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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

 

Some days are easier than others. There are days I smile and ones I don’t. When we laugh, it’s the best thing in the world. Staring at our wedding photo in my hand, I try to remember how happy we were. People cheered for us. Nobody else mattered. Life was ours, everything. 

But things have changed. We have grown older and settled into our ways. He was so sweet then, Gary. The man with whom I share a last name. My husband. Wondering if we can return to where we were, I walk into the kitchen. Our apartment had been so small. We had nothing more than a few square feet and our imagination. 

Now, we live in a designer house with high-end finishes. Sure, we work full time and jump through all the hoops, but what does it mean? Happiness doesn’t come with possessions. I’ve learned that. They say it all the time, but nobody believes it. Money brings happiness. Love can too, but it’s all about the riches. 

My wealth. Our wealth. 

It doesn’t matter what happens behind a closed door. I can’t complain to others because my life is perfect. Everyone sees the newer model car and massive house with designer touches. I’ve heard the whispers when I turn the corner at parties. They don’t see the way Gary treats me, though. Expecting me to cook all his meals to maintain his insane diet. He eats healthier than I’d ever want to, but he expects the woman to cook. 

He’s an alpha with every woman’s dream body. People look at him everywhere we go. He notices the attention, I’m sure. I love our history and most of our time together, but he has become overly dominant recently. Every time it gets worse. He thinks he’s the best man in the world and displays that in the home. 

How much longer can I tolerate him? The way he speaks to me when I leave my makeup on the counter or don’t have dinner prepared by a certain time. I work too. He’s not the only one making money in the family. 

Kids? We’re waiting until our sixth anniversary for that, which is next year. 

The years pass so fast. I set the wedding photo back in its place and walk to our luxurious bedroom. My feet hurt heading through the house. We didn’t used to have the things we do now. My walk-in closet has a spot for everything. It was my dream for so long, but having it doesn’t bring me joy. The old Gary did. The one that would chop onions for me or take out the trash. He even did the laundry sometimes. 

But me working at home makes him lazy. He loads the new dishwasher. The old Gary washed them by hand. As I run my fingers along the various dresses I’ve collected over the years, I picture the younger, more helpful Gary. The one who isn’t rough and demanding. 

The one who doesn‘t obsess with making more money than me. 

That man is pure love and nothing but a memory. 

I pick a comfortable dress with pockets for my shopping list. Running a food blog is everything. I help people all around the world with cooking. It has become a full-time job, which I do from home. The recipes are healthier than they used to be because of Gary’s demanding ways, but the fans love them. They’re happy to make whatever I put on the blog. It’s the ultimate freedom. 

But some days it’s lonely. I miss the days when I used to go to an office and gossip with coworkers. I have seen no one from those days in years. There are group classes that I’ve done since like pottery and painting, but I’m always hating myself after those classes. The people want to get together and form groups. It’s exhausting. 

The plain black dress hangs over my body. I look elegant. It hugs my hips in the right way. The dress is dark but matches how I feel. My soul has been dead for a couple years, just moving along because I’m too afraid to leave Gary. To live on my own. His arms around me at night are nice, sometimes. 

I would miss his smile on our good days. The way he glances at me when I get out the shower. He still wants my body, but sex isn’t enough. 

It doesn’t replace the sadness. 

Folding my list and stuffing it in my dress along with my debit card, I grab my car keys and head outside. It’s a nice summer day, not too hot. I have finished working and only need to make dinner before putting my feet up for the day. Hopefully, there won’t be a fight with Gary before bed. They’re more and more common these days. 

Too bad my foot hurts and I can’t go to the gym today because exercise is my salvation. 

 

***

 

Risks lead to rewards, and that’s what happened today. I could scream to nobody. Happy hollering. I have made so much money today. More than Karen could ever make in a day, and that’s all that matters. I drive across town, excited to see what the food blogger has prepared today. 

Sure, she’s my wife, but we’ve been married for so long. Five years? We’re supposed to have kids on our sixth anniversary. I could go for that. If she wants to, that is. I’m not going to sit around at home changing diapers when there’s money to make on the stock market. 

Lots of money. 

I lose some too, but that’s part of the game. I have a ‘conservative’ portfolio that I add to every money and never take from, but then there’s the other one. The money maker. My big risks. It’s a volatile game, but I get off on it. 

Driving home, I can’t stop thinking about my celebration routine. Karen is predictable. She goes to the gym and grocery store every afternoon. Sometimes she stops at the market, but it’s always those two things. Every day. She hasn’t changed in years. 

I park my car and hop out. Running inside, I check to make sure that Karen has left. Her computer is on the island with her recipe book next to it. She must have worked there today, but Karen’s not home. I drop my bag next to her stuff and head to the garage. 

It’s not too hot outside today, and the garage feels nice. Pulling up my shirt, I throw it to the ground. There’s a wall of boxes on one side of the garage. Karen never comes in here. I rub my hard abs and play with my stimulated nipples as I reach for the familiar, hidden box. The one Karen doesn’t know about because I’m her alpha. 

It’s just something I like to do. Alone. By myself. She need not know about it. 

Digging through the open box, I find a pair of white lacy panties I haven’t played with in a while. I fold the box and place it back in its spot before running over to the woodworking table. I have tools. I know how to use them and built a few pieces of furniture in the house. Nobody questions my manliness, but they would if they saw the panties. 

