed the box on the bed and ripped it open, gasping when I saw what was inside. The lingerie that was my size. The satin slip dresses that wouldn’t make me feel like a giant. I curtsied in place when I pulled out the most important purchase.

My little black dress.

The first dress that was officially mine. I hugged it against my body, rubbing the fabric against my face. It was a simple black dress with boxy shoulders and short sleeves. I stripped down to the purple cotton panties I was wearing. They were my wife’s, and I didn’t bother changing them.

I pulled the dress over my head. It hung halfway down my thighs and felt incredible on my body, like it was a piece of myself that I’d been missing. I ran to the bathroom to look at myself in the mirror, covering my mouth when I did.

The dress didn’t feel silly.

It didn’t even look half bad.

Of course I wanted a face full of makeup and long hair, but simply wearing the dress filled my heart with satisfaction. This was my dress. My days of sneaking around and not having women’s clothing of my own were officially over, and I couldn’t believe how amazing it felt. It was like I could finally breathe as I stared at myself in the mirror.

The dress wasn’t too tight.

Not too short.

I didn’t feel guilty for potentially stretching out something my wife would want to wear in the future. In some ways, I felt complete. I put my hands on my hips and strutted out of the bathroom. I walked around the house like a diva, spinning in a circle every few feet, screaming as I threw my arms out and head back.

I was a bird soaring through the air.

I was a man without tethers.

Annabelle walked through the door about fifteen minutes into my one-man runway show. I panicked for a second, but we both needed this. We needed to accept that this was my past, present, and future. I was part woman and part man, and I had to come to terms with it, one way or another.

“Ned, is that the dress you ordered?”

“It is! What do you think?” I asked and placed my hands on my hips, gently moving them from side to side.

“It’s cute!”

“Do you mean it?”

“Yes!”

“Come here and give me a kiss then.”

Annabelle shook her head through a smile as she came over to me and fell into my arms. I held her tightly, cherishing this moment of my wife’s acceptance. She was so strong. I could tell that my crossdressing wasn’t entirely easy for her, but she was willing to be my rock. She was willing to stand by my side as I discovered the woman within me, and I would always love her for that.

Annabelle looked into my eyes as she kissed me softly, clinging to my body. I held her tightly until she shook herself out of my arms and took a step away from me, admiring my work.

“Did the lingerie you order come too?”

“Yeah! I can’t wait to wash it and try it on.”

“Could you do the rest of the laundry while you’re at it?”

“Sure, of course. It would be my pleasure,” I said and pulled Annabelle into my arms to give her another kiss.

“Can we talk?” she said.

“Is everything okay?” I asked in a breath.

“Things are fine,” she said with a laugh. “I just want to talk to you about some things.”

“Yeah, of course.”

Annabelle told me to sit on the couch while she fixed herself a glass of water. She came over and sat next to me after a few minutes, and my heart was hammering in my chest, worried that this was the end. Worried that Annabelle wanted to kick me to the curb because I’d put on this dress.

“Are you leaving me?” I blurted when Annabelle said nothing.

“No, Ned. I’m not going anywhere.”

“What is it then?”

“Take a breath. It’s nothing bad.”

When Annabelle said those words, I exhaled deeply, not even realizing how tight I’d been. The last thing I wanted was to lose my wife, especially now that she knew my secret. I wanted her by my side while I explored my feminine half. She made me more confident and secure about myself. I would be lost without her.

“I met someone today,” she said.

“A man?” I gasped.

“No, Ned! I’m not leaving you. I’m not cheating on you. It’s nothing like that,” Annabelle said with a laugh. “Here, maybe it’ll be easier to show you.”

“Oh, God.”

I was in panic mode as Annabelle pulled out her phone and turned the screen toward me, and when I saw two women dressed up for a night out, I had no idea what I was looking at or why.

“What is this?”

“The woman I met today and her husband.”

“Her husband?” I asked, taking a closer look at the picture. “The one with blonde hair?”

“I think it’s a wig, but yes.”

“Wow,” I gasped and held the phone closer to my face, insanely jealous of this man who looked exactly like a woman. I wanted what he had, desperately. “Did you meet him too?”

“No, only her. Her name is Margaret, and that’s Charlotte, also known as William when he isn’t en femme.”

“What did you two talk about? How did you meet her?”

“I met her online, but she lives here in town. She and her husband have this website where they upload a bunch of photos of him dressed en femme. He’s gorgeous, isn’t he?”

Jealousy crossed through me.

“Oh, Ned! Don’t be like that! Can’t you admit that William looks good as a girl?”

“Yeah, but—”

“You’re upset you aren’t as far as him. I get it,” Annabelle said and placed a hand on my thigh, which was shaved and smooth. “Margaret told me that she and her husband have been at it for ten years, so please don’t feel jealous. Comparing yourself to him is like comparing lemons and pears.”

“Which one of those am I?” I asked, feeling deflated.

“Which one would you like to be?”

“I’ll be whichever one gets to have you every night,” I said and turned to my wife to kiss her. She moaned as I cupped the side of her face and pressed my lips against hers, savoring the feeling of her sticky lip gloss on my lips.

“Yeah?” Annabelle asked as our noses pressed together.

“Mmhm,” I said and ran my hands along the sides of Annabelle’s body, savoring her figure beneath my fingertips.

“We could always have dessert before dinner.”

“I’d like that.”

“Even if I have something different planned?”

“Something different? Like what?”

“I thought we could do your makeup!”

“Oh, I thought you meant—”

“We can have sex too if you’d prefer. You know I never mind riding this dick,” Annabelle said as she reached her hand up my black dress. I gasped when she pressed her fingers against the outline of my hardened shaft.

“Fuck, it’s an impossible choice, Annabelle.”

“Yeah? Is it?” Annabelle asked as she rubbed her fingers up and down the length of my cock. I could already feel her wet pussy clenching around my cock, and fuck I wanted it, but I’d been dying for Annabelle to do my makeup for years.

I’d watched plenty of tutorial videos, but it seemed like every time I went to try, I couldn’t. The few times I dared to touch my face with makeup, I stopped before I could even get started, always too afraid of failure.

“Have you decided?” Annabelle asked as she squeezed my cock and nibbled on my chin.

I was lost between my desire to fuck my wife and my longing to wear makeup. There was nothing I loved more than being inside of Annabelle, feeling our bodies connected on the deepest of levels, but I’d been dreaming about wearing a proper face of makeup for years.

“Don’t be mad at me.”

“Why would I be mad?”

“I want you to do my makeup.”

“Ooh, do you?”

My cock throbbed at the purr in Annabelle’s voice, anxious for her to doll me up and make me her girl. I nodded as Annabelle held my dick a few seconds longer. She laughed when she released it.

“What’s funny?” I asked.

“Nothing is funny.”

“Why did you laugh?”

“You’ll see.”

I swallowed my breath as Annabelle grabbed my hand and led me to the bedroom. I had no idea what to expect but had a feeling that I’d agreed to more than makeup. Annabelle was laughing too much, and the skip in her step had me wondering if I’d made the right choice.

“What do you have planned?” I asked when we stepped into our bedroom.

“Wait here,” Annabelle said and pushed me onto the bed.

I wanted to run after Annabelle when she walked out of the room, but she would probably punish me with the flogger if I did, so I sat where I was, worried about whatever was going to happen. I wanted to have my makeup done, but at what cost?

Annabelle returned a few minutes later with her hand behind her back, grinning from ear to ear. The look on her face had me feeling like there was a bag of rocks in the pit of my stomach.

“What’s behind your back?” I asked.

“Something for you to use while we’re doing your makeup.”

“Like what?”

“Take a guess,” she said.

I shook my head, too afraid to speak. Too afraid to think. Whatever was behind Annabelle’s back had her excited like the flogger made her excited, and I could only assume whatever she was holding was something to push me further down this well of femininity.

“Tell me what it is, Annabelle.”

“You’re no fun! Can’t you guess?”

“A whip?”

“No,” she said and drew out her voice. “Try again.”

“I don’t want to play this game, Annabelle.”

Annabelle frowned and took a step away from me. “Then I guess we should eat dinner. Come on. Let’s go to the main room.”

“Wait! Don’t be like that, Annabelle! Can’t you tell what it is? I’m a terrible guesser!”

“It’s something to make you really feel like a girl.”

“Ooh, is it a wig?”

“No. Try again,” Annabelle said as she grinned.

“Come on, Annabelle! I’m never going to guess right.”

Annabelle laughed and pulled a butt plug from behind her back. I gasped. She had a little bottle of lube too, but there was no way I would be able to fit that thing in my ass. At least I knew what she meant by really making me feel like a girl, but I couldn’t fit that thing up my butt.

It'd be impossible!

“Wait, Annabelle. I don’t know about that.”

“Why not? Don’t you want to feel like a girl?”

“Yeah, but I was thinking more along the lines of makeup and this cute black dress that I’m wearing.”

Annabelle maintained her smile as she walked over to me. She stood in front of me and placed her knee on my thigh, staring down at me like I had no room for arguing, and when I thought about it, I honestly didn’t. Annabelle still had those videos of me prancing around the living room, and even though I didn’t think she would use them, I knew that she’d use the flogger.

She was going to get that anal plug into my ass one way or another, and everything would go more smoothly if I agreed from the beginning.

“Please, Annabelle. Anything but that.”

“Anything?”

“Wait,” I gasped, realizing that anything could be a lot more than a butt plug. It wasn’t even a huge one, smaller than my dick, but I was still worried about how badly it would hurt entering me. I had a virgin hole, and Annabelle seemed intent on changing that.

“Get onto your hands and knees, Ned, unless you’d prefer anything. In case you hadn’t figured it out, I have an entire chest of goodies that I can use on you.”

That was where Annabelle had been going. She had everything in the chest tucked away in the closet of the guest bedroom. I could only imagine what she had in there. Only she had a key to the chest, and I wasn’t about to take any chances, so I got onto my hands and knees.

“That’s a good girl,” Annabelle said as she lifted the hem of my dress to reveal the pair of her panties that I was wearing. “Mmm, your ass looks so nice in panties. Are you excited that you got some of your own now?”

“Yes,” I said softly as Annabelle rubbed my ass through the panties, paying special attention to my split and what was between it, teasing my virgin hole with her finger.

“Have you ever thought about getting fucked?” asked Annabelle.

“Maybe,” I said. “I’ve never done anything about those thoughts, though.”

“Mmm, I bet it would make you feel like a girl getting fucked, don’t you think?”

“Yeah,” I whispered.

“Almost as much as some makeup?”

My face was burning red as Annabelle asked the questions, revealing the part of myself I’d held close to my chest for years, but this was my wife. She was the one encouraging this. She was the one pushing me, and I appreciated her for it, even if I wasn’t quite ready to admit the truth to myself.

“It’s okay if you can’t say it. How about I show you?”

A moan escaped me as Annabelle yanked down my panties and pulled them off my legs. She pressed the lubricated tip of the butt plug against my tight hole. I gasped as Annabelle pushed past the ring with the first few millimeters, feeling the sensation across my entire body. My dick instantly got hard.

“Mmm, looks like you like it,” Annabelle said as she reached between my legs to grab my stiff cock.

I couldn’t speak, too overwhelmed by the sensation of having something in my ass. I felt stuffed to the brim, but in a weird way, I loved it. It really did make me feel like a girl, especially since I was wearing my very own black dress. My dreams were coming true, and it had me exploding with joy on the inside, even as I was bracing myself for more of the butt plug.

