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You Could Be

A Mother, Too! 

By Bea Bunny


Chapter 1

Mark Baumann looked down at the beautiful blonde haired woman lying in bed next to him and thought ‘I must be the luckiest man in the world with a perfect life. He had had a wonderful evening of pleasure with this woman uh … Sara wasn’t it? His wife’s job took her to San Francisco for two to four days once a month. So he had plenty of time to find other delights which was good since Betty was very ordinary in bed. 

However, his wife’s position in a prestigious law firm as a corporate lawyer earned her over five times what he made as an apprentice in a local auto repair shop. His pride kept him working, but he was more than willing to spend the money in their joint checking account. 

His luck had changed one night in Las Vegas. He had his first real winning streak. He had won over $12,000. He had used most of it to win the heart of the pretty brunette lawyer. He had noticed her in a classy gray suit with modest knee-length skirt playing the slot machines. She was on a week vacation, the same as Mark. With the money in his pocket he had found the courage to approach her. He wined and dined her with a passion. She had ended up drunk and in his bed every night until on Friday, they had gotten married. He was still amazed at his good fortune. They had now been married for nine months. 

Their schedules left them with little time together. As well as her monthly trips up the coast, Betty worked long evenings during the week. She had weekends off, but the auto shop had a set of self-service gas pumps which the owner liked to keep open on the week-Page - 3
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end. As low men on the totem pole, Mark and Tom Riley had to work every Saturday and Sunday. Mark had Mondays and Tuesdays off. 

Mark felt the time apart allowed him to keep his independence. On the other hand Betty kept trying to find ways to spend more time together. She made sure that on Saturday nights they could spend some time in bed. He was happy to keep her satisfied as long as he had time for other dalliances. 

The other constant complaint from his wife was about his refusal to do any housework or cooking. Since she almost always broke down and cleaned house at least every other weekend while he was at work and insisted on making a home cooked meal that they could eat together at least twice a week and they could afford carryout the rest of the week, he did not see the big deal. Besides in his view cooking and cleaning were woman’s work anyway. 

Needless to say, he did not see how his life could get any better. He was looking forward to a long marriage. Sara started to wiggle and slowly come to life. He leaned over and kissed her hard on the lips. “Are you ready for another round?” 

She gave him a quick peck on his lips and sat up. “You may have today off, but I need to be at the restaurant by 7:00.” She worked at Sue’s All Night Diner just down the street from the auto shop which was where they had met. She got out of bed. He watched her as she slid her panties up her legs with a slight wiggle. He enjoyed watching women dressing almost as much as undressing them. He watched her breasts being lowered into their C

cup bra, the attribute that had first attracted him. 

When she had the pink uniform with the white trim in place, she leaned over and gave him one last kiss. “See you. I’ll do my makeup at work. That way you won’t have any chance to mess it up.” 

“Are we on for next month?” 

“Maybe, ask me in a couple of weeks!” 

He watched as she moved out the door. He could swear that she added an extra swing to her hips. In a few minutes he heard the front door closed. 

He slowly rose out of bed and pulled on boxer shorts. He was contemplating what to do for the rest of the day when the doorbell rang. Maybe Sara had decided that she had time for a quickie. He slipped on a robe and hurried down the stairs. 

As soon as he opened the door he was tempted to slam it back shut. Standing there was their next-door neighbor from across the street, Sylvia Briggs. He was not fond of the woman at all. First she was in his opinion a dog. She wore her short black hair in a pixie style. She wore a pale pink lipstick with little other makeup. Her wire rimmed glasses made her eyes appear beady. They had never gotten along, but to make matters worse she and Betty were great friends. 

“Need a cup of sugar?” 

“No!” 

“Well Betty’s not here!” 

“I know! I came to talk to you. Won’t you invite me in?” 
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His natural instinct urged him to slam the door, but a picture of Betty popped into his head and civility won out. “Sure. Come in!” 

She immediately led the way to the living room and sat down on the couch. He aim-lessly followed. “You’d better sit down!” He sat down in an armchair on the other side of a coffee table from the couch. From a packet in her hand which he had not noticed before she pulled out several photographs and arranged them in front of Mark so that he could see. He slowly scanned the pictures from one side of the table to the other. There were six photos of Sara and him in various stages of the previous evening’s play. 

“How the hell did you get these?” 

“You really should get in the habit of closing the drapes.” 

“You little bitch.” 

“Sticks and stones will break my bones, but names will never hurt me.” 

“Are you going to tell Betty?” 

“As her best friend I should! But I have something else in mind.” 

“What?” 

“As you know I run a daycare in my home. I could use your help on Mondays and Tuesdays when you’re off.” 

“That’s my only time off. Besides I don’t know anything about daycare.” 

“We’ll train you. Look, we both know that if Betty saw these pictures, she’d drop you in a second. You’ve got it pretty good here.” 

Mark thought for a moment. Sylvia did know his wife very well. Still he needed some time to think and figure his way out of this way. “Can I think this over?” 

“No can do. We need to get going to get you ready for the morning rush. Come with me now or your marriage is over.” 

He sighed. He had better play along until he had time to think of a better alternative. 

“Okay, let me get dressed.” 

“You might as well come like that. We’ll dress you there.” 

“Why would I do that?” 

“You might say that I have a dress code.” 

“What does that mean?” 

“I specialize in caring for babies of single mothers. Most of them have been abused by men. I guarantee that only woman will work for me.” 

“But that leaves me out.” 

“Trust me. You’ll fit in!” Mark hesitated. He did not like the sounds of that at all. 

“Come with me now or you might as well start packing now.” She headed for the front door. Reluctantly, he followed. 

When they got to Sylvia’s house, he was immediately led to a bathroom on the ground floor. She was in no mood to waste time. “Take off the robe and whatever else that you Page - 5
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have on.” Once again he hesitated. “You did not have any trouble baring everything for Sara.” How did she know her name? Suddenly he was for the first time really scared. 

After he stripped, she started applying a pink foam all over his body. By the time that she was finished his body was starting to tingle. “We need to wait for ten minutes. I’ll be back.” By this time he was afraid to do anything so he patiently waited for her return. 

As soon as she got back she started the shower. She was now wearing a bathrobe. “Get in.” Much to his surprise as he stepped into the stall she shed her robe and followed. She was completely naked. She still did not turn him on. She started to scrub his skin with a nylon scrubber. Although she was a little rough, it actually felt fairly pleasant. When he noticed that all of his body hair was gone, he became very uncomfortable. She finished by washing his hair with a sweet smelling shampoo. 

She turned off the water and handed him a towel. The smooth feel of his skin left him completely disoriented. She handed a small triangular piece of nylon with obvious leg holes. “What’s this?” 

“It’s called a gaff. You don’t want any embarrassing moments in front of the mothers.” 

“What are these ridges that feel like wire?” 

“Decoration, these were specially designed for me by a woman from New York.” 

“Have you done this before?” 

“Yes. Now put it on.” 

He put his legs through the holes. As he pulled the garment toward his crotch it looked too small. He hesitated. Unceremonious, she jammed his penis between his legs and pulled the gaff all the way up. It took his breath away. Fortunately, he had not eaten or he would have lost his breakfast. “I told you that we’re in a hurry, here!” She handed him a pair of pink panties. With the gaff in place he had no trouble pulling them into place. 

She motioned for him to sit on the closed toilet and helped him start sliding pantyhose up his legs. They were extremely tight. “Is this really necessary?” 

“After standing all day you’ll appreciate these support hose. Now stand up.” 

She put a pretty pink bra around his chest with lace trim. There was obviously too much material at the breast area. Then she gruffly pulled up his little flesh and put in an insert on each side. The cleavage almost looked natural. She left him little time to admire his new shape as she lowered a white cotton dress with pretty pink flowers over his head. 

She let him button the front as she took a blow drier to his hair. 

“You’ve got just enough hair for a decent curl so don’t cut it.” 

Mark had enough. “You can’t tell me …” Suddenly he felt a sharp pain in his groin. If she had not had a hold on his hair, he would have fallen to his knees. He meekly waited for it to subside as she finished his hair with a pair of pink barrettes. 

Then she started to work on his face. She careful applied a liquid over his cheeks, forehead, and neck until everything was covered. Then with a small brush she added mascara to his eyelashes and eyebrows. “We’ll have to thin those brows when we have more time.” 

Then she applied some powder to his cheeks and eyelids. Next she brought out a dark red lipstick. She finished with a coat of powder over the entire face. When she moved so he Page - 6
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could see himself in the mirror, his mouth dropped open. For someone who did not wear much makeup she sure knew how to use it. He had rosy cheeks, dark expressive eyes and inviting red lips. He could not believe that was him. 

He obediently stepped into the white pumps with two-inch heel that she placed before him. He took a few tentative steps. 

“Now, we don’t have time for you to be admiring yourself like some beauty queen.” 

He felt himself blush at the correctness of that statement. “Peggy has already got the first three babies in bed. She will tell you what to do.” 

Peggy was Sylvia’s nineteen-year-old daughter. Her hair was a light brown, but she wore it in the same pixie style as her mother. Unlike her mother the girl was plump which led Mark to find her even less

attractive. He was not about to

be bossed around by some

teenage girl. 

“No little twit …” Once

again a sharp pain filled his

vital area. This time he did fall

to his knees. 

“That’s not good for your

pantyhose.” She helped him to

his feet. “Now, if you value

your marriage, you’ll do eve-

rything that she tells you to

do!” 

There was a smile on Peg-

gy’s face as he entered the

front room. He wondered how

much she knew about what

had gone on in the bathroom. 

There were five cribs arranged

along the wall. There was a

rocking chair situated in the

center of the room. A playpen

occupied one corner of the

room. There were two babies

crying. 

“Now Martha, you will be

responsible for these five ba-

bies.” 

Through clenched teeth he

said, “my name’s not Martha.” 
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“Now sweetie, look at yourself. Do you really want me to use your real name?” 

“Martha’s fine.” 

“Since this is your first day I’ve already checked. Two babies need their diapers changed. Do you want to guess which ones?” 

“The ones that are crying!” 

“Go to the head of the class. Now, go get the first one.” 

“Aren’t you going to show me how?” 

“You learn by doing, dear! I’ll correct you if you go astray. Just be sure to support the head when you pick them up. There is a changing table against the far wall.” 

He went to the baby who was crying loudest. He tentatively picked it up and cradled it. He could feel the wet diaper against his skin. He noted the approving nod from Peggy. 

He laid the baby on the changing table. As he pulled off the old diaper, he saw that she was a girl. 

“There’s a pail for old diapers next to the door.” He got rid of the old diaper. He was wondering how mothers could take the smell. “The new diapers are in the cabinet.” He went over and picked up a new diaper. As he returned to the table she handed him a clean washcloth. “Be sure to wipe the babies good, then dry and power before you put on the new diaper.” It took him a good five minutes to finish the task. 

He returned her to her crib and went on to the next one. As soon as the diaper was clear, a stream of liquid stained the hem of his dress. “With the boys you’ll want to throw a cloth over their penis as soon as possible.” Methodically, he cleaned him good and made sure that he was dry and powered before he clothed him in a new diaper. No sooner had he gotten the second baby back in bed, then another started bawling. Sure enough, they were now wet. 

As soon as he gotten everyone settled, Peggy came in with a bottle. “Tomorrow I’ll show you how to prepare the bottles, but for today I’ll bring yours. Babies eat often. So we start feedings at 10, 12 and 2. Why don’t you start with Jane?” 

“Which one is Jane?” 

“Sorry. You’ll need to learn their names. She pointed to a crib by the front window, 

“Jane.” Then she slowly turned around the room in a clockwise direction. “Willie, Sue, Tommy and Jimmie.” She handed him the bottle. 

After picking up Jane and carrying her to the rocking chair Mark found it a pleasure to finally be able to sit down. After taking a few minutes to find a comfortable position for them both, he watched as the little baby slowly drained the fluid. He became aware of a slight vibration in his crotch which stopped when he pulled the bottle away. 

He slowly he worked his way around the room. The vibration continued as he fed each child. It was not an unpleasant feeling. In fact he could sense himself becoming aroused. 

But he found it frustrating that his penis had nowhere to expand so he had no way to release the building sexual tension. By the time he had them all fed, he was dieing to jerk off. 

He even started to reach for his crotch when another painful jolt to his groin had him on his knees. 
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About this time Peggy came in from the kitchen. “Time to check their diapers again!” 

And so the day went bye, a continual succession of diapers and bottles. Sylvia came to check on him during the 12 o’clock feeding. A smile spread across her face as she watched him with Willie. She could swear that he was cooing. 

“Martha, you look like a natural. You know that I could get you some drugs so that you could actually breast feed them.” 

He stopped and looked at her, the frustration and anger from the day slowly building. 

“You little bitch, …” A sharp pain shot through him. He quickly returned the bottle to Willie’s mouth so that the vibration replaced the pain. 

The day continued without a break. He was told that he should make sure that everyone got a turn in the playpen, no more than three at a time, yet another chore to eat away the time. By the time that he was nearing the end of the final feeding, he could barely keep his eyes open. The vibration was still there and darn, he was daydreaming about having a baby at his breast. 

As he was putting the last baby back in the crib, Peggy came in. “You need to check and make sure that no one goes home with a wet diaper.” He sighed and started around the room. 

About 4:30 the mothers started coming to pick up their children. Mark was introduced to everyone. Sylvia apologized that he was not able to meet them in the morning. Each mother felt the need to give him a hug and a kiss on the cheek. It felt more like family than a working relationship. 

Finally all the babies were gone. Sylvia invited him into the kitchen for a cup of coffee which he gratefully accepted. Sylvia, Peggy and Mark were all sitting around the table talking about all the cute things that the babies had done that day. He shocked himself by contributing a story on toe play. He could not remember ever being so tired. It was after 6:30 when he managed to find the energy to rise. 

As he headed for the front door, Sylvia pulled out a white dress with purple flowers from the hall closet along with a paper bag. She handed him the hanger that it was on as well as the bag. “You can wear this tomorrow. The bag has clean underwear.” 

“I’m not doing this again.” 

“Sure you are! You did really well.” 

He was surprised when a strong feeling of pride welled up inside of him. Still enough was enough. “I’ve never been so tired!” 

“It gets easier. Did I mention that you will get paid?” 

“How much?” 

“I can only pay minimum wage, but it’s so fulfilling working with children.” 

Mark could feel his male macho slowly returning. “I never should have done this.” 

“Remember your marriage is at stake. I still have the pictures.” 

“I’m no longer sure that it is worth it.” 
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“Remember financial security. You’ll never make as much as Betty. And did I mention that I videotaped your day here?” 

“What?” 

“I videotaped you. You were so sweet, changing diapers, feeding them their bottle and playing with them. I bet your boss Harry at the auto shop would get a kick out of that. Has he ever seen you in a dress?” 

“You wouldn’t.” 

“Of course I would! I think that you look so sweet.” She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “See you tomorrow.” 

Mark had no energy to fight. Besides she could not make him show up. The way that he felt now, he might not wake up at all tomorrow. The walk to his house seemed so much longer than it had this morning. For a moment he did not think that he was going to make it. 

He climbed the stairs to the bedroom. He hung the clean dress in the closet. He kicked off the pumps. Boy did that feel good. He unbuttoned his dress and let it slide down to the floor. He remembered that Sylvia had told him to soak it. So he went into the bathroom and found a bottle of detergent that Betty used to wash some of her work clothes. The box said to use cold water so he fill the sink and added the prescribed amount of soap and added the dress. 

By the time he reached the bed, he could go no further. He climbed under the covers with the rest of the clothes still on. Just before he lost consciousness he thought, ‘no way can I take another day like this.’


Chapter 2

The sound of the phone finally managed to pull Mark out of his deep slumber. He glanced at the clock. It read 6 o’clock. Could something be wrong with Betty? He picked up the receiver. 

“Good Morning sweetie, I just wanted to make sure that you were up. Remember to take a shower and wash your hair. You need to be dressed and over here by 6:30 so I can do your hair and makeup before the mothers arrived.” 

The sound of Sylvia’s voice reminded him that he was still wearing a bra and pantyhose. It scared him that his cleavage looked so real. “I’m going back to bed.” 

“You know if a marriage ends within the first year, you have to return all the wedding presents. I’ll see you in thirty minutes!” 

He knew that he was going to find someway for that bitch to pay and still save his marriage. But he did not have time to think about it now. Reluctantly, he pulled himself off the bed and went into the bathroom. He unhooked the bra and watched the inserts fall to the floor. As he wiggled out of the pantyhose, he noted that they were almost as much trouble to take off as put on. He added the underwear to the soak water in the sink. 
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The warm water of the shower did revive him. He decided to use Betty’s shampoo and conditioner on his hair as well as her body wash. He was awake when he stepped out, but still had little energy. He suddenly realized that he had gone a whole day without eating. 

He did not have time to worry about that now. 

Back in the bedroom he opened the bag of underwear. Everything was lavender today except for the tan pantyhose. He decided that he did not really need the gaff. So he pulled on the panties and pantyhose. With difficulty he managed to finally get the bra hooked in back. He retrieved the inserts from the bathroom. He slipped the dress over his head and buttoned the front. It was already twenty-five after, so he stepped into the pumps and headed down the stairs. 

Peggy answered the door. “Sylvia’s in the bathroom waiting for you.” He headed down the hallway as she went back to the kitchen. As he reached the door, his hunger was becoming overwhelming. 

