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 Butch and Sissy









 
 
Darn Butch Wife




 
 





“Janine! How can you say you dress sexy!? Look at you. Short boy cut hair, no makeup, baggy jeans, turtle neck sweater with a man’s shirt over it and waffle bottom boots. You couldn’t tell if you were a guy or not. You look just like the guys that are on TV that cut the trees down. When we first got married you’d always dress pretty and sexy for me, especially when we went out.”
 
 
 



“Honey, Bobbie, I know I don’t dress that way but I didn’t think I had to anymore. Do you know how much work it is to keep up that feminine, sexy appearance? It all takes time and I’ve found better ways to use my time. Besides, the restaurants don’t care what we wear there anymore, as long as we have the money. Don’t you love me anymore?”



“Of course I do. It’s just, sometimes I want to see you being the pretty sexy lady that I married, that’s all. It can’t be that much work.”
 
 
 



“You don’t think so? Maybe you should try doing all that stuff sometimes! Then you’d understand.”
 
 
 



“Well, I really don’t think it’s such a big deal.”
 
 
 



“Then let me teach you how and you can try it. How about we do it this weekend?”
 
 
 



“Do what? Have me sit and watch you get pretty? Okay.”
 
 
 



“No Bobbie! Have you get all pretty and see how hard it is.”
 
 
 



“What are you crazy? I couldn’t do that?”
 
 
 



“Why, are you too lazy?”
 
 
 



“C’mon, you know I’m not lazy.”
 
 
 



“Well, then let’s do it. You’ll understand I’m sure.”
 
 
 



“Uh, Janine, what do I have to do if I agree?”
 
 
 



“You have to get all sexy and pretty like a girl. That’s all. Just to experience what it takes that’s all. I’ll show you how, you just have to do it that’s all.”
 
 
 



“Hmm, sounds kinda sissy and not very masculine.”
 
 
 



“Masculine like me?”
 
 
 



“Uh, how about if I do that, you have to dress like a guy all the way. Strap down your boobs and wear a tie and all that. Ha ha ha. Then I can call you Frankie or something. Ha ha ha. On second thought, I’d rather see you get all sexy and feminine.”
 
 
 



“Hmmm, okay, I’ll dress really sexy and feminine and then I can call you, Roberta, uh, too formal sounding, hmm, lets see, I’ll call you, Sissy! Ha ha ha. Deal?”
 
 
 



“Oh man! What am I getting myself into here. Well, I guess maybe I’ll understand your reasons better huh, and, I get to see you all pretty and sexy again. Deal!”
 
 
 



I kissed my butch wife on the lips and gave her a big hug and she laughed and pinched my ass as if I were her woman.



 
 
“Ouch! You’ll damage the merchandise!” I laughed and then I grabbed her crotch and squeezed and then complained to her.




 
 
“Hmm, not much down there! We’ll have to take care of that! I want my man to have something there if he’s dressed like you are! Ha ha ha.”




 
 
“Okay SISSY! I’ll go shopping this week and we can have all our things ready for this weekend.”











 
 
Here We Go










 
 
The week flew by with my wife sneaking all sorts of bags into the house after she came home late from work and hiding them, telling me I couldn’t look inside of them. She had me make dinner every night while she went to the mall. She had taken all my measurements that night we talked about this. She measured under my arms, around my chest, around my waist and hips, my feet and head and hands and everything! I didn’t want to think about what she had in all those bags!




 
 
Friday night Janine said I had to get ready for tomorrow before we went to dinner and while I did that she promised she would get all dolled up. Of course, I would do anything to have her do that! So I did.




 
 
She had me shave my whole body. First with a trimmer and then with a razor. She checked my work and touched up anything I missed on my five foot five, 135 lb body. Then, she had me trim my eyebrows thinning them with a trimmer she bought special for that. When I was done she plucked them to create a thinner line and took any stray hairs from between them. Not unmanly or real thin like women used to do but manscaped. When we finished, she had me go and watch an X rated video in my bathrobe while she got ready. She said she wanted me to appreciate her when I saw her dolled up. Of course I willingly went and turned it on. She yelled from upstairs

 .



 
 
“I want you to play with yourself while you do that but don’t come!”




 
 
“Okay baby!”





 
 It was a series of gang bangs with a woman not much different looking than my wife. I did get hot.




 
 
She came into the living room and I nearly fell off the couch!




 
 
“Wow! Janine! You are hot!”




 
 
“Thanks baby! It only took an hour but here I am. Now it’s your turn!”




 
 
She took me by the hand and led me upstairs to the bedroom where she had laid out a suit for me and a whole lot of women’s clothes.




 
 
“Here, put this on first.”




 
 
She held out a black satin garter belt.




 
 
“You can’t be serious!”




 
 
“Oh yes I am! Dead serious! You’re going to wear the same clothes under your suit that I am under this dress!”




 
 
She stood there in her five inch, strappy, high heels holding the garter belt out in between her now long fingernailed hands. I took it and figured it out.




 
 
“Your nails look great Janine!”




 
 
“Thanks. You’ll get to see what a bitch it is to put them on and paint them. Tomorrow that is.” She helped me figure out the garter belt and I put it on.




 
 
“Okay, now take the stockings, roll them up, then slip them up your legs and attach them to the garters.”

 
 




I did. They felt REALLY nice but don’t tell anyone. My man part was throbbing in the air.

 
 




“Oh my, maybe we’re learning something else about SISSSSSY! Put these panties over that thing.” She handed me some black satin and sheer panties that also felt awesome but I had lost my erection from my shame.

 
 




“That’s it Sissy! What’s wrong!? Feeling embarrassed!? Don’t feel bad. If it feels good then let it feel good. You’ll see, it’s not worth all the work. Want me to get you hard again baby?” Janine got on her knees and took me out and sucked me for a while, flicking her tongue around and bobbing her head up and down on it as I looked at her gorgeous gelled jet black hair she styled so sexily. I was reaching the point of no return as I called out.

 
 




“Janine uh uh. Ssss top. Mmmm!” She pulled off me and tucked me away, then handed me a bra to match and just looked at me as she licked her lips. I put it on and she helped adjust the straps and put some small gel forms into it. Then she had me put on a short dress slip over it all. It all felt, well, I hate to say it but…awesome!

 
 




“Okay boy, get your man suit on top of all that and we can go to dinner.”

 
 




I did, covering up all the fancy things I had put on my now supersensitive, hairless, skin. Luckily, the panties were tight enough to hold my standing manhood against my belly and the pants were pleated enough to hide it. I finished dressing and went downstairs where Janine held a little blue pill and a glass of orange juice for me.

 
 




“Take this Bobbie. You’ll enjoy all the sensations more.” I took it from her hand and swallowed it down. I could guess it was some of that erectile dysfunction stuff they advertise on TV. I sure didn’t need it right now and never did, but we’ll see.

 
 




“You’ll be so hard you’ll wish you would never have to pee so you better go do that before we leave too.”




I did as I was told and we were off to dinner. I watched Janine as she drove our Lexus. My gorgeous five foot two, one hundred five pound wife in her short black mini dress with her 32D boobs barely staying in her v cut dress with her big, hard nipples showing prominently through the fabric. She smelled like a dream as I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek while she kept her eyes on the road. She reached over with her right hand and felt my crotch.
 
 




“Mmm. Feeling good?”

 
 




“You bet baby! This is great! You look so hot!”

 
 




“That’s exactly how you’re gonna look baby! Hot! And you’ll see, it really isn’t worth all the work!” She smiled at me and I just couldn’t believe it was all that much work. Especially with how she must feel under all those sexy clothes, how could you call it work

 
 
 ?




We got to the restaurant and she pulled up to the valet. He opened my door first thinking a woman was sitting in the passenger seat since he really didn’t look inside the tinted windows. He left the door opened for me and ran to the other side to take my wife out by the hand as he filled his eyes with all her luscious beauty. He didn’t know where to focus and his eyes flittered from boobs to legs to shoes to face to hair and back to boobs. She looked him in the eye as she handed him the keys and took the tag, touching the back of his hand with her other hand as she did, and leaning in so he could see her nipples as her dress moved away just enough for a good view. His eyes nearly popped out of his head and then he scurried to leave in the car.

 
 




We were seated in a nice quiet corner of the restaurant by the window overlooking the crashing waves below the cliff. My wife ordered each of us a Yukon Jack Old Fashioned with extra bitters and they brought them over promptly while we both talked about the view and what to eat. Then, when we had ordered our food, Janine started to justify her being a Frankie again.

 
 




“See why I dress like Frankie. Did you see that valet when we got here? All you guys are alike. SO easy to play with and all you see when I do it is sex, not me.”

 
 




“Doesn’t it feel good though? I mean, driving them crazy like that?”




 
 
“But Bobbie, that’s not how a married woman should act. I could make you jealous! Or, do you like to show me off?”




 
 
“Actually, I love seeing you do that. I feel like I’m the winner and their the losers since your mine. I like seeing you tease them and then take my arm.”




 
 
“Okay, a nice ego boost, but the teasing could lead to other stuff you know and then what.”




 
 
“So what, you dance with them and have a drink and talk. So what.”




 
 
“Yea, dance and have them rub themselves against me. They’d sit for a drink with us and have their hand on my leg and run it up under my dress.” Janine took my hand under the table and slid it on her leg so I felt the top of her stocking as she smiled at me. She sipped her drink with her other hand. A long nailed pinky pointed in the air as she did being careful not to get too much lipstick on her glass. She smiled at me waiting for me to respond. I didn’t. I just winked and shot down my drink motioning to the waiter for two more. Janine continued whispering in my ear now.




 
 
“They’d put my hand on their crotch under the table so they could feel my tiny hand with the long nails on their hard cock. They’d sniff the perfume on my neck.”




 
 
Janine, slipped her hand on my throbbing, rock hard, blue pill cock and I had to push her away or I’d cum right there.




 
 
“What’s the matter Bobbie? Too much? Is it the clothes exciting you or the story? Either way it’s okay. You’ll see, it’s not worth getting all dressed sexy and all.”

 
 




“I think it’s everything. You’re dressed so hot and I can feel how good those clothes must feel on you and I can imagine what you’re saying and I’m thinking how great it is that your mine and you can drive them crazy but they can never really have you.”

 
 




“Really? You really would think that was hot for me to do something like that?”

 
 




“Sure, as long as I was there. I think. It almost made me come just thinking about it. How did you feel about it?”

 
 




The waiter brought our drinks and took our empties. Janine took my hand and slid it under her dress again but further up. Up so I could feel her black satin and sheer panties like mine, only hers were now very damp.

 
 




“Good thing my dress is long enough to sit on or this seat would be soaked.” She smiled as I slid my hand back. “It’s exciting all right. But, that’s why I dress like Frankie as you say, to avoid that. But, if that’s fun for you I guess it would be fun for me too. Want to go dancing tonight?” She smiled and rubbed my cock again under the table. I got a little nervous and smiled back.

 
 




It was a fairly quiet dinner as Janine bounced her leg over her other while she ate. She completely enjoyed the food and wine and would smile and roll her eyes at me showing me how good it was. I would picture her doing those things she talked about and I’d get nervous and then my hardon would get harder. Then I’d imagine her and a couple of guys following us home and seeing her on the bed dressed like she is then lifting her dress and kicking off her panties. I’d imagine I was taking video of her while she took them both on, smiling at me as she did. We finished dinner and took our coffees out to the veranda to have with a smoke.




I asked Janine
 
 
 ,“Wanna go dancing?”

 
 




She moved against me and squeezed my bottom. She looked at me smiling and silent then she said

 
 
 , “I sure do if you do!”

 
 




My heart raced, my cock throbbed, I felt the silkiness of the stockings on my legs and the sheer fabric of the panties against my cock. I felt the compression of the bra on my chest and the gel forms against the smooth shaved skin. I smelled her perfume and saw her nipples as she gave me the view of her nipples she gave the valet. I saw the gorgeous eye shadow and eyeliner and mascara and her red lips and her shiny hard gelled textured hair. I saw her with her hand on another…

 
 
 










So what if…



 
 





The valet at the dance club did the same thing as the one at the restaurant as Janine did her routine. Janine laughed and took my arm. The music was throbbing, just like me. Black lights, lush carpets and glistening dance floor with waitresses in French maid outfits and waiters in short shorts with tuxedo tops and rippling biceps. People were dressed in fetish clothing. Six inch heels, guys on leashes dressed as women in bondage gear. Smells of strong perfumes and colognes. The California coast, what a wild place.
 
 
 



“So, was it good for you?”
 
 
 




“Ha ha ha. Yup, that was good. I think he was more smitten than the last one. I need to pee really bad but it might take a while to get it to go down enough. Would you mind if I went to the bathroom after we got a booth?”
 
 




“Not at all baby. Think about baseball. That will droop it.” Janine smiled as she slid into the curved booth and the waitress came over and I went to the bathroom. I ended up taking a stall and thinking about baseball all right until I finally got it to droop enough to relieve myself. It must have taken fifteen minutes at least! I adjusted my garter belts, tightening them and adjusted my bra. Don’t tell anyone but, it felt good doing that. I got myself put back together and went to our booth.

 
 
 




Janine was on the dance floor dancing dirty with a tall hunk about six foot three. She looked like a doll next him. Her dress spun out showing the tops of her stockings. Her hand and her bottom would occasionally brush against the front of his pants. I sipped on the drink she got me, a pink martini with an umbrella. I threw the umbrella on the floor and downed the martini. The waitress came over and I ordered a regular gin martini. Then I watched Janine. She was soooo hot. I wondered what it must feel like to be in her skin, to feel the attention she gets and how sexy she must feel. To be able to drive anyone crazy or give them the ultimate pleasure would be exciting beyond belief. That must feel more powerful than anything and, she was all mine.



 
 
She danced against him and I could see from where I sat that he was hard and huge as his pants pulled against his cock while he danced. I took out my smart phone and took some video of her. The song ended and Janine looked back and saw me in the booth. Next thing I knew they were walking over, Janine pulling him by the hand. She slid in the booth next to me and he slid in next to her leaning into her and putting his hand on her thigh.

 
 
 



“Bobbie, this is Jared. He was kind enough to entertain me while you were gone. Jared, this is my husband Bobbie.
 ” I reached out my hand to shake his and he gave me a firm handshake with his huge firm hand.
 
 
 



“Nice to meet you Jared. Thanks for taking care of Janine,” I said as if it was no big deal or anything. He smiled with shining, perfect, white teeth as his bright blue eyes glistened. He ran his hand through his thick, black hair and looked at Janine as he spoke with his deep voice
 
 
 
 ”



“My pleasure Bob. You can have me entertain your wife anytime, even if you’re not away.”
 
 
 



“Why thanks. I’ll be sure to remember that.” Jared now snuggled close to Janine and as Janine had said, he had his hand on her leg as I did on her other one. Janine looked at me and I nodded an approval as she put her hand on his leg. We talked and drank while they touched each other. I could feel her dress sliding up and down over my hand from the actions of Jared’s hand as Janine’s breathing changed. The conversation stalled. Janine looked at me and I nodded once more as she grabbed Jared by the hair and pulled his lips to her. She parted his lips with her tongue and he readily accepted her gift. They embraced as Janine’s legs spread apart allowing Jared’s hand access as Janine grabbed and pulled his hair as she kissed him. I looked around the club and noticed this wasn’t the only booth with action like ours so I put my attention back on them and watched the show as my cock throbbed at seeing her in action like this.
 
 




I felt Janine’s body moving as each thrust of Jared’s fingers went into her. I joined the action and rubbed her on the outside while I felt his hand entering and spreading her. I could hear her wetness now as Jared sped up. She pulled his neck to her as she said in his ear just loud enough for me to hear.

 
 
 



“Oh God your hand feels so good! I’m gonna cum and then it’s your turn.” Janine pushed against his hand with her body as I rubbed her faster. She swallowed a scream and went rigid and then shook. “Oh God that was good! Keep going in me and I’ll do you.” Janine looked at me again and I nodded with an evil smile wanting her to jerk him off so badly. I kept shouting that thought in my head as if she might hear me and do it. She reached under the tablecloth and unzipped his pants. Then she opened her purse and took out her extra stockings she brought in case she got a runner. She took them beneath the table, wrapped their silkiness around his cock and stroked him. Janine came again then stopped him so she could concentrate on taking care of him. Janine whispered something in his ear, which I couldn’t hear.
 
 
 



“Sure, I’d be happy to let Bobbie feel it. It is pretty exceptional.” Jared said as he smiled at me. I looked wide eyed at Janine.
 
 
 



“Go ahead. You have to feel it and see just how nice it is. Please Bobbie, feel it for me? Feel how long, thick and hard he is so you know why this is so much fun.” Janine took my hand and wrapped my fingers around his stocking encased cock. It was huge. I could put three of my hands on it. Janine had me stroke it with her hand on mine. She removed her hand and I continued stroking Jared as he responded to my motions. He even held my hand for a while and pumped into it while he kissed Janine and fingered her. He took his hand away and I continued to stroke him and squeeze the thick hard monster. I ran my hand up to the top and felt the swollen head and rubbed it’s opening, making him shudder as the precum slid under my thumb. Janine’s hand came back and started to slide up and down his shaft and I pulled my hand away. Although, I have to admit, I was surprised at my reluctance to let it go.
 
 
 



“Like it Bobbie?” Jared asked.
 
 
 



“It is exceptional, that’s for sure.”
 
 
 



“Thanks!”
 
 
 



Janine now had her stockings wrapped his shaft and head as she stroked him. He sat back, smiling at me and watching Janine. My cock was throbbing and I could hardly stand the excitement. I was afraid I might actually come when he did. I crossed my legs and felt the sheer stockings as they slid beneath my pants. I felt the squeeze of the bra and slickness of the sheer panties I wore as they slid against the precum of my E.D. pill hardened cock. I watched Janine kiss Jared deeply and could see he was tensing up getting ready to come. Janine stroked him faster as he pulled her hair now while they kissed. A muffled moan came from his throat and he pushed his hips up into Janine’s tiny hand. I felt myself ready to cum and couldn’t stop it. I crossed my legs, feeling the stockings pull and slide against my shaved skin. My cock rubbed against the panties and I came in a flood in my pants. Oh man! That was incredibly exciting for some reason
 and now I felt ashamed and stupid. What am I doing? I was stroking another guys cock and I’m dressed in women’s underwear and I watched as my wife came on a guys hand and made him come in hers. What an idiot I am!
 
 
 



Janine wiped Jared up with her stockings and then put them into my pants pocket. I could feel not only my wetness in my pants now but his as well. He reached under the table and zipped himself up.
 
 




“You’re a really lucky guy Bob to have such a hot wife! Thanks for letting her take care of me here and letting me take care of her. You handled me well too! Anytime you guys want to have me over let me know. Or if you just want to go dancing sometime that’s fine too.” Jared smiled as he stood and he handed me his phone number.

 
 
 



“Thanks Jared. It was nice meeting you,” I said as Janine stood to kiss him good bye. She reached up to kiss him and squeezed his cock once more through his pants.
 
 
 



“See you later big boy.” Janine said as he walked away. Janine sat down next to me and put her hand in my lap.
 
 
 



“My my, It seems you had a little party all by yourself didn’t you.
 I think you came more than Jared did
 !”
 
 




“I couldn’t help it. You were so hot! Jared came a lot too, I can feel my pocket is soaked. Thanks a lot! I feel like a total idiot!”



 
 
“That’s okay baby. You shouldn’t feel that way. That’s just your ego trying to let go of your beliefs of what’s acceptable and what’s not. Think about the last time you came so well and had so much fun. When was it, if ever? I’m happy you had fun. If it was too much for you to see me playing with Jared, we certainly don’t need to do that anymore and I can go back to being the butch you say I am. It sure makes life simpler not having to doll up all the time or having to worry about you being jealous or getting ashamed or embarrassed.” Janine looked into my eyes as she rubbed my still hard cock through my wet pants. I couldn’t help but think about what she said. It was the most exciting thing I ever experienced and I came better than I ever did. Right now Janine’s hand had me feeling ready to do it all again. I couldn’t help think about her hand on Jared’s huge cock and how excited she got.





“Did you enjoy what happened? Does it make me less of me to you? I mean, what do you think of me getting off like that?”





“I think you know how I felt and I think that’s part of why you came so hard seeing me.” Janine took my cock out of my pants and stroked it under the table. She took my hand and slid it under her skirt and put it on her dripping doorway.





“See how wet I am? Finger me some more.” I rubbed my thumb on her clit and slid three fingers inside her as she pushed against me while she stroked my cock. She came quickly, breathing in my ear. She tucked my cock back in my pants.





“ Let’s go home okay?

 I’ll walk in front of you so no one sees how you came all over yourself.”




As I followed her out of the club, my cock was throbbing against my wet panties and my hand was feeling Jared’s come on her stocking in my pocket. We got into the car and I kept seeing the image of my wife coming and making Jared’s huge cock come. I took the stocking out of my pocket and looked at it in the dark of the car.





“Put it in your mouth and taste it,” Janine said. “Close your eyes and taste it.” I looked at her and she nodded her head to do it as she put her hand on my crotch while she drove. I saw her again as I closed my eyes and then I could taste Jared and I nearly came again as I imagined having his cock coming in my mouth as Janine stroked me. I came again. What an idiot!





“There, see? Exciting, drop your paradigms.”





When we got home Janine had me dress in a nightgown and fresh stockings, heels, bra and panties. She jerked me off again narrating a story of her and I in more of these situations and then fed me my own come. I slept like a rock, waking with a raging hardon pushing against my panties.











 
 
Too Much Work?








 
 
“C’mon there Sissy! Time to get going!” Janine said, dressed in her sweat pants and top. She had showered and was back in Frankie mode again.

 
 
 



“What’s the hurry? It’s only seven thirty!”
 
 
 



“You have lots to do. You have to get dressed and clean the house and do laundry and all the things I normally do on a Saturday but you also have to dress like a hottie like you want me to dress remember? So go eat and shower, don’t forget to shave your body too, and I’ll be on the couch watching TV. When you’re done showering let me know and I’ll teach you the rest that you need to do.” Janine slapped my bottom through the nightgown she made me wear to bed and I went off to do as she told me to.
 
 
 



“I’m ready Janine!” I called from the upstairs. Janine came up and took out a brand new makeup kit with all kinds of brushes and things I had no clue what each one was for. She had me stand in front of the mirror so I could watch her as she sat on the counter and did my makeup. She trimmed my eyebrows with tweezers making them a bit thinner and shapelier. Then she curled my eyelashes.
 
 
 



“Remember all of this so that you can do this yourself tomorrow.”
 
 
 



“Tomorrow too?”
 
 
 



“Of course Bobbie. You’re gonna do this until you realize what a pain in the neck being sexy and feminine is.”
  
 
 




Janine then shaded in my eyebrows and put eyeliner and mascara on me. Then some eye shadow and more eyeliner on the upper lid. She felt my face for stubble.
 
 
 



“Nice job. Very smooth. That should last you a while with the little hair you have on your face.”
 
 
 



She applied makeup over my face in two tones. She said the dark color made things go in and the light color pulled them out. She showed me how to blend it and then she put on blush in two shades. She took the makeup and then did the center of my chest to my shoulders with the darker color and then she did the area above my breasts in a lighter color.
 
 
 



“This is to make your cleavage stand out more. You’ll see when you get your forms on.”
 
 
 



Janine applied lip liner and lipstick. Then she powdered my whole face and chest, smoothed it all in. Finally, she stood back.
 
 
 



“Perfect! You doll up pretty nice. Let’s get you dressed.”
 
 
 



Janine took me by the hand into the bed room. She took a wig out of the closet and shook it out and then put it on my head. It was a honey and blonde streaked shag and came down to my shoulders. I couldn’t believe what I saw looking in the mirror at my face and having myself actually look like a woman.
 
 
 




“Wow, You did a great job on my makeup and with this hair my face is pretty actually. I really feel stupid now.”
 
 
 



“And you need to be able to do that yourself next time and stop with the stupid feeling. You should be proud you can look so good as a woman.
 
 
 



Janine sprayed some glue on the backs of some gel forms for my bra. She laid them down to dry and had me put on a 34D, black lace pushup bra. Then she showed me how to put them in and pull my flesh up to make cleavage. With my breasts in the proper position and the makeup, I looked like I had a pretty darn nice rack. I could feel myself throbbing as I looked at the woman with the cock in the mirror. Janine then took a French maids outfit from the closet and showed me where my stockings, garter belts, panties and bras were in the drawers that once held my underwear.
 