“It’s okay if you like it, Ned. I’m not judging. Tell me to stop if it hurts.”

I nodded and gripped the sheets beneath me as Annabelle pushed the plug a bit further into my ass. I groaned as it stretched me even further, stuffing me like a box on moving day. I was filled to capacity but knew there was so much more of the butt plug to go.

“You okay?” Annabelle asked.

I grunted and nodded, far too gone to speak. Annabelle added a touch more lube before pushing the plug deeper into my hole, stretching me even more as she worked the plug to its base, but it only got bigger until then, sending me far past my limits, but that was exactly where I wanted to be.

“Damn, your hole looks so hot getting stretched.”

I moaned and shook my hips, letting Annabelle know that I liked what she was doing. The pain was blinding, but I was pushing past it, knowing that this was what I wanted, knowing that once I learned how to take this plug, I could take my wife’s dick.

“You want to fuck me?” I managed to ask through the overwhelming sensation.

Annabelle placed her hand on my ass and rubbed it, moaning as she parted my cheeks to get a better view of my stretched hole. “More than you know, especially after doing this.”

I purred as Annabelle pushed the last bit of the plug into me, gasping as my hole clenched around its base. I was stuffed, but it was an incredible feeling, one that I knew I would want to repeat in the future.

“How does it feel?” Annabelle asked.

“Incredible,” I said. “Now that you’re not stretching my ass.”

“It was so hot watching your ring stretch over the plug.” Annabelle reached between my legs to grab my dick, which was leaking precum like crazy. I moaned as she stroked it, teasing me. “Ready for your makeup?”

“Yes,” I said as I stayed on my hands and knees.

“You’ll have to keep the plug in your ass. Can you do that?”

“Yeah, I can try.”

“Good girl,” Annabelle said and rubbed my ass. I slowly climbed off the bed a few minutes later. Annabelle grabbed my hand and led me to the main room. She placed me at the dining table before returning to our bedroom to grab the makeup bag.

I was sitting on the butt plug, squeezing it with my ass every few seconds, which sent a shockwave of pleasure through my body. I was on edge but couldn’t cum and soil my dress. I would be so upset with myself if I got my dress dirty before Annabelle did my makeup.

“There you are. I brought your heels too since they match your dress so well!” Annabelle said, holding the black stilettos she’d bought for me as she entered the room.

“I’ll fall on my face if I wear those,” I said with a laugh.

“Doesn’t mean you can’t try.”

The thought of walking in heels with this plug shoved up my ass sent a shiver through my body. Each step would have my dick teetering on its edge, threatening to soil my wife’s panties, but I would do what she wanted. If I didn’t, there was a good chance she would spank me with the flogger.

Annabelle never gave me more than ten spankings at a time, but they hurt and always left my ass feeling a little sore, so I did everything in my power to avoid the flogger and its wrath.

“How about we do something simple to start?”

“I’ll like whatever you do. What did you have in mind for my face?”

“Let’s give you a smokey eye and a red lip. It’s a classic look that will be incredible with your outfit. Will you let me take pictures when we finish?”

“That depends on what I look like,” I said with a laugh.

“You’ll look fabulous! I’m sure of it!”

“I appreciate your confidence, but I’m not sure I can ever look fabulous in makeup.”

“Margaret gave me some tips while we were at lunch.”

“Oh, did she?”

“Yeah, we talked about a lot of stuff, but she doesn’t want to go out on a double date until we go out by ourselves with you feminized.”

My heart skipped a beat at the thought of leaving my safe place as a girl. It was something I desperately wanted to do, but it seemed impossible, even after that delivery girl had seen me in a slip dress. I still didn’t want to face the world, but at least Annabelle would be by my side when I inevitably did.

“Aren’t you nervous about going out with me en femme?”

“Why would I be nervous?” Annabelle asked with a laugh as she set up her makeup on the dining table, getting everything she needed. She opened a new box, so I asked her what it was.

“This is a beard mask. Your skin is smooth right now, but Margaret suggested we use one before applying the rest of your makeup. She told me that it hides all the masculine features and leaves a smooth, feminine jawline. I had never heard of it until she told me.”

“Me neither. Can I see?”

“Sure,” Annabelle said and passed me the box that had been holding the small container.

I studied the box, feeling more in love with my wife than ever. The fact that she would go through all this trouble doing research and meeting other women had my heart singing. This woman, my love, my life, completed me in the most wonderful ways.

“What do you think? Should we try it?”

“Yes!”

Annabelle chuckled as she rubbed the creamy makeup over where my beard usually grew. It was thick but dried quickly, and when Annabelle held up the mirror to my face, I couldn’t believe how much smoother it looked! My face had already been smooth, but it hid those random stubborn hairs and made a huge difference.

“It looks amazing, Annabelle!”

“I know! I’m surprised at how well it blends with your natural skin color. Hopefully my foundation isn’t too light for your skin, but we can always buy you your own makeup another day.”

“Let’s see what happens!”

Annabelle smiled and picked up a bottle of concealer to hide a few blemishes on my skin, and then she used her bottle of liquid foundation to give my face a smooth appearance, working on my eyes after that. I couldn’t see myself as she worked, but I could feel the makeup on my face, and it had me feeling on top of the world.

My wife was doing this.

She was making my girly dreams come true.

What could I do to return the favor? What could I do to support her after this act of love? I felt like I’d accumulated a ton of emotional debt, but I was prepared to spend my life paying Annabelle back for her love and support.

“How does it look?” I asked while Annabelle worked on my eyes.

“Pretty incredible! How does that plug feel up your ass?”

“Mmm,” I purred and clenched my walls around the plug stuffing me, being held in place by the tight pair of my wife’s panties. “It’s incredible. Can I see my face now?”

“Not yet,” Annabelle scolded, grinning when our eyes met.

Damn, she had me feeling hot all over, my cock straining against the panties holding it in place. I closed my eyes as Annabelle worked on my face, reminding myself of how incredible it’d felt having her lips move along my shaft. I wanted to feel the warmth of her mouth around my dick again, but I was at Annabelle’s mercy.

“We’re just missing your lips.”

“Oh my God.”

“You’ll freak out when you see yourself. Put on the heels.”

My body felt weak when I grabbed the black stilettos from the floor and slid them onto my feet, gasping lightly once they were in place, making me feel fabulous all over, like a girl in a magazine. I’d never been this dolled up before, and it was all thanks to my wife.

“Ready?” Annabelle asked as she held the lipstick in her hand.

I nodded, scooting forward in the chair. Annabelle pressed the red lipstick against my lips, carefully moving it across my lips. She told me to wait as she set the lipstick on the table to grab a tube of clear gloss and run the clear over the red.

“Finished!” Annabelle declared. “Ready to see yourself?”

“Yes!”

Annabelle chuckled as she stood in front of me, holding out her hand. I grabbed it, and then she led me to the half bathroom near the living room, where I saw my girly face for the first time after stumbling in the heels the entire way. I nearly cried but stopped myself, afraid it would mess up Annabelle’s perfect makeup job.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s… it’s… amazing! Thank you so much, Annabelle! I can’t believe this is my face!”

“It’s hot,” Annabelle said as she placed her hand on my shoulder and stared at my face through the mirror as she stood behind me.

I turned to my wife and pulled her into my arms, greedy for her, desperate to make her feel a fraction of the bliss she’d given me. I kissed her, pushed my fingers into her hair, sucking in her moans like they were the only source of energy in the world.

“How can I repay you?”

“Let me tie you up and ride your face?”

“Yes! Please!”

I stumbled as I grabbed Annabelle’s hand and pulled her toward our bedroom, ready to give her whatever she wanted, even if that was my ass. She could spend all night fucking me if she wanted, but Annabelle wanted a photo before she messed up my makeup with her pussy juices.

“Pose for the camera, girl!”

I stood in the living room and struck as many poses as I could. One with my hand beneath my chin, staring directly into the camera. Another with my heeled foot kicked out behind me. I threw my arms into the air for another. Annabelle snapped a bunch of pictures as I posed in my little black dress and heels and perfect face of makeup, feeling like the girl of my dreams.
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Annabelle

I threw my feminized husband to the bed. He only needed boobs and a wig, and he would look like a girl, I was sure of it, but we would worry about those when I wasn’t raging with hormones, ready to feel my pussy juices sliding down his face.

“Spread out like a star!” I commanded.

Ned did as I said. I reached up his dress and pulled down the panties he was wearing, revealing his hardened shaft, and the sight of it send a flood of warmth to my center, my pussy begging me for his dick, but I couldn’t give him anything until I had him tied to the bed.

“Mmm, your cock looks so good.”

“Yeah?” asked Ned, his voice weak.

“I love how it looks poking out of that little black dress.”

“Don’t tease me, Annabelle!”

“I’m serious,” I said and climbed onto the bed, wrapping my hand around the base of Ned’s pre-cum covered cock. I opened my mouth and closed my lips around his head as I reached between his legs to play with the plug stuffing his ass.

Ned gasped as I pushed and pulled on the end of the butt plug, fucking him with him, teasing his hole. I moved the plug to its thickest part and returned it deep inside his ass.

“You like that?” I asked when I pulled my lips off Ned’s cock.

“Yeah, it feels so good, Annabelle!”

I couldn’t wait to fuck Ned’s ass, but we would have to save that for another night. His balls were already tight, like he was on edge, and so was I. The only thing I wanted tonight was to feel his lips on my pussy while I held him by the hair and rode his face.

“Wait right here,” I commanded Ned and went to the guest bedroom for a few toys.

Ned was touching himself when I returned to the bedroom, stroking his fat cock, teasing me with the sight of his beauty, but I reprimanded him, reminding him of the power that I had.

“I’m sorry, Annabelle!”

“Do I need to get the flogger? I thought we were having a good night.”

“We are! I won’t touch it again! I promise!”

I laughed to myself as I walked over to the bed with ropes in my hand, ready to tie my husband down. The feeling of control it gave me was intoxicating. I loved my husband, but our sex life had improved sixfold ever since I took control. Ned had always been a little shy in the bedroom, but his dick never disappointed, and it was even better when I could use it like a toy.

“Mmm, you look so sexy feminized and tied up.”

“Use me,” said Ned.

I chuckled as I tied the last rope into place and climbed onto the bed, grabbing Ned’s dick as I kneeled between his legs. I held it in a tight grip and pumped my hand up and down his cock, laughing when he thrashed.

“Does that feel good, Ned?”

“So good!” he screamed.

I purred as I kept playing with his dick, releasing when he was at the edge of an orgasm. I had another toy for us to use tonight. It was an artificial rose, red like his lips, but it was made of a soft fabric and felt incredible against skin.

I walked over to the chest of drawers, where the rose was waiting next to the jewelry box. I grabbed the flower and walked back over to Ned, touching his ankle with the rose. His breath tightened as I ran the petals up his leg, tickling his smooth skin as I went.

“Annabelle!”

He screamed my name and cried as he thrashed, but where could he go when I had him tied down with ropes? Ned was mine to use, and it made me even wetter seeing him tortured by the rose tickling his skin.

“You better not cum!” I commanded as Ned thrashed and moaned, biting his lip as I continued running the rose along his skin, teasing him to no end.

I stepped away from the bed and stood by its side when I thought Ned was getting too close to an orgasm. I stripped naked as he watched and caught his breath, loving how his eyes took in every inch of my flesh.

“What are you doing to me, Annabelle?” Ned hollered as he inhaled deeply. His cock was twitching and jerking, even without being touched. I loved edging him. It made me feel sick with power, like I owned his dick, but did I not?