“Sylvia, I realized that I did not eat at all yesterday.” 

“Fortunately for you, Peggy’s fixing us breakfast. Let me get to work on your hair.” 

She started to work with a brush and blow drier. She used the same style as the previous day with purple barrettes. Just as she appeared to be done she suddenly whacked him across the back of the legs. With only the protection of pantyhose the pain was so sharp the he gave an involuntary yelp. 

“We don’t have time for you to be screwing around. You didn’t put your gaff on.” 

He looked down at his crotch. How could she tell? He could not see any signs. 

“If I can tell, then the mothers can tell. I can’t let you fuck up my business!” 

She reached in the closet and pulled out another gaff. She threw it at him. He managed to get his arms up in time to catch it. 

“Can I trust you to get them on or am I going to have to dress you everyday?” He quickly nodded. “I’m going to cool off for a few minutes.” 

After she left the room he rushed to get the pantyhose and panties off so it he could put the gaff on. For some reason he found it scary to see her so angry. He found some sense of security to have the gaff in place. He made sure that he was completely flat. He was pulling the pantyhose up when she reentered the room. 

Without a word she went to work on his face. She started by applying a white cream which she then washed off. Then she rubbed in a pink liquid. Finally she applied the same makeup that she had used on Monday. When she finished, she looked at her watch. 

“We barely have time for breakfast now. Eventually, you are going to have to do all this yourself without forgetting anything. Then you’ll be ready to work when you get here.” 

She glared at him as if expecting a negative response. He decided against it. He was ready to eat and he had felt enough pain already. She led the way to kitchen. 

He was a little disappointed to see breakfast. There were three large glasses on the table. He was hopping for something a little more substantial. Sylvia handed him one of the glasses. 
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He tried to keep his tone cheerful. “What’s this?” 

“It’s a high energy drink. It contains fruit, vegetables, milk and juices plus some additional vitamins and supplements. It doesn’t look like much, but it’s all you need.” 

He took a sip. To his surprise it tasted good. Of course at this moment anything would taste good. He took several more gulps. “It’s delicious!” 

“I’ll make sure that Betty gets the recipe.” 

What had he done? The last thing in the world that he wanted was Sylvia talking to his wife. He took another drink. 

While they were having breakfast, Peggy showed him the procedure for warming for-mula. He helped her get the first feeding ready. Sylvia went to the front to await the arrival of the babies. 

After everything was warming, Mark went to make sure that everyone had a dry diaper. By now changing diapers was a mechanical process for him. He did not even have to think about it. He was even getting use to the smell. 

Even though his legs were becoming accustomed to standing in the high heeled pumps he really relished feeding time, being able to sit with a warm baby in his arms. The satisfied gurgle of the little ones when they were done gave him a contented feeling. He was getting used to gaff. The periodic pains that had assaulted his groin were gone. The vibration during feeding seemed to still be there, but that only added to his contentment. 

He found himself thinking more and more about how a woman must feel to nurse a baby. He also seemed to have come to grips with the sexually arousal that seem to build throughout the day. Although by afternoon he found himself looking forward to his wife’s return from San Francisco that evening. 

Once again there was no time to relax. With five babies to look after there was constantly someone who needed something. He was surprised that the breakfast seemed to last so that he did not get hungry during the day. He also found himself admiring Peggy’s abilities to handle babies in any situation. He had to admit that he had never taken the time to learn anything about her. 

As the day finally began to wind down after the last feeding Mark kept a close watch on the clock. Betty usually got home from the airport around seven. He sure did not want her to catch him in a dress. At 5:30 there was only one baby left to be picked up. 

“Sylvia could I please go?” 

“I appreciate that you asked. Your attitude was much approved today. You did a wonderful job with the babies. Are you sure you don’t want to work for me full time?” 

“I’m quite happy at the auto shop, thank you.” 

“Okay, it was never my intention to make you lose your job. Mary should be here any minute. Stay until Willie is picked up. We can talk about next week.” 

He had no intention of being back next week, but there was no reason to tell her that. 

“It’s just that Betty is due home tonight.” 

“And you want to have supper ready for her?” 
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“Well, … no!” 

“You really should you know. She works awfully hard. Those business trips wear on her.” 

“I just don’t want to be in a dress when she gets home!” 

Sylvia was about to say something, then thought better. “Help Peggy finish washing the bottles and then you can go.” 

Relieved, he went to the kitchen to find Peggy about halfway done washing. He picked up a towel and started drying. It turned out that Willie was long gone by the time they were finished. It was already 6:15. Sylvia was waiting at the door. 

“On Monday you need to be here at 6.” ‘Not on your life,’ he thought. “I’ve got some ideas about cutting down on the time that it takes you to get ready. Also, we’ll get you started on doing your own makeup. If everything works out, you shouldn’t have to come so early.” 

Mark leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. “Thank you for everything. I can sure use the extra money.” Sylvia beamed. As he expected, he was out the door before she could recover. Now he had almost a week to outwit the little bitch. 

Mark was thinking about how great his boxer shorts felt when he heard the garage door open. “Hello honey, I’m home. He looked at the clock. It was only 6:45. His purple flower dress lay on the bed. There were female undergarments strewed across the floor. 

He quickly grabbed everything and stuffed it in the bottom drawer. 

He was just able to straighten up when she entered the bedroom rolling a suitcase behind her. She was a good-looking woman when her makeup was done with silky brown hair. She could not be called well endowed, but her clothes hid that fact. 

She stopped and let go of the suitcase when she saw him. A big grin spread across her face. Her eyes darted up and down his body. For several moments she could not decide what to say. 

“Well you’ve been busy. You shaved your body.” 

“I’ve been getting grease in the hair on my arms and legs.” It was a lame excuse, but he could not think of anything else. He had not had time to prepare for this meeting. 

She smiled broadly again. “And your chest.” He blushed. She stepped toward him and gently rubbed his chest lingering at the breast. “Don’t be embarrassed. I think you look sexy.” The sexual tension that had been building all day suddenly intensified. She kissed him hard on the lips. When they parted, she murmured, “I like your lipstick!” 

He almost fell over. He had completely forgotten about his makeup. His face felt like it would be forever red. “I …. I…” She kissed him again. “Let me get changed. I feel like I’ve been in these clothes forever. I’m tired. I think that I’ll just put on my nightgown. Should I get you one?” 

He shook his head as she disappeared into the bathroom. His mind was racing. He had spent the last two days to keep his wife from finding out that he was playing around. Now she thought that he was turning into a flaming drag queen. Why was she being so calm about this? What should he do now? Suddenly things were too complicated. 
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He heard the water in the shower go on. He started to pull on a pair of shorts. Then he looked down at his legs. He changed to jeans. He added a long-sleeved sport shirt. He went downstairs and plopped onto the couch. He tried to think but he had a headache. He laid back and fell sleep. 

A wet feeling on his ear woke him up. His eyes opened. Betty was seated next to him. 

She had on his favorite red nightgown. It showed off what little breasts that she had and only went down to her thighs. He did not understand. His world was turning upside down. She was never aggressive. It sometimes took hours for him to get her aroused. Now she was licking his ear. He sat up. 

“Are you ready for bed?” He had never seen that look in her eyes. 

“What about supper?” 

“Are you going to fix something?” 

“I’m too tired and I have a bit of headache.” 

“Me too. How about ordering a Pizza?” 

“The usual.” 

“Sure.” 

He went to the telephone in the kitchen and ordered a pizza. His wife took a couple of beers from the refrigerator. As he lowered the phone, she handed him a pill. 

“What’s this?” 

“A Midol for your headache!” Was she trying to rub it in? No, she seemed to be sin-cere. He went to the sink for a glass of water. Then he took the pill. 

When he returned to the living she had already drained at least a fourth of her beer. 

There was some movie on the TV. She was lying with her back at one end of the couch. He sat down at the other end. The couch was short enough that with her foot she could rub his bare arm, sliding the sleeve up and down. He had been aroused too much of this day. 

Still he was very uncomfortable. It was not that he did not enjoy sex with his wife. He would fuck just about any woman with pleasure. But he was used to being in charge. Suddenly he seemed to have no control over his life. 

Finally the pizza arrived. Betty had finished her beer and was now curled up next to him. She had his shirt unbuttoned and her hand was fondling his breast. When the doorbell rang, he almost leaped to his feet. Much longer and he would not be able to answer the door. 

Betty went after another beer while he paid the deliveryman. Back in the living room he realized that he had no idea what was showing on the TV. His wife quickly down a piece of pizza and finished off her second beer. He had finished his beer and was working on his second piece. She was kissing his chest and neck. He had reached his limit. “Let’s go to bed!” 

They left the pizza box on the coffee table and almost rushed up the stairs. She was now kissing him on the lips making it difficult to traverse the steps. At the bed she pulled off his shirt and started on his belt buckle. As she unzipped the zipper, she was pressing him against the bed. He fell onto his back. She was pulling at the jeans and then his shorts. 
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Then she almost paused as she slowly slid her panties off onto the floor. He had never felt so aroused, but she was totally in charge. She slowly slid across his body stopping to lick his nipples which were surprisingly sensitive. Then she moved to his mouth. Then she raised her breast to his lips. He sucked and licked the nipple for all he was worth, then the other side. Then she straddled his face with her legs, lowering herself to the waiting tongue. She seemed to stay there for the longest time being satisfied over and over again. 

Meanwhile he was sticking straight up, almost begging for some kind of release. Finally she lowered her groin to meet his rod. For almost five minutes she moved her hips like a crazed woman. Then suddenly it was over as she rolled over onto her side. His groin still yearned for more, but she kissed him on the lips and then snuggled up beside him. 

He was completely exhausted, but sleep would not come. He could not make sense of what was happening. This was probably one of the few times since the honeymoon that they had sex during the week. It was certainly the first time that Betty had been on top. He still had a faint sense of arousal which had seemed to plague him for the last two days. 


Chapter 3

Once again the phone ringing awakened Mark. A huge picture of Sylvia flashed in his brain. Then the ringing stopped and he fell back asleep. 

The next thing he knew he was being kissed on the lips. Betty was standing over him. 

She was wearing a pink suit with a frilly white blouse. She had on that coral lipstick that he admired with a touch of blush and eye shadow. He remembered what had attracted him that first night in the casino. 

“Sylvia called. I made you one of those breakfast drinks that you like.” 

Suddenly he was wide-awake and sat up. “What did she say?” 

“Just that you had been helping out with her daycare for the past two days. I think that is so sweet. We have talked about having a family, but I was worried that you weren’t really serious. This shows that you really would be a great father.” 

He wanted more detail. Had Sylvia mentioned how he was dressed, what he had done for her and most important why he was helping? At the same time he was afraid to probe too much. What if he inadvertently told her more than she already knew, better to keep silent. 

She leaned over and kissed him again. “Well, I have to be going. Have a good day.” 

He watched her leave. He tried to go back to sleep, but his mind was racing again. He sat up. He could not seem to straighten things out in his mind. His headache was back. 

The breakfast drink was sitting on the end table. He slowly drank. He went to the bathroom for aspirin. All he could find was Midol. Damn! Why did he never do the shopping? 

He chased the pill with the rest of his breakfast. 

He returned to the bathroom. In the mirror he saw the remains of his makeup and curly hair. At least his face was still smooth. He did not have to shave, but he sure needed a shower. The warm water felt good on his aching muscles. He felt good as stepped out of Page - 15
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the stall until he looked in the mirror again. There were still slight traces of makeup. Well, he had scrubbed as hard as he could. Hopefully no one would notice. His hair was a little tamer, although some curl remained. He tried pulling his comb through his hair, but it was hopeless. He resorted to Betty’s brush. 

Returning to the bedroom he went to the closet. He put on his short-sleeved work sheet with auto shop logo above the pocket. When he saw his arms, he almost switched to a long sleeved shirt, but that was not good when working on cars. Besides, Harry would not like him to be out of uniform. At least his blue pants covered up his legs. 

Since he had already eaten breakfast, he was ready early. He went down to the living room to flick on the TV. He mindlessly watched the screen as his mind replayed the last two days. When it was time to go, he went to the bathroom for one more pass of the brush. 

He was chagrined to see that most of the curl had return. 

Harry Huggins was a bulky man with huge hairy arms. His chest was hairy also which everyone knew since he never buttoned his shirt all the way. To say that he was a man’s man was an understatement. Thus, Mark was a little apprehensive about work. He tried to sneak through the office to the garage, but Harry was also observant. 

“Hey Mark, get over here.” 

Two of the mechanics, Billy Hobbs and Frank Richards were also standing by the front counter when he walked up. Harry gave him a long stare. The other two men were grinning. 

“What’s with the arms and hair?” 

He knew these men would never go for the excuse that he had tried on Betty. But then every excuse that he had thought of was lame. “I’ve been getting hot lately.” 

“So you let your hair grow?” 

“I just haven’t made it to a barber.” For some reason Sylvia’s warning suddenly popped into his head. He wished that he had never met that woman. 

“Well, you helped me make a decision. You can fill the coffee order this morning.” 

“What about Doris?” Doris Long was the only female who worked at the shop. Although with her short hair and rail thin figure, it was sometimes hard to remember her sex. Besides she wore the same uniform as everyone else and tried to spend as much time in the garage as possible despite the fact that Harry had made her responsible for the office. 

“She’s on vacation this week. I just decided that you can cover the office for her for the rest of the week.” 

“I was suppose to help Billy with a brake job this morning!” 

“He can get along without you. Here’s the coffee order.” 

It did not hit him until he walked through the door that the diner where they always got coffee was the same place where Sara worked. She was behind the counter when he walked in. She repressed a chuckle when she saw him. 

“You look pretty this morning. Was it something that I did?” 
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He wanted to scream out ‘yes!’, but he replied meekly, “I don’t know what you mean!” 

She continued to smile knowingly. “What can I get you?” 

“I need 7 coffees, 4 with cream and sugar.” 

“So you after Doris’s job.” 

He responded louder than necessary, “no!” Then he calmed himself. “She’s on vacation this week.” 

Sara continued to glance his way as she filled the order. He shifted uncomfortably on one of the stools. 

“So have you decided about next month.” 

She smiled. “I think that you better forget about next month!” 

He felt like he had been hit in the stomach. He was extremely happy when he was able to head back to the shop. After he had passed out the coffees, Harry motioned him over to the big metal desk that he used in the back room. “You need to cover the cash register. 

Since you work on weekends that should be no problem for you. Just make sure that no-body takes his or her car without paying the bill. You also need to file the invoices. I also have this stack of invoices from Monday and Tuesday. I was going to wait until Doris got back, but filing should be right down your alley.” 

Mark had to sit all day at a small desk behind the main counter. The filing did not take long. Occasionally, he got to talk to customers as they left or pick up their cars. Harry asked him to call a couple of suppliers and mail off some checks. He was being treated like a secretary. 

Around noon he was sent back to the diner for lunch orders. Fortunately Sara was busy, so Helen waited on him. Even though she was almost as pretty as Sara, he could not bring himself to flirt. He glumly sat and drank a coke while the food was being prepared. 

After he had passed out the food, he was eating a cheeseburger and fries at his desk. 

Harry brought another stack of letters to be mailed. “Shouldn’t you be eating a salad, darling? Can’t let your figure go!” His boss had been making similar snide remarks all day. 

He paused in front of Mark as if expecting a response. Mark sure wanted to response, but he bit his tongue. Besides he did not know what to say. 

“Can you use a computer?” 

“Not really. Why?” 

“No reason!” 

Mark endured a long boring afternoon. Even though it was a hell of lot more work, he almost missed tending babies. The first two days of the week had certainly gone bye faster. 

Finally the day ended and he could go home. 

As usual he got home before Betty. Normally he would take a shower, but no need for that today. He moped around waiting for his wife to arrive. Around 7:30 she came through the door carrying Chinese take out. She knew better than to expect him to prepare supper. 
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She seemed particularly happy to see him which was a pleasant contrast to the strange reactions that he had gotten from people all day. She kissed him passionately on the lips. 

After she had changed into a pair of shorts and scoop necked blouse, they ate. 

He did not feel like talking about his day so she carried the conversation. She was working on a merger between two companies. For maybe the first time he realized how exciting her job must be. He looked at her with renewed admiration. 

After dinner they retired to the living room to watch TV. He was still depressed, so he let her pick out a romantic comedy for the VCR. They usually watched in separate chairs, but she pushed him toward the couch where she cuddled up next to him. She had been so loving since she got back from San Francisco. 

His mind wandered. He was really concerned about work. He tried to think of something to get back into Harry’s good graces. He wanted to work on cars not sit in an office all day. Not once did he think about his situation with Sylvia. 


Chapter 4

Thursday and Friday were pretty much repeats of Wednesday. So Mark was looking forward to Saturday because Harry did not work on weekends. He was a little miffed when the boss gave Tom Riley the key to open up. That had been his job for over two years. 

They arrived at the usual time of 7 o’clock. Things immediately took a horrible turn. 

Tom went into Harry’s office and plopped into the boss’s chair. He began reading the morning paper. The rest of the morning Mark was left to handle the cash register no matter how many customers showed up at the same time. 

They had been working weekends together for almost nine months. They had always alternated. By 10 Mark was sick of it. When he finally got a break in the flow of business, he confronted Tom. 

“Get your lazy ass out of that chair!” 

“What are you going to do about it, girl? Go crying to the boss. He’d take that real well.” 