I kick off my pants and loose boxers. A small tinge of guilt runs through me as I slide on the white undies. My dick instantly becomes hard. I’m breathing like a sick animal. I can’t control myself or the excitement crashing through me. 

The stimulation from the lingerie has my eyes rolling into the back of my head. I prop my phone against the back of the table, opening it to my favorite page. Hunky men wearing lingerie with beautiful women. I dream of getting fucked by my wife like these guys but don’t have the balls to ask her. She would leave me like a bag of garbage on the sidewalk. I’m not the best husband, and I can’t feel the rift growing between us. 

We have to come together, but I push those mushy thoughts from my mind. Maybe we can talk at dinner. Until then, I have to enjoy my time alone in the house. 

Deep sounds leave the man’s mouth in the video. His woman has a massive cock spreading his hole. Biting my lip, I reach into my panties and imagine Karen doing the same. Or making me lick her pussy. She could sit on my face all day, and I wouldn’t complain. 

She’s beautiful and my wife. Guilt vibrates through me. I’ve been hiding this fetish for years. Too afraid to take charge and show Karen the true me. The man she married. I’m no different with or without lingerie. 

I push the thoughts from my mind again, focusing on the video and my rock-hard cock. It pulsates in my hand as I try not to cum. The moans from the video are loud around me. They surround me like steam in a sauna. I want to get out but can’t resist the pleasure. 

Squeezing my ass, my balls rush into my body. White shoots out my dick and covers the concrete floor. I’m in nothing but white panties pulled to the side. My dick is bright red and slimy from my cum. 

I hear a door close. My mind races. I’m panicking. The video is loud and irresistible. Throwing myself, I slam my phone to the tabletop. I try to turn the volume down when the door opens behind me. 

It’s Karen with wide eyes and a disgusted twist to her lips. She’s staring at me with varying levels of revulsion. Her eyes don’t hide a drop. “What are you wearing? Can you turn that video off, please? It’s disgusting.” 

She stands with her hand on her hips. Her lips snarl. She leans her head to the side as I cut the video. My dick is half hard and still hanging out for Karen to see. I tuck it back inside the fabric and reach for my jeans. She said nothing while I gathered my mess. Cum sticks to the floor, and I have nothing to clean it. 

Hiking up my jeans, my body burns from embarrassment. “Why are you home so early?” She shouldn’t have gotten back for another thirty minutes. That would have been plenty of time to clean the evidence. 

“I hurt my foot yesterday, don’t you remember? Just another piece of evidence that you don’t pay attention to me,” she said. Her voice gives me more guilt than the panties. We aren’t the same couple we were when we got married. I’ve grown comfortable. I know that. Maybe I take Karen for granted, but she has no right to judge me or my panties, which are hiding under my jeans now. 

“How long have you been doing this, Gary?” she asks. 

“Doing what?” 

“Please, don’t play stupid with me. You looked mighty comfortable in those panties, Gary. Watching that disgusting video. I saw what that woman fucking that man. Is that what you want?”

I shrug my shoulders. Words don’t form in my mind. I’m so hot, I can’t think about anything. She has caught me. After all this time, Karen finally knows my secret. She slams her hand against the door frame and screams. 

“You’re pathetic, Gary. I’m making dinner because I’m hungry. You can eat, but don’t think you’re sleeping next to me tonight. Coward,” she said and slammed the door, leaving me alone with the pile of cum. I shake my head and find something to clean it up before going back in the house to face my angry wife. 

 

***

 

Panties? My alpha husband wears panties? Lingerie? And not just the simple cotton pairs. He wears the sexy pairs with peek-a-boo holes and thin straps. I cut onions, but cooking doesn’t calm me today. The idea that Gary will eat my food disgusts me. I want to spit into his. He’s kept a secret from me for so long, I don’t know what to think. Can I ever trust him again? 

Adding the onions to the hot pan, I wipe the tears from my eyes. Some are from chopping the vegetable, others are from my horrid husband. He acts macho. The man of men. Nobody is more masculine than him. 

Ha!

What a trip. They know nothing. He’s lucky I didn’t take out my phone and snap a picture, but his reputation is tied to mine. The ladies who follow my blog love to hear about the mysterious alpha that sells stocks. The banker that makes all the money. 

Shoot, he loses a lot too. I don’t lose money like he does, but they don’t know that. Life is a fantasy, and I give my people what they want. But Gary’s friends? They would never forgive him. He would become their punch line. 

I’m stirring the cooked onions and add a little crushed garlic. I love the way the smell travels through my house. It brings the slightest joy knowing my dinner will taste great. After finding Gary in the garage, I need something comforting. I decided on a lasagna. 

I add the meat and everything else to my sauce and get it prepped for the oven. Sauce, cheese, noodle, and repeat. Gary complains about how fattening lasagna is. I wasn’t planning on this for tonight, but he deserves it. I want to feel good about myself, and lasagna will do that. Gary won’t. It’s a clear choice. Indulge. 

I feel my lips curl into a smile as I think about Gary and his diet. He emerges from the garage. He avoids looking in my direction, but I don’t care. I can’t process the lingerie. That’s for later. I need a forkful of pasta and meat first. Maybe a pint of ice cream too. Who knows?