 
 



“Hey, where’s all my stuff?”
 
 
 



“Until you see that this dressing up for you is a pain you’ll be wearing women’s underwear everyday under your clothes. Now get dressed and get the house cleaned and the laundry done and maybe I’ll get dressed nice for you later. I want to watch those old movies you usually watch on Saturdays. I’ll be on the couch.”
 
 
 




Janine took off and I finished getting dressed. These boobs were bigger than the ones I wore under my shirt last night and the way they were glued I could feel them tug at me as I walked in the high heels taking minced steps that the heels forced me to take. The stockings once again felt great on my legs and the crotchless panties that I found let me stand up under the skirt of the dress and rub against the satin liner. As I vacuumed and cleaned and did the laundry, I also felt all the wonderful feelings from the clothes and accessories. Before I knew it I had finished the whole house and told Janine I was done.
 I was at the edge of coming from all the stimulation and sensations. I then realized I had lost all my feelings of being an idiot and actually felt lucky. I was never this aroused before doing this.
 
 
 



“Good job Sissy! Why don’t you get us some lunch ready and then after you clean up lunch you can masturbate to the edge while I tell you about the guys I’m going to play with tonight. No cumming though!”
 
 
 



“Hmm, Sounds good. I guess.”
 
 
 



“What, aren’t you enjoying this? I thought you had a blast last night. And from the looks of it, I don’t know that you’ll ever get tired of dressing up as a woman and will never understand why I don’t want to dress up all the time for you. But, if you enjoy it and take care of the house and laundry and cooking and if you like seeing me playing with those hunks, ha ha ha, I don’t mind doing it for you baby! Do you want to go dancing again tonight?”
 
 
 



“I’m not sure I need to masturbate any to come to the edge though. I’ve been at the edge all morning! I guess we could go dancing. I’ll have to shower and get all this stuff off though.”
 I said and realized I showed my reluctance to change back.
 
 
 



“No way! You can pass as a woman and the club is a fetish club anyway! You’re gonna be my slave tonight baby.”
 
 
 



I felt myself throbbing under my dress as my heart started racing just thinking about it. I was scared and excited at the same time.
 I felt myself blush and my voice came out cracked.
 
 
 



“I’ll go make lunch.”
 
 
 



Well, we ate lunch, with me feeding it to her to show her my commitment to doing what we were doing and what we would be doing tonight. That’s what Janine said anyway as she had me stand in those five inch heels and feed her. Then she let me eat as I sat on the floor in front of the couch while she ran that gang bang video over and over with the girl that looked like her
 .
 
 




When I was done eating she had me masturbate with a pair of panties while she described how it feels as each guy would push their hard cock into the woman on the screen. She told me I couldn’t come though so it wasn’t really jerking off but just caressing myself lightly so I wouldn’t come. I never thought I could come so close to coming and not come.



She’d tell me how good it feels to be filled up and have a big heavy guy controlling your body and ramming you. She described the orgasms as the woman on the screen had different kinds. All the while she made sure I was caressing myself with the panties. She gave me a break several times so I wouldn’t come but I was at the edge for a good three hours. Good thing those panties were smooth or I would have had blisters.

 
 
 



“Are you having a good time Bobby? It seems you’re enjoying all the sensations,” Janine said as she patted me on the head while I sat on the floor with my legs to the side under my dress and my right hand slipping and sliding against my cock.
 
 
 



“Mmm, this is…. Uh….erotic… It feels so nice.”
 
 




“Ready for tonight baby? You sure you want to do this? I’ll probably get laid in front of you if that’s what you want. You sure you’re ready for that? Maybe by more than one guy even. You ready to cum in some panties while I get fucked silly?”

 
 
 



My heart raced, my hard on was ready to come at anytime. I let it throb under my dress, the tip rubbing the satin was creating intense, body shaking tremors as it throbbed without my touching it. I looked up at her on the couch.
 
 
 




“Well, are you?” Janine asked again. I looked at her as I shook with each throb almost unable to speak. My mind cried out to me, ‘You’re crazy! Don’t watch your wife get laid? You’re nuts!! Dressing like a woman and jerking off while you watch her get pounded?
 (I throbbed and shuddered) She’ll love it though. She deserves it. And, she’ll be so hot to watch!
 (I throbbed and shuddered)You want to do it! You want to dress like a woman!(
 I throbbed and shuddered twice) You want to feel a cock in your hand again!!’ (
 I throbbed and shuddered and almost came) I closed my eyes while she stared at me waiting for my answer
 .



 
 
“Bobbie, are you okay? We don’t have to you know. This is for you baby. We can just dress you up so you can see what a nuisance it is.” She touched my bare shoulder and adjusted the straps on my dress and straightened my hair. My mind started talking to me again.




 
 
‘Don’t let her change her mind, this is the best you ever felt! You want to see her come on a huge cock!
 (I throb twice and shudder uncontrollably and did all I could to keep from coming and it worked. I felt myself start to pump but it stopped and I felt just a little drip against my satin lining.




 
 
“I, I, I YES! Oh God Janine YES! All of it. All of it. You deserve it!

 
 
 



Janine took the phone number Jared gave her and added it to her cell phone contacts. She called him. His voicemail picked up.
 
 
 



“Jared, this is Janine and Bobby. We were planning on going back to that club we met at last night if you’re interested in joining us. You can bring along some friends if you’d like as well. If they’re as hot as you are that is, and you don’t mind sharing me. Bobby will be with me too but she’ll be, uh, let’s see, a Roberta Bobby not a Robert. Not sure what you think of that but she’s going to be with me every second. Please don’t tell anyone else that she’s really a he. I want her to be known as a woman. Call us back or meet us there but we’ll be there. Later big boy!”
 
 
 



Janine looked at me and helped me up to my feet.
 
 
 



“Now get yourself freshened up and pick out some clothes for us and lay them out. I’m going to take a nap. Trim and paint your toenails to match a set of fake fingernails I bought for you and put on the fake nails. Put some cream hair remover on for a few minutes and then rinse your body off in the shower and put on some skin cream. Make your makeup more dramatic with some dark eye shadow and when you put your gel forms in, glue them good so they stay put. Put glue on the form and on your chest where they will go. Powder yourself after, especially your hot little cock, and spray perfume all over. Then get dressed, put on your jewelry, and come and wake me up and then I can get ready while you sit and jerk off some more. Okay?”
 
 
 



“Okay Janine.” I was completely under her spell.










 
 
Janine and Bobby’s Girls Night Out








 
 
I woke Janine as I kneeled before her on the couch kissing her cheek gently and stroking her hair while she lay in her sweat suit. She had gotten a three hour nap while I struggled with everything and got her things ready. It was a challenge but I did it. She looked so cute there sleeping. Now it was time for her to transform into a goddess.




 
 
“Hey sweetie, I’m all done. Ready to go out and get some dinner?” Janine opened her eyes slowly and smiled at me. She pulled back so she could see me.




 
 
“Stand back and turn around for me. I want to see how well you did.”




 
 
I stood and turned for her, lifting the hem of my leopard print brown and black bubble hem mini dress to just below my panties. My maleness protruded through the cut out crotch of my sheer to waste pantyhose, but my satin panties covered it well. I put the hem back down and lifted my foot and held the 6 inch heel of my brown and black strappy leopard sandal with the ankle ribbon ties then put my foot back down one in front of the other. I scrunched up in a dainty squat of sorts and leaned in so she could see my cleavage and the black lace edges of my leopard print bra. I put my hand by my ear and flicked my gold shoulder duster clip on earrings and pouted my pink juicy lips, shaped with a cupids bow upper lip and highlighted with a frost to make them pout. I swept some of the light blonde and lighter blonde highlighted shag hair over one ear. I bent over to show my leopard print with black lace edged panties and quickly covered it up. I ran my hand with my long pink fingernails up my leg from my matching painted toenails to my ankle with the gold ankle bracelet with brown and gold cock hanging on it smoothing my tan, ultra sheer, stockings as I went. Janine looked at me with a look of awe on her face. Her mouth just hung open as she looked into my evening makeup with the dark black and gold lower lids and light gold upper arch with my penciled in accented eyebrows, long curled lashes and eyeliner like a cat.




 
 
“Holy Shit! You look incredible! How many days have I been asleep?” My astounded wife yelped. I used my now sweet, sexy woman’s voice that I had been practiced for the past two hours quietly and answered her. She was even more shocked.




 
 
“It only took me two hours honey and I still can’t see what the big deal is about getting dolled up. It was fun to do. Quite challenging I must admit but I could probably do it in 45 minutes now that I know how. And why wouldn’t you want to feel sexy like this?” I said as I moved my hand from a limp wrist to full back and touched her on the shoulder of her sweatshirt.




 
 
“Oh my God! Voice and mannerisms!? You sure can be a sissy can’t you! Ha ha ha. An absolutely gorgeous one though. I was thinking about dragging you around the club with a leash on your personal parts but now…..I think you need to play this up all the way and not let anyone know you were once a man, sort of, that is. Okay, I want you to go take a blue pill. That dress won’t show that five inch flag pole at its fullest with that bubble hem.” She lifted the hem and pulled my panties under my globes and put the hem back down. “See! I think you should wear the crotchless leopard panties with it as a matter of fact. You can put the ones your wearing in your purse with several others that you can use on the boys if they get too excited. I wonder what you picked out for me to wear?”




 
 
Again, I stayed in my woman’s voice, as I intended to all night, and let my wife know what I picked out for her for her to wear so she would understand I was okay with what was going to happen.




 
 
“My sister Janine, I thought, since this is the first time I’ll see you doing the things you’ll be doing, I thought it was kind of like your first time ever in a way, and you should be in white. So, I cut the bottom off your wedding dress to make it really short. It had the perfect seam to follow and it worked really well. The crinoline I cut an inch below to give that slutty look. The low cut v-neck you had it made with shows your cleavage really well and the fitted bodice shows off your tiny waist. That with some white stockings and your wedding garter belt and bra and the new garters you bought, well, a virgin bride if I ever saw one. A hot hot virgin bride that is!”




 
 
“You cut up my wedding dress!” Janine yelled with her eyes wide open while I backed away so she wouldn’t hit me. Then she came forward with her arms out and hugged me.




 
 
“I love you Bobby! I never knew what to do with that thing. I’m so happy you’d want me to wear that for tonight! Makes it a kind of a special garment now after you did me in it before and now, now, ha ha ha, you know, getting an incredible, orgasm making, REAL MAN cock fuck in it. Woo Hoo!!

 I can’t wait to feel that cock inside me!”



 


 
Real cock, I guess she was right about that, next to my pendant sized cock. I felt she was totally right.“I thought for a minute there you were angry at me for chopping it up. Thank goodness.” I put my hand to my breasts.




 
 
“I picked out some shoes for you too. The 6 inch spike heeled white ones I bought you the one time you wore a white dress when we went to Florida last winter. The ones you didn’t want to wear but we had everyone checking you out in them and I came before we got back to the hotel room.”




 
 
“Ha ha ha, yea, I remember that! Oh my, wow, you are into this. I am too baby. I’m so excited to see you having fun like this. This is going to be incredible. I guess you missed my point in having you get dressed though but now I have plenty of reasons to dress that way so I guess I better get moving! Now go take your blue pill and bring a pack of them. The boys might want some and if we stay long enough you can take a little more after four hours. Take a big enough purse and put in some extra pantyhose for yourself and stockings for me and panties for the boys in case you need them. Makeup and perfume of course. Camera if you want. I’ll take the little white beaded purse. You can carry all the crap. I’ll carry the rubbers and my perfume and some makeup. Rubbers, sounds so yucky though.”




 
 
“You don’t need them since your tubes are tied but, I guess, in case they have something. But they probably won’t, and there’s always doctors if they do. But I doubt it.”




 
 
“I meant for you baby, so you don’t mess your panties or so you can take one in your bottom”




 
 
“What?”




 
 
“Yea, the rubbers have lube that will make it easier for you to take one of those horses. You did clean yourself out like I showed you with the shower head right?”




 
 
“Uh, yea, I thought that was just to be fresh.”




 
 
“Fresh and not embarrassed either when they pull out. Don’t worry, if you work fast enough with them it will never get to that. You’re so hot you can take care of them in other ways. Look at those lips!”




 
 
“Lips?”




 
 
“Heck yea! I’d love to see you give head. That wig is attached the way I showed you right? If so, they can pull on it even.”




 
 
“Lips?”




 
 
“Go now and take your pill and watch some porn while I get ready. Have a drink too and calm down
 sister!” Janine gave me a peck on the lips, being careful not to mess my lipstick and turned and ran up the stairs in her Frankie outfit.




 
 
I did as I was told and even pulled a pack of Virginia slims out of the cabinet that Janine would have from time to time after dinner. I made a drink and lit one sitting at the kitchen table sipping on a stiff gin and tonic. I crossed my legs and felt the slickness of them in their sheer stockings as the one leg automatically started to swing up and down, pointing my toes as I did. I felt the pressure in my panties as I did and started to get aroused some more. My hand held the cigarette in a limp wrist with my long fake fingernails making me throb thinking about seeing them around a big thick cock.




 
 
I was nervous about what Janine said now, worrying about being raped in the bottom or having to jerk them off or give them a blowjob. What had I done! Shit! I thought about holding Jared’s cock last night and how it felt and his reaction and then I started to get harder yet. Then I thought about the way he would feel if I did suck his cock and I could imagine him and his reaction. I got harder yet. Was it the pill or was it the thought of making a cock grow and feel good? Taking a cock in my lips and in my ass? Yikes…scarey, or was it. My heart was racing. Was that the pill? I sipped the drink and smoked the cigarette looking at the pink on the filter from my lipstick. Mmm pretty.





I smelled the perfume on my wrist and closed my eyes. My mind was speaking to me, ‘Relax, go with the flow. It’s been good so far….relax, be sexy, be feminine, enjoy this world before it goes away when you or Janine get bored with it. Relax
 .’ I felt my muscles untense as I stood and walked across the kitchen feeling the special walk the heels gave me and feeling my breasts tug at my chest as they bounced with each step. ‘Oh how nice it would be if they were real, or at least, under my skin instead of glued on top. But then...uh! Stop thinking so much,but really, then it would be heaven.


 
’




 
 
I went upstairs and changed into the crotchless leopard panties and let myself rub against the dress. Mmm , I finished the rest of my tasks filling my large shoulder tote and Janine’s tiny white beaded clutch. I took my drink into the great room and turned on the video Janine wanted me to watch. I could hear her narrate like she did this afternoon as I slid my pink, long nailed, hand over my dress feeling all five hard inches beneath it. I saw Janine in the video, I saw what the camera saw, it was her, mmmm, I had to stop touching myself again. I closed my eyes and laid my head back and listened to her voice in my head saying, ‘Fuck me good for my sister to see. She loves to watch.’




 
 
“Hey there sister! Ready to go boogie?” Janine said as she stood there in front of me. She was gorgeous in that dress. Her legs were long and shapely and the crinoline allowed the tops of her stockings to show. She had tied white lace ribbons on her ankles and hung silver cocks on each. She had dangling cock earrings and cock bracelet and rings. She had a necklace with a couple copulating just between her breasts, which were nearly falling out showing a little of the areola. She smelled like Jasmine and her jet black hair was now spiked with gel and sprayed with silver sparkles. Her eyes were practically evil. She had two light coats on her arm, one for each of us to go to dinner in so we could wear these outfits and not have to change to go to the fetish club.




 
 
“Wow, you look awesome. Where did you get all the jewelry?”




“Uh, I got it online. Their yours. You’ll need to get your ears pierced first though. I guess I always had this as a plan for you. Hope you’re not mad.”



 
 
“Wow, you’re too sharp. I guess you know me better than I do. “




 
 
“I sure do, and I know what you want so let’s go get it”

 
 
 



Janine took me by the hand and I picked up the rest of our things and we flew down the stairs.
 
 
 



We arrived at a conservative restaurant looking appropriately conservative under our coats. No one in the least suspected or gave any indication to think that I wasn’t a woman. I even gave the valet a little look inside my coat and a good look at my legs and got the same flustered response that Janine did before. It felt incredible.
 
 
 



We talked over dinner and Janine calmed me quite a bit.
 
 
 



“I knew you would like the dressing up part but I never guessed you’d want to see me take on real hot men.”
 
 
 



“How did you know I’d like dressing up?”



“Oh Bobby, I’ve seen your come on my panties and things in the hamper. I knew you liked the feel of them so why not the rest. I could imagine you made up and dressed and I knew you’d be a knockout which would even excite you more. What I wasn’t ready for was the watching of me you seem to like so far. I don’t have to do that if you don’t want me to. I just want to make you happy baby that’s all. I love you so much.”
 
 
 



“That’s the same for me. I know I can’t give you what they will and you deserve the best. I’m just worried you might give me up for them.”



“Ha! Are you kidding? Dumb dicks for you? I’d never give you up. I can relate to you and talk with you, their just dumb dicks that will feel good and make YOU hot that’s all. Like I said, we don’t have to if it bothers you, that’s not the main goal.”
 
 
 



“I can handle it. I think I’ll love it. Just don’t forget about me, keep an eye on me just in case okay?”
 
 
 



“Of course! I love you Bobbie.” Janine kissed me on the cheek as appropriate for this restaurant though her holding my hand may not have been.
 
 
 



“So that’s why you started dressing like Frankie?”



“Yup! Took you long enough to complain. I could have had you dressed and feeling like a hot sexy whore a year ago! Ha ha ha.”
 
 
 



“I feel so stupid.”
 
 
 



“Don’t feel stupid, feel sexy!” Janine growled in my ear in a low voice and then she ran her hand over my stockinged leg.
 
 
 



We left the restaurant, I think, with much relief from the owners, that seemed to want to get us out of there. White stockings were out of style now except for kinky fetish folks and they didn’t want anyone in six inch heels or spiked hair around. Stuffy bastards. Off to the fetish club.
 
 
 



Now I was able to relish the ride over, being relaxed and understanding my wife’s love for me and how long she tried to get me to enjoy this. I felt the leather of the seat against my thighs and crossed and uncrossed my legs, feeling my blue pill manhood brushing my dress. I smelled the fresh air through the window as I smoked a Virginia Slim and watched Janine drive in her hot outfit. We arrived at the club, this time we both had our coats off when the valet came over. We both knocked him out. I thought he was going to die when Janine handed him a couple of bucks with one hand and squeezed his crotch with the other.
 
 
 



“No, Oh no, too small honey. Come back when you get bigger,” Janine said as she grabbed my hand and we walked in together.
 
 
 



This club was one of the best on the coast. It had private rooms and great public areas for dancing and drinking as well. Top notch booze and marble floors and all of that. Pricey, but, worth it from what I had heard about it before. Janine paid at the door for us with her credit card and I couldn’t quite make out what all the talking was she was doing with the hot guy at the door in the short shorts with the rippling muscles. When she was done she had several electronic keys in her hand. She showed them to me and smiled as she put them in her purse.
 
 
 



“These are for our private room. We hand them to the people we want as guests. Of course, I had to give one to the guy who I paid since he discounted us 50% if we let him in. He said he loves your lips and wants you to give him a blow job when he goes on break. I told him you’d love to.” Janine grinned evilly as I looked at her with shock.
 
 
 



“Don’t look so shocked, You’ll love it and you know it! Now let’s find some nice cock for you to watch me come on. I’m wet already just thinking about you jerking off watching me and you sucking that guys cock. Mmmm, you’re gonna love this and so am I.” Janine took me by the hand and kissed me lightly on the lips so as to not mess up our lipstick.
 
 
 



“I’m not sure about the lip service Janine. What if he comes?”



“That’s what he supposed to do dearie. Now stop worrying! You KNOW I know what you want so stop stalling and go with the flow. I can tell the way you held Jared’s cock that you would love to suck one too!”
 
 
 



Janine walked in front of me swishing her hips and looking around the room for her victims while I followed and enjoyed all the eyes on each of us as we made our way across the dance floor to a round booth. The waitress came and took our drink orders and brought them quickly. I ordered myself another one immediately to calm my nerves. We weren’t there for more than a few minutes when Jared came across the dance floor with three other friends.
 
 
 



“How many keys do you have to pass out Janine?”
 
 
 



“One for us which leaves five more to pass out.”
 
 
 



“Jared and his group and one more then, along with the guy at the door when he goes on break. 6 guys total.”
 
 
 



“That’s right! Think I can do it?”
 
 
 



“Wow!”
 
 
 



“Well don’t get your hopes up. Six is a bit much. I think you’ll have to help with three or four of them.”
 
 
 



“Three or four!”



“Hi Janine and Bobby! Wow! Bobby, you look incredible! I’d love to entertain YOU if Janine has to leave for some reason.”
 
 
 



“Thank so much Jared,” I said in my perfect woman’s voice as I touched his chest with my long nailed hands. Jared leaned over and whispered in my ear.
 
 
 



“Don’t worry, your secret’s safe with me. You are gorgeous! No one will know.” Jared winked at me as he backed away.
 
 
 



Jared introduced the others to us and they sandwiched us between them in the booth. One on either side of Janine and I and the other one on my side next to the other guy. They were all tall and handsome with shaved chests and obviously well endowed as the silk fabric of their pants revealed when they walked. They weren’t even hard and they were larger than I was with my blue pill dick. They were pretty conservatively dressed for a fetish club, but then again so were we really.



 
 
For example, there was a big handsome black man across the dance floor in leather chaps, leather vest, with hand cuffs on his belt and a missile thong for underwear. In case you don’t know what a missile thong is, it’s a thong that has a long sheath that the cock goes into and a pouch for the balls so they are basically completely revealed except they are covered in a stretchy material. His happened to be sheer black see through and his cock was hard and huge and standing at attention. He had Janine’s attention as she was looking at him while she spoke with Jared about him.




 
 
“Wow, look at THAT one. I wonder if he likes tiny white women? What do you think Bobby?” Jared responded before I could.




 
 
“I bet he would love you guys! Check him out, or invite him over! I’ll introduce you both and we’ll see!”




 
 
“Go for it Janine!” I threw in my two cents.




 
 
“Okay. Don’t worry, I don’t need to be introduced.” Janine caught his eye and waved to him and lifted the hem of her dress showing him her panties and garter belt. He smiled and sauntered his way over, his cock so hard it hardly moved as he walked. He walked up to Janine and Jared.




 
 
“Hey cutie! You are a hot little spinner aren’t you! And your girlfriend here too! Mmm double trouble.” He reached out his hand to Janine. “My name’s Bo. Big Bo.”




 
 
Janine did the introductions. “I’m Janine, this is Bobby and Jared, and the rest of the horney looking group here doing shots now are our friends. Mike, Phil, and Joel. We’re going to be going to a private room later if you’d like to join us,” Janine said as she rubbed up against Bo’s front and stood on her toes trying to reach him to kiss him. She let his manhood rub against her belly and her hand went between them and I imagined she stroked him. He picked her up by the waist like a little girl with his big hands wrapping around her waist and gave her a deep kiss on the lips.




 
 
“Mmm, you taste like candy little girl. I’d love to join you up there.” He put Janine down and she gave him a hug stroking his cock again as she did, sizing him up, then she took her other hand and ran it over his ass and squeezed it and then felt his smooth shaved hard chest.




 
 
“Well, then you certainly will. Thanks!”




 
 
“Want to dance little girl?”




 
 
“Sure!”




 
 
The two of them went off to the dance floor leaving me with the four guys hanging around our booth. I looked around a little panic stricken as to what I should do but Jared came to the rescue.




 
 
“Why don’t we relax a while and have a couple of drinks and get to know each other a little better while Janine dances and gets to know Bo.” He took my hand and had me slide into the booth. One of the other friends of Jared slid around beside me on the other side. Now what? Yeesh. Jared knows, but the one next to me doesn’t and I’d like to keep it that way. I crossed my legs under the table and hid my wares between my thighs. Jared introduced me.




 
 
“Bobby, this is Phil, Phil this is Bobby.”




 
 
“Nice to meet you Phil.”




 
 
“You too Bobby. Did anyone ever tell you how gorgeous you are?”




 
 
“Of course, all the time. Ha ha ha. Thank you!” I said as I gave him a limp hand to shake with long fingernails. He took it and rubbed my palm with his fingers beneath it as he shook it gently. He let it go and picked up his up martini with his one hand while the other went on my knee. I felt Jared’s hand on my shoulder as he whispered in my ear.




 
 
“Relax, even if he did find out he’d love it. You’re so hot. Just make believe you are a woman and it will all work out for you.”