He had hit a nerve. With the way that Harry had treated Mark all week what could he do? He had absolutely no leverage to make Tom do anything. He skulked back to the counter trying to get Tom’s big grin out of his mind. 

By 6 o’clock closing Mark was beat. He had handled the shop all day with absolutely no help. He even had to sweep the floor himself. He had refused to get Tom’s lunch. But even that had been a hallow victory when Tom ordered Pizza which he paid for out of the till. Mark had to replace it with his own money to avoid a discrepancy in the receipts. 
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When Tom locked up the shop, Mark was now dreading having to work on Sunday. 

He dejectedly walked home. As he walked in the front door, he was ready for a shower. 

Betty came in from the kitchen and gave him a kiss as he headed up the stairs. 

He pulled off his clothes as he passed through the bedroom. As he stepped into the shower, he noticed a bottle of depilatory cream. He held it to his eyes to be sure. He headed for the kitchen with the bottle still in his hand. 

Betty was sitting at the kitchen table flipping through a cookbook. She looked up and whistled. He blushed realizing that he was naked. 

“I was thinking. You know how you always use the fact that you can’t cook as a reason for not fixing meals. I thought that we might fix supper together so that you could start learning.” 

She had managed to distract him. “Sure, that sounds okay.” Then his eyes landed on the bottle. “What’s this doing in the shower? Did you intend for me to use it?” 

“I was hoping. I’ve gotten use to your sexy smooth skin. I’ll make it worth your while later.” 

She was sitting there, batting her eyes. She was wearing a cute yellow sundress that had ridden up in the chair and was barely covering her crotch. The rising and falling of her chest made it obvious that she was not wearing a bra. “Won’t you do it for me?” 

Mark was conflicted. The abysmal treatment that he had received at work had made him want to somehow assert his macho side. But he was having trouble tying that to the appearance of his body when she was looking so beautiful and offering herself to him. The more immediate return won out. “I’d do anything for you!” 

When he returned to the kitchen, Mark was wearing a pair of denim shorts and a tee shirt with his skin as smooth as a baby’s. His wife was already getting food out of the refrigerator. There was a stack of vegetables on the counter. “I thought that we would make stir fry. You cut up the vegetables while I handle the wok.” 

She explained the recipe while they worked so he would understand what they were doing. He actually found it enjoyable to be working with someone after his long day. Even though she had asked, he had not said much about work. 

“By the way I did laundry today. I wanted you to know that I washed your dresses and underthings.” 

He had completely forgotten about those. He replied meekly, “what?” 

“I found some of it in the sink last Tuesday and the rest was stuffed in a drawer. You really need to take better care of your clothes. I assumed that you would want it washed with the rest of your dirty laundry. I was right wasn’t I?” 

Mark searched her eyes for the least sign of reproach. He did not find any. He kissed her on the cheek and replied, “Sure, thanks.” Fortunately the tasks at hand kept him from dwelling on what had just happened. He would have to worry about it later. 

The meal tasted excellent, more so since they had made it together. Betty talked about her day cleaning and shopping. After his day he was almost envious. They shared a bottle Page - 19
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of wine so they were a little tipsy after they were done eating. There were a couple of close calls with the dishes as they cleaned up. 

As they hung the dishtowels on the refrigerator, Betty started kissing him, first on the lips and then on the neck. He led the way up the bedroom. She pulled his shirt off over his head. He slid the dress down her body to the floor. She unbuttoned and unzipped his shorts. He slid his boxers down right after them. 

She rushed to his arms and starting kissing again. The momentum knocked him on the bed. She was all over him. He was surprised how sensitive his hairless body was. Finally she offered him her breast. He took it in his mouth and made her squirm. Then she slid her panties down to allow his tongue between her legs. They were both nearly exhausted when she lowered herself onto his waiting penis. It was a brief but explosive climax for them both. She collapsed next to him. 

After about fifteen minutes she stirred. Climbing to her knees she murmured, “let’s take a shower together.” 

It was almost like they were on their honeymoon again. He used a nylon scrubber to rub bodywash all over her paying particular attention to her breasts and between her legs. 

She returned the favor except that she pretty much ignored the expanding presence between his legs. 

When they were done and had dried each other with towels she slid her red nightgown which had been hanging on the door over his head. He shivered as the nylon touched his skin. He gave her a puzzled look. “You deserve a reward for a job well done!” He noted that she had planned this ahead of time as there was also a baby blue nightgown which she put on. A hard kiss to his lips melted any resistance that he had. 

When they reentered the bedroom, she handed him a pair of red panties matching his gown. He had relaxed enough so that she could push his obstruction between his legs as he pulled the panties in place. He wanted her to use her hand on the nylon to release his building tension. But instead she kissed his lips and flicked his nipple which seemed more sensitive than normal. 

She pulled her panties on and hopped into bed. He crawled in next to her. Since she had taken control of their sex life, he seemed to be aroused so much more often including now. Yet he was not completely satisfied. He fell asleep with her loving arms around him. 

When he woke up in the morning, Mark was surprised that Betty was up before him. 

She usually did not get up early on weekends. Now it was two days in row. When he reached the kitchen, she already had a breakfast drink on the table for him. He had the same drink every morning since Sylvia had introduced them to him. Since someone else was doing the work, he was not about to complain. 

As he sat at the table in his pretty nightgown, he realized that he had to go to work. 

How he just wanted to stay in that nightgown all day. As he was changing into his work clothes, Betty was sitting on the bed watching. 

“You know, you can wear the panties.” 

“Yeah, right.” 

“I mean it. I don’t mind!” 
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He looked at her. He did not detect any malicious intent, but he could imagine what Tom would think. “Thanks, but I think that I’ll go with my boxers.” 

“Okay, suit yourself.” She got up from the bed and came over to kiss him. Then she left the room to let him finish dressing. 

On Sundays the shop did not open until 8. As Mark expected, Tom was content to sit back and let him do all the work. Fortunately, Sundays were never very busy. Harry had considered not even opening, but had decided since he had the help there was enough business to make a profit. 

In the afternoon things got really slow. At 4 an hour had passed without a customer. 

Tom called Mark into the back room. 

“Look I know that I have been mean to you all weekend. I want to make it up to you. 

Here’s 20 dollars.” He laid a twenty-dollar bill on the desk. 

“What’s the catch?” 

“No catch. You’ve just got to give me a blow job which I figure you like doing anyway!” 

Mark’s eyes widen as Tom walked around the desk unbuckling his pants. Too late Mark realized that he was cut off from the door which slammed shut with a resounding bang. Tom’s pants and shorts were to his knees and he was already extending at least six inches toward Mark. 

As he tried to push past, Tom grabbed his arm and it was immediately obvious he was no match for the bigger man. With his free hand he grabbed a shoulder and forced Mark to his knees. 

It was hard to say who was more surprised when Mark started crying. But Tom recovered quickly. “Isn’t that just like a little girl? Just think of this as practice for Mister Right.” 

The bell on the front door sounded. There was a customer. Flustered Tom tried to get his pants back in place. “Go get that.” 

Mark did not have to be told twice. He opened the door of the office. Without stopping he continued right on out the front door. He did not look back. He took the long way home stopping in a neighborhood park. He did not want to explain to Betty why he was home early. 

After he got home and had taken a shower, he stood in front of the mirror thinking about how the weekend had gone. He noticed that the red nightgown was on the back of the door. He slipped it over his head. He felt better. He rummaged through the dirty clothes and found the red panties. 

When he entered the kitchen, Betty could not repress a squeal. She rushed over and hugged him and kissed him on the lips. She tied an apron around his waist and they made a baked chicken recipe for dinner together. 

After dinner they watched a movie. As much as he longed for passionate sex, Betty was never in the mood the night before she had to go to work. That did not stop her from fondling his breasts through the nightgown. He did not understand why his chest had be-Page - 21
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come so sensitive all of a sudden. She smiled as he would occasionally squirm away from her. She thought, ‘things are going nicely!’


Chapter 5

As she kissed him goodbye in the morning, Betty left his breakfast drink on the side table. He was about to settle back into bed. The phone rang. He answered, “Hello?” 

“You better get your butt over here. We have a lot to do this morning.” 

The phone went dead. Mark realized that with everything else going on he had completely forgotten about Sylvia. He certainly had not thought of another way to keep her from telling Betty about Sara. His relationship with his wife was the only thing in his life that seemed to be going well. He did not want to jeopardize it. 

He gulped down his breakfast drink and found the pink panties and bra in the drawer. 

He was about to forgo the gaff when he remembered the sting of Sylvia’s brush. It took about ten minutes for him to get dressed and make it over across the street. He was out of breath when Peggy opened the door. 

“You know where the bathroom is.” 

Sylvia was waiting with a chair in the bathroom. She smiled. “Good I see that you are completely dressed.” He had no doubt that she was referring to the gaff. “I’m glad to see that you are taking care of your body hair. I’ll be extremely happy when you can get ready totally by yourself. Now sit down.” 

She leaned him back so that she could wash his hair. She nodded with approval when she saw that he had obviously been shampooing regularly. She applied a lotion as she quickly rolled his hair. Mark was amazed how nimble her fingers were. When she was done she put the hood of a hair drier over his head and went to work on his eyebrows. He felt a familiar vibration start in his groin and started to doze so he did not notice Peggy come in and start to work on his hands. 

He must have been completely asleep because he was startled awake when the drier stopped. He stifled a yawn with his hand and then did a double take. He nails were now bright red ovals. To his surprise rather than a feeling of horror his sense of arousal intensified. Besides he knew better than to complain while Sylvia was working with his hair. 

When the rollers were out and she had brushed his hair, she stood him up. As he looked in the mirror, he felt his mouth drop open. He head was a mass of curls. “What have you done?” 

“Beauty shops charge a lot of money for this buster.” 

He cringed while waiting for the sting of Sylvia’s wrath. “I didn’t mean …. I think that it looks nice. I’m just not used to having my hair done.” 

Sylvia smiled at his reaction. “It’s a permanent. For the next month or so if you just wash your hair in the morning and then brush, it will look like this.” That meant that he had no choice. “Now, we are going to go through your makeup one product at a time. 
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You’ll apply it and I’ll critique your technique.” It took him three tries, but he finally came close to what Sylvia wanted. She looked at her watch. “It’s already 7:15. We’ve left Peggy on her own long enough. Hopefully from now on you’ll come ready to work.” 

The day sped bye. Mark particularly enjoyed feeding the babies with that vibrating sensation in his groin. After his week at the auto shop it was a pleasant change. He briefly thought, ‘why go back?’ But he made more money at the shop and if he ever got back to working on cars, it would be a boost to his male ego. 

When the final baby was picked up, he was actually feeling pretty good, a little tired but nothing like last week. Maybe he was getting more efficient or maybe he was getting used to it or more likely a little of both. 

It was a quarter to six when he walked in his front door. He was startle to hear a noise from the kitchen. Then Betty stuck her head out the door. “I got off early today. Why don’t you grab an apron and help me with dinner before you change.” He blushed. He was still embarrassed to have her see him in feminine clothes although she seemed to hardly notice. 

He followed as asked. Soon they were fixing pork chops with a spinach soufflé. The vibration in his groin returned. This was the first time that he felt it when he was not at Sylvia’s house. It felt good and he started to hum. Betty smiled as she watched him out of the corner of her eye. 

When they had everything cooking, he went to take a shower. As soon as the water stopped, Betty walked in and handed him a pair of shorts, tank top, gaff and panties. 

“Here are some clothes to put on.” She immediately turned and left. They were obviously woman’s clothes. What about his boxers and jean shorts? He tentatively pulled on the gaff and panties. As soon as the shorts were in place, the vibration started and he was hooked. 

After he pulled on the tank top over his head, he paused at the mirror. How did they make clothes do that? He did not remember his chest sticking out like that. The nipples were even visible. He should not have cleavage. He heard Betty yelling from downstairs. 

Dinner was ready. 

After dinner they carried the dishes into the kitchen. She turned to him and said, “by the way I left a recipe for pot roast on the counter. Tomorrow if you put it on as soon as you get home, it should be ready when I get home. I’ll leave you to do dishes. I have some contracts to read.” That sounded more like a command than a request, but she was gone before he could say anything. It did not take him long to finish cleaning up. 

When he was done, he went to sit on the couch and flicked on the TV. Betty put away her papers and cuddled up next to him. They watched a news special on the childcare cri-sis. Betty continuously let her hands wandered across his breasts. Combined with the vibration in his shorts he was having trouble concentrating. He did not get much out of the program but after it was over, she leaned over and kissed him and said, “Aren’t you glad that you are doing your part.” He just nodded. “Let’s get ready for bed.” 

He did not even question it when she handed a nightgown. Betty showed him how to use cold crème to remove his makeup. Then she applied some moisturizer to his face. As he brushed his teeth and saw his feminine form in the mirror, his sense of arousal made him realize how much he desired his wife. He fell asleep with her arms draped around him. 

Page - 23

YOU COULD BE A MOTHER... 

BY BEA BUNNY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale


Chapter 6

Betty awoke Mark with a kiss and left his breakfast drink on the side table and then left for work. He got up and showered. He put on his second outfit, the dress with purple flowers. He brushed his hair. True to Sylvia’s work the curls returned to a well manner state. 

He went and finished his breakfast. Then he went to work on his makeup. Since he was going solo for the first time, he spent well over a half hour. But by the time that he had finished, it was time to go. 

He arrived at the same time as Mary Hinds, one of the mothers. Since her baby, Jimmie, was one of his regulars, Mark took him from her and starting talking baby talk to his face as he had seen some of the mothers do. When Sylvia answered the door, she smiled at the image before her. She knew that her neighbor would be easy to train. 

She made small talk with Mary while he went to put Jimmie in a crib. When he returned the mother had left. 

“Martha, you look beautiful this morning. You did a good job with your makeup. You are a fast learner. Come to the bathroom and let me just touch up a few spots.” 

She was probably just being nice, but the compliment still made him feel good. He paid close attention as she explained how he could do better and corrected some minor flaws. 

Within fifteen minutes all the children had arrived. Then one task just followed another. There was always something to do. Feeding time was quickly becoming Mark’s favorite time of the day. The babies were usually so happy and content and he just seemed to have a warm cozy feeling all over his body which he found almost sensual. 

He was becoming more confident and self-assured. Occasionally he would need Peggy’s help with a finicky child, but he could usually handle things on his own. Peggy and Sylvia were becoming friends. They would often joke together usually about his inexperience. She was usually just so positive toward him. 

He was feeling pretty good that evening. He had not noticed it while he was busy, but he was extremely tired. He figured that he could afford to rest a bit before he fixed supper. 

He plopped down on the couch. Almost immediately a sharp pain shot up through his groin. This was becoming a regular occurrence. He was concerned because he had never really been sick before. 

After a few minutes he managed to get and go to the bathroom. There was still only Midol in the medicine cabinet, so he popped a couple. Almost as soon as he had gotten up, he started to feel better so he started on supper. When the pot roast was on the stove cooking, he went and took a shower. The clothes that he had worn the previous evening were on the back of the toilet. He was never one to give an extra effort, so he put them on rather than get some of his own clothes out. He went to watch the news on TV. 
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It was 8:10 when Betty finally got home. He had been falling in and out sleep for the past hour. He was getting hungry so he went to the door greet her. She gave him a big smile when she saw how he was dressed. She also gave him a big kiss. 

They had a leisurely dinner. She did most of the talking. After hearing about the corporate deals that she had been working on, he knew that she would find his day boring. After dinner he did the dishes while she went to change. Then they played a game of scrab ble. By the time the game was over, they were ready for bed. Soon they were nestled in bed wearing matching sleepwear. 

Chapter7

The following morning the alarm clock brought him out of a deep sleep. He could not turn it off quick enough. He was puzzled because they rarely used the alarm clock. Betty had always got him up when she left for the work. The breakfast drink on the side table indicated that she was already gone. Maybe she had been unable to wake him. 

Finally he noticed the clock. It was twenty minutes to eight. It took fifteen minutes to walk to work and Betty had taken their only car. He was going to be late. 

He quickly shed the nightgown, panties and gaff. He pulled on the boxers and his blue work pants. He was having trouble with his shirt. It had always been a little tight, but now he could not fasten the last two buttons. How had his chest grown? He would have to leave them. 

He went to the bathroom. When he looked in the mirror, he heart sank. A quick pass with Betty’s brush made his curls presentable, but his wife had not reminded him to wash his face before they went to bed and there were definitely traces of makeup on his face. A quick search of the bathroom revealed that he could not find the cold crème. He did the best that he could with soap. That was when he noticed that there was still polish on his nails. The soap was no help there. 

He took a last look in the mirror. A very feminine face peered out from underneath the curls. He tried to convince himself the cleavage visible through his open shirt was barely noticeable. It did not help when he raised his hand to push a stray hair out of his eyes. 

If he waited any longer, he would have no job. He forced himself out the door. In the bedroom he grabbed his breakfast. He rushed to the kitchen where he transferred the liquid to a Styrofoam cup. Then he was on his way. 

He could not go too fast, since every few steps he would try to take a drink. He was almost finished with breakfast when he reached the shop. He paused at the door to drain the last drop. When he entered, Harry was standing at the counter in a very agitated state. He looked up and when he saw Mark, he starting shaking his head slowly. 

“You’re twenty-five minutes late. I was beginning to hope that you would not show.” 

He handed Mark a sheet of paper. “Here’s the coffee order. You’d better get a move on it. 