Gary returns a few minutes later and sits at the island. He looks down at the stone counter. I don’t meet his eyes. Changing my face, I portray sadness. How could he hurt me and wear panties like a bitch? He’s supposed to be the big, bad alpha that doesn’t take no for an answer. The ladies’ man who does nothing like a woman. 

The sweet smells of lasagna and melted cheese drift through the house. Pouring myself a glass of white, I swirl the delicious liquid around the glass. I’m looking at my husband now and his pathetic sad face like this was a one-moment incident. Discovering him in lingerie after everything we’ve been through is much more than that. He knows it. That’s why he won’t look at me. 

“Say something,” I scream and slam my palm on the counter. He jumps but shakes his head. Is he wiping away a tear? 

He’s lucky I don’t break this glass over his head. I’d love to watch him on the ground begging for mercy, but we’re not violent. We use our words, never our fists. “You just going to sit there?!” 

I can’t control myself. The woman who wears nice dresses disappeared, replaced by her evil sister. “How long, Gary?”

“It wasn’t happening when we got married.” 

“So, the day after? Is that what you’re saying?” 

“No,” he says and shakes his head. I can hardly hear his voice. He wipes at his eyes again. The lasagna needs to hurry, so I can eat and lock myself in the bedroom. Things will remind me of him there, but I can’t look at his sad face another second. I’m pissed, angry. I don’t need his tears. He was the one with a secret, hiding in the garage to masturbate. 

The timer goes off. The sound relaxes me. I pull the lasagna out the over and set it on the counter. “Lasagna?” Gary asks in a disappointed voice. 

I cock my head back. It almost flies from my neck. “Is that a problem, Gary? You want to get into it about some lasagna?” 

“No,” he says. 

“Good, don’t touch it until I come back. Pervert,” I spit and walk to our bedroom. I want to enjoy my wine in away from him while the lasagna cools.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

 

I went to the garage to look for my panties this morning, but they weren’t there. I failed trying to open the bedroom door too. Karen must have gone out in the night to find my box of panties. My mind swirls as I try to put together the past twelve hours. They’ve been the most intense ones of our entire relationship. 

Karen has never been as angry as she was last night. The look in her eyes still haunts me. Sleeping on the old mattress hurt my back too. I wonder how many days it will take for Karen to allow me back in the bedroom. During our last fight, I had to wait a week. 

My problem now is much worse than that one. 

Sorting the fruits, I put Karen’s in one pile and mine in another. It’s been years since I made her a smoothie in the morning. One day I stopped, and she said nothing about it. I used to leave them in the fridge for her before leaving for work, but that’s only a memory. 

Hopefully making one now will put us on a path to recovery. I don’t know, but it’s worth a shot. After dumping her pile of fruit, ice, and some milk in the blender, I turn it on. The sound fills the house, and I remember Karen complaining about the noise. She had started to wake up later in the mornings because she worked at home full-time. Maybe that’s what led me to stop. I feel like a tool for forgetting her words. 

Shoot. It comes to me. She also said that the liquids separated by the time she awoke. Maybe I can knock on the bedroom door today before heading to the office. The stock market controls my working hours, but that doesn’t mean I can’t take a few minutes. Karen is worth my time. 

She doesn’t forget a thing. When I mention I don’t like a certain seed or nut, I never see it on my plate again. Karen runs a food blog and makes me her tester. I don’t know what recipes make it (because I never look at her blog), but when I sit down for dinner, it’s always something I like or something I’ve never seen before. 

The way she spoils me is amazing. Perhaps unhealthy. 

I pour her smoothie into a glass and get started on mine. It takes a few seconds before the machine whips it together. I use my travel bottle to hold it. 

My heart races as I approach our bedroom door with the mug. It’s like I’m going to my boss’s office after losing a big account. I don’t know what emotions to expect. She can say anything, and it would be her right. I deserve however she wants to punish me. I’ve been bad. 

Knocking on the door, I hear Karen stir behind the wood. She cracks open the door. It sits ajar. She looks at me and says nothing. 

“I made you a smoothie,” I say. 

“That’s nice,” she says and takes it from me. “Anything else?” 

I drop to my knees. She can’t leave. We have a life together. I’m still the man she knows. The one she loves. “Please don’t leave me,” I say with my hands clasped together. 

She drinks from her smoothie and looks down. I’m weak and in her possession. We can feel it. We’re connected. Husband and wife. I used to control things, but now she controls my secret. The cards are hers to play. What will she do? 

“We can talk about this on the weekend. Get to work, you will be paying the full mortgage for a few months,” she says. 

“That’s all?” 

She throws open the door. My box sits by the dresser. She steps over to it and turns it upside down. My years of pantie collection spill onto the floor. Her laugher frightens me. “How about I tell ring up your mother and friends and tell them about your little fetish?”

“No, please,” I say. My voice turns deep, demanding. 

“Shut up, Gary. You’re no alpha in my eyes. You might have muscles, but you’re nothing but a punk bitch,” she says, spitting on me with her words. She’s right. That’s what I am. I put on a dominant exterior to hide the truth from other. And myself. I’ve always been hiding this secret in shame. 

“I’ll pay whatever you want.”

“That’s what I thought, Gary. Get to work and make us some money,” she says and slams the door, leaving me in the hallway. Alone. Feeling pathetic. I stand and grab my smoothie from the kitchen before driving to work. 