 
 
I looked at him in his eyes and he winked. It made me smile a nervous smile and then I took a deep breath and pulled a cigarette out of my purse while Phil was running his hand up and down my thigh. I looked back to Phil.




 
 
“Nice weather we had today wasn’t it? It was great getting out in the sunshine today. I rode my bike 20 miles today. It was great. Do you ride Bobby?”




 
 
“Not too much. Just now and then. My wi, uh, I like to ride though. Is it warm in here?” I wiped my brow.




 
 
“Maybe a little. You could be making me hot though.” Phil said as he slid his hand between my thighs trying to get through my crossed leg barrier. I didn’t give. He backed off and put his hand on the table. He took my hand and looked at it.




 
 
“Pretty nails! I love long nails. So few women wear them anymore. I love seeing them on my... uh, well.” He kissed my hand and looked in my eye as he took one of my fingers in his mouth and sucked it.




 
 
“Mmm, taste as good as they look!” He took my hand under the table and put it on his crotch. “See how hot you are?”




 
 
I rubbed his cock through his pants and he pushed against my hand as I did. He wasn’t very big compared to the others. More like me, but, he was as hard as I was and it was exciting to think it was all from me. Phil leaned back and enjoyed my caresses as he sipped his drink and smiled. I took my drink with my other hand and drank it as I looked into his eyes which were riveted to mine. Phil slipped his hands under the table, undid his zipper, took it out and he put my hand on it. It felt like velvet. You never notice that when it’s your own. It felt alive and warm and hard. I could tell he liked the feel of my hand gripping and stroking it. I was throbbing between my legs. Jared rubbed my shoulder with his hand as he again whispered in my ear.




 
 
“That’s it Bobby. Make him feel good. You’ll love it. Janine will love that you are. She’d be really proud of you now.” Jared put his hand on my thigh and rubbed it. He slipped it forcefully between my legs and grabbed me there.




 
 
“Mmm, nice Bobby, see, you’re enjoying it. Keep going. Make Phil come he’ll love you for it. He’s like a puppy. That cock doesn’t get much you know.” Jared kissed my neck while he held my cock in his big hand and breathed in my ear. Phil looked me in the eye as I smiled and relaxed stroking him.




 
 
“Wait Phil, I have something I think you’ll like,” I said as I removed my hand and opened my purse beneath the level of the table and took out some panties. Phil smiled and kissed me on the lips gently.




 
 
“Oh yea baby, your panties. Please, yes, then I can wear them after if you let me keep them.” I put them around his cock and he shuddered as I started to stroke him beneath the table again.




 
 
“Wear them? You like to wear ladies panties?”




 
 
“Not just panties, I cross dress too. I like it all. Hope you don’t think that’s weird but I do look darn good when I do it. Maybe you’ll let me sometime?”




 
 
Wow. I couldn’t believe it. Another one. I guess it would be safe for him to know. But I’m not gonna yet.”




 
 
“Yea sure, that would be uh, fun I guess! Why not?” I stroked him and felt him get more excited at the thought. I could tell he was getting close and I just wanted to see him come and feel his excitement now. I stroked him and leaned into him and whispered in his ear. “Come for me baby, come in my panties and I’ll give you them as a prize.” I felt Jared’s hand and had to have him move it so I wouldn’t come. He leaned back and watched us.




 
 
Phil leaned into me and had his hand on my thigh as I stroked and squeezed him slipping my panties against his velvet cock. I knew all too well how to do it as I had done it so many times in Janine’s panties. I felt his hand on my thigh squeeze me hard as he whispered in my ear, “Oh Bobby yea. I’m coming baby. Ungh.” Phil pushed into me with his hips as I felt his come shoot through his cock and wet the panties. I rubbed the tip as he did and made him shudder and then when he was done I stroked the wetness over him making him shudder again.




 
 
“Ungh! God! Bobby! Awesome….Thank you. I owe you.” Phil took the panties and slipped them into his pants and zipped up. He moved away and stood up.




 
 
“I have to go clean up. I’ll be back. If the waitress comes, have her get us a round if you want another and put it on my tab.”




 
 
Phil got up and left. Jared smiled, his leg against mine beneath the table.




 
 
“Nice job Bobby! How was it for you? Was it exciting?”




 
 
“Uh, yea, I , I uh.”




 
 
“C’mon. I know it was. It’s okay. Janine would be happy that you liked it so be true to yourself.”




 
 
“Uh, yea, it was incredible feeling him get so excited over me. So excited I made him come. I loved it actually.”




 
 
Jared took my face and kissed me on the lips just poking his tongue into my mouth. “I can’t wait to see you suck a cock and get fucked. You’re gonna love all that, feeling the guy get all hot and come. Janine was right to do what she did with you. You’re gonna love it. What a gift she gave you. Don’t let her down now and chicken out. I agreed to help Janine since she said she’d let me fuck her while you jerked off if I did. Now I know you’ll like that too. I know I like to have myself in her when she comes and feel her come on me and you’ll love to see it and love to have cocks of your own inside of you coming. Awesome!” Jared took my hand and held it up so he could high five it. Yikes. I guess it could be worse, but, Janine really had this thing planned. But I am enjoying it. Jared ordered all of us Long Island Iced teas while I relaxed and uncrossed my legs and lit a smoke.




 
 
I saw Janine dancing with Bo. The true definition of dirty dancing. Bo’s cock was waving in the air and he’d squat down so she could tuck it between her legs from behind and stroke what stuck out in front like it was hers. Then she’d ride it facing him then she’d rub her clit against it. I swear she looked like she came as she was dancing. I felt myself throb some more beneath my leopard dress. I felt Jared’s hand caress it and then run his hand up and down my stockinged thighs. I took out my camera and got some video of Janine dancing.




 
 
“See, you like watching her. You’ll love it all.” Jared took his hand off and leaned back with his arm around me in the booth. I leaned against his big body, sipped my drink and smoked and it felt good. We watched Janine dance and Phil picked up his drink and stood by the booth and talked to Mike who was also watching Janine dance. Seemed it was universal. Watching Janine was hot! We all stayed in our territory and I relaxed in the atmosphere now. I felt sexy, pretty, horney and safe. What more could I ask for. Was I being brainwashed? My logic said I was. Jared got my attention as he put his handsome face in front of mine.




 
 
“You okay?”




 
 
“Yea fine. Great actually.”




 
 
“Good. Now, you took your blue pill about 4 and a half hours ago. Time for some more if you want and Janine said you’d have some for us too. Can I have one?”




 
 
“Oh yea, sure!” I took one and gave one to Jared and he took it right away and then I thought I should go pee before more kicked in so I took mine and got up to go to the ladies room. As I stood I gave one to each of Jared’s friends and they smiled as they each took them down with their drinks. I thought that would be a good signal that it was okay for them to fuck Janine.




 
 
I went to the ladies room, feeling the eyes on me as I walked through the club and then the ladies eyes in the ladies room on me. I have never been this desirable and it felt awesome. I peed like a race horse and pulled up my panties and arranged myself under my leopard dress. I went to the mirror and touched up my makeup and lipstick and put some more perfume on my neck, breasts and legs and some in my hair. Mmm, smelled luscious. By the time I was back at the booth, after the walk across the club having several hands on my bottom and short hellos with men and women, I was hard as a rock again and quite a bit buzzed from all the alcohol. Mike slid into the booth next to me as I slid against Jared. He looked me in the eye.




 
 
“Mmmm, you smell awesome. I want to fuck you silly while I breathe in your sweet perfume off your skin!”




 
 
“My names not ‘Silly’ Mike”, I said confidently.




 
 
“Ha ha ha. Yea, I know Bobby. I want to fuck you Bobby. Please say I can.”




 
 
I don’t know what got into me but, I said, “Ab..sol..rutely!” I think I was drunk, kinda. Phil was back and giving me eyes as he showed me he was hard again from the pill and his desire for me. Jared was rubbing my thighs. Janine was dancing with Bo and Joel was sitting on a bar stool with a spinner in dom clothing as he rubbed her legs. I put my hand in Jared’s lap and he slid it onto his cock. He unzipped and took it out for me and it was absolutely velvety and smooth and so fucking big! It felt good to make Jared feel good now. He was kinda like a friend to me the way he was watching over me and how well he knew me as if Janine told him all about me. Did she? Should I care if she did? I enjoyed his pleasure now as we all watched and waited. I enjoyed feeling him respond to me as I felt him in my hand as we waited for Janine to make the move to the private room.




 
 
“You know Bobby, I’d be flattered if you practiced taking me in your mouth. With the tablecloth on this booth and all, no one would see if you slipped under and tried.” Jared smiled as he nuzzled my neck. I looked around at the somewhat blurry crowd and felt myself throb. What the fuck. I slid under the table hitting my head as I went. I felt the floor against my knees and the silk of Jared’s pants against my hands as they found his maleness. His hand went to my head and guided me upward as he pointed it down to my face. I smelled his clean body as I wrapped my long nailed hands around the now familiar silken rod. I felt the warmth of it as I got it close to my lips. I rubbed it against my cheek and felt the silkiness of it. I slid my lips up the shaft and felt him push up. I flicked the tip with my tongue and tasted his salty sweet precum. I heard him speak to me from above.




 
 
“Janine would be proud Bobby. Take it.”




 
 
I did, did I ever. I consumed him ravenously! I couldn’t believe myself the way I ravished him and dove on it in my private secret place. I bobbed my head up and down as I felt Jared’s hands encouraging and driving me to continue. I heard him moan above. I used both hands to stroke it as I sucked it into my mouth running my tongue around it and driving Jared crazy. I loved the power of it and the feel of him in ecstasy because of me. I couldn’t believe I was doing this but I could always say I was drunk and forced.




 
 
“That’s it Bobby. Don’t stop or Janine will be pissed.”




 
 
I heard Jared. It didn’t matter since I was in another world and I was passionately sucking his cock in the effort to feel him come in my mouth. He did, violently, and I sucked it all up ravenously and loved every drop as I almost choked, partly from the size of him and partly from the volume of his semen. Mmmmmm. I loved this! I almost came as soon as he did but as soon as he was done throbbing his load into my mouth and pumping into my face, I swallowed his sweet load and wiped my lips and chin off as I slipped back up to the table and thought about baseball. Jared smiled and stroked my head.




 
 
“Oh Bobby, you are meant for this. This is your fate! Your karma! Your destiny! You are a Goddess!’ He kissed me deep on my lips and hugged me. Janine and Bo were standing there. How long I wasn’t sure but Janine was clapping her hands gently giving me applause.




 
 
“Good girl Bobby! Two so far. Keep going. You have to catch up with me since I came three times just dancing with Bo and you haven’t come yet but, making two guys come is nothing to be looked down on! Keep at it. Fun isn’t it! I knew you’d love it. Jared and Phil sure did!”




 
 
I looked at her feeling drained and tired now. Ready for sleep after having finally relaxed and after having way too much to drink.




 
 
“Thanks Janine,” I said.




 
 
“Oh Bobby. You need some coffee to be an alert drunk. Jared, take care of that okay? Then take her upstairs. Here’s your key. It’s almost time for the guy at the front door to take his break and he wants to have Bobby. Sober her up or, at least wake her up, and get her ready. Poor Bobby.” I looked up and Bo picked her up and carried her sitting on his cock with her legs wrapped around his hips, up the stairs winding from the stage to the private rooms.




 
 
Jared got me some espresso from the bar and had me chug it down. He helped guide me up the stairs with the rest of the group in tow. The room was incredible. It had a huge round bed in the middle with satin sheets and round pillows all around on it. The lighting seemed a little bright but I soon found out why.




 
 
“Bobby.” Janine stood in front of me with Bo’s hand in hers. “Here is a memory stick. Go put it in the box over there and all the videos in the room will transfer to it so we can watch when we get home.”




 
 
“Videos? How will the scenes be framed? How does it know what to take?”




 
 
“There is a guy running it remotely. I already talked to him to pay attention to you and I and he said he could get videos of both of us without a problem.” Janine handed me the stick and pointed where to go with it as she took Bo to the bed and she sat on the edge. She undid all his clothing and took off his missile pouch revealing the full scale of it. She sucked his cock and then called me over.




 
 
“Here, Bobby, suck Bo, I want you to feel exactly how big he is. This is what I call a REAL man cock! I want you to suck him before he puts it in me.”




 
 
I took his huge black cock in between my fingers and it made my hand look like the size of a child’s. I sat on the bed as Bo took my head in his huge hands and pumped himself cautiously into my mouth. He moaned a deep low moan while he felt the pleasure from me. I didn’t want Janine to wait too long. I looked at her with Bo’s cock in my mouth to see her reaction. She winked and nodded and flicked her thumb back to tell me to get off of it. I pulled back and at first Bo held my head tight until Janine put her hand on his cock.




 
 
“Enough Bo. Time to put that thing in me. I’ve been waiting all night for this.” Janine laid down on the bed in front of him and pulled a pillow under her head and another under her bottom. The white of her wedding dress, stockings, shoes and garter belt contrasted beautifully against the red satin sheets and Bo’s very black skin. Bo ripped off her panties and climbed on top of her pushing her legs back, holding them by her stiletto heels and slid forward bringing his cock closer. Janine took it and pushed the huge head against her dripping opening and Bo pushed slowly in, gauging how far he could go. He started to pump into her now, his dark black cock getting blacker yet from the Janine’s wetness. He pushed his thumb into her clit and held both legs together in one hand over her head as he sped up and started to pound her. Janine put both hands on his tight ass and urged him on.




 
 
“That’s it you big black fucker! Fuck me. Fuck this little white bitch! Shove it all the way in. Ungh! Yea! That’s it! Fill me up and ram it in me baby! Make me come over and over.”




 
 
I moved back so as not to block the camera and the guy from downstairs came into the room.




 
 
“Break time! Come on Bobby. Janine said you have a really hot mouth and love to give head! Give it to me girl!” He came over to me and opened the fly on his tight short shorts and pulled out a ready snack for me. I went over to the couch and had him sit down while I laid across the couch and took him into my lips. I could see Janine as she was getting the fuck of her life as I sucked and tongued this guy. I soon got into it as well as I did with Jared and I felt Jared’s hand on my hair stroking it as I bobbed up and down.




 
 
“That’s it Bobby, good girl, you’re doing really well.”




 
 
I concentrated on the silky, firm, erotic, feeling of his cock in my mouth and still couldn’t believe I was doing this and, enjoying it at that. I felt his hands on my head as he started to lift his hips into my mouth and pump my face. I could tell he was going to come quick so I followed the instructions coming from his hands to my head as he fucked me like a piece of meat now and squeezed my head hard.




 
 
“Oh Yea! Hot bitch! Mmmm. Feels so good! Gonna have to do you again sometime! Mmmm, oh yea, that’s it the tongue over the, tip, ungh, ungh.”




 
 
He shuddered each time I flicked his tip so I did it as fast as I could while I slid my hand and mouth up and down his shaft. His whole body was rigid and twitching now as I grabbed his ass and squeezed my nails into it. He came instantly. I felt the gush and swallowed as fast as I could but some leaked out of my mouth or I would have choked.




 
 
“OH YEA! FUCK!” He cried out as he came. I counted 10 gushes from him and they were all big loads. He tasted salty and sweet at the same time. As soon as he was done his body collapsed and he laid there for a few seconds and then put himself back in his pants, slid out from under me, and stood up.




 
 
“Gotta go. Thanks Bobby. We’ll do that again!”




 
 
Phil and Mike came over next with Jared. Jared carried me to the bed on the opposite side from Janine and tossed me down like a little doll on my back. Phil had his shirt and pants off and had leather straps holding his cock and balls out and tight. He took a rubber and slipped it on. I could see it was well lubed and he came over and lifted my dress.




 
 
“Oh my God! Incredible! You’re a she male! Awesome! I love nice tight asses.” I looked around and Mike and Jared were watching me as they took off their clothes and stood with hard-ons in hand.




 
 
“Don’t worry Bobby, you’ll love it,” Jared said as Phil was now kneeling before me spreading my crotchless panties and pushing my legs back so he could reach my back door. I felt him start to push against the tight opening with the well lubricated condom on as he lay down on top of me and gave me a hickey on my neck. I put my hand on his head as he pushed gently and whispered in my ear.




 
 
“Relax, then it will slip right in. You smell fantastic!”




 
 
I did as I was told and felt his hard tip slide into me. He waited until I relaxed then pushed it in further taking care not to fill me too quickly. He stroked slightly out and then in further each time till I could feel his stomach touch my bottom. He was all the way in filling me completely. Phil moaned out now as he held my thighs down and started to stroke me sliding in and out. I felt my cock throbbing in the air. If I didn’t drink so much I think I would have come right there but I didn’t. I just felt the electricity of his cock filling me and watched the look on his face and felt his ass with my hands as I urged him on and moaned in his ear.




 
 
I must have drifted off into another world or something because the next thing I knew Phil was coming in my ass. Then I felt him pull out and Mike replaced him. I drifted into some blissful place and felt Mike come and be replaced by Jared. This time though Jared had to push a little harder to spread me more for his size. I thought it was going to hurt but it only felt better. I held onto his ass as I watched his face contort while he pumped into me and held my thighs back. I could see my dick throbbing and bouncing with each of his thrusts and could feel myself approaching an orgasm.




 
 
“Oh Jared, yes, that’s it. It does feel good. It feels so fucking good! Fuck me baby, come in my ass and make me come. I’ll come when you do, I’m sooooo close.”




 
 
I squeezed the cheeks of his ass and dug my nails in setting his pace faster and harder. I felt his muscles tense.




 
 
“Oh yea Bobby! I’m coming baby. Here we…” He pounded me hard and I could feel his thickness go all the way in and almost out. I felt myself come, shooting come all over my dress as he came inside my ass in his rubber. He collapsed on me and I felt his hardness subside as he shrunk inside of me. We drifted off to sleep together after Jared kissed my neck and face.




 
 
When I woke, everyone was gone except for Janine who woke me.




 
 
“C’mon baby, time to go home. I need to get some sleep and so do you. Tomorrow I want you to wake me dressed all pretty in that new girlie outfit I got you.”




 
 
“Okay sweetie.” I whispered as she lifted me by the hand and we wobbled out of the club and went home.











 
 
A New Kind of Life








 
 
The next day I woke feeling alive and refreshed and I showered, shaved, primped and did my makeup then got dressed. I put on the outfit Janine wanted me to. It was a flirty floral miniskirt with sheer panels alternating with solid panels with a light white slip lining beneath. I wore a peach ruffled blouse that showed my cleavage nicely and white strappy spike heels with thigh highs and flowered satin panties. I put on dangling pink, purple and gold earrings and a matching necklace and then sprayed myself with Sung. I looked into the mirror and I got hard. I got breakfast ready and then I woke Janine.

 
 
 



“Hi sweetie! What a night huh?”
 
 
 



“Oh god, Bo was awesome! I think I know the answer but, did you have a good time?”
 
 
 



“Uh, yea, I guess so.”
 
 
 



“I guess so? The way I saw you sucking cock and the way you came when Jared fucked you, I think it was more than I guess. I think you loved it!”
 
 
 



“Maybe I did.”
 
 
 



“What would you say if I said Bo was coming over today and he was going to fuck me all day while you watched. Then, after every time he comes you have to get him hard again for me.”
 
 
 



“Uh, yea, I think that would be great. Uh, I mean hot.”
 
 
 



“Why don’t you sound excited? I thought you would be. Well, if I’m right you will be. He’s going to be here in an hour anyway so you don’t have much of a choice do you?” Janine said as she stood and stomped in her heels to the sink tossing the rest of her coffee down the drain.
 
 
 



“Clean up the place and get it presentable then take some blue pills and watch some of the video from last night while I get ready for Bo.” Janine kissed me on the cheek and stood back.
 
 
 



“Be a good girl now and I’ll let you come today. Then we can talk about you going to work tomorrow after Bo is gone.”
 
 
 



“Do I have to go to work tomorrow? Can’t I take a day off to kind of re-enter the male mode?” I started to clean up Janine’s mess on the table.
 
 
 



“Who said anything about entering the male mode?” Janine said as she winked at me and went upstairs.



I cleaned up the kitchen, vacuumed the great room and put on some incense. I brushed my teeth and touched up my lipstick and sat down on the leather couch feeling the coolness against my thighs. I took off my panties and slipped them into my purse. Since the skirt was ruffled and flared out no one could see I had a hard on anyway and it felt good against the smooth lining as I rubbed my long nailed hand over it. I started to watch the videos from last night and I was mesmerized by them. I heard a knock at the door and went to open it. There stood Bo.
 
 
 



All of nearly seven feet of him This time he wore a white satin shirt open at the chest and black silk pants. When he saw me he smiled a huge white smile.
 
 
 



“Bobby! All right! I see you survived last night quite well. You are a little hottie! Mmmm.” Bo picked me up and hugged me to him then looked into my eyes and kissed me on the lips lightly. I could smell his intoxicating cologne and his lift made me lightheaded.
 
 
 




“Bo please, put me down you big bear!” I said in my now automatic ladies voice. I took him by the hand since he wouldn’t let go of mine and seated him on the couch. He pulled me onto the couch with him and I could see his hardness growing in his pants. I was getting Bo hot! Yikes, where was Janine. I yelled upstairs, “Janine, Bo is here.” She called back, “Be right there Bobby, keep Bo entertained.”
 
 
 



Bo ran his big hand over my stockinged thigh and slid it up to my panties where he rubbed my cock. “Some day, I’m gonna see if I can fit in your tight bottom little girl and make you cum too. “ He took my hand and put it on his cock still growing in his pants. I rubbed it and felt it respond. Janine called down to us, “Bobby, suck Bo’s cock for a while will you? It would be the nice thing to do since I’m making him wait.”
 
 
 



Bo unzipped his pants and took them off leaving just a cock ring and strap wrapped around it above his powerful thighs that were as big as my waist. “Oh yea baby, suck me like you did last night just slower.” I lowered my head following the path his hand had me travel to put it between my lips. It was almost as round as a beer can well, not quite, maybe more like a Redbull can or something like that but you know what I mean. I sucked and licked and stroked and felt Bo respond and I was ready for anything. I relished in the velvety feel of it against my tongue and lips. The pure animal feel of it and the way he responded to me. My heart was racing and I was ravenous. “Slow down baby! Slow!” Bo called out as he moaned a deep chest filled moan. I sucked and played with his cock just like Janine said to and after about fifteen minutes she came down stairs.




I had my eyes closed and was bobbing up and down on Bo feeling his huge hands on my head while he gently lifted and entered my mouth in time with him moaning his deep moan. Then Janine pulled Bo’s hands off my head and pulled my head off his cock. I ended up making a slurping sound as I struggled to not let go of it.




 
 
Janine was wearing six inch spike heels with no platform that made her walk in tiny steps. She topped them with black stockings and corset with eight garters and wide open crotchless panties showing her shaved bare lips wet and ready. Her breasts were on the shelf of the corset and her nipples had nipple nooses and gold cocks dangling off of each of them. Matching gold earrings, dark eyeshadow and slicked back gelled hair. She smelled with Nagchampa like the incense.




 
 
“Oh yea Bo baby. Fuck me so Bobby can watch!” Janine pushed me aside as I was trying to suck his cock some more and she straddled Bo climbing on top and putting her legs over his thighs, leaving me on the floor in front of them. Janine wrapped one hand’s long nailed fingers around Bo’s cock and guided him under her, slipping him in with no rubber. As she did Janine threw her head back and pulled Bo’s face to her nipple. “Suck it you big fuck!” Janine rode it up and down starting slowly. I could see the wetness spread over Bo’s shaft as she did. She moaned and grunted as she sped up and cried out looking into Bo’s eyes now as she pulled his hair.




 
 
“You….Have….THEE….BEST…..FUCKING….COCK….Ungh, Ungh….I’ve ever felt…..I want to fuck you allllll day!”




 
 
“Oh yea baby, as long as you ain’t sore I’ll keep going. If someone gets me hard in between and you don’t get sore.”




 
 
“This is a, Ungh!, good sore Ungh fuck yea!...and Bobby has her orders. Ungh yea!”




 
 
Janine rode him and scrubbed her clit against him just sitting on top of his huge cock. She came three times and then rolled onto the floor where Bo pinned her and pounded her so hard the house shook. He came violently pulling her hair and squeezing her one breast as he did calling out as he did.





“Yea! Fucking little white bitch cunt! Ungh! Yea! Feel me come, Ungh! Fuck yea! Tight cunt whore!”