And I need to talk with you when you get back.” 
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He was only too glad to leave again. As he walked down the street he was conflicted by the need to hurry and the reluctance to feel his boss’s wrath. He finally reached the diner and to make matters worse Sara was there to wait on him. When she saw him, she let out a disgusted laugh. He handed her the order without speaking. 

She muttered under her breath as she poured the coffees. As she arranged the drinks on a tray on the counter that he could carry them back, she whispered sternly, “I may go shopping with you sometime, but I sure as hell will never go to bed with you again.” She glanced around to make sure that none of the other customers had heard. She did not want them to know that she had ever gone out with this loser. 

He was almost depressed. This day was making working daycare seem like a cake-walk. Back at the shop he distributed drinks and then went to Harry’s office to receive his medicine. 

“Close the door and sit down Marcie.” This did not sound good, he never closed his door. “I can’t deny that I’m disappointed in you girl. First you take off early on Sunday.” 

Mark looked surprised. “Yes, Tom told on you. I didn’t want to believe it, so I came over to check. I don’t like to have to come in on weekends. Then you come in twenty-five minutes late today. I know you women take a long time to get ready, but I can’t allow it. Marcie, can you give me any reason not to fire you?” 

“I …, I just have always wanted to be a mechanic. Please give me another chance?” 

Harry looked skeptical. “You’re headed in the wrong direction!” He paused. “For two and a half years you have been a decent worker. I don’t know what has happened the past two weeks, I can’t let you find yourself on my time. Can you leave your personal life at home?” 

“Yes! Please Mr. Huggins give me another chance!” Mark felt so humiliated. He could not remember anyone ever calling the older man mister. 

“Okay, here’s the deal. I’ll let you cover the cash register and work on inventory. I got a new computer on Monday. I want to you to computerize my business.” 

“But I told you that I did not know anything about computers.” 

“Well, you better learn fast. There’s a tutorial. I expect to see some progress by the end of the week.” 

He was almost afraid to ask, but he had to know. “I was suppose to help Billy with a tune-up.” 

“I assigned that to Doris. She’s been after me to work in the garage. At the moment she’s more deserving than you are. Besides, aren’t you afraid that you’ll break a nail?” He felt completely deflated. The only reason he had taken a job at this shop was the possibility of someday becoming a full-fledged mechanic. Now he may never get to work on cars again. How could things get any worse? 

“There are two more things. First, since you will not be working in the garage, I am going to cut your salary to minimum wage. Second, since you have proved to be so irrespon-sible these days, I have made Tom weekend manager. You will answer to him.” 

“You can’t just arbitrarily cut my salary.” 
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“You’re free to quit. Will you accept those conditions or not?” 

“Yes.” 

“I can’t hear you?” 

“I’ll accept those terms!” 

“Okay, get to work then.” 

Mark had absolutely zero computer experience. It took close to three fourths of an hour to figure out how to turn the dang machine on. Once he got started the tutorial turned out to be straight forward, except he was not sure how what he was doing applied to the auto shop. 

He was interrupted several times as people picked up their cars and paid their bills. He was also expected to pick up lunch orders. Finally by afternoon he was ready to try something original. One of the lessons had created a form for entering data. He had been filing invoices all day from the various jobs completed. He wanted to create a form to enter the data from the invoices. 

The task took complete concentration. He did not hear Harry approached. He paused to consider the next step and noticed his boss staring from the other side of the counter. He was frowning. Mark was beginning to dislike the big oaf. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“Doris at least has the decency to wear a bra.” 

He flushed red. Harry would not ask any of the other guys to wear a bra. Then he gaze stopped on his chest. Maybe the request was not so unreasonable. 

His boss left him alone the rest of the afternoon, but the damage was done. With his concentration broken he found it difficult to get back on track and made slow progress the rest of the day. Since he was handling the cash register, he had to stay until the last car was picked up. It turned out that Harry had promised someone that the shop would stay open an extra fifteen minutes so that they could get their car. 

It was 7 o’clock before Mark got home. Still he beat his wife. He was depressed. The more that he thought about the situation, the more hopeless it appeared. 

Betty found him moping on the couch. She was surprised to see him in work clothes. 

She never imagined that he would find the courage to go to the shop with his hair, nails and remains of his makeup. She pumped him for the details of his day. It was even better than she had hope for. She was ready to push a little further. 

“So explain again how your boss is treating you.” 

“Well, he calls me Marcie and refers to me with all sorts of feminine expressions. He even insinuated that I needed a bra. Do I need bra?” 

She looked at him closely and smiled. “Well I can make out your nipples through the blouse and I do see a little cleavage. Did you leave the buttons undone at work?” 

“I couldn’t get them buttoned! What am I going to do?” 

“I could only say what I would do. I’d wear a skirt, blouse, bra, pantyhose and heels. 

Show that asshole that you can’t be intimidated.” 
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“I can’t wear a skirt!” 

“Okay a conservative white blouse and black pants. I bet that I could find something of mine that would fit. I’ll leave it in the bathroom in the morning.” 

“What if he fires me?” 

“Who cares? He cut your pay. You could earn as much working full time for Sylvia.” 

“Do you think that she would take me on full time?” 

“I bet that she would! Besides is he going to ever let you work on cars again?” 

She had a point. “I’m not sure that I could do it!” 

“It’s just a suggestion. You do what you want. Now, why don’t you go take a shower and put on your shorts and tank top while I order us some Chinese food.” 

He did not even think about what she had told him to do until after he finished his shower. Did she really mean the feminine shorts and top? Of course she did. Wouldn’t it be better if he went back to boxers and tee shirts? He looked in the mirror and saw his hair and burgeoning chest. If he were really considering Betty’s plan for tomorrow, the panties and tank top would be better. 

Betty was arranging the food around the kitchen table when he came in. She smiled when she saw the short black shorts and red tank top. She noted the nipples visible under the soft knit fabric. She gave him a kiss on the cheek. 

“I know this is a rough week for you, but I’m sure that things will straighten out in the next couple of weeks.” 

They had a quiet meal. He was lost in thought, trying to figure some alternative that would regain his male persona instead of giving in to his slide into feminine affectations. 

Betty watched him closely, trying to gage any deviation from the path that she had plan. 

He felt a slow vibration in the crotch of his shorts which was not making his decision any easier. 

After dinner they played gin until bedtime. As Mark got ready for bed, he used cold crème that he found on the bathroom counter to cleanse his face of any last traces of makeup. He wondered where that had been that morning. He noticed his nails again. He moved to the bedroom door. Betty was already in her nightgown lying on the bed reading a magazine. 

“How do you get nail polish off?” 

“You need to use nail polish remover. I’ll show you how this weekend.” 

“I’d rather do it now.” 

“I’m not sure that I have enough. I haven’t polished my nails in years. I’ll pick up some more tomorrow. Besides I think that you’ll send a stronger message if you leave it on.” 

She was assuming that he had accepted her plan. He was still not sure and he did not want her trying to convince him. He returned to the sink and brushed his teeth. He was already wearing a nightgown, so as soon as he returned to the bedroom and got under the covers, Betty turned out the lights and gave him a long lingering goodnight kiss. Then she wrapped her arms around him and they were soon both asleep. 
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Chapter 8

In the morning as usual Betty kissed him goodbye and left his breakfast drink on the side table. When he finally pushed his legs over the side of the bed and sat up, he was still conflicted. He was very apprehensive after wearing woman’s clothes to work. But he had worn his uniform yesterday and it had been a disaster. He decided to drink breakfast before he took a shower. 

The clock told him that he had better started moving. After his shower he was drying off while looking in the mirror. He brushed his hair and looked again. He looked like a woman. Even his penis looked smaller and unobtrusive. He picked up the black gaff and panties from the counter where his wife had left them and pulled them on. He managed to hook the white bra in back and adjusted the straps. He looked in wonder at chest. His breasts seemed to fill some of the cups without the aid of any inserts. How could that be? 

He sat on the stool and put on the sheer black hose. They were much lighter than the support hose that he had been wearing at Sylvia’s. He shivered as they slide up his smooth legs. 

He stood up and took the white blouse from the back of the door. He noticed that the buttons were on the wrong side and had a little trouble fastening them. The buttons also stopped well short of the neck leaving the beginnings of the valley between his breasts visible. He also noted that his bra was visible through the soft nylon fabric. 

He pulled on the black pants. They slid easily over the nylon of the pantyhose. The zipper was in the back. As he pulled it up the waistband became taunt. It was a little tight, but not uncomfortable. If his mind was not on other things, he might have wondered how Betty’s clothes fit him so well. 

He stared at himself in the mirror for the longest time. He almost looked too good, but something was missing. Then he knew that he needed to add makeup. After he was done he not only looked like a woman, but he felt like he imagined any woman would feel. 

He noticed a gold watch on the counter. He attached it to his wrist and checked the time. He had twenty minutes to walk to work. He slipped on the black pumps that Betty had left. The heels were a little higher than what he had worn at daycare and he was a little unsteady for the first few steps. 

Even with the shortness of time, he paused at the door of the house. The clothes still felt strange and he would be in public for a long time. If he was going to keep his job at the shop, he had to do it. He opened the door and took that first step onto the sidewalk. 

It took him a couple of blocks to adjust to walking in heels. He had been on his feet a lot, but he did not walk that much at the daycare. He had to shorten his stride and he noticed a different motion to his hips that he had admired in real women. Unfortunately, he could not walk as fast. It was ten minutes after eight. He paused at the door to steel himself against the torrent of abuse that his boss would surely level toward him. 

He opened the door and walked through. Harry was standing beside the counter. 
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approached the counter. Well the outfit had already provided one benefit, his boss was speechless. 

He picked up a sheet of paper off the counter. “Is this the coffee order?” His boss nodded. “I’ll be back in a jiff.” 

Mark was ecstatic. It seemed that the tables had been turned and now the Neanderthal oafs at the shop were on the defensive. His euphoria ebbed by the time that he reached diner. It provided another public exposure where he would have to use his voice to give the coffee order. As he entered, he was happy to see that Sara was taking an order on the other side of the dinner. Behind the counter was a pretty young blonde who Mark did not know. 

He tried to use the highest pitch that he could. “I need 18 coffees, six with sugar.” 

The girl started pouring the coffee. “This must be an office order. Where do you work?” 

“Harry’s Auto Repair!” 

“You’re not the woman who usually picks up the coffee.” 

He looked closely at the waitress for the least sign of mirth. She was intently watching the coffee pour. “She’s been promoted.” 

“I didn’t like her much. She looked like a dike.” 

Mark thought, ‘you mean compared to me.’ “Well, I think that she’s happy about it.” 

She finished putting the drinks on a tray. “That will be $18.50.” 

He handed her a twenty. “Keep the change!” 

“Thank you, Ma'am.” He looked at her intently. Was she trying to taunt him? “Is something wrong?” 

“Sorry for staring. The way that you said that just reminded me of someone else. Have a good day.” 

As he picked up the tray and headed for the door, he was sure that the young girl did not know that he was male. He carefully carried the tray to avoid spilling. If he could really pass for a woman, things were different. But he could not decide whether they were better or worse. 

After distributing coffee Mark went to work on the computer. About midmorning Harry came and watched over his shoulder for a few minutes. Then he said, “I wanted to say that you look nice this morning, Marcie.” That was the only comment that he made to him all day. No snide remarks. No disgusted looks. He could not fault him for using the feminine name. 

As he got into the details of the computer, the time went quickly. He did notice that all the mechanics seemed to be spending more time than usual in the office. And they were looking his way a lot of the time. But they never said anything. 

He worked steadily all day except when he went to pick up lunch and restrooms breaks. He was surprised when Harry bought him a salad for lunch. He was not surprised when the boss insisted that he use the ladies room. 
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Mark was feeling pretty good as he walked home. Maybe things would turn out okay. 

He was surprised when Betty was at home to greet him. When she saw how he was dressed, she grinned and gave him a big kiss on the lips. 

She had made a chef’s salad for dinner. He did not want to tell her that the boss had bought him a salad for lunch. They had a lively conversation during dinner. She seemed to want to know everything about his day. At least three times she commented about how good he looked. Mark was happy to be the center of attention for a change. Usually they talked about Betty’s work. 

The next day Mark dressed for work the same except that he wore a red blouse. At the shop everyone was acting more like normal. He was still not use to the fact that he was stuck in the office all day and never got to work in the garage. But he was kind getting into working with the computer. In fact it had been a while since he had even thought about cars. 

He was about to declare the day perfect about 3:30 when Tom Riley came into the office. After making sure that Harry was busy, he came behind the counter to Mark’s desk. 

There was a big goofy grin on his face. “You’ve really looked hot the past two days, Marcie. Make sure to wear something sexy tomorrow and we’ll have a really good time.” He leaned over and kissed Mark on cheek and pinched his breast. Then he returned to the garage winking as he went out the door. 

Mark had not even thought about the weekend. How could he get out of working Saturday and Sunday? Harry had made it clear that working weekends was still part of the job and that Tom was in charge. Even last weekend the jerk had acted like his superior. He was certainly not comfortable telling the boss that another man had made a pass at him. 

Despite the success of the past two days he was depressed as he slowly made the walk home. 

At home he went to work putting some chicken into bake. He also fixed some cauli-flower and broccoli with cheese sauce. The cooking at least took his mind off work. When everything was cooking, he went upstairs to change. 

With the image of working with Tom all weekend in the back of his mind, Mark felt the need to get back into his clothes. He pulled on his boxers and a pair of jean shorts along with a tee shirt. When he looked in the mirror, he became more depressed. With his hair and makeup he looked like a sissy. Even without a bra the tee shirt still protruded in front. 

With little trace of body hair there was nothing to indicate maleness. 

When Betty got home she found him moping on the couch with the TV. She was disappointed when she saw how he was dressed. Had there been a setback at work? She gave him a weak smile and kissed him on the cheek. 

Speaking expressionlessly he said, “Dinner should be about ready.” 

After dinner Betty put on a sexy nightgown and tried to lift his spirits. But when she tried to talk to him about work, he burst into a sobbing fit with tears rolling down his face. 

“Did something bad happen? Did you get fired?” 

“No!” 

“Then what?” 
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How do you tell your wife that a man is making passes at you? “I don’t want to talk about it?” 

She finally conceded that he was just going to be in a bad mood all evening. She cuddled up next to him on the couch. The TV was on but neither one of them got much out of the programs. 

As they got ready for bed, she offered him a nightgown, but he refused. She knew that things were at a critical juncture, but without more information, she was forced to wait and see what happens. He crawled into bed with his tee shirt and boxers. She crawled in next him and put her arms around him. As they fell asleep, he hoped that he could make it through the weekend. She hoped that her plans were not totally unraveling. 


Chapter 9

The next morning Betty was up early. She had breakfast for him on the side table when he woke up. Much to her relief he drank every last drop. “So are you going to wear a skirt or stay with pants?” 

“I’m wearing my blue pants and work shirt.” 

“I thought that things had gone well the last two days.” 

“They have.” 

“Why not continue?” 

“It’s just Tom and me working this weekend?” 

“Did something happen between you two?” 

He paused long enough that she knew that she had it. “No! It’s just that the boss won’t be there. There’s no reason to dress up.” 

He got up and pulled out his pants. He had trouble getting them buttoned. He had not been eating that much, how had he gained weight. He had even more trouble with shirt. 

He had to leave three buttons undone. 

Betty had watched his attempt in deep amusement. “Somebody’s gaining weight. 

Those don’t fit. Won’t you wear something decent?” 

“I’m not wearing women’s clothes today!” He said it with such intensity that she knew that she was not winning the argument today. Suddenly, a light went on in her head. ‘Had Tom made a pass at her husband?’ The thought amused her, but she did not see how to use it to her advantage. 

After brushing his hair he surveyed himself in the mirror. The pants were obviously under the strain from his hips, just as his breasts strained the buttons on the shirt. The curls were feminine and even without makeup, his face could hardly be called masculine. 

There was still polish on his fingernails. The one word that described his appearance was weird. Still he felt that he had no choice. He kissed Betty on the cheek and set off for work. 
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During the entire walk to the shop he replayed last Sunday afternoon over and over in his mind. By the time that he reached the shop he had made his decision. He walked right on bye. 

He eventually came to a park where he spent most of the day sitting on a bench. He was too embarrassed to go home to his wife. If he waited until the usual time that he went home, maybe he could put off telling her a couple of days. 

When he got home, he was surprised to find Betty dressed in a pretty peacock blue cocktail dress. Had he forgotten some important event? She kissed him on the lips. 

“So how was work today?” 

“It was fine.” 

She kissed him again. “You don’t have to lie to me, dear! Harry called. He told me that you didn’t show up today.” 

Mark burst out crying. She led him to the couch. There was a box of tissues on the coffee table. She handed him one. “I’m so sorry. I know that I have let you down.” 

“Don’t be silly, honey. I never liked that auto shop. You use to come home so greasy. 

You could never wash it off. And that Harry is such a Neanderthal.” 

“But what will I do?” 

“Well, you’ve been helping out at Sylvia’s daycare. If you asked, I bet that she would take you on full time.” 

“Do you really think so?” 

“Sure, I do. We’re good friends and I’m sure that she would do it for me.” He hugged hug her tight. She smiled. Things were right back on track again. “Besides I make enough that your salary is just extra money anyway.” 

Mark felt so grateful. He was lucky to have such an understanding wife and she was so good to him. 

“Now, you need to go out and have some fun to take your mind off things. You may have noticed my dress.” 