 

CHAPTER 3

 

 

A day has passed since I discovered Gary. Two nights. Both of them without him in my bed. I can’t sleep next to him right now. As much as I miss his muscular arms keeping me warm, it wasn’t real. He had kept a lie from me for so many years. It’s a wonder I hadn’t caught him before. He spent a lot of time in the garage, doing who knows what. I never went to check. I have my own things to do. 

But Gary has surprised me. It was one thing I never expected from him. Perhaps cheating, yes. He’s handsome and muscular, but we’ve never had a problem with infidelity. I believe he has never cheated. But the lingerie puts the pieces together. The early, early mornings doing work in the garage to finish some birdhouse. He made them, but they were always low quality. Rush jobs to give him time to masturbate and a real excuse. 

He’s a clever guy, that Gary. My husband. My fucking husband. I try not to pull my hair thinking about him. Taking deep breaths, I walk to the kitchen for a glass of water. I need it to even out the burning edges within me. 

I stare out to our lovely yard. We have so much in life, Gary and I. We don’t have children, yet, but we’ve checked all the other boxes. I hear all the time how ‘jealous’ people are of my life. What would they say now? Do their husbands’ wear panties too? 

Sighing, I turn to the internet to find other women who have dealt with my problem. I need guidance, and not from my therapist. I share a lot with her, but this is crossing the line. She doesn’t need to know about Gary and the lingerie. We can talk about all my mommy and daddy problems, but not this. She knows Gary. They’ve chatted. It can’t happen. 

It doesn’t take more than a simple search to find blogs dedicated to the topic, but I find one of those question-and-answer sites. 

As I read, I feel that maybe I shouldn’t look. This advice is all over the place. It seems the men are different in every case. Some only want light lingerie, whereas other changed completely to a female, eventually. I wonder where Gary is on the spectrum. He wasn’t wearing a dress when I caught him, but maybe he wants to try. 

Questions form in my mind as I read all the details and events. I’m overwhelmed by the information. Maybe it’s good we didn’t have kids.

I’ve always wondered how our offspring will look. Half Gary and half me. Will they have his eyes and my hair or the opposite? Perhaps they could inherit traits from the grandparents. There’s no way to know until the thing comes out and grows into a little person. Rubbing my stomach, I remember all the conversations we used to have about children. Those don’t occur anymore. We never talk about having kids. 

But we’ve agreed on the sixth year. I will remove my implant then, and we’ll try for a baby. That’s the plan. 

It seems more like a dream now. If Gary wants to become a woman, I need to know so I can find a new man. I will always love him as a person, but a romantic relationship with a woman is off-the-tale. His masculinity attracts me. I love his hard body and demanding ways, even if I complain about them. But a part of me scrolls further into the darkness. 

People share their stories, and I realize I have to test Gary. Sexually. He needs a push to see how far he would go. He probably doesn’t know what he likes or doesn’t beyond the lingerie. 

After another hour of losing myself in the internet, I stumble on a website. We don’t live far from Chicago. Gary’s office is in the suburbs, mostly to avoid the city traffic. We left the city a few years ago when I quit my job. Gary opened his own brokerage, and we almost never see the massive buildings now. 

Some days I miss it, but most days I don’t. Our community has everything. 

The website belong to a woman that lives in Chicago. She’s a dominatrix who offers lessons in domination. I’m a timid woman who doesn’t push many boundaries. I enjoy my big house and domestic life when Gary isn’t an asshole. 

But we experienced an earthquake in our relationship. We have to pause and reflect. I need to push him. 

I jot down the woman’s number and call the dominatrix. She answers on the second ring. “Mistress Jenny, how may I help you?” 

Her sultry voice takes me by surprise. “Hello, I’m calling about the classes in domination. I found my husband wearing panties and would like to teach him a lesson.” 

“Although your why could use some work, I’m sure your pantie-wearing husband would enjoy it. Did you have a day in mind?” 

“Saturday?”

“Saturday works, but come early. I don’t like to work past noon that day.”

“I’ll be there at nine,” I say. 

“Don’t disappoint me, or I must teach you a lesson,” she says and hangs up the phone. I sit there in silence for a moment before going to prepare my list for the grocery store. My blog still has to run when I’m angry with Gary. 

 

***

 

It’s Saturday. I left before Gary awoke. He will probably wonder what happened. I never leave early in the mornings. There won’t be a breakfast waiting for him. He must cope on his own, poor guy. It’s unusual, but we’ve had a strange week. I have a feeling it will only get stranger after my meeting with Mistress Jenny today. She’s waiting for me at her office in Chicago. 

I don’t know what to expect. Will she whip me? Do I want her to? I must admit, the thought has crossed my mind many times as I drive to the city. 

Soon, skyscrapers fill the views. Chicago is a concrete jungle if I’ve ever seen one. Gary and I grew out of that phase in our lives. We had to move on from the past. We aren’t young like we used to be. 

Using GPS, I navigate through the wide city roads that never have enough space for all the cars. The city doesn’t sleep. It’s not some small town where everyone takes off on Saturday. There are cars and traffic everywhere, much more than I expected. I never come to the city and forget what it’s like. The hustle and bustle. The non-stop movement from one side to the other. I take half an hour to travel a few miles to Mistress Jenny’s apartment.