“Teaching you who’s in charge.”

“You’re in charge! You’ve always been!”

I laughed. Until I showed Ned those videos I had of him prancing around the living room, he would have been singing a very different tune, even if this version of Ned tied down to the bed was his truest self, we both knew he would have fought against it and denied its existence, even a few months ago.

I was wet and horny after teasing Ned, so I climbed onto the bed and straddled his face. I stared down into my husband’s ocean-blue eyes before grabbing him by the hair and lowering my pussy to his lips, gasping when he pressed his tongue against it.

“Yes, Ned! Lick my pussy!”

Ned moaned against my womanhood as he worked his tongue, lapping at my pussy, unable to use his hands as they were tied down. I enjoyed his mouth for a few minutes as I rocked my hips and flooded his face with my juices.

When I glanced over my shoulder, Ned’s dick was standing at attention, and I couldn’t resist its call. I was hot all over, my pussy swollen with desire. I climbed off Ned’s wet mouth and moved down his body to take his dick into my womanhood.

I threw my head back and gasped as he filled me. I slowly moved my hips down his length as he stretched my walls, giving my pussy what it most desired. I moaned deeply when I got to Ned’s base, reaching between his legs to play with the plug that was stuffed in his ass.

Ned screamed when I started fucking him with the plug, but they were screams of pleasure. He pulled on the ropes holding him down, but he was mine to use. Mine to enjoy.

My husband.

My girly boy.

“I’m close!” Ned hollered. “I can’t hold it, Annabelle!”

“Don’t cum!” I said as I continued fucking Ned’s hole with the plug while moving my pussy lips up and down his cock. My command was futile, but I loved playing with Ned. “Let me use this dick!”

“Annabelle!” he screamed.

I released my hand from the end of the plug and grabbed Ned’s thighs as I bounced my hips up and down his dick, using every inch of his glorious shaft. I lifted one hand to touch my clit, on edge myself, ready to let my floodgates free.

“I’m sorry, Annabelle! I’m sorry!” Ned cursed as his toes curled and popped.

I gasped when I felt him shooting his thick load into me. I dropped my hips to the base of his dick and clenched my pussy around it as I worked myself to an orgasm, screaming at the top of my lungs when I reached my peak.

“Yes, Annabelle! Cum on my dick!”

I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t think. I was lost in the bliss of my orgasm as I creamed on my husband’s cock, squeezing it with my pussy to milk every drop of cum that he had from his balls.

“Fuck!” I gasped when I finally came back to reality, dropping my head.

Ned had pushed the plug from his ass when he came. It was slick and sitting between his legs, reminding me of how far I’d pushed him, but he wanted to be a girl, at least part of the time, and I was going to give him the full experience.

Tonight was only an appetizer.

“Fuck, Ned. That was good,” I said as I lifted myself from his cock.

“It was incredible,” he said when our eyes met. “This summer has easily been the best of my life.”

“Summer isn’t over yet,” I said as I lay on Ned to kiss him. He couldn’t put his hands on me, as they were still tied down, but feeling his warm body against mine was everything.
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Ned

Annabelle and I had been practicing like crazy for the past week, feminizing me every night we could, but I could no longer hide away in the house. I had to face my fears and go out in public as a girl.

Annabelle told me she wouldn’t keep helping me unless I did, and I knew how badly she wanted to go on a double date with Margaret and William, even though I would be happy staying at home in my feminized form.

Never facing my fears.

“You’ll do great!” Annabelle encouraged, even though I was sure it’d be a complete failure. Strutting around the house in a dress was one thing, but being out in the world? That was something else entirely. Thinking about it made me faint.

“I don’t know if this is a good idea, Annabelle.”

“Isn’t this what you want?”

“Yes, but—”

“The summer won’t last forever, Ned. We don’t have long before the kids come back, and then when will we get the chance to do this?”

“I know, but—”

“Ned, please! You’re killing me. You can’t spend your life saying you want one thing but doing the exact opposite. I understand that you feel safe at home, but I think Margaret is right when she says that you’ll feel better once you cross this bridge. I’ll be with you the entire time.”

“Annabelle, you don’t know how much it has meant that you’ve stuck by my side through this and have been so supportive and encouraging, but I’m afraid. I don’t want to see the judgmental faces or hear any negative comments. Why can’t we stay in the house?”

“Don’t you want to go out with Margaret and William? Don’t you want to have friends who do this too? We can keep hanging out with our old friends and pretend like you don’t love being feminized, but where’s the fun in that? You would become filled with regret and resent yourself for not taking the next step.”

Annabelle was speaking the truth, but the thought of leaving our home was almost too much to bear, even as we were getting ready. Annabelle had even scouted out a bar that had dark lighting, so that I wouldn’t have to worry about people seeing me in bright lights, but for whatever reason, that didn’t feel like enough.

I simply didn’t want to leave the house.

If that made me a punk, so be it. I was safe at home. I had what I needed inside of these walls, so why risk everything by going out into the world where there was endless evil? Why deal with the drama when I could sit in front of the mirror or have my wife tie me down to the bed?

I knew the answer.

Stepping out into public would give me the confidence to truly accept this femboy within me. It would grant me the freedom to love myself for who I was instead of propping up and feeding the masculine armor I’d created to fool the world.

I wasn’t that man.

Not entirely.

I didn’t want to become a woman full time, but I’d been starving my feminine half, hoping he would fade away if I only let him out every few weeks when I thought I was alone, but no matter how much I tried to suppress this feminine man within me, he fought for survival, and now he’d come out this summer.

I could no longer ignore or deny this feminine man’s existence, but showing the world this side of myself was a steep hill to climb, even with my wife by my side. If only fear didn’t have a hold on my heart. I wanted to step out into the world, but the unknown made me hyperventilate.

“Come on, Ned. If Margaret and William can do this, we can do it too. Maybe it would help if you decided on a name for your feminine half. Have you thought of one?”

I had.

Jezebel.

It was a name I’d always loved and one I’d even thought of using, but I lacked courage. I was a weak man, far too comfortable with my masculine exterior to let it go. When people saw me, they saw a handsome man in his thirties, and that was it.

If people saw me in the black dress and stilettos with painted red lips, there was no telling what they would think, but could I let the opinions of strangers dictate my life? It would eat me alive if I passed up this opportunity and let the summer end without taking it.

“Yes,” I admitted.

“Ooh, what is it?”

“Jezebel,” I said.

“Oh my God! I love it!”

“You do?”

“Yes! It’s such a sexy name!”

My wife’s encouragement warmed my heart. I was more nervous than I’d ever been, but if I was going to make this happen, I had to take a leap into the darkness. I had to find the strength to get out of this damn house wearing a dress and hold my shoulders high while I did it.

“You promise the bar is dark?”

“Yes! Nobody will even notice you in there!”

I hoped that Annabelle was telling the truth as I nodded, indicating that I would go. I would put on my little black dress and stilettos and face the world, even if it was the scariest thing I’d ever done in my life.

“Yay! We’re doing it?”

“Yes,” I groaned.

“Margaret wants me to send a picture once we’re at the bar.”

“Of course she does.”

Annabelle laughed at my deadpan voice as she grabbed my hand and pulled me to the bedroom. My clothes were awaiting me on the bed. Annabelle’s were right next to them. She was going to wear a sleeveless pale lavender midi dress with white strappy heels. It was an outfit I’d seen her wear before, and she always looked incredible in it, like a goddess floating through the air.

“Get dressed, and then I’ll do your makeup.”

I nodded and grabbed my clothes, going back down the hall to the half bathroom that we had on the main level, stripping down to nothing before pulling my panties up my legs. They were washed and fit perfectly, hugging my crotch, which fuck, I hadn’t even thought much about my dick and balls.

What would I do about them dangling between my legs?

I panicked until I remembered that we kept some medical tape in the linen closet. I ran to grab the tape from the closet, wondering how I would do this. I looked up some instructions online and got a bunch of different opinions, which only fogged my head further.

Instead of freaking out, I took a deep breath and ripped off a piece of tape, taping my cock and balls down as flat as I could manage. By the time I finished, about fifteen minutes later, I was impressed by how flat my crotch looked, almost like a woman’s.

I probably wouldn’t wear only tights out of the house, but I could be a lot more confident about not having a bulge in the little black dress. I slipped a pair of my new panties up my legs, loving how they fit perfectly, giving me a rather womanly appearance now that I had the tape holding down my dangly bits.

Once I could pull my eyes away from the work I’d done, I put on a bra that Annabelle had added to my pile of clothes. I pulled the dress on over the bra, feeling a bit more like Jezebel, but would I be able to step out into the world?

As much as I wanted to, I wasn’t sure.

I looked more womanly than I ever had, but was it enough? Could I fool others into thinking I was a girl? Could I carry myself like the girl I saw in my head? I wanted everyone to think that I was having a girls’ night out with my wife, but was I fooling myself into thinking it was possible?

“Ned! How are you doing in there?” Annabelle hollered.

I jumped, realizing a lot of time had probably passed since I left to change, but I was going back and forth between being confident and afraid, wondering if I should give up before I even tried, even if that meant hating myself.

At least I would be free from ridicule.

“Uh, yeah! Here I come!”

“I’m ready to do your makeup when you are!”

I cursed under my breath, knowing that my wife would be disappointed if I pulled out now that she’d gotten dressed. She loved makeup and fashion, but she didn’t get dressed up for no reason.

I dropped my head and left the bathroom to return to our bedroom, stunned by Annabelle’s beauty when I got there. Her red hair was cascading over her shoulders, and she looked like an angel when she turned her head to face me, slipping a silver loop earring into her ear as she did.

“Ned! You look amazing!”

“Stop it,” I said and sat on the edge of the bed.

Annabelle frowned, sensing my negativity. She came over and sat next to me on the edge of the bed, placing a hand on my leg.

“Ned, what’s wrong? Don’t you feel fabulous?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I feel like a man in a dress. Don’t I look silly?”

“Not at all! I think you look great!”

“You’re only saying that because you’re my wife.”

“Please, Ned. You look incredible! I’m going out with you because I’m your wife. I’ll be there for you every step of the way because I’m your wife, but I’m not lying when I say that you look great, and you’ll only look better once we put in your fake boobs, doll up your face with makeup, and put a wig on your head.”

“Yeah,” I said softly.

Everything Annabelle was saying sounded too good to be true, even though we’d already done my makeup once, and the results were incredible. She had me looking womanly, and we’d gotten a brunette wig and breast forms since to complete my look for tonight.

“Come on, Ned. You can’t give up before we even get out of the door.”

“I feel sick with nerves.”

“It’s natural to be afraid, but we can’t let our fears stop us. I’m starting a baking business, which scares the shit out of me. Don’t you remember how afraid you were when you launched the handyman business?”

“Yeah,” I said.

My nerves weren’t as bad as tonight, though.

Starting a tradesman business was a lot easier considering I knew the skills, and who would judge me for that? People were happy to support tradespeople, but crossdressers were another story.

“Let’s do your makeup first.”

I nodded, looking into Annabelle’s eyes, seeing nothing but love. Her gaze made my heart ache. This woman was giving me everything, pushing me even though I would happily go back to the way things were to avoid any humiliation, but Annabelle wasn’t going to let it happen.

She took me to the dining room, where she did my makeup just as she’d done the other night, giving me smokey eyes and a red, glossy lip, transforming me into Jezebel, the woman within me, the one who I needed to set free.

“Now we’re only missing your wig, breast forms, and shoes.”