“Yes. It’s very pretty. I’m sorry that I didn’t mention it sooner.” 

“Well, I’ve got you some new clothes and I’m taking you out to dinner. Go take a shower and remember to depilate.” 

As he walked through the bedroom, he noticed a black dress lying on the bed. His wife must have tried on several outfits. She must have been planning their night out all day. 

When he stepped out of the shower, all nice and smooth, Betty was there to rub in some moisturizer. “Now, I’ve gotten you a strapless bra, so that it will not show under your dress.” 

“Why do I have to wear a dress?” 

“Don’t be mad. It’s just that you been wearing dresses for Sylvia, haven’t you?” 

“Yes.” 
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“Since it looks like you may be working there full time, I thought that this may help make you more comfortable. Come on, it’ll be fun.” 

She sounded so sure of herself. He lifted his arms. He was amazed when he was able to fill the cups. She handed him a black gaff and panties. After he had also pulled on black sheer pantyhose, she helped slide the black cocktail dress into place. She zipped up the back zipper. He wondered how he was ever supposed to get out of that dress. 

She helped him with some more dramatic makeup. She explained that women usually wore heavier makeup when they went out in the evening. She completed his outfit with decorative black dress shoes with a small black bow. They seemed to have an even higher heel than the shoes that he had worn to the shop. 

Fortunately, he did not have to walk far. Betty helped situate him in the passenger seat of the car, reminding him to keep his skirt pulled down. Still it covered barely half his thigh when he was seated. At the restaurant she pulled up to the front door and let the valet park the car. 

Someone was there to open the door making Mark feel special. As they waited at the reservation desk, he noted how different it felt to have a short skirt and sheer hose. Finally, the hostess returned. “Yes?” 

“We had a reservation for two. The name is Baumann.” 

Mark could almost feel the men’s eyes on his body as they walked across the room to their table. After they were seated, he let his eyes wander around the room. He had never been in such a fancy restaurant. He did notice all the women, but to his surprise he was more interested in how they were dressed than their bodies. 

He thought that it was a waste, but Betty insisted that they order the chicken salad. She also ordered champagne. Before long he was feeling pretty good. His wife was playing footsie with him under the table, rubbing her foot up and down his leg. He looked around and wondered if anyone could see, but he was not about to ask her to stop. 

After they were finished eating and she had paid the bill, she said, “let’s go dancing.” 

He was not much of a dancer, but they had gone dancing twice that week in Las Vegas when he was trying to win her and a couple of times since they were married. He was having fun and did not want the evening to end. “Sure.” 

Betty drove to a nightclub specializing in 60’s music. There was a long line of people waiting to get in, mostly men with a few couples mixed in. When the bouncer saw them, he motioned them forward. “You’re looking mighty fine this evening, ladies. Go right on in.” 

The place was pack. They were bumped and jostled as they made their way to the bar. 

Mark could swear that he felt hands pawing his body as they passed. When they got to the bar, Betty ordered two frozen margaritas. 

After a few minutes a tall handsome man came and asked Betty to dance. She accepted and after taking one more swig from her drink followed him out onto the dance floor. For the first time Mark realized that he would probably not be dancing with his wife this night. Well, he could sit and watch. 
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The music had a fast beat and Betty seemed to be moving with a fluid motion. He had never seen her so uninhibited. The movement of her body looked so sexy. Then the band switched to a slow dance. The man put an arm around her waist and she was pulled closer than Mark thought necessary. She gave him a quick kiss on his lips. Mark looked away. He was uncomfortable with his wife being so intimate with another man. Why would she do that? He was not looking when the song ended and she pointed his way. “My sister’s horny as hell. Why don’t you ask her to dance?” 

A tap on his shoulder made Mark turn around to face the man that had been dancing with his wife. “My name is Brett. May I have the pleasure of this dance?” Amazingly, he had never considered the possibility of being asked to dance. Taking his silence as acquies-cence the man took Mark’s hand and led the way to the dance floor. 

The music was going at a pretty good beat so Mark started to move his body. In his heels he could only take small steps so he tried to compensate with the rest of the body. It was a new sensation. His breasts seemed to jiggle an enormous amount and his ass also seemed capable of more movement than normal. The only thing that he could imagine was that somehow this dress that he was wearing was magically transforming the dynam-ics of his body. Every time that Brett slid bye, a hand slid over Mark’s hips or thigh. A couple of times his hands reached the breasts. It was all Mark could due to keep Brett from exploring under the skirt. 

As soon as the dance was over, another man, Jim, was waiting to take the next dance. 

His hands were as active as Brett’s. The next dance with George was a slow dance. He placed his hands around Mark’s waist and pulled him tight. Mark could feel him thrust his groin between his legs to the beat of the dance. Then the hands slid down to massage his ass. 

And then after that dance there was another man. Unbeknownst to Mark Betty was sending her partners over after ever dance. He was starting to get tired, but he did know how to graceful refused an offer. He certainly did not want to cause a scene. He was losing the ability to control the roving hands of his partners. They could do whatever they want. 

Several managed to touch his panties under the sheer hose. He did know how one guy managed to reach a nipple. 

During one slow dance his partner slid a hand down the back of his thigh. The he slowly slid it up under the skirt. Then he slowly slid a finger between his legs along the crotch. By the end of the dance he was ready to swoon. 

“Sorry Hector, it’s time to take my sister home.” Mark thought, ‘did she have a sister?’

“You could come back to my place!” 

“Maybe some other time.” 

“I’ll hold you to that.” He turned and gave Mark a hard kiss on the lips. 

Mark was more than a little tipsy and definitely turned on. He yearned for the evening to go on. “Do we have to go?” 

“Yes. Do you think that I’m going let my husband get fucked by somebody else?” 
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She struggled to get him across the dance floor and out the door. She paused. It was late enough that the line in front had dwindled to just a few stragglers. They whistled and made lewd remarks. She managed to get him across the parking lot to the car. 

Mark slept all the way home. Betty was happy that she had only one glass of champagne and half of a margarita. When they got to their house, she was able to wake him up. 

With several tweaks of his nipples he gladly followed her into the house and up the stairs. 

They were soon both naked. 

She pushed him on the bed and started sucking on his nipples. He could not believe how aroused it made him. He was still drunk so his hands were clumsy. His tongue worked fine and she kept it busy with her nipples and the bush between her legs. 

Finally she took a break. She looked down at his body and smiled. Through the whole evening of stimulation he still did not have an erection. For the past two weeks she had ignore his penis with her hands. She had only ridden his cock long enough to gauge the progress of his hormone therapy. Now, she took it in her hands and rubbed it slowly. 

When she let go, it flopped like a wet dishtowel. She gave him a stern look. 

“You’re worthless. I should have left you for Hector.” 

A punch in the stomach could not hurt him more. He had been with a lot of women and this had never happened before. He wondered if he would ever be able to please a woman again. Betty quickly answered that question. She showed him how to use one, then two, then three fingers to bring her to climax. 

Finally she collapsed next to him. He lay there still wide-awake. He looked down. A small amount of fluid trickled out of his still limp penis. His marriage had yet another threat. He knew that his body was somehow changing, but he had no idea what to do about it. 


Chapter 10

The next morning Betty awoke him with a kiss. “Get up sleepyhead. Go take a shower while I get breakfast. I left some clothes for you on the counter.” 

He quickly took his shower. As he almost expected, the clothes she had left were very feminine shorts and tank top along with panties and gaff. He knew that he had been a major disappointment to his wife last evening. Now she seemed to be in a good mood. He did not want to spoil it, so he put on the clothes without another thought. 

When he got to the kitchen Betty was eating a toasted beagle. His usual breakfast drink was on the table along with some bottles of nail polish and remover. “What’s this?” 

“I promised to show you how remove your nail polish. Now drink up your breakfast so we can get started.” 

After he had finished his drink, she took the bottle of remover and got rid of all traces of polish on his nails. Then she took a nail file and started shaping his nails. “You did a nice job on your nails. It shouldn’t take long to manicure.” 
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He blushed. “Peggy did my

nails.” 

“Don’t worry, I’m sure that

you will able to do your own

soon. Now, pay attention.” 

As soon as she had filed all

his nails, she started to apply a

new coat of red polish without

asking. Without his job at the

auto shop it did not seem to

matter. So he watched intently

as she carefully applied the

polish. After she was done

with his nails she scooted away

from the table and grabbed his

foot. Placing it in her lap she

proceeded to apply polish to

his toe nails as well. 

When she finished, she

handed him a copy of Better

Homes and Gardens. “You

need to let the polish dry good. 

You might look at the recipes

in there to get ideas about sup-

per for next week.” Without a

mind of his own he started

flipping through the pages. 

Betty was pleased when he

enthusiastically described a

chicken and a salmon recipe

that he had found. “They

sound good. We’ll make a list

later so that you can get the in-

gredients that you need. Now, 

were you paying attention while I did your nails.” 

“I think so!” 

“Good, I’m going to let you do my nails for practice.” 

He carefully followed the procedure that Betty had done on his hands and feet. It took him at least twenty minutes longer, but he was proud that her nails look as good as his. 

“Good job. Why don’t you fix us a tuna salad for lunch while my nails dry.” 

Mark was actually getting comfortable working in the kitchen. He even added some extra curry and paprika to the salad recipe that his wife had laid out. He served it in half of a tomato with a glass of ice tea. He was pleased when Betty seemed to enjoy the meal. 
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“That was excellent. You’re becoming quite the homemaker. I’m going to lie down for a little while. Why don’t you come up when you finish the dishes?” 

He was a little peeved with her wording, but she did seem happy. After his dismal per-formance in bed he guessed that she had some right to refer to him with feminine traits. 

He did seem to be doing a lot of the housework lately. After losing his job he really had no right to complain. He was not sure when he would find the time, but he needed to find himself a masculine occupation soon. 

When he got upstairs, Betty was asleep on the bed. He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. She opened her eyes and smiled. She sat up and kissed him on lips. Well, she still loved him. 

“Since you don’t have to

work today, I thought that you

could go to aerobics with me.” 

Mark had never been one to

exercise, but the day had been

going well and he wanted to

spend more time with his wife. 

Hopefully, he could wipe last

night from her memory. “Sure! 

What should I wear?” 

“I’ve got some workout

clothes for you. You’ll need to

keep your gaff.” 

She got off the bed and

went over and rummaged in

her dresser drawer. She turned

and handed him a leotard. 

“Do I have to wear that?” 

“That’s right. Since I only

get to exercise on the weekend

when you have been working, 

we haven’t discussed it. I

joined a woman’s gym.” 

“That leaves me out.” 

“Trust me, you’ll fit in, es-

pecially if you wear the leotard. 

The exercise will make you feel

good.” 

He had already let her paint

his nails and he had been wear-

ing skimpy clothes all day. 

What was one more humilia-
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tion? “Okay.” He went to bathroom and change into the leotard. He had never worn anything so revealing. You could see a good portion of his ass and there was a built in bra that held his breasts up, making them look bigger with a lot of cleavage. It depressed him that there was no sign of his true sex. As he came out of the bathroom, he had changed his mind. 

“I can’t wear this in public.” 

Betty came over and kissed him hard on lips. “Come on. Everyone else will be sweat-ing and wearing a similar outfit. No one’s going to be worrying about what you’ve got on. 

When the workout begins, you’ll forget all about.” 

He did not want to stay home alone. He would just be depressed, besides his wife seemed so positive. “Okay. Let’s go before I lose my nerve.” 

He hesitated again at the door, but she gave him a shoved. He had often admired women in skimpy outfits, but now he wondered how they could go out so exposed. He was happy to get in the car. 

When they got to gym, women were drifting from their cars toward the main entrance in gym clothes. They were not men, but he still felt a little more comfortable. Still what if one of them did discover his secret? 

When they got to the workout room, most of the women were already stretching. Since he had no idea what he was doing, he tried to follow Betty’s lead. At exactly 3:00, a gor-geous blonde walked in. She was well endowed filling at least a C cup. Being only 5 feet 4

inches tall she seemed out of portion. She was wearing a leotard that also showed her taut hips and rear. She was obviously the instructor and the women started forming lines across the room in front of her. 

“Hello girls!” 

“Hello Holly!” 

“I see that we have a new one today. Betty, do you want to introduce your guest?” 

“Girls, this is Martha!” 

“Hello, Martha.” 

“Hello girls!” 

“Now let’s get started.” 

They started off slow with some easy stretching and turning, but in few minutes Mark was having trouble keeping up. It did not help that his breasts were jiggling to a beat of their own, even worse than the dancing of the previous evening. He found this distracting, so despite his best efforts he was always out of sync. Then his lack of conditioning kicked in and he was moving much slower than anyone else. But like a trooper he kept going through the entire forty-five minute routine. He was deeply relieved when they finally slowed down for a cool down. When Holly finally stopped the music, he was more than exhausted. 

Holly made a beeline right for him. Had she noticed something? “Well Martha how are you doing?” 
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“I’..m … exhausted!” 

“You did good for your first time. Most people drop out. Don’t be discouraged! If you come regularly, you’ll be able to keep up before long.” 

“Thank you. I enjoyed it.” 

“I noticed that your breasts are a little flabby. I can give you some exercises to tighten those tits up. It drives the men wild.” 

He studied the face closely. Was she mocking him? Surely someone in the business of shaping woman could tell that he was male. He did not notice anything but genuine friendliness. “I’d appreciate that.” 

“Well, I got to go.” 

The other women had already left the room. “You never told that you wanted to drive men wild. I wished that I had known that before we were married.” 

He blushed deeply. His wife seemed to be making insulting remarks more frequently. 

“I was just trying to be friendly.” 

“So do you want to take a shower in the locker room here or go home?” 

“Go home of course!” 

During the drive home Mark felt good. He started thinking about Jerry and Lance who worked at the shop. They worked out regularly and both had huge shoulder and arm muscles. “If I start doing aerobics regularly, do you think that I could look like Jerry and Lance?” 

“Probably not like those guys. But if you stay with it, in a couple of months, you’ll have an hourglass figure that most women would die for.” 

He blushed fiercely again and a hurt expression filled his face. She thought, ‘I better not destroy his male ego today.’ “Lighten up, I’m just kidding!” ‘Yeah,’ she thought, ‘most woman want not want jugs as big as yours’ should get.’

When they got home, she let him shower first. When he came out of the bathroom in his shorts and tank top, she kissed him. “Why don’t you make a meat loaf and baked potatoes for dinner? The recipe is on the counter.” 

He had everything cooking when she finally entered the kitchen wearing a pretty yellow sundress. “You look beautiful!” 

“Thank you. I think that you’d like sundresses. Want some wine?” 

She seemed so causal about him wearing woman’s clothes. It was getting on his nerves. 

The worse part was that he seemed to enjoy it most of the time. “Sure.” 

They drank their wine in front of the TV watching some news program. When dinner was ready, Mark set the table. They ate and she complimented the meal. Then she left him to do the dishes. 

He was so tired that he was just happy when he finally got done. The aerobics had made him sore. Still he had made dinner and gotten the kitchen cleaned up. When he reached the living room, Betty was reading notes from her briefcase. So she had been working too. 
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“I’m bushed. I’m headed for bed.” 

“Okay. I need to stay up a little while longer. There’s a nightgown on the bathroom door.” 

He no longer consciously thought about what she said. He just went to the bathroom, changed into the gown, did his teeth and cleansed his face. He was already asleep when his wife finally came up to bed. She smiled to see him cuddled up in bed in that cute pink gown. She had never dreamed that he was so pliable when they had gotten married. 


Chapter 11

The next morning he drank his usually drink and dressed in his pink flowered dress. 

He felt that Betty was correct that Sylvia would take him on full time, but he was still nervous. What would he do if she turned him down? He took extra care with his makeup. 

Now, he was happy that Betty had done such a good job with his nails. 

He put off talking to his boss for most of the day. He made sure that all his babies were well fed and had clean diapers. He made sure that he was there to help warm bottles. He even scrubbed the floor when one of the babies threw up. 

Finally, the day was almost over. There were only two babies still to be picked up. He found Sylvia seated at the kitchen table. “Do you want a cup of coffee? Help yourself!” 

“No! Sylvia, I want to talk to you!” 

“What about? You don’t think that I’m going to let you off the hook already!” 

“No. In fact I want to ask if I could work here full time?” 

“What happened to your job at the auto shop?” 

“I quit!” 

“Betty said that you got fired!” 

“That’s beside the point. I need a job.” 

“Yeah, you need a job. But to hire someone full time, I need someone who enjoys children, someone who does not mind meeting their every need, someone with a maternal instinct.” 

She was not making this easy. “Well, I’ll admit that I was reluctant at first. But I’ve enjoyed the past couple of weeks. I would like to continue.” 

“How much do you want the job?” 

What was she after? “I want it a lot. I’ve grown fond of the children. There’s such a joy in their faces when they play. I regret that I’ll never be able to be a mother.” 

Sylvia thought, ‘there that was not so difficult.’ “Well, you have done a good job so far. 

If you think that you can keep it up for a full week, you’ve got the job.” 
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Mark was so relieved. He gave Sylvia a hug and a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you, you won’t regret it.” He was feeling happy for the first time in two weeks. He almost skipped across the street. He was humming as he put chicken in to bake. He could feel a little self-respect returning to his psyche. After he also had a vegetable cooking, he headed upstairs for a shower. 

As he stepped out of the shower and started to dry off, he was looking forward to getting back to his boxers, jeans and tee shirt. Betty was not around to coax him into panties. 