There are no signs, no notice. Just a little buzzer with her apartment number. I hit the doorbell, and her sultry voice comes over the intercom a minute later. 

“Welcome,” she says and the door cracks open with a buzz. 

I step inside, my heart racing, and climb the stairs to Mistress Jenny’s door. She is waiting in the door frame when I reach her floor, wearing a white cotton dress that hugs her wide hips. Her ass makes me jealous. Men must drool over her when she walks down the street. And her hair. It’s red, almost artificial looking, but it matches her eyebrows. Women would die for that color hair. Hairdressers almost never got the color right. 

“Should I take off my shoes?” I ask in the entrance. Jenny runs a hand down my left arm as she walks past me. She’s still wearing her heels. 

“Do as you wish,” she says with a long pause. 

“Karen. My name is Karen,” I say and put out my hand. She chuckles but shakes my hand. 

“You’re so stiff. Loosen up. Would you like some orange juice?” My face must look crazy because she laughs again. “Did you think I would offer alcohol at nine in the morning?” 

I shake my head, “I don’t know what I was expecting. Everything here seems so normal.” 

It’s true. From Jenny’s clothes to her cute city apartment, everything appears standard. Feminine, but a tad plain. 

“You haven’t seen the fun room yet,” she says and passes me a glass. 

“Thank you,” I say. 

“Follow me, Karen. I’ll show you the fun room,” she says. 

We walk. There are two bedrooms. One door is open and the other closed. Her light, bright bedroom shows a normal woman making it by in the city. My heart jumps as Mistress Jenny places her hand on the doorknob. She looks over her shoulder. Her smile sends a rush through my body. “Ready?” she asks. 

I nod, and she opens the door to her secret dungeon. Equipment to dominate line the walls. This was the image I pictured when entering a dominatrix’s home. I catch my breath as she leads me to a stool. 

“Tell me about your husband. What’s the problem? Why did you come here today?” 

Rubbing my chin, I recall our relationship. How Gary and I started out happier than a young couple skipping through the meadow. He treated me like an equal then. There wasn’t the same edge to his tone. The same expectations that I fulfill wifely duties. And the sex? We had the best sex. But over the years, things changes. Things always change. 

I tell Mistress Jenny about Gary’s changing behavior. The way he went from an amazing husband to one that I resent. When I look at him, it’s hard not to hate my life a little. 

Then, he wore panties. He kept them a secret too. Gary spent all his time in the garage relieving himself. Mistress Jenny shakes her head as I continue with the store of how I found Gary in the garage. 

“What a dirty man. We’ll set him straight. But he might love it,” she says. 

“I want to love him, but he has to take a backseat in our relationship.”

“That’s just what he wants. He doesn’t know it yet, but I do.”

“Teach me everything,” I say. 

Mistress Jenny begins takes a few things off her wall and explains how to use the different items on a man. She tells me that the most important aspect is to control the man’s orgasm. Give him sex. Make him horny, but control it. Men think with their penises more than they’d like to admit. We laugh as she shows me the ropes, figuratively and literally. I check my watch and hours have passed. 

I slip Mistress Jenny a couple hundred dollars and thank her for her wealth of knowledge. We leave the small dungeon and return to her normal-looking apartment. She shows me to the door and kisses me on the cheek. I head down the stairs, eager to try these new tricks on Gary. 


 

CHAPTER 4

 

 

Karen hasn’t been around all day. I woke up, and she wasn‘t home. There was zero sign of her. She had made the bed and left without notice. She’s always makes breakfast on Saturday mornings, saying it relaxes her. Sometimes the face she makes when she serves the food makes sends my heart sinking, but the flavors are always perfect. She knows how to put together a mean biscuit. Her scrambled eggs make me weak. 

There’s no telling where she went. She has hardly spoken since she found me wearing panties. My mind races thinking she went to tell people in our family, but that isn’t her style. I’m paranoid. 

Holding my head against the glass door, I look outside through the top of my eyelids. Our backyard sparkles in the morning sun. Beads of water shimmer on the tips of the grass. Blades bend as the water falls. 

I pace around the house, unsure what to do with myself. After waiting for two full hours, I figure out how to heat some leftovers. The smoothie I made in the morning isn’t sustaining me. I need more. 

The microwave beeps, and I remove the plastic container. It’s lasagna, not my favorite, but my stomach aches for food. I push my fork into the pasta and think about my waist expanding at the sides; my muscular body falling to the wayside with nowhere to go except toward the ground. It has taken years to gain this body. Karen knows how hard I work. 

She supports me. She’s an amazing wife and deserves a better husband. 

I’m not the nicest guy. Karen doesn’t demonize me when I talk bad about her pasta dishes. She knows I’m crazy for my body. She saw what I was like before, not too far but lacking confidence. I had put on so much weight our first year of marriage. 

The lasagna settles in my stomach and there is no going back. My mind wonders to the box of panties. Karen isn’t home. Maybe there’s time. 

No, there can’t be time. She cannot catch me again. 

I can’t let that happen. 

But all I can think about is that cotton hugging my hips. My soft dick poking through the holes in the fabric, watching it grow and soak the panties with my precum. I drop my head as I walk to our bedroom. Pushing open the door, the box is on the floor. My box of goodies. I miss it more than Karen in a sick way. My bones ache. My mind goes fuzzy. I drop to my knees and crawl across the floor. I open the box, and the panties spring at me. There are so many. I can’t decide. It’s been days since wearing a pair, and I never go that long. 