“Wait,” I said and grabbed Annabelle by the wrist.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Are you sure we can’t stay home and watch a movie?”

Annabelle looked at me like I’d lost my mind, shaking her head and going to our bedroom to grab the shoes, fake breasts, and the wig. She was already dolled up from head to toe, ready for her night out, and she wasn’t going to let me ruin that for her.

She returned a couple minutes later with the final pieces of the puzzle. Annabelle slid the silicone breast forms into the bra beneath my dress. She handed me the shoes next, letting me slip them onto my feet before she donned the wig on my head, fluffing it with her fingers so that it hung over my shoulders.

“Perfect,” Annabelle said and took a step away from me to admire her work. “Jezebel is here!”

“Do I look like a girl?”

“Yes! The wig and fake boobs change everything. The only thing that looks the same are those eyes of yours, but they actually look sexier than before.”

I felt tingly all over as I ran to the half bathroom to see if Annabelle was telling the truth, gasping when I saw my feminized face for the first time, falling deeply, madly in love with the woman staring back at me in the mirror.

Jezebel.

She’d finally arrived. After all the years of getting my toes wet, hiding and lying, it was my wife who’d brought out the woman in me. My heart was hammering in my chest as I ran back to Annabelle and threw my arms around her, pulling her close, thanking her as I touched and kissed her everywhere I could.

“Ned! Stop it!”

“Call me Jezebel,” I said against her neck.

Annabelle giggled like wild, throwing her head back as I ran my tongue up her neck. Then she pounded on my shoulder with the palm of her hand, gasping at me to release her.

“We forgot something!”

“What?” I asked frantically.

“Perfume! Don’t you want to smell like a girl? Ooh, we should grab you a purse from my closet while we’re at it!”

Annabelle pulled me to our bedroom and pushed me to the bed while she went to rummage around the closet for a purse. She came out with a black purse I hadn’t seen her use recently. It was oversized with a big buckle to clasp over the top. I always thought it looked cute on Annabelle’s arm, but it would be on my arm tonight!

“Which perfume would you like?” Annabelle asked and gestured toward the many perfumes she had sitting next to her jewelry box.

“Hmm, do you have a piece of paper to test them?”

“Yeah, wait right here!”

Annabelle ran out of the room, leaving me alone with the jewelry box that was calling my name. It housed her pearls, tempting me as I waited, and I found myself walking over to the box before Annabelle returned. I opened it and pulled out the pearls. I was holding them close to my chest when Annabelle walked into the room with an index card for me to test perfumes.

“Ooh, do you want to wear the pearls?” she asked.

“Can I?”

“Of course you can!”

“Can you help me put them on?”

“What else are girlfriends for?” Annabelle asked with a laugh as she stepped forward to grab the pearls from my hand. I sat on the bed to give her an easier time hooking them around my neck, feeling complete when she did, fully feminized for the first time in my life.

“You look incredible, Jezebel.”

“Thank you,” I said.

“We’ll have to work on your speaking voice, but one day at a time.”

I hadn’t even thought about my voice, and as much as I looked like a woman, I certainly didn’t sound like one, which hit me with another wave of panic, but I tried to keep it below the surface. Annabelle had already pushed me this far, and I knew that she wouldn’t take kindly to me backing out now.

“Sorry, Ned. Don’t worry about how you sound for tonight, really. They play loud music at the bar.”

“Yeah,” I said and nodded.

“Test the perfumes. I need a drink.”

I was feeling a little shaky as I went over to the bottles, spritzing them on the index card and smelling them, feeling connected to one that smelled like a flower shop. It was more feminine than any scent I’d worn before, but I’d never looked more like a girl.

“Only spray it a few times. You won’t need much.”

I nodded and spritzed the perfume on my wrist once and then on my neck and then I spritzed a cloud of the perfume into the air and walked through it, feeling the perfume cling to me.

“Get it, Jezebel!”

I laughed and did a little dance, feeling stuck between fear and excitement. Anticipation and dread. I wanted to leave the house more than anything, but going out en femme for the first time felt like I was leaving the house naked, even though I had a face full of makeup and tape holding down my dick.

“Come here and give me a kiss.”

I sat next to Annabelle on the bed and let her pull me close, loving how she called me beautiful. She showered me in compliments, trying to build me up and give me the strength that I needed to get over this hump, and I appreciated her for it.

I loved her more than anything as she stared at my feminized face and maintained the love she had for me in her eyes.

“You ready?”

“No, but let’s go.”

“Yes, let’s!”

We grabbed our purses and headed out the door, two girls ready for a night out together.

***

We were sitting in the parking lot outside of the bar, and that was when the panic really set in, suffocating me, making me colder than the inside of a freezer. I stared at the door where people were coming and going, laughing like they were having the time of their lives.

“You ready?” asked Annabelle.

“Yeah,” I said.

Annabelle smiled and leaned over the center console to kiss me gently on the cheek, opening her door after she did. She stepped out of the car and adjusted her dress before shutting the door, but instead of getting out, I locked the car.

I’d driven us to the bar, which was an experience with heels on my feet, but that also meant I had the keys. That meant that Annabelle could bang on the windows all she wanted, but I wasn’t leaving my safe place. I wasn’t stepping out of the car.

I couldn’t.

“I’m sorry, Annabelle.”

She pointed her finger at me through the glass, anger clear on her face, but I couldn’t help myself. I was safe in the car, unlike that bar, where there was no telling what would happen. I preferred not to take any chances.

“Let’s go home.”

“Get out of the car, Ned! Now!”

I shook my head. I appreciated my wife for helping me get this far, but this was as far as I would go. I started the car, which had Annabelle banging on the glass.

“Don’t you dare fucking leave me!”

“Let’s go home,” I repeated.

“Ned, this isn’t funny!”

There were no games happening in my mind. I simply wanted to be back at home, where I could cherish the dress I was wearing in peace without worrying about what others might think. The girls coming and going from the bar looked much more fabulous than I ever could, or so I told myself.

Whenever I caught glimpses of myself in the mirror, I was amazed by how feminine I looked, but that didn’t change the fact that I was a man in my head. If I stepped out of this car, I wouldn’t stop thinking about what others were thinking, even though I knew that their opinions didn’t matter.

Not as much as the woman banging on the glass and telling me to grow a pair, but I ignored her, feeling the car purr around me, promising freedom if I just left the parking lot.

“Ned! Unlock the car now!”

“Are we going home?”

Annabelle curled her hands into fists and screamed toward the sky, garnering the attention of some people walking out of the bar. They looked directly at us. Confusion etched their faces. Annabelle didn’t notice them as she continued pounding on the glass.

“I swear to you, Ned! If you don’t get out of this car right now, there will be consequences. I might never come out with you again.”

Annabelle’s words shook me.

As supportive as my wife had been, I knew she was telling the truth when she told me that I was testing her. I knew that she would keep her promise about never dolling me up again, which sounded like a fate worse than whatever the bar could give. I sucked in a deep breath as I reached for the key to kill the engine.

“That’s better, Jezebel. Now get out of the car.”

I kept my head low as I unlocked the doors. Annabelle opened the door and grabbed me by the arm.

“Get out of the car!”

“I’m coming!”

Annabelle had a tight grip on my arm as I got to my feet, feeling wobbly in the stilettos. When I finally lifted my eyes to meet my wife’s, they were filled with fire, but I didn’t blame her.

“You go first.”

“What?”

“Go!”

I stumbled as I moved toward the bar’s entrance, feeling hot and weak all over, like my knees might buckle at any second. Annabelle was walking behind me, keys in her hand, making sure I didn’t try anything stupid a second time, but the closer I got to the door, the more nervous I felt. My legs were smooth, my feet were in heels, and I could feel the makeup on my face.

“Inside!” Annabelle hollered and pushed my back when I hesitated at the door. “Now!”

I held my purse tight against my body as I stepped through the entrance, feeling like I was walking into another universe, one where strangers saw me as Jezebel.

“Good evening, ladies. Table for two?”

Annabelle elbowed my side.

I cleared my throat and attempted the best girly voice I could. “Yes, please.”

The man at the entrance nodded and grabbed two menus before leading Annabelle and me to a booth. It wasn’t impossible to see in the bar, but the lights were low enough that I felt more at ease. Nobody was looking at me like an alien, letting me relax a little.

“I’m sorry, Annabelle.”

“It’s okay,” she said with a sigh. “You’re still in trouble, though.”

Fuck, I knew it.

“What are you—”

“Good evening, ladies. Could I get you something to drink?”

“Yes! We need to take the edge off after a long day. Two Long Island Iced Teas, please.”

The server nodded and went to punch in what Annabelle had ordered. I sighed and relaxed into the booth, looking around the room with a calm heart for the first time since we’d walked into the building. It was packed with people, but nobody was paying attention to us.

At least that was what I thought until my eyes landed on a couple of guys who were staring like they’d found their prey for the night. I couldn’t help but blush and push my hair behind my ear.

“What is it?” Annabelle asked in a whisper. “What do you see?”

“Two guys are checking us out.”

“Really?” she gasped.

“Yeah, and now they’re talking, like they might come over here.”

“Stop it! Look at you, Jezebel! Attracting boys already on your first night out as a girl!”

I laughed, feeling amazed by the fact that the guys were still looking in our direction, studying us, probably trying to decide if we were straight or lesbians. I wasn’t the least bit interested in the guys but felt flattered, nonetheless.

“Don’t stare at them, Jezebel! Classy ladies never do!”

“You’re right,” I said and quickly fixed my eyes. “So, how does it feel to be out with me like this?”

“I love it now that you aren’t threatening to leave me stranded.”

“Yeah, sorry about that.”

“It’s okay. I’ll teach you a lesson later tonight, but right now, just worry about soaking in the moment. You’ve been called a lady. You’re getting checked out by guys. Isn’t this more exciting than sitting at home?”

I honestly couldn’t believe this was my life. Of course it was more exciting than sitting at home! The chatter and energy around the room was much different than home could ever be, and I loved being out in the world as Jezebel, letting her get a taste of what it was truly like to be a woman.

I’d spent so long only being comfortable in my masculine skin, but tonight was a huge step in the right direction to feel comfortable as both Ned and Jezebel.

“Here you go, ladies. My name is Chad if you need anything.”

“Thanks, Chad,” Annabelle purred and winked at the server.

I was a little jealous, but Annabelle was acting like I was her girlfriend, and what was the harm in flirting with the server? I knew he wouldn’t be coming home with us.

“Cheers,” I said and lifted my drink.

“Cheers,” Annabelle echoed and clinked her glass with mine.

We took a sip of the drinks, and that was when I noticed the guys from across the room headed in our direction. They were around our age but looked like gym rats. Big arms and huge chests. They were the kind of guys who turned heads, probably on the hunt for their nightly conquests.

“Those guys are heading our way!” I said in a panicked voice.

“It’s okay. Calm down and let me do the talking.”

I nodded, not wanting to say a word in front of those men. They were so big and manly and rather intimidating. I held my breath when they got in front of the table, staring down at us like they’d trapped us. I noticed one of them staring at my breasts a second too long, the sensual attention making me hot all over.

“Hey, boys. What can we do for you?” Annabelle asked in a sugary sweet voice as she tossed her hair over her shoulder.

“We were wondering if you ladies would like to join us at our table. We’ll buy all the drinks you want.”

“I bet you would, but we don’t swing that way. Isn’t that right, honey?” Annabelle asked and reached her hand across the table.

I nodded. My voice was stuck in my throat.

“Damn, for real? We were wondering.”

“Sorry, guys.”