He opened his underwear drawer. There was a stack of panties and a stack of gaffs in a va-riety of feminine colors. He spent a good two minutes rummaging through the drawer to make sure that his boxers and tee shirts weren’t there. He moved to the next drawer down. 

There were bras, pantyhose and a couple of slips. He tried the top two drawers. They still contain Betty’s things. 

He kept some sweats on a shelf in the closet. Maybe he could wear those. He soon discovered that they had been replaced with sweaters and feminine shorts. With almost dread he checked the hanging clothes. There were lightweight pants, some skirts, frilly blouses and dresses. There was not a single piece of male clothing to be found. He slumped to the bed and began sobbing. 

When Betty came in the door of the house, she immediately smelled something burn-ing. She found some very black chicken in the oven. She dumped the food in the trash and put the pan in the sink. The vegetables on the stove were not in much better shape. She was fuming by the time that she reached the bedroom. 

There was her husband sobbing on the bed. He looked up and whimpered, “Where are my clothes?” 

She slapped him hard across the face which increased the flow of tears. “You silly little girl, did your macho male clothes keep you from losing your job at the auto shop? … Did they?” 

“No.” 

“Did you ask Sylvia to work full time?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did she say?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you think that I am going to let you jeopardize another job by going around and pretending that you are a man? … Do you?” 

“I don’t know!” 

“I would think that this weekend had gotten that silly notion out of your head. Admit it. Your current job requires a strong woman, so start acting like one. Now stop moping and get dressed. You’ve got some scrubbing to do in the kitchen, girl! I’m going to go get us something to eat.” She left the room as angry as she had entered it. 

He had meekly listened to all of it. How could he argue? The past two weeks he had done much better in woman’s clothes then his old male attire. He had not even been able to satisfy his wife in bed like a man. He felt so lonely. He needed his wife’s support to Page - 42
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make it through this transition in his life. He got up and pulled on a gaff and panties in a nice pastel blue. He went to the closet and picked out a pretty blue floral sundress. It had a built-in bra. After he had slid it over his head and arranged it in place, he was amazed how prominent his breasts looked. The image seemed to confirm his wife’s view of him. 

When Betty returned, she was pleased to find him at the kitchen sink scrubbing the chicken pan. She was even happier with his choice of apparel. She was not about to let up on him now. She put a salad and a container of dressing on the kitchen table along with an iced tea. She left him to his work. 

He finished cleaning all the dishes before he sat down to eat. When he finally emerged from the kitchen, Betty was totally engrossed with some papers from her briefcase. He wanted to makeup with her, but he was still afraid to approach her. He plopped down on the couch and turned on the TV. He found a baseball game. He found it difficult to keep his interest on the action. His wife shot him a harsh look like the sound was too loud. He switched channels and finally found a cooking show. Since he had been doing most of the cooking, he wanted to find different recipes to try so he intently watched how the chef on the screen worked. It at least took his mind off his troubles for a little while. 

They got ready for bed in silence. He changed into a nightgown without prompting. 

He was disappointed when Betty turned the other way when they were both in bed. 

The chill between them continue for the next couple of days. She continued to fix his breakfast drink and he made sure that dinner was ready when she got home from work. 

He thought the meals turned out well, but the conversation between them was short and clipped. He was becoming depressed again. 

The one good thing was that working at the daycare and fixing supper at night left him little time to worry about things. Thursday morning brought a surprise when a woman with short reddish hair answered the door at Sylvia. 

“Hi! I’m Wilma. You must be Martha. Why don’t you come help me warm the bottles?” 

“I didn’t know Sylvia had another worker.” 

“I only work Thursdays and Fridays.” 

As they worked in the kitchen, he could not help watching the young woman. She was pretty enough. She did a good job with her makeup. He particularly liked her coral lipstick. Her dress left little doubt that she was well endowed. But there was something different about her that he could not put his finger on. 

Once the babies started arriving they went their separate ways. She was working in the back bedroom where an additional five cribs were set up. They would occasionally pass in the hall, but they both had their own babies to worry about. 

Finally while he was doing the two o’clock feeding, he figured it out. Wilma had larger Adam’s apple than a normal woman. He unconsciously felt his own. Could she really be a man? Sylvia had said that he was not the first. 

When the day was winding down, Sylvia let Wilma leave with two babies still waiting for the mothers. Mark was happy to get the chance to quiz Sylvia with her gone. 

“You didn’t tell me that you had another worker.” 
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“There’s no reason why I should.” 

“Is she the reason that you were reluctant to let me go full time?” 

“Actually you really helped me out there. Wilma will become a mother in a couple of weeks.” Strange, she did not look pregnant. “She will be quitting to take care of her baby full time.” 

While fixing pork chops, rice and broccoli for dinner, he could not stop thinking about Wilma. He was actually a little envious. He was getting so used to babies, he regretted not having one of his own. 

When Betty got home, they went through another almost silent dinner. But after he had finished the dinner dishes, she was sitting on the couch when he entered the living room. 

“We need to talk.” 

“I’d like that.” 

“I know that I have been tough on you. You need to realize that I only want what is best for you. You seem to be doing so much better at the daycare than you ever did at the auto shop. I want us to be together forever and raise a family. You’d like to have kids wouldn’t you?” 

With his defective penis he doubted that he could get her pregnant, but working at Sylvia’s had certainly made him think of being a father. “Most definitely!” 

“Well, I think that it would help our marriage to get started soon. Since I am working on making partner, I can’t really afford to get pregnant at this time. So I signed the papers today to get us on the waiting list for adoption. Is that okay with you?” 

He was a little disappointed that she was not talking about conceiving their own baby. 

He wondered if she was worry about his ability to create a baby, but he was afraid to ask. 

“That sounds wonderful. I have enjoyed Sylvia’s babies so much that I can’t wait.” 

That night things seemed back to normal. In fact when they went to bed, Betty started playing with his nipples through the silky nightgown. Soon they were kissing and things progressed to point that his fingers were inside her bringing her to a crashing climax. 

While this seemed to satisfy her completely, he was still totally aroused, but she had already closed her eyes indicating that the fun was over. 


Chapter 12

Friday at the daycare was pretty much a repeat of Thursday until the afternoon. After Mark had used the bathroom, he decided to check the room where Wilma was working. 

When he opened the door he saw her sitting in a rocking. The top of her dress was pulled down off her shoulders. A flap was released on her bra so that a baby was able to eagerly suck on one of her tits, so much for his silly notion that she was a man. 

She looked up and smiled. “Come on in!” 

He watched in amazement. He could not tell who looked more contented, Wilma or the baby. “What does it feel like to nurse?” 
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“The connection with the baby is just incredible. I’m sure that you’ll be able to experience it some day.” 

With a pang of regret in his voice he said, “No, I won’t!” She just smiled. 

The rest of the afternoon he could not shake the image from his head. As he gave his babies the bottle, he imagined what it would be like if they were at his breasts. He was almost disappointed when all the children were fed. 

He made meat loaf for dinner. He was relieved when they had a lively conversation while they ate, mostly about Betty’s day at work. After dinner they watched a movie, but he was distracted and did not get much out of it. 

When they were climbing into bed, he could not keep it to himself. “I know that this is silly, but I need to talk.” 

“You can tell me anything!” 

“Today at work, Wilma was breast feeding her babies. It looked so beautiful.” 

“Well, the maternal bond is one of life’s great treasures.” 

He blushed. “Would you suck my tits?” 

She could not be happier. She raised his nightgown and went to work licking and sucking each breast until he was squirming with delight. Surprisingly tonight that was enough for him. 

Saturday morning Mark had his usual drink for breakfast while Betty had toast and coffee. When she finished her coffee, she looked her watch. 

“I have some contracts to work on. Do the laundry before you fix lunch. Be sure to separate whites and colors and wash them separately. Make sure to use the delicate cycle for our underwear.” 

He had grown accustomed to her style of giving orders. He had conceded that she made more and her job was more important. He could only try to keep the house in shape while she worked. He headed for the laundry room. 

While the first load was washing, he went to the living room to look for a magazine. 

Betty was working on the couch. She had papers scattered across the coffee table. He found one of his sports magazines. He felt a queasy feeling in his stomach. It did not interest him this morning. He found a better homes and gardens. She smiled as he took it downstairs so as to not disturb her. 

He managed to finish the first load including folding and putting away the clothes. The second load was still in the drier, when he went to the kitchen to make bacon, lettuce and tomato sandwiches for lunch. 

Betty was pleased with his initiative when he called her to lunch. They sat and talked about their childhoods while they ate. When she was done, Betty got up from the table. 

“That was delicious! What did you have in mind for dinner?” 

Mark had not thought about it. “I don’t know. I could fix hamburgers.” 

“That sounds good. After you finish the laundry, you need to go get groceries. When you get back, we can watch a movie.” 

Page - 45

YOU COULD BE A MOTHER... 

BY BEA BUNNY

Copyrighted Material

Not for Redistribution or Resale

He watched her walk back to the living room. It took him twenty-five minutes to come up with a grocery list. He had also decided on meals for the week so that should save time later. The clothes were dry so he put away the second load and headed for the grocery store. As he tried to negotiate the pedals in the car with his high heels, he realized that was the first that he had driven since he had gone to work for Sylvia. 

At the grocery store he took note of the fact that it was primarily women who were negotiating the aisles with an occasional husband tagging along. He was not the least out of place in his housedress. He was at the checkout counter before he realized that he was without his wallet. He was not used to going out without pockets. He sheepishly went to the service desk. A plump middle-aged woman in a short-sleeved top and jeans with the store’s bright red vest was at the counter. 

“Yes?” 

“I seem to have forgotten my money. Could I possibly use the phone to make a local call?” 

“Sure!” 

Betty answered on the third ring. “Baumann residence.” 

“Betty, it’s me. I’m at the grocery store.” 

“Did you forget something?” 

“My wallet!” 

“Didn’t you take your purse?” 

“I don’t have a purse.” 

“We’ll have to take care of that. Where are you calling from?” 

“The service desk.” 

“Let me talked to the clerk.” 

He handed the phone back to clerk. The look on her face changed from surprised to mirth. Finally she nodded. “We can do that.” She turned to Mark. 

“Your wife explained everything and gave me a credit card number. I should be able to get you checked out. Right this way, sir!” 

He was suddenly totally embarrassed. He felt like everyone was looking at him. The clerk waited for a clear register, then motioned him to roll his cart to the checkout. 

“Mary, I need to enter a credit number so that this gentleman can check out.” 

The teenage girl behind the counter gave him a funny look. The bag boy at the end of the counter was getting a real chuckle. It seemed to take the longest time for the checker to ring up his groceries. When she finally handed him the receipt, the bag boy said, “Shall I help you to your car with that, sir!” 

“I can manage.” 

He could not get out of there fast enough. When he got home, he was hoping to find Betty in the living room, but she was not there. After he had put the groceries away, he found her in the bathroom relaxing in a bubble bath. 
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“What did you tell the clerk?” 

“Just that you were my husband and then gave her my credit card number. Weren’t you able to check out?” 

“Yes, but it was humiliating!” 

“Don’t get mad at me. I did not forget my money. Besides you look very nice in that dress, you shouldn’t be embarrassed!” 

“But I’m a man.” 

“Well, you are what you are. We should get a purse tomorrow.” 

She slowly rose out of the tub and started to dry off. She handed him a bottle of depilating crème. “I’ll leave the water. A nice soak will do you good.” 

He was still mad, but he did not know how to argue with her. So he started applying the crème. After twenty minutes among the bubbles, he was feeling better. 

When he got down stairs, she was reading a book in the living room. “I’m going to start dinner.” 

“Okay.” He half expected her to offer to help, but she did not move from her chair. He started to say something, but then thought better. He was in no mood to fight. 

They had a nice dinner of hamburgers and fries. After Mark had cleaned up the kitchen, they watched the movie ‘Out of Africa’. It was long, so they were ready for bed when it was over. 

Betty got out two of the shorter nightgowns. They were able to reach almost all of each other bodies without removing them. Finally they shed them and used their mouths to excite each other intensely. He still was not able to achieve an erection. She got up and went to the closet, returning with a bag. 

“I know that you are having trouble so I bought you some help.” 

She pulled out a funny looking panty. It was very thick nylon with a strange attachment on the front. “Well, put it on.” He stood and pulled the garment up his legs. He noted how it fit tightly over his ever more curvaceous hips. He looked at her expectantly. 

She pulled out a very life like plastic cock. It was much bigger than he had ever been. 

She turned some switch and it started to vibrate. She held it up to his face. “Open wide.” 

He instinctively opened his mouth. She started sliding the cock in and out. When it was nice and wet from his saliva, she attached it to the front of the panty. She pushed him down on the bed and then mounted him. He thought that she would never stop, but finally she withdrew and fell next to him exhausted. 

It was a good five minutes before either one of them moved, but finally she raised up on her elbow and said, “your turn now.” She stood up. “Take it off.” He looked at the still vibrating cock. What did she have in mind? He stood and wiggled out of the she garment. 

She pulled it up her legs. It was much looser. “Lay down on your stomach.” He hesitated. 

“I can tell that you’re ready, get down there.” He laid down. She parted his legs and crawled between them. He gasped as she entered him from behind. She picked up speed and soon he was trying to match her every thrust. When she finally withdrew, he was total Page - 47
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mass of conflicting emotions. He felt more sexually satisfied that he had for weeks, yet he also felt disgust and shame. He certainly did not feel much like a man. 


Chapter 13

The next morning Betty talked him into making pancakes. It was nice that she was in there fixing a breakfast drink at the same time. After he had finished his drink, he only had room for a couple of pancakes. She put away five. He never wondered why she never drank the same drink that he did. 

She disappeared while he washed the dishes. He decided to vacuum the floor throughout the house. Betty had mentioned that they needed it. He cleaned the bathroom next. 

Betty returned and helped him fix chicken salad for lunch. As they were finishing, she reminded that aerobics started at 3. He cleaned up the dishes and changed into his leotard and aerobics shoes. 

They arrived about fifteen minutes early and Holly was already there. “I was hoping that you would be a little early Martha. I wanted to show you those breast toning exercises.” Mark felt a little self-conscious doing breast enhancing exercise in front of an ever expanding group of woman waiting for aerobics to begin. The exercises certainly made him aware of his chest. Finally, Holly stopped. “If you do about fifty of those a day, your tits will always be firm. That’s particular important for big breasted women like us.” Big-breasted women, did she mean him? Granted his tits did seem to be growing, but that was illusion wasn’t it? He had not had to use inserts since those first two days, but they still fit his bra. 

Aerobics started. Mark was even more aware of the feel and movement of his chest. 

Was Betty right? Was this changing him into a feminine freak? He did a little better this week, but it was still obvious that these women were more physically fit than he was. 

He was still panting heavily, when Betty came over. “Let’s go take a shower.” 

“You mean at home, of course.” 

She gave him a harsh look. “I compromised last week and we did it your way. I’m ready to shower now. I’ve brought us some clothes to change into afterwards. Look the showers are stalls, with a dressing area attached. No one will see anything.” 

She was already heading out the door. He slowly followed as she led the way to locker room. She was carrying a gym bag. When they reached the locker room, some of the women were already undressing. He waited nervously as Betty pulled a pair of shorts, tank top and underwear out of the bag. “I’ll let you take the bag. The showers are over there.” She pointed toward a series of divided stalls with wooden doors. 

As quickly as possible he burst then one of the doors. There was no lock on the door, but a sign on the back of the door said to put a towel over the door to show that it was occupied which he did. He looked in the bag. Betty had packed him a pretty yellow sundress with matching panties and white sandals. He sighed. He would have preferred pants. 
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As promised, the shower was at the other end of the long narrow stall with a plastic curtain separating it from the dressing area. He pulled off the leotard, shoes and socks and started the water. He was relaxing under the flow of warm water, when the curtain parted and a short red haired woman looked in and started giggling. He barely had time to regain his wits when a second brunette woman looked in. He had turned his back by the time a third woman came so he could not be sure exactly how many women had seen him. He washed quickly and then cautiously opened the curtain. 

The coast was clear so he raced for the bag and hurriedly pulled on his gaff and panties. He grabbed the sundress and put it over his head let it slide down into place. He was breathing heavily as he closed the buckles on the sandals. 

He was angry as he emerged from the shower stall. He tried to survey the room for Betty without staring directly at the women dressing. He did not know which was more embarrassing that many of the women were half naked or that the smiles on their faces showed that they were not intimidated with his male presence. 

He finally spotted Betty over at a mirror by the door. He made a beeline for her. As he approached, she turned and said, “Would you like to borrow some makeup?” 

“Several women came in while I was in the shower!” 

“I told them that my husband was in the shower. What else could I do?” 

He was dumbfounded by her response. His face flushed a bright red. “looks like you don’t need blush, but at least put on some lipstick.” She handed him a tube. He took it and started applying it to his lips to keep himself from breaking something like his wife’s face. 

He felt several women pat his rear as they went bye. Then he saw the red haired woman pause at the door. She smiled and winked. “See you next week, Martha!” 

The ride home was in silence. He was still fuming. It did not help that Betty seemed to have a smug look on her face. Finally, as they pulled into the driveway, he spoke, “I’m never going back there again.” 

She turned and faced him. “Yes, you are! You need to stay in shape if you’re going to be on your feet all day at the daycare. I also expect you to do your breast exercises every day. Now, come help me with supper.” 

“Why should I?” 