When he pulled out, with Janine squeezing him as he did, it flooded out of Janine and onto the carpet. He got up and sat on the couch with his still throbbing cock dripping pearls and lifting up and down. Janine caught her breath after coming that fourth time and lifted herself off the floor to sit next to Bo on the couch. Janine called to me as I stood with my cock twitching under my skirt, dying to come myself.




 
 
“Go get us some iced tea okay Bobby and then clean up the floor and then come and suck Bo’s cock so he gets hard again and can fuck me some more.”




 
 
Well, I don’t need to tell you all the details. Bo came four times that day and left at 10 PM. We had lunch, supper, and drinks which I cooked and served. My lips got numb at one point from sucking him so long taking him from limp to hard while Janine waited eating chocolate covered strawberries and champagne. I was pooped out and I still hadn’t come yet as Janine wouldn’t let me. She said I’d lose my edge. After Janine kissed Bo goodbye at the door she came over and took me to the couch to sit.




 
 
“You were wonderful Bobby. Thank you.”




 
 
“You’re welcome. I want to wash up so I can go to work tomorrow. I’d really like the day off.” Janine stroked my cock through my skirt. “You were a good girl too, not coming and making Bo ready for me so I could enjoy his cock inside me without having to suck him and get my lips and neck tired. Your cock feels so small now next to Bo’s. I think I’d like to see you come for me. As far as work goes, you can choose to go to work tomorrow or not. I’m sure the boys would miss you if you didn’t though.” She smiled a Cheshire cat grin.




 
 
“What boys? No boys at work are going to miss me.”




 
 
“The other boys. You have a new job if you want it. You made twelve hundred dollars last night and we made eight hundred today from Bo. We could make up to say five thousand a day if we want and I know Bo would pay five hundred to stick his cock in your bottom. What I’m saying is, we never have to have a real job again. We can probably retire in a few years and you can get anything done to your body you want. I do have some suggestions. “




 
 
“Hookers?” I looked in shock at Janine.




 
 
“Why not? Pretty good isn’t it? All kinda perks eh?” Janine stroked my cock as she smiled. I could feel a grin come over my face.




 
 
“Well, I better come then so I can sleep and not disappoint the boys tomorrow!”




 
 
“That a girl!!” Janine said as she stood and had me stand and take my cock in my hand. “Okay, imagine me getting fucked my Bo and come in my hand.”




 
 
Janine knelt before me holding her hand in front of my cock while I closed my eyes and stroked once, twice, three times. I stopped since I was going to come and wanted to enjoy it a while.




Janine laughed, “It’s so darn small! I can’t wait to see you get fucked some more tomorrow. I have to rest so I’m taking the day off myself since, Bo did make me sore.” I had to come. What she said made me start to so I had to finish it now. Five strokes six, Ungh! A little squeal came out of me. I came in a flood in to Janine’s hand
 and she immediately lifted it to my face and wiped it across my lips making me eat it.



 
 
“Goooood girl!! Semen has a lot of testosterone so it will only make you hornier the more you have. And you had only six strokes and you came, you were ready all right! All eleven guys tomorrow are going to love you! Let’s go to sleep.”















 
 A Good Book





 
 
What Are You Reading?








 
 
It was the first Saturday of our week off that we had taken to kick back and relax at home. My wife Sarah picked up the book I had gotten this week from Amazon that I had accidentally left on the end table.




“Chris, what is that book you’ve been reading? I normally don’t see you reading very often, so it must be good. Where did you get it? The cover looks interesting, all black with just some gold symbols and the word ‘Changes’. What’s it about?” She flipped through the pages scanning them.



 
 
“Uh, well, uh, it’s about people going through changes.”




 
 
“Wow! It has some hot sex scenes in it doesn’t it!?” Sarah started to look closer at the writing.




 
 
“Yea, some of them are I guess.” She looked at the table of contents and read a story title.




 
 
“’I once was a man until my wife got hold of me?’ What happened? She turn him into a woman? Ha ha ha.” Sarah laughed and then turned to that story and started scanning the pages.




 
 
“Uh, I guess she did kind of. She turned him into a shemale”.

 
 



“What’s a shemale?”



 
 
“A guy that gets feminized all the way except he still keeps his one male part. Other than that, he gets boobs and maybe hip enhancements and all his hair taken away, except on his head, and he gets his ears pierced and all of that. He’s a woman but has a cock.




 
 
“Wow, he’s sucking and screwing and everything in this. It sounds like he was forced into being a sex slave practically. This is weird. You like this stuff? Is it exciting to you?”




 
 
“Interesting I guess.”




 
 
Sarah started reading from the book and kept looking up to gauge my reaction. I was a bit nervous and crossed and uncrossed my legs as I was trying to hide that I was getting hard thinking about what she was reading. I wasn’t doing a very good job though, since all I had on for pants were my shiny tight workout shorts. Sarah noticed and put her hand on it for verification and rubbed it some.




 
 
“Mmm, I think I like having this book around. I see you’re enjoying my reading to you. Maybe I should read this book and then try some of the tricks on you!”




 
 
“Uh, na, that would be silly. I couldn’t look like a woman and I’d feel stupid dressing like one and all of that. Maybe some things are just fun to read about.”




 
 
“Well, let me decide that. I think I might like dressing you up like a girl! Maybe you’d learn a few things about women. It says here that the guy really liked the feeling of the panties and stockings.” Sarah ran off excitedly to the bedroom and came back with a pair of her pink satin full back panties. She came over to me and started tugging on my shorts.





“Hey! What are you doing? I don’t want to wear panties.”





She slipped off my jogging pants and started stroking my manhood with the panties.




 
 
“Well, well, you do like the feeling of these don’t you! Ha ha ha. What an interesting idea.” Sarah knelt before me looking at my maleness as the head popped in and out of the pink satin and my hardness showed her what I really thought.




 
 
“Look how cute it looks peeking out of that pink material. I say we do some of the stuff in this book to you! If you like reading it I say you’ll like doing it even more.”




 
 
“Sarah, don’t be ridiculous! I don’t want to be running around in woman’s clothing!” I said as she now sucked the head of my cock making me moan while she stroked it with those awesome feeling panties.




 
 
“Mmmm, mumph, mamo, oooo, eee.” Sarah said with my cock in her mouth as she brought me close to the edge then stopped.




 
 
“I say we do it and you don’t have a choice or I’ll put the videos we have of us playing in the bedroom on You Tube.”




 
 
“Ha ha ha, you wouldn’t do that! You’re in them too!”




 
 
“Yea but I had a mask on that one time remember? And you came in like fifteen seconds. Not a very flattering video for you was it?”




 
 
“Uh, I guess not. But you wouldn’t do that!”




 
 
“Oh yes I would! And if you’re a good girl maybe there will be some more of this for you.” Sarah dove back on me and stroked me with the panties some more. When she had me at the edge again just ready to come in her mouth she stopped. “Now go take a shower and shave your whole body. We have a job to do.”




 
 
She slid the panties up my legs and tucked my maleness inside them. “Do I really have to shave my whole body? C’mon Sarah, please.”




 
 
“Do it or I’ll do what I said and you can forget about being able to have any sex at all as well if you don’t do it. While you’re shaving I’m gonna read the book some more. Maybe it will give me some ideas. Then when you’re done we’re going shopping to get you some clothes and things. I’ll put some clothes on the bed for you to wear when we go shopping.”




 
 
I did as I was told and it did feel pretty good having all that hair gone, pretty weird but good. My skin felt alive. I shaved my face too, though I never had that much facial hair anyway, but I shaved it good and close. When I went into the bedroom to put on my clothes, Sarah had put out a pair of pantyhose with the crotch cut out, a pair of pink satin and lace panties with sheer bottom and a matching bra.




 
 
“Sarah! C’mon now. I’m not putting on this stuff!”




 
 
Sarah came over with her I-phone and started playing the video she talked about and showed it to me. “Okay, your choice, where should I post this video first sweetie. Ha ha ha.” Sarah took my now hard cock into her mouth again and brought me to the edge once more. I dressed in all the stuff she laid out and covered it up with some jeans and a denim shirt.




 
 
“See how good it feels? You were hard before I even put my lips on you just from dressing in those clothes. I think you’re going to love this!” Sarah stood and opened her closet and threw on a low cut top with a push up bra and a very short denim mini skirt with 5 inch heel strappy sandals. “Let’s go shopping baby!” Sarah took my hand and led me down the stairs.




 
 
The first stop in the mall was Victoria’s Secret. Sarah marched in dragging me by the hand and went straight to the back and found a salesperson.




 
 
“I need you to give my husband boobs for a costume party we’re going to. Can you do that?” I couldn’t believe my ears. The saleslady looked at me and the shocked look on my face and smiled.




 
 
“Of course, we can do that. Let me measure him and then I’ll get some gel forms and bras for him to try.” She wrapped a measuring tape around my chest and under my arms and then stood back and looked at me. She squeezed my chest to see how much flesh I had.




 
 
“Well, she’s a 34 and she has enough flesh on her chest to create a pretty good cleavage. I guess the question is how big should she be? A, B, C, D, DD?” Sarah looked at me and gave the order.




 
 
“Make her a C cup! Any bigger and she’d be too hard to find tops for.” The girl went into the back room and came out with some silicone gel forms with nipples built in and she showed me how to spray the glue on and spread it around. Then she took me and the forms and bras into the changing room to try them on.




 
 
“Your gonna look sexy. You’ll make a wonderful woman’s image. Your face is so smooth and soft, you’re not too tall and your frame is nice and thin. Take your shirt off and we’ll get you fitted up.”




 
 
“This wasn’t my idea. My wife has gone insane.” She helped me take off the bra Sarah had put on me.




 
 
“Oh now, don’t worry. You aren’t the first man I’ve done this for. You’ll love it when it’s all done.” She got the bra on and adjusted the straps and then inserted the forms pulling my flesh back and then putting the form and bra back down. As she did that it created cleavage. I couldn’t believe what I saw. Sarah came in and checked me out.




 
 
“You look great! We’ll take them and that bra and we’ll need a few more bras as well. Can you help us pick them out? Chrissy, you put your shirt back on and leave those boobs on so we can try on outfits.” The saleslady took my old bra and put it in a bag. I buttoned my shirt and she took us out to the racks where she and Sarah picked out at least 10 more bras. She rang us out and Sarah had me carry all the stuff to the next store. I felt like the world was watching me with my big chest under my shirt.




 
 
“No one’s watching you silly. Let’s get you some shoes and then dresses and skirts.” Sarah had me try on women’s shoes, all four or five inch high heels in different colors and styles. This time there were others watching and I felt like a total idiot. I couldn’t believe I was letting her do this to me. On and on it went like some horrible nightmare where you end up being naked in a school play or something! She made me try on dresses with the heels and stockings on and skirts and tops and lingerie. Then she took me to the wig store and I had to try on a bunch of them. Then to the Piercing Pagoda and made me have my ears pierced in two places. Ouch! She bought a bunch of cheap jewelry and accessories. Last stop was the drugstore where she picked out makeup and tools for putting it on and fake long fingernails. By the time we were done it was 2 o’clock and I was starving. We grabbed some lunch and headed home, Sarah driving.




 
 
“See, that wasn’t so bad now was it?”




 
 
“Bad! That sucked! I felt like a total idiot! I still do!”




 
 
“Oh, pooooor baaaaby, well, now you can write your own story. First though we have to get home and see what you look like all done up. Maybe I can snack a little on your man meat too, if your good that is.”




 
 
“Yea, snack on it and not let me come! Drive me crazy!”




 
 
“Not a bad torture don’t you think? Could be worse.”




 
 
“I guess.”

 
 
 









Christine Arrives






 
 
We got home and Sarah made me get things ready for dinner while she got the clothes put away and picked out what she wanted me to wear. She rinsed off in the shower and put on some hot sexy clothes herself and came downstairs.

 
 
 



“Okay Chris, go rinse off and paint your toenails with the nail polish I left on the counter, get dressed and then I’ll do your makeup. I’m going to have a drink and read some more of that book while you do that and then when we’re done you can cook us dinner okay?”
 
 
 



“Do I really…?”
 
 
 



“Ut! Ut! Ut!” Sarah wagged her finger at me. “Now now….be a good girl Chrissy and go get ready!”



 
 
I did as I was told. I rinsed off and painted my toenails and then decided to put some skin lotion on since my skin felt so nice and smooth. Then I powdered my shaved man parts which felt really good too. I walked into the bedroom and couldn’t believe my eyes. She had the bed covered with my women’s clothes for the night all laid out in the order I needed to put them on. The very same dress she was wearing!




 
 
The first thing she had on the edge of the bed was the perfume she bought me. It was called Sung and I sprayed it on my legs arms and neck. It smelled exactly like the slut that gave me a lap dance last week at the strip club! I still couldn’t believe I was doing this and it took me back to the book Sarah was now reading. Oh my God! I hope she doesn’t read about how that changed guy sucked cock and got fucked in the ass….Yeow!





 
 I put on the black satin and lace corset with garters hanging from it. I put my arms through the shoulder straps and fastened the hooks in front. The strings in back were hanging down to the back of my knees and I wasn’t quite sure what to do with them so I pulled on them and the corset promptly responded by cinching my waist tight. I pulled it as tight as I could comfortably do so and it nipped my waist in by about 3 inches on each side. I had hips! Yikes. I tied the strings in front of me in a bow.




 
 
The next thing on the bed were the C cup gel forms. The backs were still tacky with the glue on them from the store. I slid one into the cup of the corset and moved my chest flesh into position for cleavage like they did in the store for me. I put the other one in and adjusted them and the straps. Looking in the mirror I saw my male face with a woman’s body. I felt myself start to get hard.




 
 
I moved down the edge of the bed and picked up one of the ultra sheer black lace top stockings. They were so sheer I was afraid to touch them but at the same time I couldn’t wait to feel them going up my shaved legs. I rolled it up and slipped the toe over my pretty pink toenails and slid them up my leg. I was twitching below my corset and my hands were shaking it felt so good having that sheer fabric slide up my leg. I pulled it taught and fastened the front garter and adjusted it tight, then did the same with the side garter and the back garter. I stretched my leg and pulled on the top of the stocking then lifted my foot to my behind feeling the tug of the garters making the stocking slide against my skin. I did that several times as I nearly put myself in a daze and realized the other leg could feel that good too if I took the time to do it.





I did the same to the other leg and by then my erection was harder than I can remember it. I’m sure glad Sarah is downstairs and not up here videotaping me or anything. I could imagine what she’d get me to do by having that video to blackmail me with!




 
 
Next, I put the shoes on that she had on the floor beneath where the stockings were. They were at least five inch tall, spiked heels with black satin straps across the front, and around the ankle there were two straps I had to wrap around and pass through the buckle and tighten. The shoes fit perfectly of course since I had tried them on at the store. I sure wouldn’t be able to do a fifty yard dash in them. I would be pretty much helpless if I had to run. I walked around the room in them feeling my stockings pull with each step and the way they made me shift my hips. I throbbed in the air as I went back to the bed for the next item.




 
 
The jewelry was next with four gold rings, one with an obvious gold cock on it. The necklace matched with a gold chain that placed a one and a half inch gold cock right between my breasts in the newly created cleavage. Two matching earrings went in my sore freshly pierced ears and two large gold hoop earrings went in the other holes. The pain was there but it felt okay, kind of kinky.





 
 Panties with lace and satin around an open crotch slid up over my stockings and framed my globes and rod decorating them as they stood in the air. The dress was next and was black sheer with a light dusting of glitters in tiered layers over a black satin liner with an attached crinoline. I slid the dress up feeling it swish past my legs and slid my arms into the straps mating them up with the corset straps beneath them. I zipped up the back and the stretch fabric wrapped around my cinched waist and formed around my breasts stopping just before the cleavage began. I could feel my raging hardon rubbing against the satin liner of the dress but with the layers and tiers you couldn’t tell there was a hard stick underneath. I slid the sheer and glitter short sleeve sheer bolero top over my arms and tied the ties between my breasts.




 
 
I looked in the mirror and wiggled my bottom watching the way the dress moved. I turned on all the lights in the room so I could see myself in the most intimidating light. My legs were hot and sexy in the stockings and heels and I had to touch myself while I looked into the mirror. I lifted the skirt of the dress and held it back so I could see the way I showed through the crotchless panties with the garters running down from the corset and the white flesh of my thighs above the lace top stockings. I took myself between my fingers and masturbated while I looked at myself. God I was hot looking, as long as I didn’t look at my male head on top of that body. When I did, I felt like a Barbie doll that had her head ripped off and Ken’s head put on instead! What a freak! I focused on everything but my head and felt all the sensations of the clothes, heels, boobs and all of it. I masturbated in front of the mirror but I had to stop before long when I gasped catching myself before I came. I fixed my skirt and called to Sarah.




 
 
“Honey, I’m ready for you!” I called to her.




 
 
“Try and make your voice a little more feminine Christine!” Don’t speak from your chest speak from your head and raise it.” She said as she came up the stairs.




 
 
“How’s this Sarah?” I tested.




 
 
“Much better sweetie, now let’s finish you up. Come into the bathroom and sit on the toilet and I’ll help you put the fake nails on and then I’ll do your makeup in the mirror so you can see how to do it.”




 
 
Sarah, took me by the hand and walked seductively in front of me as if to show me how to do it. She put the nails on which were long, curved, prepainted, French nails. I felt helpless with them as much as with the heels. I doubted I could even take my clothes off with them on. Sarah took me in front of the mirror and did eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, plucked my eyebrows thin and arched, used an eyebrow pencil on them and then did foundation, blush, lipstick in a pouty shape and finally dusted my whole face. Then she did a makeup trick between my breasts making my cleavage pop out by putting a light color on the flesh and a darker color in the valley. She dusted that with setting powder and then took the wig off the counter and fixed it to my hair with bobby pins so it was on tight. Then she adjusted the style and sprayed it in place.




 
 
As I looked in the mirror I couldn’t believe what I saw. Ken’s head was off the doll and Barbie’s was back on her rightful hot body. I was actually hotter looking than Sarah and that was saying something! I felt like I wanted to just come in my dress looking at myself and feeling the stockings, corsets, breasts, heels, nails, earrings and smelling my perfume. Mmmmm. Wow! This was better than the book

 !!



 
 
“Better than just reading about it isn’t it Christine!” Sarah said as she felt for my hardness, which she found and smiled. “Yes, I see, you are definitely enjoying this. Good! I’m glad we didn’t waste our time and money on it. Now let’s go downstairs and relax a little. I filled your purse with things you’ll need later and you can get familiar with it while we have a drink. Now walk like me.”




 
 
Sarah walked before me and I copied her and when she got downstairs she clicked ahead of me to turn and see how I did.




 
 
“Very nice Christine! Very nice. A true slut walk.” Sarah poured us two martinis from the pitcher in the fridge and took me by the hand into the living room where she seated me and put a purse like hers on my lap. I sipped down half of my drink and put it on the end table and opened the purse as best I could with the nails I had on. Inside was eye makeup, extra stockings, cigarettes, breath spray, a small perfume spray of Sung, a lighter, extra nails and glue, some Kleenex and six condoms.




 
 
“Six condoms?” I looked at her as I crossed my legs imagining what she would have me do with them.




 
 
“Is that enough? I thought you should have them in case you needed them for your boyfriend. You need to fill three of them tonight however you want. I know you’d be able to fill only two if you did it yourself but I want the three to be filled by someone else. I have many more in my purse in case we need them and I plan on using at least one tonight on some hot stud while he fucks me, with you there of course, so you can watch.”




 
 
My jaw dropped and almost fell off my face. It felt like my eyes were popping out of their sockets as I tried to voice my concerns in my new ladies voice.




 
 
“Six, three, many more, me watch you, uh, uh,” I swallowed hard and picked up my martini and shot it down. “No way! This is going too far! I will not make three guys come and, and...”




 
 
“But you would love to watch me fuck a hunk wouldn’t you? I know you would. There was a come stain on the page in your book where it happens to the character.

 ”




“That’s not a come stain, I spilled my shake!”





“Ha ha ha yea right! Okay, besides, you don’t have a choice about any of this since I took video of you from several angles in the bedroom as you got dressed just in case you weren’t going to cooperate. I had those little ones that you didn’t notice cranking away and I was watching the whole time downstairs. Thanks for turning on all the lights. It was so cute watching you masturbate your little sissy cock by looking at yourself all dressed as a sexy babe but with a male head on that body. Your friends would get a real hoot out of that video! Ha ha ha!





Sooo baby, I would hate for you to not do any of these things since I know you’ll end up loving all of it so I had to have some insurance. Now I have it. You WILL be a little slut tonight and love it and I WILL get a good lay tonight while you watch!” Sarah touched me tenderly across my cheek now.

 I was dumbfounded.



 
 
“You’re so pretty and hot!” She ran her hands up and down my leg slipping them over the stockings and then running the tips of her nails over them on the way back. I uncrossed my legs and she slid her hand under my dress and her cool hand wrapped her tiny fingers and their long nails around my rod and stoked it.




“There there, see? You’ll love this I know you will, you don’t have to put on an act for me. Just enjoy it all.” Sarah kissed me on the lips gently so as not to mess our lipstick. She took two cigarettes out of my purse and lit them for us. She gave me one and went and got me another martini. “Relax. Then we go clubbing.”



 
 
Sarah sipped her martini smiling as she leaned back on the couch to get a better look at me. She smiled and winked. “HOT!” I felt my heart race and felt a little dizzy so I stood and practiced walking back and forth.




 
 
“That’s it, practice. Talk too, say something like, Hi my name’s Christine and I really would like to touch your cock!”




 
 
I walked back and forth. “Hi, my name’s Christine and I really would like to dance,” I said as I walked.




 
 
“No, cock, touch your cock not dance!”




 
 
I said it quietly and breathy now, “My name’s Christine and I really would like to touch your cock.”




 
 
“That’s it baby.”













 
 
Clubbing?








 
 
We had another drink at home before we left. I was feeling a little more relaxed now and was able to put myself in a frame of mind that this was a dream and not real. By doing so I released myself to all of the sensations and feelings of sensuality that all of this imparted. So much so, I consciously had to hold back coming. The door of the car opened.




 
 
“Hello ladies, welcome.” The valet

 checked me out from toe to head staring at the tops of my stockings peeking out from under my skirt and ending at my cleavage. He finally me ly eyes and smiled as he held his hand out to help me from the car.



 
 
“See how easy that was? He was hot for you. Enjoy it. I do, and I can’t wait to get laid. I’m wet already.”




 
 
We walked in while I felt the dream world that surrounded me. My cock was at attention, rubbing it’s tip against the satin. My steps were minced in the high heels making my hips sway while I felt each bounce of my breasts with each step. I held my purse in the one hand while I flicked my hair back over my shoulder. I actually felt the breeze run under my skirt threatening to lift it while we climbed the marble stairs into the club.




 
 
Sarah paid for us at the door and I gave a thank you to the doorman, practicing my voice. It passed with a smile and a wink. Sarah led us over to a group of guys that waved from across the room when she entered. They were in a big round booth in the darkest portion of the club. I couldn’t make them out until we were only a few feet away. Oh My God! These were people we knew!




 
 
“Hi Sarah! Where’s Chris? I thought you were tied up with him on weekends.”




 
 
“Yea it’s funny. He went to see his family and his sister ended up coming out to see him. So here we are. Couldn’t pass up the chance to play with the boys tonight could we? His sister is a swinger so don’t worry about her a bit okay? We can do anything we normally do baby.”




 
 
Sarah rubbed his pants in the front as she got on tip toe to give him a deep open mouth kiss. I guess there are things I didn’t know. I didn’t know what to think. In the state I was in though, all I could think about was sex and thinking about Sarah with this guy was hot. I looked around at the others and imagined what they would feel like in my hand and whether I could do the things that Sarah said I had to. “Fill at least three” I remember her saying. The rest of the guys moved out of the booth to let the two of us move in. It seems they all heard that I was a swinger when she said that and it seems they all knew my wife was a slut and ready for cock too. We got seated and a guy sat on each side of Sarah and I got sandwiched between two more while three more went to the bar and the waitress showed up.




 
 
“Another round fellas? And something for the girls?”




 
 
Sarah’s friend, Bill, that she kissed, spoke up. “Yea Sarah’s regular drink for them both. Two come inside me martinis please.”




 
 
Oh God! Her regular drink, and I guess now it was going to be mine. Fortunately, the waitress was fast since I had a guys hand on each of my legs under the table. I had to cross my legs trying to keep them from finding my secret and killing me. But once she delivered the drinks and we had each had some, I had the hands back on my legs again but this time I didn’t have them crossed. I held them tightly together as I put my hand on each of their crotches. I made some conversation to take the focus off of me.