“It’s all good. In case you ever change your mind, though. Don’t hesitate to call,” the one man said and pulled out a business card from his back pocket, sliding it across the table.

“Thanks, Sean,” Annabelle said as she read his name on the card.

“Here’s mine too, just in case.”

The other guy placed his business card on the table. It said his name was Paul. They asked us our names, which Annabelle provided, introducing me as Jezebel.

The guys kept looking at me with curious eyes, probably wondering why I wasn’t talking, but they went back to their table without my cover being blown.

“Holy fuck!”

“Was that a rush?

“Yes!”

“You’ll have to talk one of these days, but I think that was enough for tonight.”

“More than enough!” I gasped.

Annabelle laughed and picked up her drink. I did the same. We sipped on our drinks and ordered an appetizer to share while we sat and enjoyed being out in the world. No other guys came up to introduce themselves.

“Ooh, we need to take a picture for Margaret before we leave!”

“Yeah, sure!”

Annabelle tossed her credit card onto the tray with the bill before pulling out her cell phone and getting it ready for a picture. She turned the camera toward us. We smiled at the camera, taking several selfies while we sat on the same side of the booth.

“They look great!” Annabelle said as she reviewed the pictures. “You look way more like Jezebel than Ned. Don’t you think?”

I held Annabelle’s phone in my hand, staring at the screen in awe, unable to believe this girl in the picture was me, but like Annabelle said, she was Jezebel. She was the woman I’d always felt within me. The woman I’d never quite known how to bring out, but those days were over.

Jezebel had broken free from my mind.

She was real.

After tonight, there was no going back, and I owed so much to my wife, so I pulled her close to thank her and shower her with kisses until she squealed and broke free from my grip.

“You’re still getting punished, girl! Let’s go!”
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Annabelle

“On your knees!” I commanded Ned when we entered our bedroom. I had no time for games after the way he’d acted in the parking lot of the bar. I understood that he was nervous, but after everything I’d done for him.

The bra.

The wig.

His boobs.

I bought them all out of love, and he had the nerve to make a scene. He was going to pay for acting like that while we were out, and I was going to make him pay while he was dressed like a girl. Ned was lucky I wanted his dick, or I would be fucking him with mine, which I planned to do once I worked up the nerve.

I worried the penetration would hurt him, so I had the perfect thing to stretch out his hole a bit more before I took him fully and made him my slutty girl.

Ned dropped to his knees in front of me, looking every bit like Jezebel. He was so beautiful as a girl, his blue eyes sparkling even more with black eyeliner around them. His boobs looked big beneath his black dress, and I wanted to watch them sway as I rode his face.

The longer I stared into Ned’s eyes, the less I even thought about him as Ned. He’d become an entirely different person. He was my girl. My Jezebel. I wished I didn’t have to punish her, but I couldn’t let her think that behavior was acceptable.

“What did you do wrong, Jezebel?”

“I was bad in the parking lot,” she said.

“That’s right. What did you do?” I asked.

“I yelled and tried to leave you when you were only helping me.”

“Do you like being a girl, Jezebel? Do you want to go out more like we did tonight?”

“Yes,” she said in a breath. “I loved it.”

“You must be good if you want treats, and going out with me as a girl is a treat. It took a lot of work for me to get ready. You know how much I hate wasting a good outfit. Right?”

“Please forgive me, Annabelle.”

“You must earn my forgiveness. Ten swats from the flogger.”

“Annabelle! I’ll be better next time! I was nervous!”

“I’m sorry, but you didn’t act like a lady, Jezebel. If you’re going to be my girlfriend, you must learn how to behave. I’m doing everything I can to help you, which includes these spankings. They’re for your own good.”

Jezebel whimpered, pushing out her bottom lip. It was red and glossy and would look so hot against my pussy lips, but not before Jezebel learned that I meant business.

“On your hands and knees, missy! Ten swats!”

Jezebel slowly got to her hands and knees, and then I dropped to my knees behind her. I hiked up her dress and yanked down her panties, getting a glimpse of the hole that I planned on stretching after this spanking.

“Count them, Jezebel!”

“One. Two. Three. Four. Five.”

My thong flooded with juices as the tendrils left little strips of red against Jezebel’s smooth ass, her tight little hole clenching and releasing with every swat of the flogger. I couldn’t wait to stretch her bussy and show her what it was like to be a girl.

“Sing, Jezebel! Sing!”

“Six. Seven. Eight. Please, Annabelle!”

“Polite girls don’t yell in parking lots.”

Swat.

“Nine.”

“Good girls and ladies behave wherever they are. They don’t lose their tempers and cause scenes!”

Swat.

“Ten.”

I exhaled deeply as my chest rose and fell. I dropped the flogger by my side as I caught my breath, turned on by how Jezebel stayed on her hands and knees.

“Stay like that while I go get something. Think about why you got those ten swats on the ass,” I said and rubbed my hand against Jezebel’s fiery cheeks before getting to my knees and running out of the room to grab something from the guest bedroom.

I came back into the room, so turned on that Jezebel was still on her hands and knees, in the exact same position, awaiting me like a good girl. I dropped to my knees behind her and lathered the anal beads I’d brought with lube.

“Time to stretch your bussy, Jezebel.”

“For being a bad girl?”

“No, this is so I can use your bussy whenever I feel like it. You’re going to be my personal little ho.”

A guttural sound came from Jezebel’s lips, flooding my panties even more. I reached between her legs and found her girly cock was fully erect. I pumped it as she moaned, stopping only a few seconds after I started.

“You want me to fuck you with my dick?”

“Yes,” Jezebel gasped. “Make me your girl.”

“Too bad. All you’re getting tonight are these beads.”

Jezebel’s body spasmed as I ran my hand along her thighs, pressing one against her hole with a lubricated finger, getting my girl ready for the beads. I slipped my finger out of her hole and replaced it with the first bead, which slid in fairly easily, but the second one was more of a challenge.

I added a little more lube before forcing the second ball into her hole, repeating the process until Jezebel’s bussy was stuffed with the beads. She rocked her hips, looking like she wanted more, which had me so hot I almost fucked her, but that would be her punishment for the night.

No penetrating her hungry hole.

“You’re already a little slut, aren’t you?”

“Only for you,” Jezebel said.

“That’s right.”

I stripped naked and went around to Jezebel’s front side to lie beneath her, guiding her lips to my pussy. I grabbed the back of her head and held her lips against mine, drowning her in my juices. Jezebel moaned as she opened her mouth to lick.

The flicks of her tongue had me rolling down a hill on a balmy spring day, completely lost in the moment. I didn’t bother staying quiet as Jezebel licked. Her tongue was getting better every time she used it, like she was becoming more in tune with my body.

This summer had changed us for the better.

Nothing would be able to keep me down if Jezebel kept eating my pussy like this. Her tongue would keep me flying high above the fray, never worried about my days.

“Yes, Jezebel!”

Jezebel hooked her arms around my legs and really went in to eat my pussy as I held the back of her head, staring down at where her painted lips met my womanhood. It was so hot watching her lose control on my pussy, my girly juices making a mess where our bodies connected.

“Fuck me with your girly cock!”

Jezebel moved her body up mine. Her lipstick was all crooked and messed up, but that only made me open myself for her further. I wrapped my arms and legs around Jezebel as she entered my pussy, easily sliding deep.

“Yes!”

“Fuck! You feel so good on my dick, Annabelle!”

“Fuck me hard, Jezebel!”

“Yes!” Jezebel screamed and picked up speed. She was using every inch of her girly cock as she slammed into me, hitting my spot with each of her thrusts. I was so fucking close to the edge pebbles were spilling down the mountainside.

Jezebel’s girly dick was stuffing me in all the right ways. My clit was needy for touch, so I reached down to satisfy it, gasping when my fingers turned in a circle over my throbbing button, Jezebel pumping in and out of me, giving me what I needed after a night out.

“I’m close, Annabelle!”

“Me too! Keep going!”

Jezebel supported herself above me and fucked me as hard as she could, pounding my pussy with her cock. Her tits bounced and swayed as she thrusted. Her long brown hair did as well, and she looked so gorgeous as she fucked me. I was falling more in love with my husband’s girly half by the second.

Jezebel picked up speed and thwarted my thoughts. I screamed in a high pitch as I rubbed my clit, getting closer and closer to creaming all over Jezebel’s cock.

“I can’t hold it, Annabelle!”

“Cum in me, Jezebel! Fill me!”

“Fuck, I love you,” Jezebel cursed as she pumped her cock.

I dropped my head back and let loose, cumming before my girl, hollering at the top of my lungs as my pussy clenched around her girly dick. Every nerve ending in my body centered around my pussy as I creamed all over Jezebel’s girly dick, rubbing my clit as I held her cock with my pussy.

She screamed out, joining me in orgasm seconds later. We held each other as we came together. I eventually released her dick when I came down from the stars. If I’d known Jezebel could make me cum like this, I would have brought her out years ago.

“I love you too, Jezebel. Come here,” I said and held out my arms for my girl. She curled up next to me. We lay there on the floor for a few minutes to cuddle.

“Thank you for everything, Annabelle.”

I whimpered lightly as we held each other. I drifted off, woken up by a warm washcloth pressing against my thigh. I thanked Jezebel as she washed me clean. She’d changed into one of her slip dresses and had one ready for me.

I put it on, and then we climbed into bed, falling asleep as we held each other. Two girls, lost in our own little world.
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Ned

Annabelle and I had been having the time of our lives ever since that night we went to the bar. She dressed me up every other night. We went on evening walks in the park, went to the movies, and out to eat. Everything we did together made me a little more comfortable with being Jezebel.

Unfortunately, we had less than a week left until the kids returned from their summer with the grandparents. It saddened me to think that Annabelle and I wouldn’t be able to go out around town as girlfriends, but I knew the end of summer didn’t mean the end of Jezebel.

I would be able to dress up when the kids were away or when my wife and I took vacations alone, but otherwise, I would probably be too busy helping around the house to transform into Jezebel. It wasn’t an easy task transforming myself, but it was one I would do for the rest of my life.

I was sure of it.

While the kids were living under our roof, though, I would support my wife however I could, especially after everything she’d done for me this summer. She’d already sold a few of her desserts to friends and had figured out the menu she wanted to use to start her business, so she would be busy doing that in the fall.

I was so proud of Annabelle.

Not only had she supported me through this journey of femininity, but she’d also started something for herself. She was a powerhouse in every sense of the word, constantly impressing me with her devotion to me and her commitment to our family. Everything she did was to support us, and I knew now more than ever that I’d be lost without this rock of a woman in my life.

“I’m so excited for you to meet Margaret,” Annabelle said as she stepped into the bathroom.

“I can’t wait! Have you met her husband?”

“Not yet, but I have a feeling he’ll be Charlotte tonight.”

“He better be her!”

I was already getting ready. My dangly bits were taped down and tight against my crotch, giving me the appearance of a woman between the legs. I was wearing a new pair of high-waisted black pants with bellbottoms, along with my black stilettos. I had on a lightweight black-and-white blouse with frilly sleeves that flowed halfway down my arms.

My fake boobs were in place, and I’d already donned my brown wig, looking rather womanly each time I glanced at myself in the mirror. I’d been learning how to do my makeup and was giving myself a smokey eye as Annabelle ran a clear gloss over her pink lipstick.

“How does my makeup look?”

Annabelle squinted her eyes at me through the mirror, taking a close look. She gave me a few pointers about blending but said it looked good overall. I spent a few more minutes adjusting the makeup before stepping away from the mirror, beyond delighted with myself.