“Because you know that I have your best interests at heart and you don’t want to make me mad!” 

She got out of the car. He did not move. He watched her walk all the way to the house and then enter. He finally admitted to himself that she was right. The last thing in the world that he wanted was to be fighting with his wife. She was his only source of support. 

Although he wished that she would stop trying to undermine his masculine ego. 

Betty was washing lettuce for a salad when he entered. She barely managed to sup-press a grin. He went to the refrigerator and got a carrot, cucumber and tomato and started preparing vegetables. She started to sing and he joined in. They had a nice dinner of salad and iced tea. He did not seem to notice when she left the dishes for him. 
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Chapter 14

Their lives were settling back into a routine. Mark was becoming an old hand at the daycare. He had come to love feeding the babies and the little chances that he had to play with them. He could tolerate changing diapers. 

He was becoming more efficient at cleaning and cooking. Even though he was doing the vast majority of the work around the house, he still managed to have some free time. 

He no longer was interested in sports so he let his subscriptions to sports magazine lapse and started taking a cooking magazine. He loved the recipes. Betty brought him home a romance novel. Although skeptical at first, he found that he enjoyed it. 

His body seemed to be continuing its’ changes. As his breasts grew, he was happy to do his firming exercises. His hips were also more rounded. Most disappointing was that he no longer needed the gaff. Any panty seemed capable of restraining him with no visible sign. 

He tried to discuss his concerns with Betty, but she emphasized how he was excelling at his new job and how he would be so ready when they got their own baby. She seemed to have no need for his cock to satisfy her sexually. His fingers and occasionally the vibrating penis were enough. 

Of course she was spending longer hours at the office. She told Mark that she was determined to make partner at her firm. She had taken to having lunch whenever possible with one of the current partners. She also was not opposed to ‘long’ lunches when requested. Their dinners were now usually light meals. This took inches off Mark’s waist which accentuated his hips even more. Betty still took her trips to San Francisco and more than once, one of the partners went with her. 

Mark started spending more time with Peggy who would come over in the evenings to watch a movie or play cards. He would also occasionally take an evening babysitting job for one of the mothers at the daycare. 

Despite Mark’s claims to the contrary, they continued to go to aerobics and he had become just one of the girls. Betty liked to fraternize with the good-looking executive types. 

Mark did not care to listen to their tales of corporate and sexual triumphs. He started spending time with the mothers and housewives. They were generally plumper and not as attractive, but he loved to hear their stories about their kids. 

One Tuesday afternoon Mark’s life took yet another turned. He noticed a little wet spot on his dress. At first he just thought that one of the babies had spit up, but on closer examination it seemed to be seeping from below. Concerned, he unbuttoned his dress to find that his bra was wet at nipple too. He rushed to show Sylvia. 

“Relax girl. You’re just lactating.” 

“How’s that possible?” 
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“We can talk about that later. For now, I suggest that you start breast feeding your babies or your titties are going to start hurting.” 

He returned to the front bedroom and picked up Jane. When he was settled in the rocking chair, he undid the top of his dress and removed his bra. When Jane started sucking away, all his concerns seemed to disappear. He was able to feed both Jane and Willie before he ran out of milk. 

His babies kept him busy the rest of the afternoon, but as soon as all the children were gone he confronted Sylvia. “What’s happening to me?” 

“Would you like some coffee?” 

“No! I want some answers.” 

“Okay. The breakfast drinks that you have been drinking for the past several months have been laced with hormones. Estrogen and progesterone to shape your body and pro-lactin to produce lactation.” 

“Why?” 

“I think that you need to talk to your wife about that!” 

“You told Betty about Sara right away didn’t you?” 

“Not really! In fact, she was the one who told me that you were playing around!” 

“She was behind it all along!” 

“I can’t really say anything else until you talk to her.” 

Mark slowly walked across the street to his house. He plopped down on the couch to wait for his wife. It was twenty minutes after eight when she finally walked in the door. 

“Hey, why is it so dark and where’s supper?” 

He waited until she entered the living room before he spoke. “I didn’t fix supper!” 

“Why not?” 

“I started lactating this afternoon.” 

“That’s great. We’re all ready for our baby now!” 

“I want to know why you’ve been feeding me hormones all these months!” 

Her look turned to anger. “Did you really think that you could go around fucking any woman living and not pay the consequences?” 

“I’m not going to stand for this!” 

“What are you going to do about it?” 

He was without a response. For all the hours that he had been waiting he had no plan of action. 

“You can stop taking the hormones. You will probably stop lactating, but your breasts and hips aren’t going anywhere. And don’t expect that worthless thing between your legs to come back to life. 
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to pay for household expenses in our joint account. Of course, you will not get another dime, if you leave. Also one word from me and your job at Sylvia’s is over. So do you want to leave?” 

There was a long pause. “Are you going to leave?” 

“No!” 

“If you stay, I expect you to keep taking your hormones. I expect the house to be clean and I expect dinner to be on the table when I get home. Do you understand?” 

There was another long pause. “I expect an answer!” 

“Yes, I understand.” 

Betty was feeling greatly relief. She was happy that everything was out in the open. No longer would she have to make any attempt to hide the fact that she was completely in charge. “One last thing, when you’re ready to get rid of that useless appendage between your legs, I’ll gladly pay for the surgery. Now, I’m going to go get me some supper. Tomorrow I expect food on the table

when I get home.” 

Mark continued to sit in the dark

trying to piece together how things

had come to this point. He had be-

come so absorbed in the female role

that he had trouble remembering his

male life. His interest in sports and

cars was no longer there. His interest

in women had changed. He viewed

them more as individuals and in par-

ticular mothers rather than as possi-

ble sexual partners. 

He knew that the changes in his

body had been obvious, but he had

so busy with work and keeping the

house up that he had no time to

dwell on it. He had become intrigued

with babies and their care. He had

found cooking enjoyable. He could

not think of one thing about his male

self that he truly missed. His desires

seemed to have completely shifted. 

When Betty returned home, he

was already in bed. She smiled at the

frilly pink nightgown. She was

proud of how she had transformed

him into the almost perfect wife. 

Page - 52

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved


Chapter 15

The next morning Mark poured his breakfast drink down the drain in the kitchen sink in one small act of rebellion. All morning he was sluggish with little energy. Also, he was a little low on milk and could not feed more than one baby. 

By noon he was starting to regret his choice. Betty had obviously anticipated his action. 

When he went to the kitchen to begin the noon feeding, Sylvia had a drink prepared for him. He gladly drained the glass to the last drop. 

His energy picked up and he enjoyed the rest of the day. Having a baby at his breast was a remarkable experience. He felt blessed to be able to contribute to the child’s well being. 

That night he fixed a baked salmon dish with green beans. Betty did not get home until 8:30. She quickly gulped the meal. Mark was a little disappointed when she went to the living room without one comment on the food. Still he washed up the dishes without complaint. 

The next morning he considered not drinking his breakfast drink again, but he decided that there was no advantage. So he ended up drinking two mixtures of hormones during the week. He was soon able to feed three babies at every feeding. 

He also started complaining that his tits hurt every morning. Sylvia told him to get a breast pump. Then he was able to drain his breasts in the evening and over the weekend. 

He was eventually able to provide 75 % of his babies’ milk. 

One day out of the blue Wilma brought her baby by the day care. The little boy was seven months old and she had not worked since he was born. Sylvia and Peggy and yes even Mark were thrilled to see him. Wilma seemed so happy as a mother. That night before he went home Mark stopped to talk to Sylvia. 

“Sylvia, I have a question. Why did Betty come to you to get even with me?” 

“Well, I had mentioned to her that I had taken care of several other wayward husbands.” 

“Was Wilma one of them?” 

“Yes! But look at her now. She is so thrilled to be a mother. She is having surgery to become a complete woman next fall.” 

“What about her husband …, I mean wife?” 

“Much like Betty she is a professional woman in real estate. She is happy to pass the child rearing on to Wilma.” 

“So they adopted?” 

“No, Wilma’s wife was pregnant when she discovered that he was playing around. If she could have transferred the baby then, she would have. But she was thrilled to see Wilma nursing.” 
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As he fixed a chef’s salad with ham, cheese and hard-boiled egg, he could not get the image of Wilma out of his mind. Since he had begun nursing, he had become closer to the little ones at the daycare. But having your own baby seemed so much more fulfilling. 

Betty was actually home early, before 7. She watched with great amusement as he described seeing Wilma with her baby. She actually complimented the salad, before she disappeared into the living room. 

That night as they were lying in bed, she started playing with his nipples for the first time in several weeks. He was soon totally aroused. She opened the side table and pulled out the nylon panty with the vibrating cock. No words were necessary. He got up and pulled the panty on. As soon as he laid down, she rolled him on his back and mounted. As she rode him to climax, he realized that he longer was getting that male satisfaction from sex. Sure, he craved the comfort of her touch, but he had to be content with bringing her to climax. 


Chapter 16

One day the following week Betty came home all excited. Mark was just putting the last dish of vegetables on the table. She rushed in and kissed him hard on the lips. Then she took his hand and led him into the living. 

“What’s all this about?” 

“You’d better sit down.” He sat on the edge of the couch. “I talked to the adoption agency today. A sixteen-year-old girl has agreed to let us have her baby. We have to pass a home inspection and then we should have our baby in about four weeks.” 

“That’s great.” 

They hugged and kissed. Then they talked about getting the guest bedroom ready for a baby. The guest bedroom was next to the downstairs bathroom. There was a bed in it, but since they had gotten married, no one had visited them so it had not been used. 

That next weekend Mark painted the room pink. Betty had seen a sonogram so they knew that they were expecting a girl. They also purchased a crib and changing table. The car was outfitted with a car seat. 

On Tuesday morning Betty left him a note with his breakfast drink. It read ‘I noticed that you have been lax about wearing your gaff. Please start wearing it again!’ He found that strange. He had not been capable of manifesting a presence between legs for months so it did not seem to matter whether he had gaff on or not. He was flat. Still, he knew better than to question his wife’s judgment. So he pulled on a gaff before his panties. 

The day at Sylvia’s went bye fast. He was breast-feeding three at every feeding and the milk from the weekend’s pumping lasted through the noon feeding for the other babies. 

He was able to find a good half hour to play with Tommy and Sue while the others slept. 

He was feeling pretty good as he walked home. He saw the car in the driveway so Betty was home, but there was also a second car. As he walked in the front door he heard a shout from the living room. “In here!” 

Page - 54

Copyright by Reluctant Press All Rights Reserved

When he entered he saw Betty sitting on the couch with a middle-aged woman in print blouse and nice pants. Almost immediately a pain started shooting through his groin. 

“Martha, this is Mrs. Hampton from the adoption agency.” 

He was barely able to shake hands before doubling over. “Are you okay?” 

“My stomach hurts.” 

“Maybe you should lie down.” 

Betty led him to the guest bedroom. Then she got him some Midol. He could not believe the pain. About an hour later Mrs. Hampton came into the bedroom. “How are you feeling?” 

The pain seemed to intensify again. He could barely croak, “Okay.” 

“I just wanted to tell you that I talked to Mrs. Briggs. She assured me that you will make an excellent nanny. Your employer should have no trouble getting the approval for the adoption.” 

“Thanks!” He wanted to say more. Why did she regard him as the nanny? What had Betty told her about her husband? The pain was too intense. Then the adoption lady was gone. 

About ten minutes later his wife came in. “Here’s something stronger.” She handed him a pill. After he had swallowed it, she continued, “Since you are not feeling well, I think that you should sleep down here tonight.” She kissed him on the forehead. 

He felt like he had lost something, but he seemed to be getting drowsy so he could not focus. He thought that he heard the kitchen door. Could he ever be a father? It seemed that he would never get a chance. 

The next morning Betty delivered his breakfast drink. She kissed him on the forehead. 

“I’m so excited about the baby. It won’t be long now.” 

After she left, he crept over to the window. There were two cars in the driveway. The one that he did not recognize was a fancy two-seat sports car. A handsome twenty something man was standing at the door. When his wife appeared, he walked over to meet her. 

They held a passionate kiss for some time, before parting and getting into their separate cars. What was that all about? 

That evening at supper he was more concerned about the baby than some fling. He made meat loaf and baked potatoes with broccoli which was one of Betty’s favorites. He waited until she had several bites before he brought up the adoption. 

“Mrs. Hampton seemed to think that I was your nanny.” 

“Think about it dear. What chance would we have if you insisted on pretending to be a father? As a nanny, you sealed the deal.” 

“Then who’s listed as the father.” 

“I’m the only legal guardian on the adoption papers. There is no father.” 

Mark felt an emptiness in his gut. He was so looking forward to having a child of his own. How could he ever feel that this baby was his? 
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That night in bed he did not return his wife kiss. She thought, ‘he’ll get over it. If not, I’ve got other irons in the fire.’


Chapter 17

The baby arrived on a Thursday. Sylvia gave Mark the afternoon off so that he could go to the hospital. He met the mother for the first time. She was a cute blonde who was a little overweight. She was very distraught. When she met him, they seemed to form an in-stant bond. 

“I’m pleased to meet you Amy.” 

“Are you the nanny?” 

He wanted to yell that he was the father, but he knew what was expected. He did not want to risk anything. “Yes!” 

“I feel better having met you. Since I found out that I was pregnant, I have been a wreck. My father almost disowned me, then to have the baby growing inside you. I can’t describe the incredible feelings. To have to give it up, it’s so hard.” 

“I wish that I could experience that feeling, but I’m not able to have children. I’m so looking forward to taking care of your baby. I assure you that she’ll always be loved.” 

“That makes me feel better, but what about the mother?” 

“She’s a good woman, a successful attorney who will be able to provide a good life for Melissa.” 

“Is that what she named her?” 

“Yes!” 

“I was kind of thinking of April.” 

“That’s a pretty name.” 

“I wish that you could be her mother.” 

He so wanted to agree with her, but he knew that was not appropriate. “I’ll treat her like she was my daughter.” 

After talking with the mother Mark was able to go to the nursery to see Melissa. She was so beautiful. He paced back and forth outside the nursery waiting for Betty to come with the necessary paperwork. Finally, he was able to pick her up. 

He held her for the entire trip home. He insisted on breast-feeding her, before he would fix Betty’s supper. She was happy to have another chain to bind him. He would do anything for Melissa. 

From that first night Mark essentially moved into the guest bedroom. His daughter came first. During the week Betty started coming home later and later, because he would usually not have dinner ready until 8. 
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He continued to work at Sylvia’s. Melissa went with him. Jane and Willie had move on to a daycare catering to older children. Peggy loved his little girl and she would often come over in the evening to help him. They watch TV after the baby was asleep until his wife would come home. 

When Betty was home, she would dote on little Melissa. She spent at least thirty minutes a night playing with her. She would not change her diaper or feed her except for rare occasions on the weekend when she would take Melissa to park and give Mark a needed break. 

Then one night his wife came home early. She was carrying something on a hanger. 

“Honey, I’m so close!” 

“To what?” 

“Partner. I finally talked the managing partner Frank Hartesty into coming for supper tomorrow night. I’ve already got three votes locked up. With his support I’m a shoo-in!” 

“That’s great.” 

“You could show a little more enthusiasm. You know that I’m doing this for you and Melissa. We’ll be set financially.” 

“I am happy for you.” 

“Good, I expect you to serve dinner. Here’s your uniform.” 

She held a black uniform with white lace collar and cuffs. “So you expect me to be the maid now as well as the nanny?” 

She grabbed his neck with grip that made him hurt. She seemed to be stronger than he was now. “And I expect you to do a good job. Don’t fuck this up for me or you’ll regret it!” 

He was amused that she seemed so frighten. But it did him no good to hurt her chances at advancement. The better that she did at work, the less time that she had to interfere at home. So he made a prime rib with twice-baked potatoes with a salad and a nice black-berry pie for dessert. 

He made sure that Melissa was fed and changed before his wife and her boss arrived. 

Peggy had agreed to babysit at her house. When they arrived he served them wine, cheese and crackers in the living room. He could not help but notice how close they were sitting to each other. 

Then he ushered them into the dining room for salad. They were taking their time eating. It was all that he could do to keep the meat from over cooking. Finally they were ready for pie and coffee. Mark reheated their coffee twice. 

It was 10:30 when they were finally finished. Mark was clearing dishes when Frank got up and yawned. 

Betty smiled seductively. “Would you like to stay the night?” 

“Won’t your husband mind?” 

“Why don’t you ask him?” 

Mr. Hardesty shifted uncomfortably. Mark blushed furiously. 
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“You won’t mind will you, dear?” 

Without a word, Mark took a load of dishes into the kitchen. He burst into tears at the kitchen table. By the time he returned to the dining room, they were gone. Since he had not heard a door, he knew that they had gone upstairs. 

He called Peggy and asked her to keep Melissa overnight. He did not want her to see him cry even if she was too young to understand what was happening to him. He got ready for bed in the downstairs bathroom as he had done since he had moved into the guest room. He wanted to flee, but he knew that he would be alone in his own bedroom. 

When he finally got to bed, he could hear muffled sounds from upstairs. He slowly wept himself to sleep. 


Chapter 18

Betty brought him his breakfast drink in the morning. She kissed him on the forehead. 

They did not discuss the previous evening nor would they ever discuss it. There was now no longer any passion what so ever between them. 

They were living their own separate lives. Nothing from her legal firm ever affected his actions and the daycare was totally separate from her life. The only time that they spent together was at dinner and as long as he had it on the table on time everything was fine. 