 
 
“Wow, you guys are pretty big, bigger than I ever felt.”




 
 
“That’s not what Sarah says, she thinks we’re too small for her that’s why she doesn’t fuck us anymore. Now it’s just Bill, and the bigger cocks like the big black dudes she likes. It’s such a shame since she was the hottest fuck around and we’d come at least twice a night in her!”




 
 
“Well, uh, Sarah is used to the big ones. For me they feel pretty big.” I rubbed them both and they both unzipped their pants and took them out so I could wrap my hands around them.

 My God, my wife evidentally has been living a second life as the village slut! How did I not know? What a bitch! Not only cheating on me but whoring on me with people we both knew! I remembered what was going on now as I felt the guys as they started to pump into my hands as each one held it there.



 
 
“Do my nails feels good?” I ran my nails under their globes as they both leaned in smelling my neck and kissing it.




 
 
“Mmm, and your hands are so cool and soft.”




 
 
“Thanks, I made a bet with Sarah that I could make three guys come in the first half hour here. But for proof I need to have three filled rubbers. Are you two game?”




 
 
“Heck yea. What do you win if you do?”




 
 
“Uh, I , uh I guess I get to keep my good reputation that’s all.”




 
 
“Ah, a good thing.” This one on my left was talking but the other was breathing in my ear and I could tell was getting pretty excited. I hated to put a rubber on him since his cock felt so smooth and velvety but I had to if I was going to fill my requirements. My purse though was stuck between my left thigh and the other guy. I felt the one on my right start to push himself into my hand as he grabbed my dress and wrapped the satin around my hand and his cock. He pushed through my fingers rubbing his tip against the satin with each stroke. Then I felt him as he whispered in my ear.




 
 
“I’m coming baby! Sorry, that’s another reason Sarah won’t have me. I come too uh, Uh, UNGH, ungh oh yea, ungh that’s it squeeze it hard mMmMMMMmmm.” I felt him squirt onto my thigh through the dress. Damn! I made him come that fast and didn’t have a rubber. I let go of the one in my left hand and grabbed my purse from between us. I needed to have a cigarette and compose myself some. “What’s your name honey?” I said to the guy on my left. He was one of the ones I didn’t know.




 
 
“I’m Franky. I take it Sam came already?”




 
 
“Oh yea! And I need a smoke! Wanna go out back and get one?”




 
 
“Sure!” I felt him tuck himself back in and zip up. Then he got everyone to let us out. Sarah had to take a break from kissing Bill and his hand came out from under the table shiny wet and he wiped it on a napkin while Sarah looked at me.




 
 
“Where ya going Chrissy?”




 
 
“For a smoke,”




 
 
She saw the wetness on my dress as I passed by her.




 
 
“That doesn’t count you know? Ha ha ha.”




 
 
I grimaced and gave her a, “Yea yea yea”. Franky held my hand as he led me to the smoking area out back and past that into the parking lot.




 
 
“Thought you might want to have some more privacy so we can sit in my car if you want. Only if you want to though.” He stopped walking. I stood there and looked at his pleading eyes. Heck he’d be pretty quick I thought and it would be easier than in the nightclub and I could have a chance to get a rubber on him.




 
 
“Heck ya, good idea.” We went to his car in a dark corner and climbed in. It was an old beat up Cadillac from maybe twenty years ago. He let me in and closed my door as it squeaked shut and went around to get in his side. I opened my purse struggling with my nails and got the smokes out and looked around the car using the light from the moon.




 
 
“Sorry, had to use a loaner. This was all they had.” Yea right, loaner I thought, not many loaners with this much crap in them. Old beer cans, boxes of porn DVD’s, even an unwrapped rubber on the floor. Gross! He lit my cigarette and lit one himself and rolled down the hesitant electric windows letting out some of the locker room smell. The nastiness of his car made me glad I had to make him come using a rubber! I crossed my legs and he put a hand on my knee. I took a rubber out of the purse and showed it to him.




 
 
“Mind if I use this? I have to prove to Sarah that I made you come remember. Sam kinda wasted his on my dress and I don’t want to do that again.” He smiled and nodded as he undid his pants. He slid his black shiny thong under his globes making it all present itself. He was stroking it and his was bigger than Sam’s. I couldn’t imagine how big the one Bill had was. God, I must be a pipsqueak and I always thought I was normal.




I slid the rubber on over the tip and stroked him as we smoked. He leaned back in the seat and put his arm around me. He put his hand on my neck and rubbed it while he looked around. Then he put pressure on the back of my neck pushing me down to his cock.



 
 
“Would be great if you sucked it Chrissy. You don’t have to though,” he said as he pushed harder on my head. I gave up trying to lift my head up with him pushing it down with two hands now. and I met my hand with my lips. “You probably aren’t used to using a rubber but I have blow jobs with them all the time. You just have to suck harder and squeeze harder and flick the tip with the rubber not just the tongue. Don’t be afraid to use your teeth. They actually feel good through the rubber. Yea that’s it. You know. Oh Yea, mmmm.” He blew smoke out of the window as I bobbed me head up and down, keeping time with his hand on my head. I waved my hand with the smoke in it and he let me up.




 
 
“Sorry, forgot you wanted a smoke. That was great. Can I come that way? In your mouth that is?” He looked desperate and smiled while I stroked him with my left hand and smoked with my right.




 
 
“Sure, why not, whatever feels good to you feels good to me. I want to have you have a good time.” I couldn’t believe I was saying that but I was rock hard and extremely excited from getting this dude so hot and bothered that I couldn’t wait to make him come. I flipped my smoke out the window and voluntarily dove back down. I made the rubber slide on him knowing what that felt like from jerking off in them sooooo many times before. But this was in the hot moist mouth of mine. I could feel his fingers grab my hair and push my head down more desperately, pumping into my mouth. I circled the tip with my tongue each time each time he pushed in making his whole body shudder. He was so big I couldn’t take it all in so I grabbed and squeezed the base of his cock with my hand and I stroked it in the same rhythm as my mouth. I smelled his cologne and his skin smelled fresh next to my nose as his cock went in and out. I’d make sure the tip was rubbed each time he went in and he shuddered when I did. I enjoyed this for what seemed like an eternity and then I heard him say quietly.




 
 
“I’m coming Chrissy, oh yea.” He pumped into my mouth fucking my face with both hands gripping my head tight as he rammed into me through my hand squeezing him tight.




 
 
“Yea bitch! Fucking hot slut Chrissy! Mmmmm Ungh, Ungh, Ungh yea. The tip, Ungh ungh Ungh.” He shuddered and went rigid all over and I felt the rubber fill with semen against my tongue and then he pushed hard one last time and I could swear I could taste it and I swallowed my imaginary load. I slid my head off and looked at his cock. It wasn’t imaginary. The rubber broke. Shit! I was looking at his cock when I heard someone say, “Oh Chrissy that was awesome. We’re next!” I looked up and two cops were standing by the car. Evidently they had watched the whole thing. I looked at Franky.




 
 
“Sorry babe, I didn’t see them.”




 
 
“Yup, and now, unless you want to go into town, Chrissy here is going to take care of us the same way. But in the back of the patrol car. You come with us Frank and you can watch, maybe you’ll get hard again.” They opened the doors and let us both out and pointed to the cruiser in the corner of the lot. We all walked over there. I heard one of them say to the other

 ,



 
 
“I’d like to fuck her not get a BJ from her. She’d be tight and hot!” I had to change his mind.




 
 
“Sorry, it’s that time of the month or else I’d be happy to have ya. Why do you think I was doing what I did to Franky here?”

 
 
 



“Okay, we could do bottom instead.”



 
 
“Sorry, not ready for that, it would be a bit messy too,” I said in my nearly perfect female voice. I had to do these guys quick so I could get back inside before I did the whole neighborhood. I had done two already and didn’t have proof for any of it! One got in back with me between Franky and him. He took down his zipper and pulled out a floppy cock.




 
 
“Suck it baby,” he said as he pushed my head down and I pushed back.




 
 
“I need to put a rubber on it.”




 
 
“Oh no you don’t. Suck it!” he insisted as he pushed me back down. I concentrated on making him feel good and the feeling of his silky cock in my mouth made me hard and tingly all over. I went wild on him and ran my nails over his balls while I sucked and I got that flaccid cock to attention. His cock got huge and felt hot and firm in my lips and hand. He pumped his hips slightly as I did my thing while he moaned. Without any warning, he then pushed into me with his huge load of come which I struggled to swallow and not choke on. That must have taken less than two minutes.




 
 
The next one took his place and this time he was already hard and pumping into my face while Franky rubbed my legs and lifted me a little so he could rub his crotch against my thigh. The next thing I knew, Franky had his pants down and he was rubbing his cock against my stockinged thigh humping it like a puppy while I was concentrating on making this cop come. Again his cock felt awesome and the same silky velvety feeling was against my lips and tongue. I was quickly getting addicted to something that used to repulse me thinking of doing to a guy. This one took a while though and my lips were about to go numb when I felt his hands squeeze my head and his hips push into me. Franky was humping my thigh fast and hard now and I could hear him ready to come. The cop was first.




 
 
“Ungh, ungh, fucking slut, ungh take this, fucking cunt bitch! Yea…. Eat my come. UNGH!” I felt him come in loads and tried to keep up with it while I heard a whimper from Franky as he came on my leg. I was about ready to come myself with all of this excitement but I held out. I felt the come drip down my chin and onto my breast as I sat up.




 
 
“Beat it you two. Now maybe you’ve paid your fine. Don’t let us catch you again.” He got out and almost threw us out of the car and then got in front with his partner and laughed as they started the car and drove off. It was a weird looking cop car. No city or county or anything on it. Just “polise”. I think we were had.




 
 
We walked back in slowly having a smoke on the way. Franky held my hand as he kept a slow pace so I could take my short strides walking in these heels.




 
 
“Sorry Chrissy.”




 
 
“That’s okay. It wasn’t so bad. Actually, it felt, uh, you came on my leg?”




 
 
“Oh yea, sorry for that too but you’re so hot I couldn’t resist.”




 
 
“Ha ha ha, thanks! I never made this many women happy in a night. This is actually kinda flattering and makes me feel special in a way.”




 
 
“You a lesbo too?”




 
 
“Uh sometimes. Ha ha ha.” I felt the stockings pull on my legs and the breeze blow up my skirt while my cock rubbed against the satin of the dress. Mmm. I clicked my way back into the club and went to the ladies room. I looked in the mirror and saw the wetness on my breast for which I took a tissue and patted it dry, I dried my stockings too where Franky came his second time. I touched up my makeup and lipstick. I sprayed on some fresh perfume and went to pee. I floated over the seat holding my dress up and pushed my hard cock down trying to go pee. It took a while but I was able to do it after a bit. Then I heard the bathroom door slam open and voices. Sarah’s was one of them.




 
 
“Billy, fuck me now and you can fuck me later if you want too. Then you can fuck me later in my bed at home so Chrissy can watch. She wants to watch me fuck, okay? I want to have you last forever when we get home and I’m so fucking horney from you fingering me all night I want to feel your cock come inside me while I come. Please please please?”




 
 
“Okay, pick a stall baby,” Bill said as I heard Sarah’s shoes go past my stall and take the one next door. I could see her feet in her shoes by looking under the wall. I saw Bill’s big shoes then saw them covered with his pants as they fell to the floor. I heard the wall squeak and felt it shake as Bill moaned. “Oh yea baby, so hot and wet and so fucking tight. Hope you come fast.”




 
 
“Oh yea Bill, your cock feels so good.” The wall squeaked now in time and shook as I could see only one of Sarah’s feet and I heard her moan then egg Bill on. “Yea, fuck me with that big man cock, fill me up baby, Mmmm, faster and harder, Fuck me, yea, that’s it! That’s it, ungh nice big cock, mmmm, make me come. Mmmm, ungh yea, uh, uh, uh, shit! Yea. Co, co, coming!” Sarah called out as Bill came inside of her and I came without even touching myself as I heard and felt her pleasure. I wiped it with some toilet paper and flushed it. Oops.




 
 
“Shit!” I heard Bill say as he pulled up his pants and Sarah straightened up and they both left the stall in a hurry.




 
 
I had to laugh to myself. Little did she know it was me. Ha ha ha. I freshened up, bought a tampon and put it in my purse and went to the bar and got a drink. A nice cold beer. I stood with my heel on the bar rail and looked at the place. I could see Sarah with Bill dancing on the dance floor. Franky evidently had left. Sam was with some fat chick in the corner and I could tell he was getting another hand job. And I didn’t care if I filled three rubbers or not. If she didn’t believe me then she didn’t. So what if she had video! I just didn’t care and I wanted to enjoy my current clothing and feelings. I relaxed, sipped my beer, I felt the sensuality of all of it and felt myself start to get hard again.

 It was my turn to be the slut my wife has been for so long. Even though I didn’t make the sexiest guy I sure do make a sexy gal with the evidence of all those comes to back it up.



 
 
The booth still had some guys hanging around hoping to maybe get some of Sarah but it was obvious Bill was the only one for her tonight. I guess I’d have to help them get the monkey off their backs. I strode over in powerful steps for those five inch heels and shook my ass as I did. They saw me coming. I sat down with them as they caressed me and kissed my neck and rubbed my legs and I felt their cocks. We had a decent time and I didn’t have to worry about my secret since I just showed them the tampon I bought in the ladies room so they thought that was off limits. I used the rubbers this time under the table and tied off the ends of each one as I was done. I filled five of them and had a great time doing it just as Sarah had said. By then she was standing with her arm around Bill in front of me.




 
 
“Chrissie dear, will you drive us home? Bill and I need to go to bed,” Sarah said as she rubbed Bill’s crotch and smiled.




 
 
“Of course Sarah. You guys ride in the back seat and I’ll drive.”




 
 
The valet brought the car and I drove. Sarah sprayed on some fresh perfume before she dove down in the back seat and consumed Bill’s huge cock while he smiled at me in the mirror. Then she kissed him deep on the lips while he pulled her hair and fingered her. He made her come on his hand at least 6 times before we got home and I could hear her wetness with each push he made into her. When they got out, the leather in the back seat was shiny and wet where Sarah had been. I got a towel and wiped it down while they went upstairs.




 
 
By the time I had finished they were in my bed on the black satin sheets. Bill was naked except for a leather strap beneath his balls wrapping over his cock and another wide one wrapped around his balls stretching them down. His cock was huge as Sarah sucked it laying on her back. She had taken the dress off but left the corset, stockings and heels on. She had pulled her breasts out and they were standing on the bra portion with her nipples hard and red. Sarah saw me come in out of the corner of her eye.




 
 
“Oh good, I’m glad you got here. I wasn’t going to wait much longer. I have the vids going too so you can have a copy after okay?”




 
 
“Super! Yea, Go ahead,” I said as I watched her climb on top of Bill as he laid on his back. I could see her guide his huge cock into her and saw how it spread her lips then she rode it up and down for a while then just sat on it and scrubbed her clit against him. Bill sucked one nipple and tweaked the other with his fingers while squeezing her whole boob while she rode.




 
 
“Ungh yea, fucking COCK! Ummm, coming baby, OH,OH OH OH OH OH.” Sarah shuddered like I never saw her and she kept going until she couldn’t catch her breath and held herself on it tight and all the way in for a few seconds while her body spasmed and shook. Then she started to ride him up and down again taking him all the way out then forcing the tip between her cunt lips again and taking it all the way in.





 
 Sarah sexily breathed out her voice loud enough for the cameras and me but not too loud to be not sexy. “Oh yea Bill, that was fucking awesome! Your cock is magic. I came like a rocket. Let me catch my breath and I want to do that again before I have you fuck me silly on my back okay?” Bill squeezed her boobs while she slid slowly up and down his wet huge shaft. I watched her slide it out and then fill herself up again.




 
 
My cock was throbbing regularly against the underside of the dress and I knew that was how I’d come. Hopefully I wouldn’t lose balance when I did as I was just standing there watching. I’d move around to get the best view but that was it. Sarah checked on me by looking back at me.




 
 
“You okay baby? Wanna get on the other side of the bed and watch?” She patted the bed next to her as she rode Bill’s cock slowly now. “It’s okay, c’mon, lay on my side of the bed here. I’ll be on my back soon and I can finger you with my right hand. C’mon Chrissy, it’s okay.”




 
 
I walked around to Sarah’s side of the bed and hopped on feeling my stockings slide against the black satin sheets. I laid on my side and held my head up on my hand and watched Sarah as she smiled at me then closed her eyes and rode Bill. I could smell his cologne and I could see how hard his body was.




 
 
His whole body was shaved smooth. He had powerful thighs and chest and his arms were muscley but not overly large. He looked over at me and winked and then he took Sarah by the hair on the back of her head and pulled her down to his lips for a deep kiss. Sarah moved her bottom from side to side as she slowly let his cock in and out. I could see the full length of it as she went up right to the tip and back down. My cock was throbbing under the dress and doing dances, which made me shudder slightly each time the tip rubbed the satin.




 
 
Sarah now got off of Bill and slid on my side of him to let him get on top. She propped her pillow up and adjusted herself by moving her feet in her spike heels and stockings back by her hips. Bill got on top of her with his cock at attention and dripping from Sarah’s wetness. Sarah rolled her head toward me and looked at me.




 
 
“Come closer Chrissy.” Sarah had me come over to be right next to her. She took my hand and had me rub her belly.




 
 
“Help Bill get his cock into me, hold it and guide it in okay?”




 
 
Bill was on his knees in front of Sarah. Sarah was holding her legs back and Bill was now using his arms to lean forward and not crush Sarah beneath him. I reached between them and took hold of Bill’s cock and guided his velvety purple head to Sarah’s wet slit and he began to push it in. I could feel Sarah stretch to take him and she moaned as he pushed it in. He took it all the way out again and I guided him back in. He did this over and over while I helped and Sarah looked at me with her eyes rolling back each time he entered her.




 
 
Bill then entered her all the way and laid on top of her kissing her on the lips. Sarah let her legs down and slid her right one against me between my legs. I moved against it so I could hump her leg while she squeezed Bill inside of her.




 
 
“Your cock is awesome Bill, move it slowly now and I’ll squeeze you with my kegels.”




 
 
“Mmmm” Bill moaned in his deep voice as he sucked Sarah’s face and she squeezed his cock inside of her. Sarah slid her right hand between my dress and the satin liner and found my hard cock. She wrapped some satin around it from the liner and held me so I could pump into her hand. I did that in time with Bill as they kissed. Bill pulled Sarah’s hair and Sarah held his head, wrapping her long fingernailed fingers in his thick black curls. Sarah would come over and over with G spot comes as Bill’s cock pressed into her, stimulating it with his velvet hard pressure and friction. Sarah would come in little ripples and let us know by saying she was and by her breathing and moaning. She must have come at least ten times this way. I looked at the clock on the nightstand and they had been doing this slow, romantic, sensual and deep love making for 45 minutes now while Sarah let me pump into her satin covered hand. I couldn’t take much more of this though since I was right at the edge of coming. Sarah looked at me.




 
 
“Wanna see me get really fucked hard and fast Chrissy? Are you ready Bill?”




Bill responded by saying, “Oh yea!” in his deep voice with his Australian accent and by pushing Sarah’s legs back behind her head. Bill looked at me and smiled.



 
 
“Chrissy, could you get behind Sarah so you can keep her from sliding back? Maybe you could hold her feet back too and then I could grab her by the hips. She really likes to get fucked hard and usually at my place I tie her up so she can’t move around. Could you?”




 
 
“Of course!” I slid behind Sarah and held her head in my lap and put a hand around each ankle holding them down by her ears. Bill then guided his cock into her and Sarah looked up at me smiling and then back at Bill.




 
 
“Fuck my brains out baby! Let me feel every inch of that cock ram your slut’s pussy. Pound me with that hammer!”




 
 
And did he ever. Bill rammed her so hard I had to wedge myself against the headboard and push down on Sarah’s ankles to keep her from moving. Bill had his big hands around her thin corseted waist as he slammed into her over and over banging against her slit with each thrust. Sarah’s breasts shook with each hit as they rode on top of her corset’s cups with her nipples rock hard and pink. I could see Bill’s cock perfectly from where I was as it entered and retreated the wet hot cavity of my wife. Oh my God was this hot! Sarah started coming and announced it and then each one as they came about 30 seconds apart and Bill kept the banging up for a good ten minutes. I counted 15 more times that Sarah came now and then Bill was ready.




 
 
Bill let out a roar and his face contorted as he pounded his hardest into Sarah and pulled her onto his cock as deep as he could get it. It should have been somewhere in Sarah’s throat from how much he had in her and Sarah came again screaming, “BILL YES!!! FUCK ME! COME INSIDE OF ME BABY! Show Chrissy what a great fuck is all about!” Bill removed himself before each gush and then rammed her when he came. He did that eleven times and then he collapsed on the side of Sarah, his cock dripping and his come leaking out of her onto the sheets. Sarah looked up and back at me.




 
 
“Come out of behind me now Chrissy.” Sarah took my hand and helped me climb over her in front of her. She motioned to me to come closer and she had me lie on top of her with my dress covering us both. She slid her hand under my dress and guided me into her soaked, cum filled passage. She squeezed me and I moved as if I was rubbing against her like two girls might. I came immediately. She kissed me, a peck on the lips, and smiled at me. Then she whispered in my ear. “Now, get between my legs and lick me clean, I do have the videos you know.” She smiled and I looked at Bill and at Sarah.




 
 
I cleaned my wife’s love canal with my tongue so much she came another three times while I ate the evenings worth of Bill’s two comes in her as well as mine. I dragged my exhausted self to the spare bedroom and flopped on the bed. My sticky face wasn’t annoying enough to get me to wash it as exhausted as I was. Bill and Sarah slept on her side of the bed since my side was soaked with Bill’s come and Sarah’s juices.

 
 
 










After the Clubbing Party







 
 
I woke to the sound of Bill shaking my bed in the master bedroom and Sarah saying how good his cock felt while he fucked her long and hard. I couldn’t help jerking myself off under my dress while they did, then I got into the shower. I thought if I changed completely I could say Christine had left and I got home early and wanted a shower.




 
 
I was in the shower when Sarah came in. “GOOD Morning Christine! What an awesome day it is isn’t it?”




 
 
“Yea Sarah it was an interesting evening all right.” Sarah picked my dress up off the floor.

 “Oh look, fresh come on your dress. You must have heard us. Was it good for you? I know it wasn’t as good for you as it was for me but I hope you enjoyed it. I got that one on video too with close ups and all. I sent Bill home though, I’m sore as hell!”




 
 
“Oh good, I was going to come out as Chris and say that Christine left anyway.”




 
 
“Oh no you aren’t! It’s Sunday and you have to dress as Christine not Chris. Then, you have to clean the house and wash the sheets and our dresses. And, there is the matter of the filled rubbers you were supposed to get.”




 
 
As I started shaving my legs since I had to be Christine again I told her about the rubbers. “Don’t worry dear, I did the job and they are in the refrigerator where you told me to put them.”




 
 
“Good, I’ll squeeze them into your juice for breakfast. Semen is a great libido enhancer as you’ll see. I intend to keep your libido at full power and more so you’ll never be able to not think about sex. Now finish getting cleaned up and put on the clothes I left out for you and then you can make breakfast and clean the house. Tonight, maybe I’ll let you come. Oh yea, I forgot to tell you. You aren’t allowed to come unless I say so and I am there. Got it?




 
 
“Got it.” I called through the steam of the shower. I finished my shower and shaving and put on my makeup like Sarah showed me yesterday and then I went into the bedroom and got dressed.




 
 
Sarah had put out Tabu perfume, black lace panties and bra, the gel forms, a black leather mini skirt with a hole in the front which looked like it would line up with my cock, gold and black jewelry, some black sheer ribbons which I assumed were for me to tie on my ankles or wrists, and black six inch fetish heeled boots with an open toe. I put the blonde and brown streaked shag wig on, got dressed and carefully went downstairs. Sarah was on the couch in her bathrobe watching and old movie.




 
 
“Wait a minute, there is a hole in the front of that skirt for a reason. Now take your little sissy cock and balls and put them through that hole and take those ribbons off your wrists and tie them around what sticks out.”




 
 
I did as I was told and my already hard cock stood proudly out front. I tied the ribbons on and the decoration made it look as if the whole thing was glued to the front of the skirt instead of being my body parts hanging out.




 
 
“Good, go do your tasks and call me when breakfast is ready. Be sure to drink your juice. I’ll know if you threw it away and you’ll just have to get more if you do.”