I was much more comfortable with makeup than I’d been at the start of summer and couldn’t wait to explore further. I could try out different looks when I had the time. We’d have to return to school-year life soon, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t lock myself in the bathroom for some fun, as long as it didn’t come at the expense of my wife.

I’d never lie to her again.

I still cringed every time I thought about how I used to lie and sneak around behind her back to try on her panties and slip dresses, but we’d come so far since then, we barely even talked about the videos. Annabelle hadn’t deleted them, but I honestly didn’t want her to now that we were in a better place. It’d be fun to watch the videos when we were older and laugh about how silly I’d been.

Annabelle was wearing a silver skirt with a black top and colorful boots. She looked like she was heading to a rave, but her makeup was spot on, so she looked like a sexy rockstar chick more than anything. I was endlessly attracted to her.

“Are you wearing the pearls tonight?” Annabelle asked when I turned off the bathroom light and stepped back into the bedroom.

“I don’t know. Do you think they would look okay with this outfit?”

“Sure! Why not?”

“As long as you think they’ll look okay.”

“They’ll look great! Put them on! I know how much you love them.”

Annabelle was right. I loved the pearls a bunch, but what I loved even more was how open my wife was to sharing them with me. There was no judgement in her eyes as she opened her jewelry box and came over to hook them in place around my neck.

“There!”

I touched the pearls, feeling loved and cherished by this incredible woman I was lucky enough to call my wife. I looked up at Annabelle, and then she bent her head to give me a kiss, her clear gloss sticking lightly to my lips, but she tasted so good.

“Are you ready for the night, Jezebel?”

“With you, I’m ready for anything.”

Annabelle chuckled and lowered herself to sit in my lap, wrapping her arms around the back of my neck as she stared into my eyes, her bare thighs on full display. I gripped one, holding it tightly, attempting to transmit my love through the touch.

“How did I get lucky enough to have you, Jezebel?”

“I ask myself the same question about you.”

“I’m the lucky one. I’m certain of it.”

Annabelle and I could go back and forth all night about who was luckier, but the most important thing of all was that we both felt lucky and in love, and we were both excited to spend a night out with our new friends.

“You even painted your nails,” Annabelle said and took my hand into hers. “When did you do that?”

“Right before I showered,” I said with a laugh.

“No wonder it took you hours to get ready.”

“There was a lot to do!” I protested.

Annabelle cupped her hand along the side of my face, looking at me like she didn’t actually care how long I took. She kissed me gently before standing on her heeled boots, waving her arm for me to follow. We didn’t have all night.

“You’re driving.”

“Whatever you say,” I said.

Annabelle tossed me the keys before we walked out of the door with our purses in hand. I was sad that summer was coming to an end next week, but at least we had one more weekend to let loose, and we were finally getting together with our new friends.

Things could be much worse.

I wouldn’t complain.
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Annabelle

“Margaret!” I hollered when she opened the door. She lived in a fabulous house in the city. It wasn’t huge, but it was right in the middle of everything, walking distance to a street of hip bars, clubs, and restaurants. I was envious but not terribly so. Ned and I had a wonderful life, which I’d been reminded of countless times this summer.

Ned and I had grown closer since the kids went to my parents’ house, and I would forever feel grateful that they gave us the time to discover new things and become the best versions of ourselves that we could be.

“Annabelle! It’s so nice to see you!”

“Likewise,” I said and hugged Margaret.

Margaret cleared her throat when we parted, gesturing to Ned. My girl. My Jezebel. He looked so adorable when he wore those pearls, like nothing could ever get him down.

“Margaret, this is Ned. Ned, Margaret.”

“I’m Jezebel tonight,” Ned said when he held out his hand for a shake.

Margaret hooted and pulled my girl close for a hug. “We’ve been looking forward to meeting you, Jezebel. Annabelle tells me that you’ve been working on your girly voice.”

“That’s right,” Jezebel said in her best girly voice. It still had a masculine edge, but it was much softer on the ears than it’d been when she first came out of hiding. I loved how much more comfortable she was going out in public now. When Ned became Jezebel, he gave off a contagious aura of happiness and satisfaction.

“Charlotte can give you plenty of tips. Did Annabelle tell you my husband’s femme name?”

“Yes, she mentioned it.”

“Oh, wonderful! I’m so excited to have you two here. I hope you’re hungry.”

“Starving,” Jezebel said as we followed Margaret into her house. She motioned for us to sit on the couch when we got to her living room, going to the kitchen to grab a bottle of red wine.

“Would you two like a glass?”

“Sure,” Jezebel and I said in unison, sharing a smile after we uttered the word.

Margaret poured two glasses of red wine for us as she talked about her day of errands and some drama that’d happened at the post office. I could hear some noises coming from upstairs, but Margaret paid them no attention, so I figured it was Charlotte getting ready for her grand entrance.

“Were you able to get the package mailed?”

“Oh, yes! The commotion died down, but it was so strange walking into a post office to hear someone yelling about a missing package. They eventually found it in the system. Whoever sent it had written the wrong address.”

“Wow, I’d be so pissed!”

“Oh, they were.”

We laughed as Margaret went from talking about the post office to talking about her trip to the grocery store, telling us all about the delicious selections at the deli and how tempted she was to buy everything they had.

“I limited myself to enough food for tonight.”

“You didn’t cook?” asked Jezebel.

“Oh, no! I hardly ever cook! Who has the time when I can buy prepared things at the grocery store?”

Jezebel moved her gaze to me, looking like a lightbulb had gone off in her head, but our budget didn’t support shopping from the deli for every meal. We could buy a few things from there to cut down on cooking time, but with two kids, it was too much money, and I told Jezebel all of that with my eyes.

Margaret seemed to notice and shot us a knowing smile. I was sure that she and Charlotte had their days with arguments, and if she was anything like the wives I knew, she probably shut Charlotte down with one look.

“William and I used to cook a lot, but we stopped cooking as much over the last few years. I’d rather spend my time making pretty costumes.”

“That’s right! Annabelle told me that you’re a costume designer. How long have you been doing that?”

“Oh, ever since I was a girl. My mother used to be on her sewing machine day and night, and I would be right there by her. She taught me everything I know, but I took what she taught me and use it to make costumes. I volunteer a lot at the local schools, but I have enough paying customers to cover the bills, thank goodness.” Margaret touched her chest and raised her hand to the sky.

“I would love for you to make me a costume,” Jezebel said.

“Yes! Make her a princess dress!”

Margaret squinted, eyeing Jezebel closely. “I probably have a princess costume that would fit you, but it’s out on loan right now. I’ll have you over the second it’s back in the house if you’d like.”

“I’d love that!” Jezebel said.

Margaret smiled, but we were interrupted by the sound of Charlotte coming down the stairs. She was gorgeous. She was wearing a creamy white dress with a plunging neckline. It showed plenty of cleavage and a bit of leg, much more extravagant than Margaret’s long skirt and simple blouse.

Charlotte’s white dress had threads of gold running through it to match her gold earrings and a gold watch and perfectly styled blonde hair. It was curled along the edges and stood on her shoulders.

“Hello, everyone. Charlotte has arrived,” she said and threw out her arms to spin in a circle. She put her hand on her hip and struck a pose when she got back to facing us, laughing a little. “Sorry, I couldn’t help myself. You must be Annabelle.”

Charlotte reached out her hand to shake mine, and I was amazed by how soft they felt. Margaret told me that Charlotte was in the military, so I didn’t expect this beauty of a woman who was standing before me.

“That’s right. It’s so nice to meet you, Charlotte.”

When I glanced at Jezebel, I could see the intimidation in her eyes, so I touched her thigh gently to remind her that it wasn’t a competition. These were our friends, and we were going to have a fun night together as girls. Jezebel relaxed at my touch, extending her hand to introduce herself to Charlotte.

“Jezebel. My new friend. How great it is to meet you,” Charlotte said and took Jezebel’s hand, pulling it to her lips to kiss the back of it as she stared into Jezebel’s eyes. “It’s not too often that Margaret brings home a couple like us, so thank you for coming. Truly.”

“Of course,” Jezebel said.

Charlotte squeezed Jezebel’s hand one last time before releasing it and twirling where she stood, laughing as she sat on the arm of the chair where Margaret was. Love shined between them when they looked at each other.

“Shall we eat?” Charlotte asked the room.

“Let’s,” said Margaret.

Everyone got up and went over to the dining table. I offered to help Margaret, but she waved her hand at me and said that our girls would do the work. Jezebel raced into the kitchen to help Charlotte with the food while Margaret and I sipped our wine and chatted about my business, which seemed to be growing by the day.

My friends had told their friends, and I already had plenty of orders to fulfill. I would have to evaluate what I wanted out of my business as I went, but so far, I was having fun and enjoying myself and looking forward to the upcoming school year.

“I’ll buy some when you get caught up, but I might have to stop being your friend if they taste too good.”

“Please don’t stop being my friend,” I said through a laugh.

“We’ll see how addicted they make me.”

“How about I cap how much you can buy?”

“Perfect!” Margaret said and snapped her fingers.

“All right, ladies! Enough chitchatting, let’s eat,” Charlotte said in a perfectly feminine voice as she set the last dish on the table. We filled our plates, ate the delicious food from the deli, sipped on wine, and had an amazing time until we were ready to dance.

“We’re walking, girls! Let’s go shake our hips!”

We all cheered as we followed Charlotte out of the door, walking a few blocks from their house to the club.
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Ned

Had I died and gone to heaven?

Charlotte, Margaret, and Annabelle were all standing around me, drinks in our hands, as we shook our hips to the house music. All types of people of varying ages were in the club. I didn’t feel out of place, especially with my girls around me.

“Get it, girl!” Charlotte cheered as I did a little dance, feeling myself and the music.

Annabelle grinned as she stared at me, and I swore the music was taking us to a different universe. One where I’d been born a girl and still had the most amazing wife in the world. My hair was bouncing on my shoulders. My breasts were swaying on my chest.

I shook my shoulders as I slowly turned in a circle, feeling my heels click on the floor with each step I took, touched. Elevated. I was no longer restrained to hiding around in the house, dodging my wife, too ashamed to tell her who I was.

Who part of me was.

It was hard for everyone to understand, but Jezebel was as much me as Ned. They were two spirits, sharing my body, except I never thought that Jezebel would meet her full potential. I never thought that Jezebel would get to know incredible friends like Margaret and Charlotte

“My turn!” Charlotte said and jumped into the middle of our little circle. She dropped low with her hands on her knees and popped her ass in front of Margaret. “Come on, wifey! Spank my ass!”

Margaret threw her head back and laughed as she lightly swatted Charlotte’s butt, which was tight and juicy against her white dress. I tried not to be jealous about how extravagantly gorgeous she was for a crossdresser, reminding myself that she had ten years of experience more than me and that she could teach me everything she knew.

Annabelle came over to dance with me as Charlotte and Margaret got a little lost in their tango. Margaret wasn’t swatting Charlotte’s ass anymore, but they were grinding against each other while they kissed, completely oblivious to the room.

“Hey,” I said to Annabelle as she wrapped her arms around the back of my head.

“Hey,” she said back.

“Your friends are pretty awesome.”

“I’m glad that we could come out with them. This is a lot of fun.”

“It is,” I agreed as my wife and I stared at each other. I owed her so much and would spend the rest of my life showing her how much I appreciated everything that she did for me and our family. “I can’t believe this is real life, though.”

“Believe it, husband. I would do anything for you.”