They continue to take aerobics, but once that they were at the gym, they socialized with different groups of woman. Mark gravitated to the mothers and became involved with the gym’s daycare. By volunteering one evening a week, he got free baby-sitting during his Sunday aerobics. 

Sylvia had taken on a new project, Michelle (formerly Michael). At first, Mark wanted to warn him, but then he thought, ‘is my life so bad.’ He enjoyed being a mother. After listening to Sylvia and Peggy complain over and over, he finally conceded that he had been a jerk. So no doubt had Michael. 

So he mentored this ‘new’ woman and was pleased with her steady progress. Everything had become so routine and although most things could be boring, he never got over the thrill of having a baby sucking on his nipple. 

Then one Friday night Betty came home excited. Mark dreaded these times, because whatever excited his wife no longer had the same effect on him. Still, he needed to know what was going. 

“So why are you so happy tonight?” 

“I got it.” 

“Got what?” 

“I’m a partner!.” 
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“I’m so happy for you.” They both knew that they cared little for each other lives any more. “I assumed this means that you get a raise.” 

“I’m now eligible to receive a percentage of the total profits of the firm. We should never have to worry about money again.” 

He never worried. She took care of the money. As long as he could buy groceries, everything was fine. 

“Let’s go out and celebrate tomorrow night.” 

He hesitated. “I don’t know.” They had not been out together without Melissa since she was born. They also had not been in the same bed. They would exchange the occasionally kiss on the cheek or forehead, but they were no longer close. 

“Come on, it will be fun!” 

“Okay, I’ll see if Peggy will baby sit.” 

The next night Mark was apprehensive. Betty had bought him a new dress, low cut with a short skirt. It was of a beautiful green silky fabric that felt marvelous against his skin. The fact that he thought that he looked sexy showed how much that he had mentally changed from the ‘old’ Mark. But he was afraid of what his wife had in mind. 

Betty dressed in a sexy red dress, but she did not excite him as before. Plus, he doubted that she was dressing for his benefit. Still, they went out to a fancy restaurant for a steak dinner. It was turning into a pleasant evening. As they approached the car, she had a suggestion, “let’s get a drink at Houlihan’s.” 

He was having a good time, so he replied, “sounds good!” 

As soon as they entered the bar, a man waved from across the room. As they got closer, Mark was sure that he recognized one of the two men seated at the table where they were headed. Yes, it was Hector. He started to waver, but Betty had his hand and then they were right in front of them. The men stood. 

“Martha, you remember Hector!” 

Hector took Mark’s hand and kissed the back of it. “I certainly remember all of your beauty. This is my brother Raul.” He helped Mark with his seat just as Raul was helping Betty. “I took the liberty of ordering a pitcher of Margaritas.” 

Clearly this meeting had been prearranged. What did his wife have in mind? Mark would have to keep his wits about him. That lasted halfway through the second margarita. 

Unfortunately, they tasted good and as long as he was taking a drink he did not have to talk. He was feeling pretty darn good by the end of his third drink. 

Hector had a suggestion, “let’s go back to my place.” 

Betty was quick to respond, “We would love to!” 

Mark did not want to go, but his mind was fuzzy. “I’m not sure that we should.” 

His wife took him by the arm. “We’re going to the ladies room. We’ll meet you out front.” When she had him alone in the restroom, she took a much firmer tone. “You’re not messing this evening up. Now, relieve yourself and fix your makeup. Go with the flow and you’ll have a good time.” 
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For the entire ride to Hector’s apartment, he tried to imagine what was going to happen, but Mark had no idea. He certainly could not satisfy these men and what would happen if they tried to have their way. Fortunately he was riding in the front seat with Hector who was driving. That required one hand on the wheel, but his free hand was gliding up and down Mark’s hose. The arousal that this caused did not help. 

When they got to the apartment Raul immediately led Betty through one of the doors to a back room. Hector took one of Mark’s hands and with his other hand around the waist guided him toward another room. He wanted to resist, but the alcohol was affecting his speech and motor skills. 

Then they were in a bedroom. The bed with a bright red spread dominated the room. 

Hector pulled the covers down to reveal red silk sheets. Mark was amazed at the strength as the man easily lifted him off his feet and laid him on the bed. Then Hector was on top kissing his red lips. His hands were all over the rest of Mark’s body concentrating on the breasts. Almost in a trance Mark responded. And when Hector unzipped and lower his dress, he was working on the belt, pants and shirt of the bigger man. 

Now, Hector’s lips and tongue were at the nipples. He was pleasantly surprised to taste milk. Mark’s hands had deftly produced a massive erection. Then Hector reached and slide down the panties. Mark cringed and waited for the awfully reaction. 

Hector only smiled. “Don’t worry darling. Your wife warned me and she’s paying me enough that it doesn’t matter. Besides it’s such a cute little thing. It shouldn’t get in the way.” 

Mark tried to focus on what he had just said, but his attention was riveting to the other man’s middle where he was applying a jelly. What was next? Hector placed his knees on the front of the bed. He lifted Mark’s legs to his shoulders and then penetrated. 

Mark thought, ‘god he’s stronger than Betty.” But soon he was responding and trying to match the Latin intensity. They seemed to go on forever, but finally Hector produced an explosion that Mark felt all the way through his body. 

As he withdrew, Hector looked down and smiled. A small puddle of liquid had es-caped Mark’s still limp penis. “You must have enjoyed it.” 

“Bravo!, Bravo!” 

Mark turned. Betty and Raul were standing in the doorway. They had watched everything. She spoke, “you’re a real women now. You’d better thank Hector properly.” 

He was puzzled at what she meant. Hector wiped himself with a towel and moved to the head of bed. He thrust at Mark’s face. Instinctively the mouth opened and sucked as Hector moved in and out. Slowly, the massive organ came back to life. It seemed to take even longer to totally drain this insatiable man. He leaned over and kissed Mark on the lips. 

“You’re one sexy woman.” 

Betty chuckled and said, “Do you want to come have a real woman?” 

She stayed at the door as Hector followed Raul to the other bedroom. She looked to Mark. “Do you want to come watch? You could learn something.” He just shook his head. 
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Soon he could hear activity in the other room. Somehow he didn’t feel bad, just empty. 

If it was not already clear, tonight proved that he no longer had real marriage. He could no longer satisfy his own wife. But was he really destined to only satisfy men? 

He got up and went into the bathroom. The sounds from the next room were clearer. 

He could definitely hear moaning. He turned on the water and took a shower. When he turned the water off, he heard the bed creaking in the next room. He dried off slowly, listening to his life change forever. 

He went to the next room and got dressed. He sat down in a chair to wait. And he waited and waited. Finally, he gave up and laid down on the bed. He was soon fast asleep. 


Chapter 19

The next morning Betty woke him with a kiss on the cheek. “Wakeup sleepyhead, we’ve just got enough time to stop for brunch, go and change clothes before aerobics.” 

He was getting tired of his wife being in such a chipper mood the morning after he had suffered such intense humiliation. But then he remembered something more important. 

“Melissa?” 

“Don’t worry. I told Peggy that she would have her until after aerobics.” 

He wondered what else she had told Peggy. She had obvious had this weekend planned well in advance. Sylvia’s daughter was turning into his only true friend. He could not stand for her to look down on him. 

Hector dropped them off at Betty’s car. She took an excruciatingly long time to kiss him good-bye. Then they were off to a local restaurant for brunch. 

“I can’t tell you how much I appreciate you letting me enjoy Hector and Raul last night, now that you can’t do anything in bed anymore.” Did he really have a choice? “I feel like a real woman this morning.” She said it with such a cheerful voice, but the impli-cation was clear. 

They both ordered an omelet for brunch. She spent most of the meal critique his technique in bed with Hector and making suggestion on how he could satisfy men better. He had no intention of being in bed with a man again, but he knew that if he said anything, she would find a way to use it against him. In fact, she might be plotting already. As she was paying the check, she said, “If you had the operation to remove your cock, I bet you could satisfy any man.” 

Suddenly, he was scared. She had been getting him to do things that he never imagined for so long. Did she have a plan to take her revenge all the way? 

Aerobics took his mind off all his concerns. It always did. He did not remember why he used to have an aversion to exercise. He also got to talk to several other mothers which he found very gratifying. 

They now always stayed to shower. The other woman never gave him a second thought and the sight of naked women no longer turned him on the way that it used to. 
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They also stayed to socialize at least a half an hour afterwards. The gym had a small snack bar where they could get a fruity health drink. 

It was almost 6 o’clock when Mark went over to Sylvia’s to pick up Melissa. Peggy was there by herself watching a documentary on TV. Melissa was in one of the playpens. 

“I appreciate you taking Melissa. I’ve never been away from her for so long.” 

“No problem. Did you have a good time?” 

“I don’t know. I enjoyed some of the evening, but not really all of it.” 

“What were the men like?” 

“What did Betty tell you?” 

“Just that you like men now, I’m not sure that I believed her.” 

“After last night I can definitely say that I don’t like men.” 

“Just because I don’t like men, you don’t have to lie.” 

“I’m not lying. Although I must admit that my relationships with both men and women are different now.” 

“Look both my mom and me have had bad luck with men. Don’t let that hold you back!” 

“Do you want me to go for men?” 

“Not really! Believe it or not I would like to see you happy. You’ve taken to mother-hood better than any one of my mother’s other projects.” 

“Well, Melissa is a joy.” 

They watched the rest of the documentary together. He nursed Melissa. When it was over, he took her home and put her to bed. He sat and had a cup of tea at the kitchen table. 

Betty was off somewhere getting ready for work on Monday. 

He thought about the weekend. What had he learned about himself? He could be with a man, but he had not really enjoyed it. Although he had to admit that he had responding to Hector’s touch. He was still attracted to women, but in a different way. He could not satisfy them in the way that he used to, but he certainly had an emotional attachment to Peggy and some of the women from aerobics. What was to become of those feelings? 

About ten he fed Melissa one last time. Then he changed to a nightgown and got ready for bed. He had gotten so used to the nylon against his skin. He held his breasts. They had grown so slowly and steadily that he often was not aware how much that they had changed. But when he compared himself to the women at aerobics, he knew that they were big. 

He laid down, but sleep would not come. Betty had done a good job belittling his male ego. He no longer dreamed of a male life. He decided that he was good as a mother. He could find fulfillment in that role. Sometimes you just had to be happy with what you had. 
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Chapter 20

Mark had little time to contemplate philosophy of life. He worked full time at the daycare. When he got home, he had to take care of Melissa and fix supper. Betty would take Melissa on Saturdays. But most of that time was consume with housework including laundry. 

Still, he had a good life. He enjoyed his time with Melissa. He had discovered cooking. 

Betty gave him plenty of money for ingredients so he could try just about any recipe. And he was getting pretty good even if he did say so himself. 

His wife had hosted several cocktail parties for her firm and their clients. His food always got rave reviews. She was doing quite well as a partner. She still stayed late most evenings to ‘mentor’ young male associates trying to make partner. 

Peggy would come over three or four times a week. They would watch TV or play cards. One night when Betty was not home, he started fondling Peggy’s breast. Much to his delight his actions were reciprocated. They ended up on Betty’s bed with the panty and vibrating cock. After that night, they would often play around when his wife was not home. 

Also, one day after work he stayed to talk to Sylvia. He understood his wife’s motiva-tions, but he had never been sure where she fit in. 

“Sylvia, I’d like to talk.” 

“What about?” 

“Why you turned me and several other men into milk cows?” 

“Well, I have never had good experiences with men. Peggy’s father ran off with a flight attendant when she was three. I never heard from him or received any financial support after that. I’ve been running the daycare ever since. Then Peggy got raped by my own brother when she was fourteen and got pregnant.” 

“Did she have an abortion?” 

“No! She had a miscarriage. She’s no longer capable of having children.” 

“I didn’t know that.” 

“Anyway, one evening I was sitting around draining a bottle of wine with a friend whose baby was using the daycare. She had just discovered that her husband was playing around. We started fantasizing about men having to do the child raising. 

The next day I got on the Internet and found out where I could get the hormones without prescription. Our fantasy became a reality. He made the cutest little homemaker. In fact, he eventually had a sex change. He works as a waitress now. His boyfriend is a truck driver.” 

“How many have done that?” 

“Changed sexes?” Mark nodded. “Well I’ve worked with five so far including you and Michelle. Two are now officially women. Are you considering it?” 
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“No!” 

“It probably doesn’t help. But you’re the one that has stayed with the daycare the longest, probably because you live so close. I’ve really come to like you now. You’ve been so good with Peggy. You’re the only one that I’ve regretted.” 

“Well, I’ve had a lot of time to think. I know that I acted like a bastard. If I hadn’t changed, you’d probably still hate me. To be honest I don’t long for my old life. Nursing has been a unique and fulfilling experience. I don’t regret a moment of it. 

Now that my relationship with Betty has soured, I know that it will never be repaired. 

It upsets me that she takes so much enjoyment from my transformation. Still, she is a good provider, so we’ll probably muddle on.” 

Sylvia got up from the table and went over to the counter and pulled out a small metal box. She returned and placed it on the table. There were four buttons colored red, orange, green and purple. 

“What’s that?” 

“Do you have your gaff on?” 

“I haven’t needed a gaff for months.” 

“You might put one on when you get home and push the buttons, although I advise against using the red one.” 

“Why?” 

“That’s how I control my projects. You took to the training better that anyone else so I did not have to use the red and orange buttons much.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” 

“Like I said, I like the new you. I’ve never told the others, but you seem such a nice person now. I hope that someday you’ll forgive me.” 

They hugged. “I have to admit that I like me better now too!” 

When he got home, it took him about twenty minutes to find a gaff. He had not been using them and they were still in the dresser up stairs. He went to his bedroom and removed his work clothes. He pulled on the gaff with a pair of panties and then added a housedress. 

He went into the kitchen and sat down at the table. He looked down at the metal box. 

He pushed the green button. His groin started to vibrate. Memories of feeding bottles to so many babies came flooding into his head. He pushed the purple button. The vibration intensified. He was starting to swoon. He released the button and sat for several minutes. 

He had been programmed. Although he knew that the first time a baby had sucked at his nipple, he had been hooked. No wonder he seemed to tolerate so many feminine chores these days. 

He pushed the orange button. A shock went through his groin. A pain formed in his stomach and he started to sweat. He released the button. He hesitated for the longest time. 
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whelming. The adoption agency’s visit popped into his brain. Thank god he had not resisted his wife’s efforts more. 


Chapter 21

Mark was dusting the den, in particular, Betty’s desk. He noticed that the drawers were not locked. This had not happened since his wife had taken control of the finances. Betty was at work so his curiosity got the better of him. 

Most of the drawers contained papers from her law firm, but one drawer had personal papers. He found bank statements showing that their joint checking account had $432.84

in it, whereas, Betty’s account had $12,459.43. Then he ran across a paper titled ‘Application for Annulment of Marriage’. It was completely prepared except for signatures at the bottom. He quickly read through the document. It cited change of sex as the reason for annulment. That is why his wife was always suggesting that he have an operation. 

He let his feelings fester for several days. But then at dinner one night he could be silent no longer. 

“Betty, I was dusting your desk the other day. The drawers were unlocked.” 

“You didn’t get into my legal papers did you?” 

“Only the ones involving me!” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I discovered your application for the annulment of our marriage.” 

“Oh that.” 

“Did you really expect me to have a sex change?” 

“For the longest time I hoped that I could convince you and then kick you out on your fat ass. I don’t care anymore.” 

“Why not?” 

“You’ve turned into one heck of a housewife. You’re great with Melissa. My life at work is fulfilling. There’s no need to mess things up.” 

“So waiting on that operation is all that has kept us together.” 

“You’re not listening. You’ve become invaluable to me around the house. Your current physical condition would be plenty of reason for dissolving the marriage if I wanted to.” 

Mark started to cry. “Don’t go all girly on me. Hey, you were a jerk, but I fixed you. 

You’re a confident and compassion woman now.” She seemed to know just what to say to make him feel the worse. The tears increased. Betty finished up her dinner and left him sobbing over his plate. 

So their roles were redefined. Betty had always been the primary breadwinner, but she was now also queen of the house. He kept the house clean, kept food on the table and made sure that Melissa had a happy childhood. 
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He found friendship with Peggy, Sylvia and the mothers at aerobics. Betty willingly took her daughter a couple of days a week so that he had time with girls. In fact, she was amused that he had become so feminine. They were for now content with each other. 


Epilogue

Over the years Betty adopted two more children, a boy and another girl. When the youngest one was two years old, Mark gave up the hormones that made him lactate. He had quit the daycare when they received the second baby, although he would still help out in an emergency. 

Eventually they did get divorced. He agreed only after Betty set up a trust for the children and agreed to pay him a salary which he kept in his own personal bank account. She had started to openly date, but had never gotten serious with anyone. 

Mark loved the children. It bothered him that they often treated him like a servant which Betty encouraged. But when he would put them to bed, they would always hug him, so he knew that his love was returned. 

Mark still had the little remembrance of his manhood between his legs. For the most part he had adopted Peggy and Sylvia’s disgust of men. He could not see having an operation just to be able to please male desires, although that might change. He had met a wid-ower at the park who had two little girls. The children had several play dates. They had even gone out to dinner alone a couple of times. Their children were the most important thing to both of them, so neither one of them was in hurry for their relationship to progress past friendship. 

Who knows - maybe someday? 


###
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