Minutes and minutes pass as I stare at the panties and contemplate slipping on a pair. My dick wants it. My mind tells me to stop. 

A sound comes from the hall. My heart jumps. I jump and get to my feet. I hear Karen storming into the kitchen. She can’t see me with the box. She’ll kill me. I run to get to the kitchen. 

We get there at the same time. She looks me up and down. “What were you doing?” 

“Nothing,” I say.

She raises her eyebrow. She’s carrying a bag, which she clutches closer to her body. I wonder what’s inside, but it doesn’t appear she wants to share the information. Walking past me, she says, “I’m hungry. Make me something to eat.” 

I wipe my hands on my pants. Karen struts to our bedroom, which I haven’t slept there in days. My panties are there. My life, everything that means something. “You know I’m a terrible cook.”

“Find a recipe, Gary. This isn’t a debate. You know what you did,” she says and looks at me over her shoulder. There’s no arguing with Raven when her eyes squint in that way. I find things in the fridge to make a salad. She doesn’t complain about its obvious lack of quality. 

Karen doesn’t allow me to sleep in the bedroom, either. 


 

CHAPTER 5

 

 

My heart pounds in my chest. I’m not sure I have the courage to dominate my husband. Gary is bigger than me. He fucks me with his big dick often. I love when he takes charge in the bedroom and feeling submissive under his muscles. I do.

But at the same time, he has treated me unfairly. He’s not the nice man he used to be. Gary has changed over the years. The panties aren’t what bother me as much as the lying. The deceitfulness he laid in our path. I can’t forgive that until I take charge and put Gary in his place. 

He is my husband. I love him, but he has to pay for his actions. 

I put on the tight skirt I bought after my meeting yesterday morning. I had a bunch of fun shopping in Chicago for the list of stuff I needed for today. Mistress Jenny prepared me well. I take a deep breath and look at myself in the mirror. 

“You can do this, Karen,” I say and run my hands down my sides. I pin my hair so I look like a sexy waitress from the past. A diner gal ready to serve my husband a meal. He deserves it. He has had this coming for years, ever since the first time he raised his voice at me. 

Since he started controlling the food, I put on my blog. 

The way he tells me to dress a certain way. 

He’s controlling and an asshole. 

Gary has to pay. 

Running a sharp color over my lips, I feel dominance creep into my bones. Confidence in my plan. My husband wears panties, and I will push him to the limit. I will take him there and see where he lands. My husband has had years of controlling me, and that’s a thing of the past. It won’t happen again. Not on my watch. 

I grab a flogger from my bag of goodies. It’s early Sunday morning. Gary sleeps until late in the day. I don’t understand it, but he’s always been that way. I can’t change him, but I can punish him. He’s my husband. We’re bound, and he’s made a mistake. He treated me wrong and kept a secret from me. I talk myself up on the walk to the living room. 

The remote sits next to Gary’s sleeping body. He must have fallen asleep watching TV, which he must love a little since he isn’t staying in the bedroom. I pull the cover back from his hand body. As I run the flogger over Gary’s bare skin, his eyes flutter open. 

He takes me in. My new look. I smile down at him with a wickedness on my face. I can feel the crazed lines. It’s impossible to resist. I can’t help myself. My husband has to pay. I love the look in his eyes. 

“What are you wearing?” he asks. 

 

***

 

She’s wearing something… sexy but scary. The look in her eyes makes the room feel like a winter day. A snowy swirl blowing around us. Raven and me. 

“What are you wearing?” I ask. 

“Don’t ask questions, pantie boy. Get up and wash the dishes in the sink,” she says and whips me lightly. I don’t even know what she’s holding, but the sting feels right. In the wrongest way. I almost don’t want to move so she’ll do it again. 

“I’m tired,” I say as I sit up on the sofa. She perches one leg on the coffee table. She’s not wearing panties, and my dick instantly grows hard. I love the sight of Karen’s sweet hole. The heat between her legs. 

Karen lifts the thing in her hands. It’s leather with long strands like a horse’s tail. “What is that?” 

“My new flogger to spank you. I suggest you get up,” she says and brings the flogger over my thighs. They’re muscular, and the move doesn’t bring pain. I want Karen to bend me over and show me a lesson with her new toy, but she can’t know I like it. I can see the satisfaction in her eyes. The wicked truth that she wants to punish me. I’m her prisoner for the day. Her husband with nowhere to run. No desire to flee. 

I stand and stumble toward the kitchen island. We have an open-concept house. Our living room isn’t separate from the other spaces. “What do you want?”

She whips me again. “Make me something delicious with eggs. There are plenty of ingredients in the fridge,” she says and takes a seat at the island. It’s where I normally sit while she makes breakfast. What a turn of events. 

I dig through what we have and find some meat and vegetables. She normally makes omelets, but I don’t have half Karen’s talent. She a rockstar in the kitchen. I’m a freshman on the first day of school. I make a scramble after cooking the meat. 

Karen doesn’t complain. She makes a satisfied moan with each bite. I try not to chuckle. When I taste the eggs, they’re find, but they don’t compare to the ones she makes. Hers are like getting something from a commercial. They’re soft, folded, and perfect every time. But Karen continues. The moans get louder. It’s uncomfortable. 