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Jezebel. Are we going to dance or what?”

“Yes,” I said with a laugh.

I held Annabelle at an arm’s length and spun her in a circle before pulling her close against my body, feeling her curves meld with mine. I put my lips against her neck to suck lightly. I savored every little moan that left her mouth.

She was my wife.

My treasure.

My queen.

I would do anything for this woman grinding her ass against my crotch. Tape was holding down my dick, but Annabelle’s ass had it twitching, begging to break free. I ignored my cock and reached my hand around Annabelle’s body to squeeze her breast.

“Yes, Jezebel! I want you so badly!”

“Yeah?”

“Mmm, yes! The night is far from over!” Annabelle reached to wrap her hands around the back of my neck, draping her entire body over mine, which turned me on to no end. I couldn’t stop thinking about everything we could do after the club, but I tried to stay present in the moment, enjoying the fact that I was out at a club as Jezebel.

Margaret and Charlotte came up to us a few minutes later, and we all went to the bar. Charlotte bought us a round of shots to really get the party started. We ordered some cocktails after that and went back out to the dance floor.

We danced in our circle, broke off into couples, and came back to each other for over three hours until we couldn’t move another muscle, but it was easily one of the best nights of my life, and I knew that Margaret and Charlotte would be friends for life as we walked back to their house.

“You two can spend the night if you’d like,” Margaret said as we hung out on her back porch to enjoy the warm summer air.

“I already called us a cab,” said Annabelle.

“Okay! As long as you’re not driving.”

“Not after those shots, Charlotte! Bad girl!” Annabelle said and lightly slapped her arm.

We all laughed and kept talking until the taxi was blaring its horn to get us to leave. We hugged Margaret and Charlotte goodbye, and I cuddled up next to Annabelle in the car the entire way home.
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Annabelle

Jezebel and I stumbled into the house after our night of dancing, and we didn’t miss a beat after closing the door. Jezebel pushed me up against the wall in the foyer, kissing me everywhere she could, getting my pussy nice and wet and excited, but I had other plans for my girl.

“Mmm, yes!”

Jezebel moaned into my neck as she groped my body and pressed her lips against my sensitive, awakened skin. I pushed my hands into my girl’s long hair, holding her face close against my neck as she tickled it with her tongue. My panties flooded with the nectars of my desire.

“Touch my pussy, Jezebel!”

Jezebel reached her hand beneath my skirt to press it against my soaked panties, holding my womanhood in a firm grip, rubbing her hand along it, sending waves of pleasure crashing over me. Suffocating me. Stripping me of all sense.

I didn’t have to worry about being quiet, so I bent my head back and moaned as loudly as I could while Jezebel licked and rubbed, igniting a fire within me.

One that would burn for years to come.

This summer had rewritten the dynamic of my relationship with Jezebel. We were in a better place than we’d ever been, and I couldn’t wait to see how we’d grow into the future now that there were no secrets nor animosity between us.

Jezebel was my girl.

She was also my supportive husband.

I had the best of both worlds. Jezebel showered me with love, but she was sweet and caring and had been doing everything she could to help me while I started my business, and I appreciated her for it dearly. I always would.

“Yes, Jezebel! That feels so good!”

“Better than this?” Jezebel asked as she worked my wet panties to the side to slide her fingers into my wet womanhood.

“No! Fuck!”

Jezebel groaned against my neck as she fingered me up against the wall in the foyer. It’d been so long since we’d let loose like this, stumbling into the house after a night out on the town together, and it made me feel like we were back in our early twenties.

“Your pussy feels so good. Let me fuck you.”

“Mmm,” I purred as Jezebel thrusted her fingers.

“Come on,” she begged.

I clenched my pussy and gasped as I reached between my legs to pull Jezebel’s fingers from my sex, wet and horny, but I had been thinking about making Jezebel feel like a girl the entire night. I was on edge, horny, and ready to see my girl on her hands and knees.

“Not before I fuck you.”

“What?” Jezebel asked in a breath as I held her wrist.

“You heard me, girl.”

“Come on, Annabelle. Let me fuck you.”

“Not before I fuck you,” I repeated.

I shook my head and pushed myself off the wall to take Jezebel to our bedroom. I’d hidden a strap-on dildo in our closet, so that I would be prepared for this moment. No need to go to the guest bedroom as I threw Jezebel onto the bed.

“On your hands and knees, girl!”

“Annabelle! Please!”

“Oh, hush! You know you love getting your bussy stretched.”

Red flashed across Jezebel’s cheeks, but she couldn’t deny her natural inclinations. Jezebel loved when I made her feel like a girl, and that included stretching out her bussy. I hadn’t yet fucked her, but I was tipsy and horny and ready to show my girl just how dominant I could be.

“Did I stutter, Jezebel? On your hands and knees! Now!”

Jezebel cursed under her breath but did as I commanded, getting onto her hands and knees. I reached around her to unbutton her pants and pulled them over her ass, revealing that gorgeous behind of hers. I pressed my hand against it, slipping it beneath her panties to touch her bussy.

Jezebel gasped as my fingers traced the outline of her tight hole, pressing against it, pushing my fingertip into her. Jezebel moaned like she loved it, which I knew she did, but that was only my little finger. I couldn’t wait until she saw the strap-on dildo I’d bought for us.

“Mmm, Jezebel. You’re so tight.”

“Yeah?” she asked in a breath.

“Super tight. Are you ready for me to stretch that hole?”

“Yes!” she said.

I smiled to myself as I massaged her hole a few seconds longer before slipping my hand back out of her panties and walking over to the closet where I’d stashed the strap on and lubrication. I grabbed what we would need and returned to the edge of the bed, ready to fuck my girl senseless.

It made me so wet every time I’d stretched Jezebel’s hole. I felt so dominant and in control. It was so hot watching and listening to Jezebel as her hole got stretched. Her girly half really came out when she was getting her bussy stuffed, and there was nothing sexier.

“Take off your pants and panties,” I said to Jezebel as I stripped naked behind her.

Jezebel pushed her girly pants off her legs and kicked them to the ground, leaving her bottom half naked, while her top half was still perfectly feminized. It was so hot seeing the shape of my girl’s boobs beneath her blouse, but when I reached between her legs, I was greeted by tape.

“Take off the tape, girl!”

“It’ll hurt!”

“Now, Jezebel.”

Jezebel stood on her knees, cursing as she slowly removed the tape from her crotch, but I wanted to see her dick dangling between her thighs while I fucked her, and I needed to put on the strap anyway, so it was perfect.

I had my dick on by the time Jezebel finished and pushed her back to her hands and knees, reaching between her legs to grab her dick, rubbing my slick hand over her hard shaft.

“Fuck!” she screamed.

“You got hard for me so quickly.”

“You always make me hard, Annabelle.”

I purred as I added more lube to my cock, stepping forward to grab Jezebel by the hip and lower her ass to the perfect position for fucking. I pressed the tip of my fat cock against Jezebel’s bussy. She glanced over her shoulder and gasped when she saw my cock.

“Annabelle! Your dick is huge!”

“It’s a thick seven inches, but I have a feeling you’re going to love it,” I said as I pushed my tip against Jezebel’s tight opening, trying to get it to open for me.

“Annabelle, it’s too big!”

“Oh, please. You know you want it.”

Jezebel bit her lip as she looked from the cock to me, and the smile that spread across her face when our eyes met told me everything I needed to know. I added a touch more lube to my long shaft before pushing against Jezebel’s bussy more firmly.

“Take a deep breath for me, girl.”

“Annabelle!”

“Take a deep breath!”

Jezebel dropped her head and inhaled deeply. When she exhaled, I pushed into her bussy, moaning as I watched her tight little hole stretch over my cock. It made me feel so powerful to see Jezebel on her hands and knees like this taking my cock.

Pussy juices ran down my thighs.

“Take it, Jezebel! You can do it!”

“It’s so big, Annabelle!”

“Tell me you love it.”

“I love it!” Jezebel confessed in a broken voice.

“Yeah, you do!” I said as I pushed deeper into my girl, stretching her tight little hole more than I already had. “You’re halfway there! Keep going!”

Jezebel cursed and breathed heavily. She jerked and twirled her head and cursed, but she didn’t tell me to stop. She took my dick as I pushed deeper into her, and it was easily one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen in my life.

Jezebel was weak for my cock, and I was equally entranced by her bussy, watching how my girl took me.

“Whose ass is this, girl?”

“It’s yours, Annabelle!”

“That’s right!”

I pulled out of Jezebel. She gasped, and her hole was nice and stretched when I looked down. I slipped three fingers into her as I grabbed the bottle of lube to add more to my cock, rubbing the lube all over my shaft as I fingered my girl.

“Yes, Annabelle!”

Jezebel had a hand around her hard dick as I fingered her, gasping and moaning with each pump of her hand. I removed my fingers a second later to shove my cock into her stretched hole, making my girl gasp when I entered her, but she loved it.

“Fuck me, Annabelle! Your cock feels so good!”

“Yeah?”

“Yes!”

I held my girl’s sides and pumped my hips quickly, using every inch of my cock as I fucked her loosened hole. My nipples were hard and pointy, and my thighs were soaked with my juices. I loved fucking my girl and couldn’t wait to buy a collection of cocks to stretch her ass. I was going to fuck her every chance I got.

“Who’s my slut?”

“I am!”

“That’s right, girl! You’re my sexy little slut,” I said and smacked Jezebel’s ass, gasping as it jiggled around my cock. I wanted to watch her face while I fucked her, though, so I pulled out of Jezebel and flipped her over to her back.

Jezebel scooted to the edge of the bed and threw her legs into the air, eager to have me back inside of her, and I didn’t make my girl wait. I held the base of my cock and shoved it into her loosened ass, loving how her face contorted from pleasure.

“I fucking love watching you take my cock.”

“Yeah! Fuck me, Annabelle! My hole is yours!”

I dropped my head back and pounded Jezebel’s tight hole, the friction of the strap on my clit sending me off to another world. I pushed deep and moved my crotch against the strap to pleasure myself, gasping and moaning as a desire to cum pooled in my center.

“I’m getting close, Jezebel.”

“Mmm, yes.”

Jezebel wrapped her legs around my back and started fucking herself with my cock, rubbing the strap against my clit even more intensely, threatening to make me cum, but I had no desire to stop what was happening.

I wanted to cum.

“Right there, Jezebel! Keep going!”

“Yeah! Your dick feels so good, Annabelle!”

“Does it make you feel like a girl?”

“Yes!” Jezebel hollered as she pushed her bussy all the way down my shaft, impaling herself with my cock, and fuck, it was so hot to watch my girl undone like this, desperate for my dick.

I tried to fuck Jezebel, but the sensation of the strap rubbing against my womanhood was too glorious and intense for me to concentrate on anything but the pleasure it was providing. I dropped my head back and held Jezebel’s smooth legs as I screamed.

Cum erupted from me and ran down my legs as Jezebel used my dick and stroked hers, working herself to an orgasm to join me in this insatiable bliss. I rubbed Jezebel’s legs that were pressed up against my breasts as she beat her dick, barely in the room with her, off in my personal heaven.

“Let me eat your pussy.”

I moved without recognizing the movements, sliding my cock out of Jezebel and stepping away from the bed as she climbed off of it and dropped to her knees beneath me. She undid the strap-on dildo and pulled it down my legs, pressing her mouth against my pussy, sending me higher into the clouds when she did.

I grabbed the back of Jezebel’s head and pushed my fingers into her long brown hair as she lapped my pussy with her tongue, beating her girly dick with fury as she did.