 
 
I spent the day cleaning and washing sheets and putting away Sarah’s clean clothes and mine and editing the videos of Bill and Sarah and I. I didn’t get to see the one of me dressing since Sarah had that one somewhere else. When I was done editing Sarah had me put it on a DVD and play it. By then it was after supper.




 
 
“That’s it, watch me get laid. Yes, I see you’re getting harder watching so I was right. I knew deep in your heart you want to see me have pleasure like you can’t give. That’s a good thing, now I don’t have to hide from you when I get laid and you can help and clean up things after. I think you should come to this video every day at least once if not more. From now on, you will wear women’s underclothing under your male clothes to work and when you get home you will become Christine. In the morning you’ll get up earlier to shave your body so it’s ready for the evening. You’ll jerk off and eat your come watching this video unless of course there is a real man to watch fuck me. How does that sound baby?”




 
 
“Uh, uh, great I guess.”




 
 
“Good.”




 
 
Well, time went on and Sarah was true to her demands and I was true to them too. She made sure I came once if not twice a day and it had to be with her. She checked me each morning for what I was wearing under my man clothes. On the weekends Bill would come over and I’d do the videotaping with the machine in my hand so as to reduce the editing time I needed to make them. When they were done, Sarah would talk to me about how good Bill’s cock felt while a video of them ran She would have me come in my skirt, panties, the palm of my hand, a glass, a rubber, a high heeled shoe of hers, Bill’s underwear, stockings, a water melon she had me make a whole in, a baggy, on a Barbie doll, on a Ken doll, on pictures of naked guys, even on pictures of myself as Chrissy that she took when I was coming on all those other things. Then, she had me eat it. This went on for about three months when Sarah came up with another idea.




 
 
“You know sweetie, it takes so long for you to shave your whole body and face that you could be doing other things. I think we should get laser hair removal for your whole body. What do you think?”




 
 
“Uh, uh, uh I guess that would be good.”




 
 
“Good, and while we’re at it, why don’t we get you some real boobs implanted.”




 
 
“Real boobs? Uh, it would be kinda hard to hide them wouldn’t it?”




 
 
“Nope, they make minimize bras too. Besides, I think if we got you done up like that we could have someone else move in and you could quit work.”




 
 
“Uh, uh, I uh. “




 
 
“Good, it’s decided. I’ll set it up. Now, time for you to come for me. Let me see you jerk off in front of that skirt. Your little cock looks so horney standing there with the ribbons and the leather mini skirt behind it. Do it in this.” Sarah handed me a shot glass from the tequila she was drinking. She turned on the video of her and Bill and started making commentary about it. I came in thirty seconds and drank it all down. “Good Girl Chrissy!” Sarah praised. “Now put on your nightgown and we can go to bed.”

 
 
 










A New Me







 
 
It had been a year since all of this had started and I now had real C cup breasts implanted with permanently hard nipples and not a hair on my body except my head, which now wore a ponytail in male mode and a shaggy look in Christine mode. At the same time as the breasts were done Christine decided to add some hips and ass to me. It was pretty painful to go through but I was now a perfect shemale and I hated going to work trying to hide it. But what could I do? Christine never did get anyone to move in with us, at least not yet.




 
 
Sarah and I were on vacation for a week and were going shopping on Saturday morning. Sarah needed a new fuck dress for the boys since her favorite one was all torn up now from the gang bang she had last night. We were in the car on the way to the mall.




 
 
“Chrissy, have you ever wondered what it must feel like to have a cock buried inside of you? I would think you would after watching how good it feels to me. I think you should try taking one in your ass. I think the boys would love it and then you could reveal your true shemaleness too. They’ll know you aren’t a girl but they’ll still want to fuck you. I think they’d like that more than just having you jerk them off or suck them and you’d love it.” Sarah flicked her ash out the passenger window while I drove.




 
 
I wasn’t even thinking about it right now since all I was thinking about was how I loved driving in heels and stockings and skirts. I hated being dressed in pants. I loved to look down at my cleavage and feel the press of the breasts on me. I loved to see the guys stare at my body. I loved just looking at myself and jerking off. That is, when I could without Sarah knowing. Oops, I better answer her question or who knows, she might decide to turn me into something else.




 
 
“Uh, I guess, wouldn’t it hurt and be messy?”




 
 
“Not if you clean it out and practice a little first. You just need to relax that muscle. We can practice together, I’d like to have one in front and back and I’d love to bang you with a strap on.”




 
 
“Uh, uh, uh, I, uh.”




 
 
“Good, we’ll get a couple of enema bags and some butt plugs and dildos and a strap on.”




 
 
We went to the mall and got a hot dress for each of us along with some new corsets, stockings, shoes and jewelry. What a spree! Then we went to the adult bookstore and got the toys and then to a drugstore and got the enema bags and a shower attachment for a quick clean out. When we got home, Sarah put on a pot of water and got it boiled and then let it cool to temperature while I hooked up the shower attachment.




 
 
“We can clean out today with the enema and then just use the shower attachment every day, or night as the case might be, before we do it.”




 
 
We both spent two hours cleaning ourselves out (yuk!) and then we had dinner and drinks and started to play with the plugs and the dildos. Sarah was sucking my cock when she inserted the first toy and it felt weird but good when it went in. Then as we used larger toys it got better until it seemed to fill me up to a point where it was just too big. We found what felt good for each of us and when we went to bed we both made each other come using just the dildos in our bottoms. Sarah strapped one on and nailed me from behind. I came without even touching myself. This was incredible! I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to have a real one inside of me reacting to how good it felt to them! Yes, I think it will be much better than giving them blowjobs even.




 
 
Sunday, there was a special party at a friend’s house for Sunday night football. I hated football but Sarah liked it because it always brought out a bunch of guys. The party itself was pretty boring and we really didn’t have a great time except that we met this guy there. He seemed to be taken with me and he invited us to dinner on Monday night.




 
 
He was 53 years old but looked like he was forty. Significantly older than us but he seemed really nice. He didn’t pay much attention to the game and really paid attention to Sarah and I, but mostly to me for some reason. He was a retired major corporation executive that wanted to travel for pleasure now. His name was Cyril. He was blonde with gray temples and blue eyes. He was about 6 foot one and one hundred and eighty pounds or so. No belly, firm arms, long legs. He was wearing jeans and a short sleeve button down shirt. His voice was smooth and clear and he spoke well. He seemed pretty interesting with all the places he had been and the things he liked to do. Sarah didn’t think she was interested in him since she likes, well, you know what she likes, but I thought we should accept.




 
 
“Please ladies won’t you let me take you to the best dinner in town?” He pleaded with Sarah and I. Sarah was shaking her head no though.




 
 
“I’m so sorry Cyril but we have a friend coming over tomorrow night for dinner at our house.” This was my chance

 .



 
 
“We do? Who’s coming over?”




 
 
“You know, Bill is coming over.”




 
 
“Well, you have dinner with Bill and I’ll go out with Cyril.”




 
 
Sarah’s face turned beet red. I wasn’t quite sure what she was going to do. Cyril beamed a wide smile.




 
 
“Good, at least I get to have dinner with one of you lovely ladies. It’s settled then, here is my cell phone number, I’ll pick you up at six if that’s okay.”




 
 
We exchanged cell phone numbers and I gave Cyril our address. Sarah blew a gasket when we got home but there wasn’t much else she could do to me at this point other than reveal what I was at work. Heck, people at work thought I was weird anyway since I didn’t really look like a guy anymore and I hated going in there faking it. This was my chance and I took it.




 
 
To make a long story short, I revealed what I was to Cyril and he asked me to move in with him and travel the world. That was the last night I saw my hooker wife Sarah again. I’m thankful to her for what she gave me but I’m more thankful to Cyril. I never had to work a day in my life again and had the best life anyone could ask for. Oh yea, and he felt REALLY good inside me

 !












 
 Possession Is Ten Tenths Of The Law



 
 
In The Spirit Of It










 
 
Hi, my name is William. I was a pretty normal guy until I turned 29 and then the world went haywire. They say that winning the lottery can be one of the worst things in the world for a person. Well, I won the lottery but that wasn’t the weird part. The weird part is what happened inside my head.




 
 
It started in my dreams. There I was in some strange old mansion. It was cold and damp feeling with huge fireplaces that burned long logs yet still didn’t make a dent in significantly warming the place up. I was walking around this strange place wondering what I was doing there and when and where I was. The place was elegant but had no electricity and it seemed we were back in maybe the seventeen hundreds or so.




 
 
As I stood by the fire warming my hands, dressed in my normal present day clothes of jeans and a sweatshirt, a woman breathed words into my ear and nearly gave me a heart attack.




 
 
“Good, I finally got you to join me here in the past.”




 
 
“Ahhh! Who are you!? Where am I? Why are you in my dream? What kind of weird dream is this?” I had turned to look at her with wide eyes and my mouth now hanging open and she smiled and laughed whole heartedly. She was dressed in a long velvet gown with a corseted waist and high heel boots. She had a beautiful decorated hooded cape, for warmth as well as for beauty, and heavy gold jewelry around her neck that fell between beautiful breasts. She was about the same height as me, if she didn’t have the heels on, at about five foot six inches. With the heels she stood a good four inches taller than me. She had long dark red hair and vivid green eyes, much as my own. Her features even seemed to resemble me. I had to ask.




 
 
“Are you a distant relative of mine?” She smiled and nodded her head then shook it no. Her voice came out like honey and spice as she responded while looking at me as closely as I was at her.




 
 
“I see you’ve noticed the resemblance. Yes, I would say we are very close to each other in appearance. But, obviously, you are just a male and I’m a female.”




 
 
“Just a male?”




 
 
“Yes, that’s right, just a male. Where we are…” she waved her arms around her, “… it’s the woman that has true power. Spiritually and magically. That’s why we’re a matriarchal society here. Where you come from its patriarchal. SO wrong! But it’s what we have to work with.”




 
 
“Work with? So are you a relative? What is this? Why do you and I look so alike. We could be different gender twins.”




 
 
She walked away moving with grace and power to a elaborate gilded Louis XVI style sidebar with griffins holding the top up and a velvet and gold cloth running down the center. Her heels clicked on the stone floor. She pulled the crystal stopper from a crystal bottle and poured a dark amber liquid into two long stemmed glasses. She carried them back to the fire where I stood.




“ Here, take this and try it. It will warm you. It’s my favorite. Let’s sit.”



 
 
She moved to a couch of sorts, again elaborate and velvet covered. It was close enough to the fire to still feel the heat. She looked at me. She touched my skin and ran her hands through my hair. She turned my face to the side. She offered for me to do the same and I did. Yes, there was something uncanny about this, she even had a mole on the back of her neck at the hairline like mine. I sipped the drink which was an exceptionally good alcoholic beverage of some sort. It smelled of spices and flowers. She spoke again in that smooth voice that I think I could have listened to all night. I think I was falling in love with her.




 
 
“No, not love, yes love, but love like no other. Why am I having trouble telling you this? I am not a relative, so to speak, but we are the same, almost. That’s the problem is the almost.”




 
 
“What, that I’m a man and you’re a woman?”




 
 
“But of course!” She sipped her glass down and got up to bring the bottle over. She poured some more in mine and took some more herself. I could smell her scent, it was like a fresh breeze with hyacinth flowers.




 
 
“Yes, hyacinth, I have a herbalist that knows how to capture the essence of them and bottle it. Yes, I’m reading your mind, sort of, it’s uh, not really your mind, but mine as well, so it isn’t too difficult a task, though I can read any other as well.” She looked at me gauging my reaction. Heck, this was a dream so why should I react? I was having a great time in some past in a mansion with a beautiful, sweet smelling woman with a voice like magic and drinking the best tasting alcohol I ever had. Why get upset?




 
 
“Well, thank you but, I’ll tell you why and what is happening here. I’m sorry if it will upset you but I think in time you will grow to enjoy it. We might even merge together if we vibrate in time well enough.”




 
 
“I’m sorry, this is too much, you have to tell me what’s happening.” This time I took the bottle and poured the glass full, shot it down and poured another. I looked at her while she looked back pensively. Then her honey flowed once more.




 
 
“I am from a time a long time ago. I was a powerful witch during my time and the place was another plane of earth similar, but different than yours, thus, the matriarchal society I spoke of. It seems my mortal self had a life cut short due to a conflict with an enemy during my day. However, being a witch of high power I was able to remain in consciousness carrying this form. Unfortunately I can have none of the physical pleasures a mortal can. I became bored with this life and decided I should be able to create a form which would vibrate in my frequency and which then I could occupy. I created this form as an intention and it was given birth by a mortal on your earth plane. I cared for and protected the form over the years until it would be ready to occupy. It is now. The only problem is that my spell wasn’t specific enough and so here we are. A truly apprentice like mistake! You are a male, not a female! However, I am determined to utilize this form as best I can to experience once more the physical sensations a mortal can feel. I thought I’d introduce myself before I jumped into your skin. I am a little excited to see what a man’s body feels like, though I think I can still make it look more like a woman’s if I like.” She stopped and sipped her drink waiting to see if I understood. Unfortunately, I think I did.




 
 
“You mean that I am your spell except that I came out as the wrong gender. But, you’re gonna jump into my skin anyway. Ha ha ha, this is one hell of a dream. Where do I come up with this stuff?”




 
 
“You didn’t, I did, which you will soon see, now that you know I am going to occupy you. You’re consciousness will remain as an observer and I will control your body. I’ll control your actions, voice, all of it.” She flicked her long hair over her shoulder. “You can watch.” She ran her hand over her thigh and up her rib cage to her breasts. “You’ll still feel your body and see and feel what I see and feel, you just won’t be in control of it. That’s why I wanted to get you here for this meeting so you don’t just go crazy. Now you know. If you are good and enjoy what we do, take your proper place as a male below me, eventually, our energies will be the same and our consciousness will merge. I will have your memories and your mind and we will be as one. A marriage in a way, forever.”




 
 
I sat there looking at her beauty, mesmerized by it and imagined myself being her. I didn’t want to be her, I wanted to marry her, but, this is a stupid dream so what am I thinking of.




 
 
“We will be more than married if it works. Thank you for the compliment but this is not just a dream. Be ready. I will join you.”




 
 
I felt the bed shake as if there were an earthquake and I jumped up and looked out the window. Everything was calm except me. I looked at the clock on the nightstand, three thirty three AM. I went back to sleep after tossing and turning thinking about my dream.

 
 
 










Out of Control





 
 
It was a normal day for a lottery winner I guess. I slept until seven thirty and had a nice breakfast. I sat on the deck in the sun drinking my coffee and then I took a shower. I got dressed in jeans and a sweatshirt and went out to mow the grass. I suppose I could pay someone to mow the three cleared acres but I enjoyed doing it myself and heck, I didn’t have much else to do. I had maids and a laundry service so I didn’t have to mess with that stuff.




 
 
The tractor started up and I dropped the side reel mowers and then the back ones. I put it in gear and went. All of a sudden the tractor had a mind of its own and it was zigzagging all around the yard! I heard a very pretty voice in my head say, “Praise the Goddess! Woo Hoo!” I didn’t run into anything but the mowing lines weren’t quite up to par. I was feeling more excitement than I ever did mowing the grass though. As if it was an entirely new experience to me. When I was done, the feeling left and I was able to put the mower away. As I was walking up the front steps I heard that voice again. It sounded like the one in my dream last night.




 
 
“Let’s go to market. I have to see this new world!” I ran up the stairs uncontrollably nearly falling as I ran. “Bring plenty of gold and please let’s get some nice clothes for this body.” Again it was that voice in my head. I wondered if I could talk back to it.




 
 
“Stop with the noise in my head. We’re not going to market!” I thought to the voice.




 
 
“Oh yes we are whether you like it or not. Would you like me to drive your motorized carriage or will you?” I ran around the house, not that I wanted to, but because I couldn’t help it! I looked out all the windows, in all the closets and rooms, I flushed the toilets and heard a laugh each time I did. Then, I sat on my bed, stripped off my clothes and looked in the mirror. I heard her laugh. Then I grabbed my manhood and stroked it watching it grow and I imagined seeing the woman from last night as she did this to a man dressed in Victorian clothes. I came all over the floor. “Woo Hoo! That felt nice! I like this body. But how long will it take to get hard again?” I was still stroking myself. I spoke back to it. “Stop it! I’ll take us to market if you stop playing with me.”




 
 
I stopped, I got dressed on my own and made my way to the garage. I drove my Lamborghini.




 
 
“Nice carriage,” I heard. “Can I try it?”




 
 
“Careful though. Just do the steering wheel right now. Don’t mess with my feet.”




 
 
I felt the car zig zag back and forth and then stay on the right side of the road. Then we stopped by screeching the tires, then took off screeching the tires again.




 
 
“Hey, easy there! I said stay away from the feet for now!” I yelled out loud. The she voice spoke back, “I’m sorry, this is all such fun. Now do you believe what I told you last night?”




 
 
“I guess I do. Not that I want to but you’re right. I’m glad you told me it was going to happen. I still think I might be crazy though and you’re a figment of my imagination.”




 
 
“That would work too. As long as you don’t try to get rid of me. That wouldn’t be good. You’d be a prisoner in your own body. Right now you can be a willing slave instead. Ha ha ha.

 ”



 
 
“I never did get your name,” I said to no one in the car as we raced around the corners.




 
 
“Morgana dear, Morgana. Same last name as yours. Pendragon.”




 
 
I could feel Morgana feeling the car and running her hands over the wheel. It felt unusually good today. I felt my chest under my shirt with my hand although my hand felt like someone else’s as it rubbed my chest and squeezed my nipples.




 
 
“Oh my, this won’t do, we need to make some more meat here. I’ll take care of that later.”




 
 
“No you won’t!”




 
 
The car zig zaged back and forth.




 
 
“Okay, okay, let me drive now okay? I’ll take us to market.”




 
 
“So it shall be,”

 She said reluctantly then became quiet in my head.



 
 
The sensations left and I was once more in my normal experience of myself. We arrived at the mall and I started at one end and walked to the other. By the time we had made it to the other end we had so much stuff and I was so embarrassed. We couldn’t even fit it all in the Lamborghini. We had shoes, corsets, stockings and pantyhose, makeup, perfume, dresses, skirts, tops, bras, panties, lingerie, jewelry, all assortment of women’s things, two piercings in each of my ears and to top it all off, wigs. Morgana had a ball.




“What is this? The dresses are so short and pretty. Women are practically naked in this world, all the better to control the men. These fabrics are so sensual, the herbalists must be geniuses here with this thing called perfume.”




I actually experienced what she experienced and it was very exciting. My logical side said I was nuts but feeling what she felt made it all worthwhile. We set up the nice folks at Nordstrom’s to follow us home with all of it. We had spent over five thousand dollars that day.




 
 
I drove home and the goods followed us. We had eaten at the mall so Morgana was ready to dig into all the things she bought. She started with the makeup. It amazed her so. She had me shave my face and made it up at least five times before she had it the way she wanted it. She popped a long red wig on me and then it was time to dress. When she looked into the mirror my hands grabbed my chest.




 
 
“We must do something with these. I can change the whole body but I’ll leave the manpart alone for now since I kind of like having it. Ready for a change?”




 
 
“Do I have a choice?”




 
 
“Of course, you can resist and it won’t be very pretty, I mean, you might get breasts but down to the floor, or, you can cooperate and want to look like you saw me in your dream and we can make the change, painlessly, instantly, and completely.”




“You’ll leave my man part?”



 
 
“Yes I shall.”




 
 
“Can you make it bigger?”




 
 
“Oh yes, good idea. As long as we both agree.”




 
 
“Agreed.”




 
 
“Show me how long and how thick.”




 
 
I showed her.




 
 
“Oh my! It shall be. Here we go.”




 
 
I felt my body shudder and felt like an electric current ran though me with a roar in my head! I stood and watched the mirror as my body took the form she had in my dream but with an awesome cock. The cock instantly stood erect and throbbed in the air as I looked at myself.




 
 
“Not bad huh? Would you say that I, we did well?”




 
 
“I think I would Morgana.”




 
 
“Well then William. I don’t think you’ll be using that name much more.”




 
 
Morgana then put a corset, bra, stockings and heels on me. She had made all my body hair go away and she took the wig off, revealing the red hair like hers that she gave me, now long and shiny on my shoulders.




 
 
“I guess we didn’t need to buy the wigs.” Morgana laughed as she adjusted the stockings in the mirror. The next two hours she tried on clothes, ALL of the clothes we bought. She, I, looked great in all of them. The feelings they were giving Morgana weren’t lost on me since I felt all the sensations and how they made her feel. Sexy, coquettish, girly, womanly, tough, powerful, whatever the outfit elicited in her I felt. There were only certain outfits that would allow my unrestrained manhood to be beneath the skirt. Others required some very tight panties to keep things from showing. This was actually quite interesting at this point, feeling all those sensations and looking so hot. I kept waiting for the illusion to disappear and find myself waking up in my bed.

 



 
 
“Sorry William, you’re not going to wake up from this. I’m not leaving. Ha ha ha!” I heard her actually say out loud from my mouth. And her, uh, my, voice actually sounded as delicious as she did in the dream.




 
 
“Thank you William! Now, I think you should bring that little red Bamborghini out and drive us to a place of entertainment. Something with alcoholic beverages and adults having fun.”




 
 
“Don’t you think we should finish getting dressed first?” I suggested as I stood in my corset, stockings, black lace and satin garter on my thigh, five inch heel, black strappy sandals, panties and bra.




 
 
“Oh yes, sorry.” Morgana took us to the closet where we had hung up each outfit after trying it on. She selected a black form fitting dress with a low cut top, bare arms and shoulders. The skirt of it was in layered ruffles from the hips down to just above the dark part of the black silky sheer stockings. The corset beneath made a wasp of a waist and emphasized Morgana’s hips. When we sat people would be able to see the tops of the stockings.




 
 
“Yes, very sexy don’t you think?”




 
 
“Well, yea, uh, but, don’t you think we’ll attract like every man in the place?”




“That’s the idea William!”



 
 
“No way! I’m not putting up with a bunch of guys chasing me!” Morgana took me in front of the mirror and had me look at myself then she slapped myself hard across the cheek. “Ouch! Damn!” I got the idea. Then she went to the dresser and put two sets of gold, shoulder duster earrings in each ear, a gold necklace with a five point star inside of a circle that landed between my breasts, a gold chain ankle bracelet with a dangling moon, and two gold bracelets, one with moonstones and the other with labradorite.





 
 She adjusted the fabric of the dress to maximize the cleavage, brushed out her hair and draped it over one shoulder in front. She took one of the many bottles of perfume and sniffed the spray head, she sniffed a few more and selected one. One that had a label for pheromones on it.




 
 
“Mmm this one should be fine. It’s supposed to be enchanted to attract males as well.” She smiled and closed her eyes and sprayed it over her head and around her arms. She lifted her hem and sprayed some more then continued down her legs. “Mmm, this should do fine.”




 
 
I had to comment since she was being so wild, “Great! A bath in Phermone perfume! Like this body won’t attract enough! Why don’t you try a woman first. With a cock like this I think you’ll enjoy it!” I took it out of the panties and let it float beneath the skirt of the dress. I stroked it for her. She took my hand away and straightened the dress.




 
 
“Hmm, doesn’t even show. Feels better this way rubbing under the fabric. Thanks William. Maybe a girl next time. If I let you keep this thing. I want to feel some hard man body right now though. That’s what men are for, to please me.”




 
 
“But what if they find our cock? Might be a problem.”




 
 
“They won’t. I’ll make sure. At least for now. There are probably some that would like it though. We had many men that liked men. The weaker sex always likes to play with those that are the same status as them rather than above. It takes the pressure off.”




“We aren’t in your world Morgana and many women and many men like the same sex here, but yes, to your point, there are men that would like it I guess.”



 
 
“Good point, I’ll find them if they are there, don’t worry. I can pick up on those things and can read most minds anyway. Let’s go, we’re wasting time. To the Bamborghini!”




 
 
I filled our purse and got the keys. I grabbed some rubbers from the drawer.




 
 
“What are those?”




 
 
I opened one and put one on so she could see.




 
 
“Useful! So neat and clean. You won’t mess the dress.”




 
 
“And for you to use on them in case you get any wild ideas about getting them inside of me.”




 
 
“Ahh, hmm, I never did do that but maybe sometime. Penetration is always good. The lower sex likes to work like that pumping in and out and using up all their energy. It makes them feel purposeful. What a wonderful time period this is!”




 
 
I took it off and put it in the trash and we went to the clubs.