“You like the eggs?” 

She makes a delighted sound while chewing with her mouth closed. It doesn’t take her long to finish the plate. “But you know what I’d like more?” she asks. 

I shake my head, unsure of what she wants. I don’t want to wash the dishes again but feel that’s coming.

Karen puts one foot on the counter which makes me cringe, until I see the folds of her beautiful center. “Come over here and give me some dessert.” 

I don’t hesitate to go around the island and drop to my knees. It’s my dessert as much as hers. 

 

***

 

My juices cover his face. He has washed the dishes again, and I can see the sadness in his eyes. I’ve spoiled him far too much. He doesn’t deserve to wear that sad expression. It doesn’t suit him. Gary’s the arrogant man that knows everything. He shouldn’t look like a sad, hurt animal from washing the dishes. Something I seem to do often even though it is his chore. I didn’t complain, but now that day has passed. 

“Can I go back to sleep now?” he asks. 

The sound that leaves my mouth startles us both. I can see the shock in his eyes. He must think he married a crazy woman. Maybe I am crazy. But he’s part of the reason I have reached this point. 

“You’re not sleeping today. At all,” I say and whip the counter. Gary flinches and jumps back. I love the control I have over him. My confidence grows with the second. “But you’re going to like what we do next. Go get your box from the room and my bag off the bed.”

Gary hesitates before he disappears to the room. He returns a minute later. I can see the faint smile on his face. He wants this. Gary needs to wear his panties. He’s a little slut, and I will make sure he knows it. 

I dig through the box and find a few pairs of lacy panties. He must have spent a fortune on all this lingerie. He has as much as me. It’s the first time I dig through the box, and the realization shocks me. It’s hard not to lose control and show Gary my weaknesses, but I can’t. He can’t win this fight. 

“Do you like the red pair or the blue ones?” 

“The blue ones are more comfortable,” he says looking at them. He didn’t hesitate before he spoke. Gary must know all the pairs well. The way his eyes light up as he moves the fabric between his fingers. I whip my flogger in the air. He jumps. 

“Pick a pair and put them on. We don’t have all day. You took a long time to make me cum,” I say, but really I came twice. He didn’t notice the first time. I tried my best to hide it. He kept on licking like nothing happened. 

Gary is naked as he slips on the blue pair. They don’t look bad around his muscular thighs. They aren’t the most extravagant pair. And his dick. Wow, it looks large. I almost want to taste it myself, but that’s his job today. I’m not sucking any dick. 

I reach for the bag from my shopping trip yesterday and retrieve a dress. It’s short and Gary’s size. He stares at it in my hands. I can see he knows what I expect, so I toss it at him with no words. He holds it up, and I nod. It’s okay, Gary. Love it. Embrace it. I just want to see how far you’ll take this. How much do you want to be a woman, Gary? 

He can’t hear my thoughts as he steps into the fabric. It hides his shoulders and hugs his hips. I go around the back and zip it up. 

“Now that you’re beautiful like a woman, you can clean the yard.” 

“What? You want me to go outside like this?” 

“We have a privacy fence and the grass needs cut. Are you trying to disappoint me?” 

“No, but—”

“I don’t want to hear any excuses, or I’ll tell everyone about your desires,” I say. I don’t want to take a picture yet, but I plan to when he’s outside and not paying attention. 

“What if someone sees me?” 

“Nobody will see you.” 

“You don’t—”

“Outside, now!” I yell at him. He scurries outside and runs to the shed. I lock the door behind him. It doesn’t take long until the sound of the lawn mower fills the void. He’s such a good husband, cleaning up the backyard like I ask. I return to the kitchen to grab a glass of lemonade Gary prepared after eating my pussy. 

I watch him from the sink. He’s a small figure, going back and forth across the grass. I hardly recognize him in the dress. He’s a hoot. I could do this every weekend. Checking my phone, I ignore my husband wearing a dress. It’s the new normal, our new thing. He might be small in the distance, but I can see the smile on his happy face. Pervert. My weird husband. I still love him. 

A pounding comes at the glass. “Let me in, Karen. The neighbor,” Gary’s saying. He’s begging me. I see the neighbor dangling over the fence, but he probably can’t see me. I duck under the island and ignore Gary. He curses my name, and I eventually hear him say hello to the neighbor who wants something, but I’m not opening the door in this outfit. I look like a dominatrix. What would they think of us? Gary has to take one for the team. He needs to find an excuse. I can’t help him. 

I check my phone, waiting for ten minutes before I go to to open the door. He curses my name when he gets inside. “Why did you help me, Karen?” 

“Not part of the deal,” I say and admire the yard. “The grass looks great.” 

Gary laughs. At first, it makes me uncomfortable, but then it’s contagious. I can’t help but laugh too. We’re on the floor in a fit. 

 

***

 

Karen left me for dead. The neighbor saw me in a dress. I can’t believe it. My body shakes now that I’m inside. I watch football with the guy sometimes, and he saw me in a dress. 

Karen sits at the island and laughs. She doesn’t care about my ruined life. I can never go over to their house and watch football again. The way he would look at me. He was wondering if I wanted to watch the baseball game tonight, but that’s not a possibility either. 

“You aren’t finished either,” she says and stands. 

My heart clutches. I don’t want to continue. I’d rather return all the panties and return to my normal life. The secret is out. I’ll buy it and move on to my new life. 