“Yes, Jezebel! Eat my pussy!”

Jezebel moaned on my pussy as she licked my lips and grazed her teeth over my clit, going between the two, quickly working me to a second orgasm, but was there anything better?

“Keep going, Jezebel! I’m close!”

Jezebel grabbed both of my ass cheeks and drowned herself in my pussy. The sensation was so intense my knees buckled, sending me to the floor. Jezebel’s mouth never left my womanhood as I lay beneath her. She moved her hands to hook her arms around my thighs, eating my pussy with a greater intensity, and I couldn’t handle it.

“Fuck!” I screamed as my back arched, pushing my womanhood more firmly against her mouth.

Jezebel held me close and didn’t stop licking until she pushed me to a second orgasm, lapping up my juices when I came a second time, cumming all over my girl’s face.

Jezebel kept licking as the orgasm reverberated through me, blinding me of all sense, stripping me of reason or a care for anything other than the sensations coursing through me.

It was nearly a minute later when Jezebel finally lifted herself, standing on her knees in front of me, her hard dick in her hand. She stroked it, close to cumming, but now I wanted her inside of me.

“Fuck me, Jezebel!”

Jezebel didn’t hesitate as she positioned her dick and slid it into my drenched pussy lips, shooting me even further into the stratosphere. My back arched as Jezebel filled my pussy with her girly dick. I screamed when she brushed her fingertips over my throbbing clit, threatening to make me cum a third time.

“Whose dick is this?” I asked in a broken whisper.

“It’s yours, Annabelle. It’s always been yours.”

“Yes, Jezebel! Fuck me hard!”

Jezebel pulled out of me and turned me over to my hands and knees. I screamed when she slid into my pussy from behind, stuffing me in the best way possible. My wet lips tight around her girly cock as she squeezed my thighs and thrusted her hips.

“Yes! Fuck me!”

“Your pussy is everything, Annabelle!”

“It’s yours, Jezebel!”

Jezebel let out a deep moan as she pushed all the way into me, hitting my spot. I screamed out as pleasure ran through me like electricity through wires. I was so close to my third orgasm that a tear ran down my face. Every time Jezebel pushed deep was like sliding down a rainbow into a pool of paradise.

“Cum with me, Annabelle! I’m close!”

“Fill me, Jezebel!”

Jezebel thrusted a few more times as I rubbed my clit, and then we were cumming together. There was a second of calm and silence before we both screamed out and locked our bodies together. My pussy clenched around Jezebel’s cock as she held it deep, dumping her cum into me, and it felt so good.

“Fuck,” Jezebel cursed when she finally pulled her cock out of me.

I said nothing as I collapsed to the ground, too weak for anything other than lying on the ground after three intense orgasms. I barely even registered it when Jezebel climbed to her feet to grab a warm washcloth from the bathroom.

She cleaned the insides of my thighs and my pussy before heading back to the bathroom to take care of herself, wearing a fresh thong and a T-shirt when she curled up by my side on the floor, still wearing her wig and fake boobs. I was naked but had zero desire to move from where I was to get dressed.

“Tonight was amazing, Annabelle. Thank you,” Jezebel said as she stared into my eyes.

“It was amazing for me too,” I said in a whisper as Jezebel wrapped her arm around me. My eyes were heavy with sleep, and I didn’t bother trying to stay awake. Jezebel carried me to bed at some point, but the only thing I remembered from that night was how at peace I felt when sleep took me.
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Ned

It was the morning Annabelle had to pick up the kids, which was sad in some ways since I wouldn’t be able to prance around the house in a dress whenever I wanted, but I would never forget this summer. It would always be remembered as the summer that my wife and I grew closer, stronger, and solidified our marriage.

Annabelle and I were enjoying coffee and toast in the kitchen before I had to leave for work. A little spark flickered between us every time our eyes met, and I hoped that it never disappeared. I would do everything in my power to make sure it didn’t.

“I wish summer never had to end,” said Annabelle.

“You and me both.”

We laughed, glancing at the clock. I only had a few minutes before I had to head out for work. We were both a little anxious about getting back to the school-year routine, but this year would be different. I wouldn’t spend time at the bars unless Annabelle gave me permission. I would make sure to support her and be there for her when she needed me.

We were a team.

Now more than ever.

“We’ll have to go out with Margaret and William one night.”

“Ooh, yeah! I could get dressed at their house!”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Annabelle said with a laugh.

William and I had texted a bit. He gave me plenty of tips and sent me books and videos that he felt were helpful when he was learning how to talk and carry himself like a woman. There was still so much I needed to learn to be as convincing as Charlotte when I was Jezebel, but I was willing to do the work.

It would be a long journey, but at least Annabelle would be there for me at every turn, holding my hand, telling me that I was beautiful and special and spoiling far more than I deserved.

“All right,” I said. “I should go.”

Annabelle glanced at the clock and frowned, but she walked me to the door and gave me a kiss.

“The summer might be over, but what we started isn’t.”

“I know. I love you,” I said and kissed Annabelle on the cheek.

She told me that she loved me and stood by the door as I walked to my truck, waving as I pulled out of the driveway. We shared a knowing smile the entire time.
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Annabelle

Ned and I had been to visit the kids a couple times over the summer, but it was weird sitting at the dining table with my mother after everything that’d happened. The way she was watching me, observing me, like I was a monkey in a glass cage.

“Something is different about you.”

“Ned and I had an amazing summer,” I admitted.

“That’s fantastic! I don’t need to worry about you two getting a divorce anymore, do I?”

“I don’t think so,” I said with a laugh.

My mother draped her hand over mine, smiling like she’d never heard news so wonderful. I let her hold my hand, even though it was killing me. I knew my mom wanted details, but she was mistaken if she thought I would give her any.

Ned would kill me.

Maybe one day we could tell them.

I wasn’t ashamed, but I knew my husband was still sensitive about his feminine half. He’d grown much more comfortable with Jezebel over the summer, and I was so proud of him for sharing that side of himself with me, but he would have to tell everyone else when he was ready. That wasn’t my decision to make.

“How were the kids? Did they give you any problems?”

My mom gave me a look, but she didn’t press for details about what Ned and I had been up to over the summer.

“The kids were great. You know how much we love spoiling them, and Ned’s parents helped out too, which you already know.”

“Yes, Thanksgiving at our house this year.”

“Deal!” my mother said.

We talked for about an hour longer, chatting about the kids, my extended family, and people who lived on my mother’s street. We also talked about the world and anything else that came to mind, but I unfortunately couldn’t sit there forever.

“Kids, let’s go!” I hollered after my mother and I cleared off the dining table.

Martha and Harris came running into the room. They didn’t have their bags or anything, which irked me, but I tried not to let it show. I loved my kids, even if they seemed clueless at times.

“Where are your bags?”

“What? We’re going home?” Martha asked in an exasperated voice.

“Yes! Grandma told you that this morning. Please tell me that your bag is packed.”

“It is, Annie. Don’t worry,” my mother said and placed a hand on my shoulder. “I packed both of their bags last night. Go get them, guys!”

They ran back to the rooms they used when they were at my parents’ house, returning with their bags and sad faces. They clung to my mother as my father made an appearance from the basement. Harris ran over to him and begged him to stay.

“Sorry, buddy, but you gotta go home.”

“No!” Harris cried.

“Is it so bad at home, guys?”

My kids both looked at me like I should know the answer, but where would they be if I spoiled them as much as my parents? I sighed and got my kids out of the door. My mother hung in the car window as my dad stood by the front door.

“Bye, Annie. I love you,” my mom said and grabbed me by the head to kiss it.

“I love you too, mom. Thanks for watching them all summer.”

“It was our pleasure. Isn’t that right, guys?”

The kids screamed yes to agree. My mom waved goodbye to them one last time, and then we were on the road. A lot had changed over the summer, but at least my kids were still the same.
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Four Years Later

Annabelle

It was a random spring day. The kids were spending the night at my parents’ house. I still couldn’t believe how big they were getting, but that was life. We all had to grow up eventually.

“Are you excited for tonight?” asked Ned.

“I know you are,” I said.

He nodded. We had plans on going out with Margaret and William and some other friends we’d met over the years. They seemed to know every crossdressing couple in the city, so we’d met other couples like us.

Robert and Karen were joining us tonight, but Robert would be Lorna by the time we saw him. He always wore a fiery red wig when he dressed en femme since the color complimented his freckled face so well, and we always garnered the attention of a few redhead-loving guys when we were together.

“What should I wear?” asked Ned.

“Whatever you want.”

“I want you to pick out something for me to wear.”

It’d been a few months since Ned had time to dress up and show Jezebel off to the world, so he was brimming with excitement. We got out when we could, but we were both so busy with our businesses and the kids that we almost never had the time.

Ned had more projects and employees than ever, and I had more than enough customers for my baking business to earn some spending money. I never felt like I was only pulling from the family resources anymore. I was giving back what I could, and Ned was always ready to help around the house if I didn’t have the energy.

I never had to lock Ned in chastity, but he’d gotten the flogger over the years. I sensed that he was bad on purpose just to get me to use it, but we both had fun when I spanked him, so what was the harm if my girl liked it when I made her ass a little sore?

“Fine. Why don’t we go pick out something for you to wear?”

“Please!” Ned said in his practiced girly voice, which sounded a million times better than it used to. He fooled people every time we went out now. Nobody ever called him out for being a man in a dress.

When he went out en femme, the world saw Jezebel.

“After you!”

Ned clapped and hurried to the bedroom. He’d amassed quite a collection of women’s clothing over the years, but we managed to squeeze everything into the closet and dressers. It wasn’t easy, and I swore we’d have to buy a bigger house one day just for his clothes, but that was my dramatic side talking.

“Hmm, do you want a skirt or a dress?”

“You decide!”

“Can I put you in a princess gown?”

Ned chuckled. “Maybe something less extravagant.”

Margaret had made Ned try on many princess gowns over the years. She had quite the collection of them, even though they were usually on loan to different theaters, but she always called Ned to see if he wanted to try them on when they were in her possession.

“How about that aqua midi dress?”

“Ooh, can I wear the colorful heels with them?”

“Yes! They match that dress perfectly,” I said. The heels in question had an array of colors, mostly purples, blues, and greens, but they blended seamlessly, making a gorgeous shoe, like the scales of a mermaid.

“The pearls would look great with that outfit too.”

“You and those pearls,” I said and shook my head.

“What? They’re beautiful!”

“Well, we’ve already picked out your outfit. What should I wear?”

“A short skirt and heels! You know how much I love seeing those sexy legs.”

“Speaking of legs, I should probably shave if I wear that.”

“How about I shave you?”

“Are you suggesting we take a shower together?” I asked.

Ned lifted his eyebrows suggestively, making me blush. I squealed when he lifted me into his arms and carried me to the bathroom, where he proceeded to lather my legs with shaving cream and shave them carefully.

He didn’t stop there. My man, my girly boy, pressed his tongue against my pussy and licked me until I was screaming for mercy and cumming all over his face. He washed me down with a foamy loofah after making me cum and then dried me off with a towel.

“Damn, that was good,” I said.

“The night is young,” he said as we started getting ready to go out with our friends.

“That it is,” I said and winked.

Ned and I left after he was dolled up and gorgeous, transformed into my girl from head to toe.

My Jezebel.

My life.

She made me cum hard before we left for the night, but I returned the favor the second we got home from drinking and dancing with our friends. It was another night for the memory books, and I couldn’t wait for all the others we’d add in the future.
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