 
 
 
Honey for the Flies




 






We arrived at the club and I got out of the car. It was a good thing the valet was there to catch me since Morgana hadn’t taken over yet and I had a tough time getting my balance in the heels.

 
 
 



“We need to get you some practice William. I can’t be expected to be there all the time when we switch back and forth. It would be so nice if we just merged but we aren’t vibrating closely enough yet. I don’t think you’re ready yet anyway,” Morgana said out loud as she walked up the steps. I could feel all the sensations of the stockings as they slid against my satin skin and the garter straps of the corset pulling at them. I could feel Morgana’s breasts bounce with each step and the sway of her hips in the heels. I could feel the caressing breeze up my dress and across my shoulders. The long fingernails of Morgana pulling her hair back across her other shoulder now. My now huge manhood rubbing it’s tip against the smooth fabric of the dress.
 
 
 



“Mmm, yes William, that does all feel good doesn’t it? There, let’s sit at the bar right on the corner in front.”
 
 
 



“No, why in such a prominent place?”
 
 
 



“C’mon William, don’t be such a dud!”



 
 
I tried to walk to the corner and all I managed was to make my leg head in that direction before it got pulled back and Morgana walked me, in full feminine walk of course, swishing her hips and showing her stuff as she took us to the bar. She seated us and crossed her leg showing the tops of her stockings. She flipped her hair back over her back and looked around the bar. Immediately I could see guys taking notice and a couple of them heading over like flies to honey. Morgana had to comment of course.




 
 
“The nerve of them! How bold, for a male to approach a female! That would never happen in my world. They would wait patiently until I approached them or called them to me. I guess I won’t be torturing them with my beauty.”




 
 
I replied back to her in my head. “See, see, I told you dressing like this was going to make a mess!”




 
 
“Calm down. It’s just a nuisance this way because of your different social style here, but we can manage.” Morgana watched the first one approach and she smiled as he did. I could hear her search his mind somehow. Wow, she found out a lot fast! As soon as he reached her she spoke to him.




 
 
“Go home to your wife Rachel and your 5 kids. You better let her get that new motorized carriage she needs too! Beat it buddy!” The look on the guys face was priceless as he turned and went. The second one stopped in his tracks, I saw his beige Docker pants get a dark spot on them that went down his leg. He looked around and quickly ran out of the nightclub.




 
 
“Ha ha ha ha, Don’t you love it William? I love making them lose control like that. He was a worse jerk than the other guy. He hated his mom!” Morgana turned toward the bar on the stool and pulled down her dress to try to cover some of her legs.




 
 
“Maybe you were right William. This could be a nuisance.”




 
 
“Well, I don’t think you have much of a problem getting rid of them though. But, unless you want someone to shoot you, you better not get known for doing these things.”




 
 
“Don’t worry about shooting. I have plenty of safe harbor energy I can employ if need be, not to mention some damaging energies should they be required. Bullets only hurt me, they won’t kill me. I’m immortal. We are quite safe.”




 
 
“As safe as you were when your enemy killed you in your last life?”




 
 
“I’ve learned much since then. That was my negligence that allowed that to happen. It won’t again. Besides, no one carries a sword today so it would be tough to behead me.”




 
 
The bartender came over and Morgana ordered us a Brandy. I had to chime in. “No no, get a martini list,”

 I told her in my head.



 
 
“Or, second thought, do you have a Martini list?”

 Morgana spoke in her luscious voice.



 
 
“Of course miss.”




 
 
“And when he delivers it ask to put it on a tab and we’ll pay cash for our bill later. All my credit cards are in William’s name so we’ll need to take care of that sometime. I’ll have to be William again for a while to do so.”




 
 
“A tab? And cash, very well. I guess we can switch back sometime and get that handled. I don’t think you’ll like it though.”




 
 
The bartender brought the list and handed it to Morgana smiling. Morgana began to read through it. I had to interpret it for her.




 
 
“What are these, potions? A wet pussy? Who wants a wet cat? Yuk, cats hate getting wet, that’s awful! Sex on the beach? All that sand…..frightening, ouch!”




 
 
“Morgana, they aren’t potions, just drinks. A pussy is another name for what women have between their legs.”




 
 
“Ah, that’s better but I never needed any help with that. If I get wet I get a man to take care of it.”




 
 
“Morgana, just get a mango, orange martini. You’ll like it I promise.” Morgana looked back at the bartender. I could feel her go into his mind. He was thinking about how hot she was and then she dug into his personal life. Another loser. I felt her face form a smile and she ordered it, crossing her legs beneath the bar, finally, something sensual again to entertain me. This was going to be tough.




 
 
“Yes, I’ll have a mango, orange martini thank you,” She said in her mesmerizing voice. He went to make it.




 
 
“Do you always have to go into their head? You didn’t do that at the mall?”




 
 
“I guess, just don’t want to play with a jerk. Sorry if I’m turning you off. I feel your erection has gone. I’ll make it better. Move your senses through your body, feel the clothes, breasts, look at your hands and nails, smell the perfume. I’ll take you to the ladies room and you can look in the mirror and we’ll comb my hair. Will that help?”




 
 
“It did. We don’t have to go. I think maybe we should just be with each other for now. Talk, be together. I can tell you about this time and you can tell me about yours.”




 
 
Morgana looked around the nightclub, stretched her feline body, sniffed the air and adjusted her bracelet. “I’m sorry William, maybe I am moving too fast. I’ll keep the undesirable cloak on so no one approaches us and we can just sit here, enjoy the atmosphere and talk.” She crossed and uncrossed her legs so I could feel the stockings glide past each other. She put her purse on her lap and pressed it against the last vestige of maleness on this body. She spoke out loud, quietly so only I could hear, in that voice I loved hearing so much “We are one, I love you as you do I. Let’s get to know each other.”




 
 
Morgana sat there enjoying the drinks and the atmosphere as did I. We talked for hours, in our head, sipping different martinis until I had to tell her we needed to leave before I couldn’t drive safely and then we went home. She made love to me, in a way, after she had us change into a beautiful, sheer bra and panties and a long sheer nightgown with five inch heel mules. We fell asleep and slept dreamlessly.

 
 
 










Morgana Pendragon’s First Time





 
 
Morgana and I, we, spent the next four weeks getting to know each other. I grew to love the body, especially washing it and dressing it. The shower was a new experience feeling the warm water run against my large, hard sensitive nipples. The feel of the silken skin with soap and water against it was excruciatingly pleasant. Morgana had never felt a shower before so it was equally good for her. We would take showers when there was nothing else to do, sometimes three times a day and then get dressed in something sensual.

 
 
 




We learned a lot about each other. She was a very powerful witch, needless to say, and I had everything to be thankful to her for. I never would have won the lottery for one since she created that win for me. She let me control the body most of the time and I learned to walk in heels and take on the feminine air. We were quite in love with each other and began trusting each other explicitly. It was on a day when we had gone horseback riding, which Morgana does very well, that we decided to venture back out for a night of clubbing. This time though, I managed to keep a secret from Morgana until we arrived at the club. It wasn’t easy not thinking about it and especially when I got us dressed.
 
 
 



“That was a great ride today Morgana, I never did horseback ride before and you were super,” I said as we got out of the shower and toweled off, put on skin cream and powder and went to the bedroom to dress.
 
 
 



“Thanks! I love to ride without having to sit side saddle like I used to. What are you doing? I thought we were going clubbing?” Morgana said as I pulled out the satin lined, black lambskin, leather pants that fit as closely as stockings and were just as revealing if not more, with zippers at the ankles and a black leather corset top and crop top jacket.
 
 
 



“We are.”
 
 
 



“But those pants are going to show your uh, my, uh…”
 
 
 



“Where we’re going that will be a plus. You’ll see.”
 
 
 



“Are we going to try to pass as a man? Should I make you into William again?”
 
 
 



“No no. Trust me. I think you’ll find this interesting.” I slipped on the perfectly fitted pants and a pair of five inch heeled leather lace up boots that went over them up to the knee. I cordoned my breasts into the low cut corset top and adjusted it so the nipples protruded from the holes cut out for them. I put on the gold chain that had a noose on each end with gold cocks hanging from the nooses and tightened them around my nipples.
 
 
 



“Mmm, feels nice that little squeezing. Good idea. I was wondering when we might wear these. I’m glad I got the leather outfit too.”
 
 
 



“Yup, feels hot doesn’t it. I love the way this body feels when it’s like that.”
 
 
 



I took all the red hair and tied it back. I gathered it all together and put it in some barrettes and then put on the black leather cap. I did our makeup in a deep dark red for the lips, heavy eyeliner and mascara, dark eye shadow and blushed the cheeks. Some cock stud earrings and chain dangling cock earrings and I was set.



 
 
“Okay William, I think you have a surprise in mind for me. I never did like surprises though so don’t be offended if this doesn’t work. Agreed? I pictured myself in a much more feminine, but kind of dominant outfit, wearing these little insignificant male representations like so many shrunken heads attached to an Indians belt.”




 
 
“Trust me Morgana,” I said out loud in Williams voice and then I sprayed some of my own cologne on my hair, breasts, wrists and arms. I topped it off with a leather bolero jacket, buttoned just enough to cover my nipples in their jewelry

 
 
 
 . I could feel Morgana thinking but didn’t know her thoughts as I stayed in front of the mirror so she could look herself over. She nodded and then said in her luscious voice.



 
 
“You’re driving this body baby. Get our things and let’s hop in the Lamborghini.”




“Hey! You got it right! Lamborghini not Bamborghini!”



 
 
“I can learn, slowly maybe, but I can learn. Ha ha ha.”




 
 
I took the Lamborghini on the backroads to the bar we were going to, in not the best neighborhood. The Lamb had a super sensitive security system that would warn approaching people that it would set off it’s alarm and call 911 if they approached closer. I also added a twenty thousand volt shock for anyone that touched the body. Not to mention Morgana put a hex on it so whoever did happen to mess with it would be made temporarily insane and run around naked in the parking lot singing the star spangled banner and jerking off. She did have a good sense of humor. The ride was awesome with Morgana’s cloaking allowing us invisibility from patrol cars. You should see the look on their faces as they beat against their radar when they heard the 600 HP engine but they couldn’t see anything. It was an exciting ride and Morgana always lets me drive now.




 
 
Sometimes, I just wish she could be next to me in the car so I could hold her hand and look at her. In a way, it felt like I was missing her even though she was me. It’s pretty hard to make love to yourself.




 
 
“Awe baby, I’m sorry, I feel the same way too. Maybe we can work on that sometime. We have plenty of time being immortal.”




 
 
“Immortal? We’re immortal?”




 
 
“Of course, barring someone cutting off our head, or burning in a fire, or smashing up in this Lamb. I told you that our first night at the bar, or I thought I did. You think if I can change our body I can’t fix it too?”




 
 
“I must have missed it, sorry, I guess that makes sense.” I rubbed my manhood through the leather pants and felt it rise. I wanted it to be as big as possible when we walked into the bar.




 
 
“I’ll take care of that,” Morgana said as she started passing images of us as two separate bodies making love.”




 
 
I pulled into the parking lot driving over the empty beer cans and backed the Lamb through a pothole into the far corner of the lot. We climbed out and I felt the gravel of the lot beneath my heel and pushed it down to gain a good foothold before rising up above the car. The doors locked and armed as my embedded RF unit sent the signal that I was leaving the environment of the car. She spoke to me as we left. “Have a pleasant evening Morgana and William.” Just as I had reprogrammed her.




 
 
The leather outfit felt sinfully delicious on this body and negotiating the gravel in these heels wasn’t an issue. I couldn’t wait to get inside and unleash my nipples to feel the air on them with this jewelry attached.




 
 
“YEA!” Morgana said as she read my thoughts. “I like that nice hard cock against my thigh too. I think this is going to be a fun night but I’m still not sure why. This is so out of character for you William.”




 
 
“Maybe it’s not, We’ll see.”




 
 
We walked up the wobbly wooden stairs into a bar that came from the thirties or older. It had high ceilings with steel pattern tiles on it. Slow moving fans on belt drives, a gorgeous old bar of cherry engraved with fleur de lunes and pineapples and a mirror behind the bar with gargoyles and griffins carved above it. The lighting was fake gas lamps but very realistic. The air was clean and comfortable and there were smoke eaters above the bar that kept it that way since some of the patrons were smoking (normally illegal) and yet the air was clear. The bartender came over and I ordered us two drafts and put a twenty on the bar as we sat down. He gave us a weird look. Ooopps! Two drafts. I guess I better act thirsty. I heard Morgana laugh at me and then,




 
 
“Oh my god! That guy is, was uh, a woman! Why would any woman want to be a man!”




 
 
“Morgana, grow up, this isn’t your time and place and besides look at me! And!!! This is in my time and place. So don’t insult me.”




 
 
“Sorry William, you’re right. I’m being inconsiderate.”




 
 
“Okay, now shut off the mind reading and let’s have a good night and stop being so judgmental! Trust me!”




 
 
“I do trust you. Okay.” I pounded down the first beer so as to not draw suspicion and then sipped on the next one. There were only a few folks in here right now and they were playing the jukebox and smoking. There was actually an old cigarette machine in the bar with cigarettes in it.




 
 
“Excuse me, does that smoke machine work?”




 
 
“Of course.”




 
 
“How can you get away with this. This is great! Can I get change for it?”




 
 
“Sure buddy! The Mayor gives us dispensation of sorts. You know her right?”




 
 
“Oh yea. Super.” He took off and came back quickly with a bunch of quarters and I went and loaded them into the machine, loving the old feel of it. I yanked hard on the lever pulling out a pack of camel filters. Wow, they might be stale but not the fire safe kind with carpet glue in them like today. I walked back to the bar loving the power of this outfit and feeling the eyes on my thigh when they saw what was there. Morgana didn’t read their minds but she heard them say I had a nice packer.




 
 
“Good.”




 
 
“What is this place William?”




 
 
“You’ll see. Let me pick out who we talk with. They aren’t here yet but they will be. Trust me I have an intention out there.”




 
 
We ended up befriending the bartender. He was a pretty nice guy after all and Morgana blew away another paradigm by realizing that. After the fourth beer in an hour and a half in this one hundred 20 pound body, we were feeling pretty good. The only thing is the seal was broken and we kept having to pee. Morgana enjoyed that though.




 
 
“Ha ha ha. This feels so good holding onto the snake and seeing the pee go into the toilet. I think peeing as a man is better than sex.”




 
 
“Oh no it isn’t, wait.”




 
 
“Sex with who? There’s mostly women in here.”




 
 
“Now don’t let your paradigms get in the way. Remember, change can be good. Variety is the spice of life,” I said as Morgana shook the last drop off and tucked it away. I felt myself start to get hard. “What are you thinking my dear.”




 
 
“Sex with a woman. Hmm. I do have a very nice man’s piece. You think they’d like a man that’s not a man?”




 
 
“Morgana, everything about you speaks that you are a woman with a fake cock. I think there are some that would love to have a real woman with a man’s cock. I may be wrong but we’ll see. Again, no brain scans, let me pick.”




We strutted back out, me doing the walking for the macho in heels look. Ha ha ha. I made sure the Bolero was revealing my nipples and I grabbed our beer and smokes off the bar. I went right over to the girl I was watching ,secretly for the last half hour, at the other end of the bar. She was about five foot one in four inch heels and maybe a size 2! Sometimes women her size are known as a ‘spinner’ since they’re so tiny. She wasn’t skinny though. Her legs were shapely as was her hips and breasts. She was deliciously soft and curvy with a tiny waist.



 
 
“Hi, my name’s Morgana, mind if I join you?” She looked at me. I could tell she was taken with my appearance and Morgana’s voice which I could use, or mine, though Morgana’s was much more mesmerizing. The spinner seemed to be stuck as I obviously checked her out looking at her low cut top, her gorgeous long red hair, her green eyes, the freckles on her creamy skin, the gorgeous legs only slightly covered by her floral and sheer miniskirt with her painted toe nails bouncing up and down excitedly in her five inch heeled sandals with her sheer stocking clad legs crossed. She raised her painted fingernail to her painted lips. Her lips parted and she bit her fingertip lightly.




 
 
“Oh, uh, yes of course, please, I mean please have a seat,” she said in a submissive tiny voice that cried for a dominant woman to woo her and send her on a trip to the stars. I heard Morgana.




 
 
“Why you devil, you’re shielding your thoughts from me. But, this is a nice surprise, she is a doll. Nothing like the women where I came from. More like a man all submissive and eager to please.”




“Now let me talk first okay?”



 
 
“Okay.”




 
 
“So, uh, you are a gorgeous girl! So pretty and feminine. What brings you to this bar? I could picture you with a hunk of a guy in the suburbs raising a bunch of kids.” She laughed and showed her perfect white teeth and put her hand lightly on my leg for a moment as we sat facing each other at the bar.




 
 
“Yea right! I hate men. They don’t have any idea how to treat a woman. I was married for a few years and then after I got divorced I found out what it was like to make love to a woman. She strapped one on for me and took me to the moon! I’ve been hooked ever since.”




 
 
“Strapped one on?” What?” Morgana asked in our head.




“Means a woman strapped a dick on, a fake one, and fucked her.”



 
 
“Oh yea, she’ll like us.”




 
 
She looked down at my thigh and saw the hard roll there.




 
 
“Nice packer Morgana. It almost looks real.”




 
 
“Feel it, it even feels real.”




 
 
She ran her tiny hand over it and squeezed and felt it throb back. I know she felt the heat of it. Her face lit up and she smiled at me while she rubbed it some more.




 
 
“Does it ever! Can you strap it too? Usually those are just for show. Mmmm feels nice.”




 
 
“Thanks. Feels good having you do that too. You might have to stop but not now okay? And yes, it straps well. I don’t even need to hold it on me. It stays on by itself.”




 
 
“Ha ha ha. OKAY! So, where are you from?”




 
 
“Not far from here. We can go there later if you want. Can I get you another drink first?”




 
 
“Oh thank you, that WOULD be great. I’ll take a Slow, Comfortable,… Screw.”




 
 
I couldn’t pass it up with a setup like that, “Sorry babe, Nothing but a good, … hard,… fuck from me.” She covered her mouth and giggled and winked at me. I waved down the bartender Jake who came over and whispered in my ear quickly.




 
 
“Been wanting to do her for months. Congratulations!”




 
 
I spoke back out loud making this little story up so the spinner wouldn’t be suspicious of Jake whispering to me. “Thanks, the friend I was in here with before is fine. We just aren’t together anymore. I don’t like to talk about it much but thanks for asking. I’ll take another beer and a double “Slow Comfortable Screw” for uh, for, I’m sorry, I didn’t get your name.”




 
 
“Melissa.”




 
 
“A double Slow Comfortable Screw for Melissa and another beer for me Jake.”




 
 
“Right away!”




 
 
“Are you trying to get me drunk so you can take advantage of me?” she asks sheepishly…flicking her hair, flirting, looking through her long eyelashes, giggling.




 
 
“Just saving Jake some walking back and forth, unless you might want to have me take advantage of you.”




 
 
Morgana kicked in now and took over putting her hand on Melissa’s hair. Melissa giggled and shied away but we could tell by the look in her eyes how excited she was. She ran the other hand over her thigh and slid it slightly up and under giving her a squeeze as she did. Melissa’s eyes closed she exhaled a deep sigh, her tension left and she seemed to relax with my touch. Her hand went on mine and she slid it further up so that I could feel the warmth and moisture just before I arrived at her flowers.




 
 
She was a wild one underneath that shy demeanor. One that would react to my touch and thrusts wildly. She put her hand on my neck and pulled me closer to her and waited for me to kiss her. I did. She tasted like flowers and sugar and her tongue darted to my teeth and she sucked my tongue. I felt her hand on my cock now as Morgana returned the kiss and then moved to her ear and bit it gently. Morgana took Melissa’s hand and put it on my nipple and Melissa rolled it between her fingertips. Morgana took Melissa’s hand off her cock and pulled back.




 
 
“Oh, yes, but we have to go slow.”




 
 
“Yes, slow down please,” I said to Morgana. Morgana leaned back and sipped her beer while Jake smiled and dropped off Melissa’s drink and took the money from my pile. I think I was along for the ride now. At least until it was time to drive home. Morgana lit a smoke and offered it to Melissa who accepted it and then Morgana lit another and spoke in her most sensual tone. I was actually feeling a bit jealous. First she spoke thoughts to me.




 
 
“Don’t, don’t feel jealous. Enjoy this gift you gave me.” Then Morgana spoke to Melissa.




 
 
“Melissa, I don’t think I’ve ever met a woman quite like you that has taken me so. We need to spend some time together. Tonight and for a while at least. Would you be willing to honor me a stay at my mansion?”




 
 
“STAY! What do you mean STAY!” I said in thought to Morgana.




I slapped Morgana hard across the face.



 
 
“Damn that hurts!”




 
 
Melissa’s eyes opened wide. “Why did you do that?”




 
 
“I had to see if I was dreaming. Ha ha ha!” Morgana said in her all too sensual voice. Then she whispered in my head.




 
 
“Shut up William! Now is the time to be the observer if you can put aside your jealousy!”




“Okay okay. Sorry my goddess,” I whispered back.



 
 
I shrunk to the background and once I calmed down I did enjoy the beauty of the two of them. Actually, me and Melissa as well, seeing that this was what I had intended. The strange part was that I felt like I was giving up Morgana in doing so. I calmed myself and relaxed and went with the sensations and soon Morgan and I shared a calm state of bliss.




 
 
Melissa drank her double and then had another. She didn’t take her eyes off of me as she stared submissively up at me with her eyes as her head was tilted down. She’d flick her hair with her hand, back over her shoulder, she’d rub me through the pants. Morgana moved our chair close so she could put her arm around her and Melissa sunk down and put her head on Morgana’s shoulder and looked up at her dreamily. When the drink was done Morgana stood and took Melissa by the arm gently. Melissa stood and held onto Morgana’s arm as a woman would do to a man. Morgana threw some money on the table as we left.




 
 
“Take care Jake!” she said to the bartender.




 
 
“Take care sister!” he yelled back.




 
 
We got Melissa into the passenger seat and went around to the driver’s side. I took over the body now and Morgana relaxed her presence. I started the car up and Melissa looked dreamily at me from her seat, looking up through her long eyelashes with her head slightly down. She reached over and put her little fingernailed hand on my cock again.




 
 
“Mmm, I can’t wait for you to strap this on and take me with it. I want you to fuck me hard and fast,” Melissa breathed out in her tiny voice as she put her other hand under her skirt and began to play with herself. We drove like that all the way home. We went the speed limit and played it safe. By the time we pulled in the driveway Morgana took over quickly. She bitched at me with our thoughts.




 
 
“Yeesh, you had to drive so slow! I thought she was going to fall asleep for a while!”




 
 
I responded back, “If YOU weren’t so wrapped up in her rubbing your cock you might have said something to me!”




 
 
Morgana got out and ran around to the passenger side and helped Melissa out. She picked her up and carried her like a bag of groceries up the stairs and into the house. Melissa giggling again.




 
 
“Oh my, you’re stronger than I thought! Mmm, such a powerful woman! Ha ha ha!”




 
 
“Thanks Melissa! Where would you like to go first?”




 
 
“Let’s go to bed! Mmm,” Melissa said and then put her head against Morgana’s shoulder as Morgana carried her and nuzzled her neck.




 
 
We got to the bedroom and Morgana tossed Melissa onto the big round bed with the mirror above it. Morgana slowly stripped off all her clothes as Melissa watched in anticipation. Then when she turned around after her pants were off, Melissa’s eyes opened wide and her hand covered her mouth.




 
 
“Oh my God! It’s gorgeous and so are you! It’s real isn’t it!”




Morgana walked over to her in a pair of black high heeled mules and stood before Melissa to show off her package. Melissa touched it tentatively with one finger like she was afraid. Then she slowly put her tiny hand around the shaft and squeezed it. She pulled on it and looked at where it met the rest of Morgana’s body and then pulled on the globes with the other hand.
 An inspection.



 
 
“It is real! Can I taste it?”




“Why of course you can and yes it’s real. I admit, I’m a bit of a freak but I think you’ll like me.”



 
 
Melissa took it between her lips. She kissed the tip and then ran her tongue over it and made me twitch. Then she took as much as she could into her mouth and began to bob up and down on it while she moaned. “Mmmm,” I could feel Morgana feeling how good this felt to her. A sensation she really didn’t know. A sensation that is one of the best in the world.