“I already texted the neighbors. You don’t have to worry about them. I told them it was a prank. We had read about it online. Jess said she might even make her husband try on a dress,” she says. 

“He would never wear one.”

“Jess said he’s interested, between me and her. You two can act like nothing happen. Be as manly and in denial as you want about it.” 

“What do you want now, Karen?” 

Karen moves something from under the island. It’s a wig. She places her makeup bag next to it. “We’re going to doll you up,” she says. “Sit down and get ready for a real transformation.” 

“I enjoy wearing panties, but I don’t want to become a woman,” I say. Part of me wants to don the wig, but I’m afraid of the feelings it’ll reveal. What if I like it too much? What if I can’t go back afterward? There are many possibilities. I don’t want to know which path will attract me. I might not want to turn back. 

But there’s resistance in my soul. A man beneath the surface. 

“You’ll do what I say. If you love it, let me know. I love you, Gary, and I want us to be happy. We can’t go back to the bickering and hatred.”

“We can’t,” I say. 

“So, you agree?” 

“Yes.”

Karen puts the wig over my head and has the makeup done a few minutes later. She’s been great at makeup for years. I remember how I used to watch her in awe, until I started wanting it for myself. Then, I had to look away when she got ready. Or the jealousy would put in a foul mood. 

“Get ready, baby,” Karen says. She pulls out her laptop and searches the web. This day has pushed me to the limit. I don’t know what she’s doing on the computer, but I’m nervous. My palms sweat. I forget the makeup on my face and rub my forearm across my forehead. Karen hisses. “Don’t mess up my work.” 

She opens the camera. I don’t recognize the site. There are two camera boxes, and one of them is on me. Wearing a dress. I don’t look that bad, which makes me curtsy in the camera. Karen brings down the whip against my ass. 

“What’s going on?” I ask with a purr in my voice. I love the whip. That has to stay. Karen can punish me for the rest of our lives. It will never get old. 

A man pops up on the screen. I can’t see anything but his dick. I’ve heard about websites like these. Karen stands and whispers into my ear, “get a man to cum. Then, cum yourself.” She whips me again, which sends my dick to the next level. I don’t love the sight of another man’s penis, but Karen makes me horny. She sits on the counter, behind the computer, and plays with her pussy. 

I focus on that as the man jacks off. It doesn’t take long before I’m whipping out my dick. He types a message into the chat. Why does he want to talk? 

Ignoring it, I continue to stroke my dick. We’re panting, making noises. Karen looks over at the screen. She clicks, and the camera rotates. 

A younger man appears. He’s muscular. His body built like a fighter. His dick isn’t bad too; makes mine look tiny. Karen must want a man like him to please her, but he seems interested in my ensemble. 

Bend over you dirty slut. Show me your ass, the man types into the chat. 

His muscles command me. I grab a stool and bend over it. My dress rides up to reveal my panties beneath. He saw my dick in the front too. 

Put a finger in your ass, whore, the man writes. I swallow and slowly move my hand around. It takes a lot to resist this man. My body is as nice as his, but he looks bad. Like he grew up in the wrong neighborhood. Like he doesn’t take no for an answer. Tattoos cover his skinny body. A massive dick sits in his hands. Karen has her eyes on us both while she pleasures herself. 

I just want to crawl across the floor and eat her pussy again. This man keeps pushing me further down a rabbit hole I’ve tried to avoid my entire life. 

Karen moans. Her voice is sexy, captivating. She sounds unhinged. 

A snapping sounds makes me look over my shoulder. Karen has closed the computer. 

“Come over here and finish me,” she says while rubbing her clit. 

I go over to her, in my dress and wig. My dick is throbbing beneath me. The stranger worked me up, but Karen will finish me off. Entering her, I’m surrounded in a familiar warmth. She scratches at my chest as our bodies adjust together. I’m inside her thrusting, feeling alive. 

The dress falls to the background. I close my eyes. The only thing that matters is pleasuring my wife. I’ll never disappoint her again. We’ll stay together forever. I’ll do whatever she says. 

“Cum baby. Fill me up,” she says. Her voice is sexy when she begs for my cum. 

My cheeks squeeze together. I grunt and feel the streams of liquid leave my tip. Her pussy is contracting around my dick. I’m cumming more than I have in ages. 

Karen relaxes and falls back. My dick slips out of her. “Now make me something good to eat.” 


 

CHAPTER 6

 

 

Six Months Later

 My belly hasn’t started to grow yet, but a test came back positive. Gary and I haven’t been happier than these last few months. Our marriage is amazing. There are days when I dominate him, and then days where he does me. 

I missed his commanding, asshole ways too much. But we make it work. We love each other. We’re happy. 

Today’s my day to take change. I have the flogger by my side, which Gary never uses on me, while he cooks my dinner. 

He’ll be making a lot of dinners until this baby comes. I don’t have the energy. My feet already hurt, and they aren’t even swollen yet! This baby takes a lot of my stamina. I feel something sucking the life from me, but it’s the most beautiful feeling in the world. 

Gary and I will bring a child into our life, and I couldn’t be happier. I love my husband, even when he’s wearing his lingerie. He even wears some to bed now, which feels nice against my skin. 

It kills me to keep the secret from my blog readers, but the neighbors know. They take part. We keep each other’s secrets.
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