 
 
Morgana held Melissa’s head now and moved her hips to stroke in and out of her mouth while Melissa stayed still and looked up at her moaning again, “Mmmm,” Morgana kept this up until I thought we would come but somehow she managed to stop it and pulled out.




 
 
“Melissa, that was very nice!” Morgana said breathlessly in her honey voice as she pushed Melissa back gently onto the bed and moved beside her. She opened Melissa’s blouse, revealing a black and flowered bra cupping two C sized creamy white breasts. Morgana put her nose between them and smelled their wonderful smell while she slipped them above the cups of the bra so they were held up firmly while her hard nipples showed in the air. Morgana sucked each nipple in turn going back and forth, back and forth sucking her nipples and squeezing her breasts.




 
 
Morgana kissed Melissa while she reached under her skirt and tore off Melissa’s panties. She easily slipped three fingers into Melissa’s hot, moist cavern and rubbed her clit with her thumb. Melissa pushed forcefully against Morgana’s fingers and moaned against her deep kiss. I could feel Melissa’s wetness and tightness as she approached her first orgasm on Morgana’s hand. She pulled away from Morgana’s kiss.




 
 
“Uh, Oh My God! Ungh, I’m gonna… Ungh…Ungh…yea…don’t stop…just like that! Ohhhhhh. Gooood!..That feels sooo….Again!! Ungh, Ungh, Ungh, Ungh.”




 
 
I felt Melissa’s body tense and shudder as she continued to come over and over while Morgan rammed her with three fingers as Melissa squirted her juices down Morgana’s arm.




 
 
“Oh God! Morgana, please, I want you to fuck me with that cock!”




 
 
Morgana rolled on top of Melissa and grabbed Melissa’s ankles in the high heels she wore and pushed them behind Melissa’s shoulders. She held them there while she moved her cock to enter Melissa. Melissa reached hungrily for it and helped to align it with herself as Morgana found her wetness and shoved it in hard and fast.




 
 
“Oh Yea! That’s it Morgana! Fuck me like your little whore! Mmmm that cock feels so fucking good!”




 
 
Morgana continued to ram Melissa with a stamina unlike anyone I could imagine. I guess there are advantages she had in sex too as a witch and an immortal. Morgana kept pumping hard and didn’t even slow when she bent down to kiss Melissa’s bobbing head. She pulled back to look into Melissa’s once angelic eyes to see the crazed look of a woman on the edge of sexual ecstasy. Melissa came two more times which felt incredible on my new full sized cock.




 
 
I could smell her sweet smelling skin and taste her sweet lips as my cock was having the ride of its life. Morgana held us literally at the very edge of coming and I could feel her whole body in a sort of total body orgasm as she continued to stroke in and out of Melissa. After the first two comes, Morgana slowed down a bit and was gentler which still held us at the edge of orgasm and brought Melissa to another. Then, she went full speed ahead again and held Melissa down to the bed by her hips while Melissa wrapped her legs around Morgana’s waist. As I saw Melissa’s eyes looking deeply inside of me I could tell she was going to come again and then I heard Morgana cry out.




 
 
“Oh God I’m gonna come!” Ung! Ung! Ung! Ung! FUCK! Ung! Ung! Ung! Ung! YEA!” I felt the release inside of Melissa as all of my body was in orgasm. I collapsed on top of her and nuzzled her neck. I heard Morgana inside of my head.




 
 
“Oh yea baby. Thanks. She was great! This was super! I don’t know if I ever want to give this cock up!”




 
 
“Thanks, glad you liked it since I don’t either.”




 
 
“Thanks Morgana that was the best!” Melissa said whispering in Morgana’s ear before she closed her eyes.




 
 
All three of us fell fast asleep right where we were.

 
 
 










Sweet Melissa Has Arrived





 
 
The morning came early, Melissa continued sleeping, looking like an angel in the white satin sheets, her red hair and creamy face on the pillow. We let her sleep while we went downstairs. Morgana dressed us in a black baby doll nightgown and some black five inch heel strappy shoes. She put a black satin robe over it and I relished the feelings of the fabric on my skin and the way my breasts moved as I went do the stairs. Morgana gave control of our body to me.




 
 
“What’s the matter Morgana? Why am I driving this morning? Are you tired?”




 
 
“Maybe a little. That was quite an energy user last night. Was it good for you?”




 
 
“Incredible, I never felt so good doing that.”




 
 
“Good, because we will have to do more. Today I want to go and get Melissa some clothes and things for herself. Since she is going to be living with us for some time I think it’s only right we get her what she needs.”




 
 
“How long are you planning on keeping her here?”




“Does it matter? When you’re immortal what does time mean?”



 
 
“I suppose. We’ll need to do something with our finances soon. Maybe I should change my name to yours so we don’t need to keep turning this body into William.”




 
 
“That sounds like a good idea. Can it be done?” Morgana said as I readied some breakfast for us.




 
 
“Of course. It will take a couple of weeks probably but all I have to do is notify my lawyer. He’ll draw up the papers and then I have to go sign them with a notary in his office and he’ll take care of the rest, notifying the banks, credit cards, social security, the IRS and all of that stuff. I’ll call him today.”




 
 
“Good, then we’ll do one more switch to William when we need to and you won’t have to see him again.”




 
 
“What if I want to?”

“Do you? Do you really prefer that body to this one?”




 
 
“Uh, I uh.”




 
 
“See!”




 
 
I mixed the blueberries, vanilla yogurt and fresh mango up in a bowl and sat at the kitchen table and started to eat it.




 
 
“I love all the fresh fruit and this yogurt! The wonders of technology being able to have fresh fruit any time. It tastes so creamy and smooth. Thanks William.”




 
 
“Don’t thank me, I love it too. Especially eating it with your taste buds. So much more sensual and flavorful, Mmmm.” I heard the ‘click click’ of tiny high heels coming around the corner into the kitchen.




 
 
“Hi Morgana! Thanks for last night that was incredible.” Melissa chimed in her tiny voice as she tentatively came over to kiss Morgana. Morgana moved forward on her chair and pointed to her lips smiling. Melissa kissed her gently on the lips

 .



 
 
“No need to thank me. Have some breakfast. There are a lot of things in the cooling box there and bread and cakes in the drawers.”




 
 
Melissa walked over, wearing her clothes from last night and took some fruit and yogurt out and began to make a bowl for herself.




 
 
“I’m gonna be sad to leave you and this place. It’s so nice and so are you.”




 
 
“You aren’t leaving. At least you don’t have to. I was thinking of taking you shopping for clothes and things and we can fill a closet up for you. You can stay as long as you like.”




 
 
Melissa sat down at the table crossing her legs in her heels and bouncing one foot while she licked her spoon and then sucked it off. She dipped it again and licked a curl of yogurt off the top before she spoke. Her head lowered slightly and looking up through those doe eyes.




 
 
“Really? This is like a dream. Why would you do that for me? I’d have to repay you somehow.” She smiled devilishly as she put the spoon in her mouth and then licked it curling her tongue while she looked at us.




 
 
“No, no repayment necessary. It’s the reward for staying with me.”




 
 
“Maybe I can do the housecleaning and cook dinner and do the laundry. I like doing those things. I do them really well too!”




 
 
“If you insist on doing something that will work.”

 
 
 



“It would be nice having someone else’s cooking for a change. It’s so hard cooking for myself.” Melissa came over to us and kissed me on the cheek and sat back down but, on the floor next to me. She looked up as she smiled and giggled.
 
 
 



“I’m so excited! Thank you! You’ll see you’ll love what I can do!” She leaned against my leg and sat there with her legs to the side beneath her eating her yogurt from the bowl.
 
 
 



“Good, then it’s settled. I’m going to shower and then you can shower and get ready. Help yourself to anything you like and then we can go, okay?”
 
 
 



Melissa looked up from the floor and nodded excitedly, smiling with her eyes. “I can’t wait!”
 
 
 



Morgana showered quickly today rather than lingering. She powdered her body, put on some makeup, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick and did her hair in a pony tail. Then she went to the bedroom and put on a pair of sheer to waist suntan pantyhose with the crotch cut out. Over that she put on a pair of pink satin full back panties that held the male part sufficiently tight to keep from showing in the skirt. She put on a matching pink push up bra and a tight v-neck stretch blouse with short sleeves and a blue denim miniskirt. She put a pink belt through the loops and fastened it and then a pair of pink four inch heel wedgies. She went to the dresser and put on a silver chain necklace with a large cross with pearls in it and matching earrings and bracelet. Last, she sprayed some perfume on her shoulders, breasts, and legs. I could hear her thinking to me.
 
 
 



“I love this time period’s clothing. It’s so liberating and free feeling, being able to show so much of my body and all these nice fabrics and smells. Mmmm.”
 
 
 



“I love seeing you in them! And feeling them myself! Do you want to try driving today? You didn’t do bad the last time.”
 
 
 



“I think I will. I’m glad you showed me how to work everything in the house and now the last thing to master is the car.”
 
 
 




“Then, I’ll sit back and relax.”
 
 
 



Melissa came into the bedroom carrying her clothes. She had showered and done her makeup already and was excitedly trying to get dressed. She got stuck getting into her miniskirt and then got her legs through. She put her bra on and top and buttoned her blouse. She slid into her heels and ran over to me kissing me on the lips.
 
 
 



“Ready! Oh, your outfit is so pretty!” she said standing back looking at me.
 
 
 



“Thanks you! Wait till you see all the outfits we find for you.”
 
 
 



Morgana took her hand and led her downstairs to the car grabbing her purse on the way out. She managed to get the car started easily and was driving down the road to the mall in no time. Melissa was sitting with her legs slanted and together as she leaned over and touched Morgana’s leg.
 
 
 



“Mmm, your leg feels so nice. Mind if I touch it?”
 
 
 



“Not at all.” Morgana smiled looking down at her.
 
 
 



Melissa, rubbed Morgana’s leg and I could feel her go higher each time. Morgana slid down a bit and Melissa’s hand went over Morgana’s now hard cock.
 
 
 



“Mmm, nicer yet. Mind if I snack a little?” Morgana asked hungrily
 while she looked up.
 
 




“Uh, not right now, okay sweetie? I’m still getting used to driving this Lamb.”
 
 
 



“Okay.” Melissa said lightly as she sat back in her seat and began to rub herself between her legs as she watched Morgana drive.
 
 
 



“It’s okay for me to do this isn’t it? I am somewhat insatiable. Especially with you around. Ha ha ha.” Melissa rubbed herself between her legs and she felt one breast as she did looking at Morgana.
 
 
 



“Of course, feel good sweetie.”
 
 
 



“Mmmm, I do, ungh, ungh comi…ungh, ungh, ungh! Oh God that was fast. I guess I needed that! Ha ha ha.” Melissa looked wide eyed at Morgana as she continued to rub herself gently. Morgana looked at her then got a little pensive. I couldn’t hear her but I knew she had something on her mind.



 
 
“How many times a day do you come Melissa?”




 
 
“It depends. If I stay busy, like cleaning and cooking and things, I can go all day long and not come, almost. Then, at night I usually come about ten times or so. If I have a man do me really good like you did last night, I can sleep all through the night without coming too. If I don’t have a really good fucking, I have to come a couple of times while I sleep. It’s kind of like smoking is to other people. I think my brain calls for the chemicals when it gets low. Weird huh. Sorry.” She looked up apologetically to Morgana. Morgana smiled devilishly.




 
 
“I think we can manage that just fine. If I get tired of taking care of you I’ll be sure to have some men available before you go to bed so you can sleep good. Sleep is very important!” Morgana smiled and shifted the Lamb down for the turn and then put her hand in Melissa’s. Morgana rode along silently while she spoke to me.




 
 
“It seems we will have to find some studs for her. Maybe three so she can have them in succession before she goes to sleep every night. I can handle it for a while but we’ll need to get them for her okay?”




 
 
I thought that it would be good to have the guys handle Melissa and then I’d have Morgana back to myself again.




 
 
“Of course! Can’t have her going to bed all horney can we.”




 
 
“Melissa, how old are you?”




 
 
“Twenty four Morgana. Why?”




 
 
“Just wondering what age men to get for you.”




 
 
“Well, I really don’t care for men that much. Not since my divorce. That’s why you were so exciting to me. A beautiful woman and THEN a beautiful cock as well.”




 
 
“What if the men were not to do anything for you except please you. Not even talk to you if you wanted.”




 
 
“I guess that is pretty different than being married. I guess as long as they have nice cocks and can fuck for a while I don’t care how old they are. I’ll like them all! Can I put masks on them? Ha ha ha.”




 
 
“Sure!” Whatever you want. We’ll have them come over at a certain time and then leave. You can dress them however you want.”




 
 
Melissa, smiled and squeezed Morgana’s hand in her tiny one. We drove the rest of the way there. On the way Morgana talked with me.




 
 
“So does this work for you?”




 
 
“Sure, I’m just not sure why you’re going through all of this effort.”




 
 
“You’ll be happy I did afterwards. I think you’ll be glad I’m taking care of Melissa’s needs later. You’ll see.”




 
 
“If you say so.”




 
 
“Oh, remember to call your lawyer. Maybe when Melissa is in a changing room.”




 
 
“Okay.”




 
 
We got to the mall and Melissa was practically running in her little steps alongside Morgana, her breasts bouncing with each step her luscious legs took in those heels. She was gorgeous! No doubt about it. A gorgeous, size two, nymphomaniac.




 
 
In the first store I told her I was going to the ladies room and made my call to my lawyer. All was set. I told him I was in the middle of a sex change and wanted to have my paperwork done before hand. I don’t know what made me tell him that but I did. I guess it made more sense to me that way. He was quite understanding and said he could have it all done in a couple of weeks. Of course, who wouldn’t be understanding when they were going to get paid twenty thousand dollars for a couple of hours work. Morgana had a comment after I got off the phone.




 
 
“Sex change? You told him you were going to get a sex change? That’s possible without magic here?”




 
 
“Sure, costly, takes lots of time but yes.”




 
 
“Good! Then William doesn’t need to come out.”




 
 
“He has to recognize me!”




 
 
“Then maybe we’ll just take him half way. William with boobs. That will confirm your story to him won’t it?”




 
 
“I guess. Okay.”




 
 
I couldn’t resist anything Morgana said for me to do anyway. I was under her spell. Melissa was outside the dressing room looking in the three way mirror modeling a short dress with a fitted bodice and it appeared she had a corset laced tight beneath it. The saleslady was beaming at her.




 
 
“You’re so much fun to dress. Like a Barbie doll! Look how that corset took your waist down. My…it must be..” She measured it.




 
 
“Yes, 18 inches. Some men could wrap their hands around that and touch their fingers!” Melissa danced a little dance looking in the mirror and then she saw Morgana.




 
 
“What do you think?” She said as she raised the hem and bowed down looking up at us.




 
 
“Wonderful! I thought you’d like corsets. Get a half a dozen of them and more dresses to fit when they’re laced all the way.”




 
 
“Can I get some French maid outfits to wear with these. It would be so much fun cleaning house in them!”




 
 
“Of course! Get a dozen corsets then and French Maid outfits too! Ha ha ha!”




 
 
“Isn’t she, how do you say it William, a bit of work?”




 
 
“Yes, a piece of work. I wonder if it hurts being her.”




 
 
“What do you mean hurts!”




“You know, she’s so dumb.”



 
 
“No dumber than the men were where I was from. The best ones were like her. Of course they had the ideal male body instead of ideal female body though, but the same way. That’s what they are for, to be used, subordinate and serving. She would be a real prize as a man in my world. Don’t insult her, that’s her purpose here and all males’ purposes there. You’ll see, this is how she is supposed to be. You’ll learn to like it. It may take some time, but, you’ll learn it’s right to be that way. You’ll enjoy it eventually.”




 
 
“I’ll enjoy it? Why would I, I’m not her.”




 
 
Melissa came out trying on another corset and a French maid outfit. She nodded her okay quickly to the sales lady and took some other clothes to try on while the sales lady collected a variety of corsets, dresses and French maid outfits for her. Morgana walked around the store looking at things on the shelves and came across some feathers attached to a rubber plug.




 
 
“What’s this?” She asked me.




 
 
“It’s a butt plug with a feather that sticks out under the skirt after it’s inserted into the butt hole.”




 
 
“Oh yes! We used to do this to the men but not with feathers. We had wooden penises they had to wear inside them when they did the housework. Ha ha ha. I have to get them all. Melissa will wear them all day.”




 
 
“Okay I guess, they have vibrating ones and different size ends too.”




 
 
Morgana found a variety of sizes and was thrilled with the vibrating ones. She got some vibrating toys for the front that would stay attached as well.




 
 
“Our little angel will be coming all day. She will be the most pleasured servant around!”




 
 
Melissa came over and showed us the garter belts, nightgowns, bras and panties, lingerie, stockings and perfumes she had picked out. Morgana had her take them all to the counter.




 
 
At the next store, Melissa picked out some regular street clothes such as what Morgana was wearing along with other common miniskirts and minidresses. She wore an outfit similar to Morgana’s out of the store but with a white denim mini instead. She loved the ultra high quality stockings as well. Morgana made her promise to always wear pantyhose, thigh highs, or stockings since they made her legs look so good and Melissa agreed whole heartedly.




 
 
Shoes were purchased, many, many, size 5, four inch heel shoes! Jewelry, makeup, perfume, purses, bracelets, everything. Again we had to have them delivered after we left. Morgana also got Melissa’s hair done while they ate lunch. Her red hair was given blonde highlights and shagged to just above her shoulder. Morgana got a similar cut and color and they now looked as if they were sisters. They both got pedicures and manicures and when it was all done we arranged the deliveries and we went home.




 
 
The salespeople from the store, one of which was a hot young man that Melissa was drooling over, even helped to put the things away in a closet in a room we set up for Melissa. The walk in closet was almost full now as were the dresser drawers and her bathroom makeup and toiletries. When they finally left, Melissa kneeled in front of Morgana and kissed her hand thanking her in the most respectful way. Morgana lifted her up and told her dress elegantly for supper while she would do the same. We went to dinner, had a great meal, came home and had a couple of drinks. After a few drinks and some porn, we proceeded to the bedroom for a repeat of last nights’ ecstasy. We all three fell fast asleep.

 
 
 










Melissa?





 
 
They say idle hands are the devil’s workshop. I guess that had some truth because Melissa didn’t stay idle for long and as long as she was busy she wasn’t coming. Whenever she took a break though she would play with herself and use the vibrators and butt plugs to make her come. Then, it was a quick meal, after feeding us of course, and back to work. She did a great job! Morgana had me fire the maid and laundry service and Melissa did it all. Every night, Morgana would take care of Melissa’s urges for the evening so she could sleep through the night.




 
 
This went on for a couple of weeks and I received the papers from my lawyer. Morgana switched me into William with boobs and we found some of her pants and a blouse that didn’t look too feminine. I put on a pair of loafers and she made the hair appear as a man’s somehow and we went to sign.




 
 
He looked at me pretty strange but it was done. The papers would be filed and we would get the results in the mail. New Social security card, new drivers license, new bank cards, somehow they all showed up. Every time Morgana saw one in the mail she would get excited and we’d have to take Melissa to dinner

 to celebrate.



 
 
One day while Melissa was busy getting the housework and laundry done, Morgana and I found our studs. It took some looking around on the internet but we found a service that was classy with hunks of men. We ordered four a night for Melissa and they would start this Saturday after we went dancing.




 
 
Morgana dressed us and Melissa in short black cocktail dresses with five inch spike heels, gartered stockings, corsets and low cut, push up bras. We looked like the hottest chicks in the world. We were pursued by every guy in the restaurant and in the nightclub.




 
 
When we got home, the boys arrived. Morgana and I sat and watched as Melissa took one after the other on our bed. We just sat on the white satin couch enjoying the show and talking to each other.




 
 
“You know,” Morgana said, “I think I’d like to have a guy like that again. Even though they aren’t as good and submissive as mine were, I’d like to feel that kind of body against mine again and inside of me.”




 
 
“But you’d have to get rid of our male part.”




 
 
“Yes, I would, would you have a problem with that?”




 
 
“I might. What happened to the idea of me taking another body so that I could be alongside of you instead of inside of you.”




 
 
“We’d have to find a suitable host. One that isn’t too bright and I don’t think there will be many males that dumb around since they dominate here. But, I might be able to find a host, somehow. I’d have to set an intention.”




 
 
“Was I that dumb?”




 
 
“No silly, you were the same as me remember. I made you in my likeness, that’s how it worked. But, I can’t make another. This one would have to die.”




 
 
We watched as Melissa came for the fourth time as the second guy came inside of her. The third one hoped right on top and started again while she writhed and moaned.




 
 
“Why was it so important for you to set this all up for Melissa?”




 
 
“Well, I didn’t think we’d merge since we weren’t getting there vibrationally. I guess I just wanted to have her here. See how we all got along. Seemed she could use the help. She isn’t all that bright as you’ve noticed.”




 
 
We sat there quietly watching Melissa for a while. She was so gorgeous to watch, so tiny. She was so into the sex it was like no one else. She cried out with her sixth orgasm as the third guy came and the fourth climbed on top.




 
 
“So if we found someone dumb enough I could take their form and enter it? Then I could be beside you.”




“Yes, but, you’d not be able to talk to that person. They wouldn’t know you were in there until you merged with them. You couldn’t control their body until you merged and took on their memories and they took on yours.”



 
 
“And to merge I just have to become vibrationally the same as them. What does that mean?”




 
 
“That means you desire what they desire EXACTLY, you are like them in every way. Then, you will merge.”




 
 
“Then I would be beside you?”




 
 
“Yes. Do you want it?”




 
 
“Yes.”




 
 
“So it shall be!”





 
 I looked at Morgana in the mirror alongside the couch as Melissa was being rammed by the fourth guy. Morgana’s eyes began to sparkle and her hands came up with her palms up. Light surrounded her being and I could feel her energy as it rushed around her like a maelstrom. She reached her hands out and I felt a rush of electricity and a roar in my head and lost my vision of Morgana. All at once I felt a cock inside of me with a guy with thick black curly hair pulling my hair and kissing me, sucking my tongue. He smelled of cologne and I felt him pushing his thick hard cock upward against my wet, slippery, g spot as he thrusted and I pushed my hips up, in time, against him. My tiny hand was on my hard throbbing clit running little circles around it that made me shudder as much as his thrusts did.





 
 He was sucking my nipple and I had one hand in his thick hair, when I felt the most incredible climax I ever felt. My whole body shook and I felt his come fill me as he pushed harder and faster in time with each gush going into my already come filled pussy. I came again in waves against his cock squeezing it tight with my cunt while I felt how fully and completely he filled me. I squeezed his ass with my hands feeling the hardness of him and pulling him as deep inside of me as he could go. I heard my tiny sweet voice.




 
 
“Oh my GOD! That was awesome. What a cock you have!”




 
 
He collapsed on top of me and I could feel his weight as he breathed heavily until he relaxed while I ran my hands over his back and ass sliding them back and forth caressing him. I felt him going limp inside of me and squeezed him with my tight orifice over and over as he shrunk. I felt the come run down between my cheeks. Then he got up and put his pants on and left. Morgana came over. I heard her speak to me in my head.




 
 
“Hey baby, there ya go. Be careful what you wish for. You won’t be able to use her voice or anything else but we can talk this way yet.”




 
 
“I’m inside of her?! That’s why you did this! But if I merge I want to become a man!”




 
 
“Oh stop, you were never really a man. You fit her well. You’ll love it!”




 
 
Morgana climbed on top of me and filled me once more. I loved it. I wasn’t sure I would like being Melissa though. I had to merge with her quickly. But what if I couldn’t? Morgana made sweet sweet love and hard hard sex with me for at least a half hour more. It did feel incredible in this overly sensitive nymphomaniacs tiny, sexy, little body.




 
 
We drifted off to sleep with me hearing Melissa’s thoughts about how she needs to remember to wash these sheets everyday or figure out how not to get them so trashed. She thought about using condoms and then thought about having them come on her stomach and then maybe her jerking them off into some panties or coming on her face but she remembered how much she liked feeling them inside of her when they came. Feeling their whole tense body spasm and squeeze her and press against her hole. Then I felt her consciousness go into dream land reenacting the last half hour. Now, soon, I’ll need to figure out how to merge with this sweet little whore.

 
 
 










Being Melissa





 
 
Here I was now, my consciousness stuck inside of Melissa having to feel, see, taste, hear, smell, and do everything she has desires to do. As much as I tried, I couldn’t even scratch my nose unless she decided to. And sometimes she ignored things like an itch on her nose because she was too busy masturbating, or cleaning, or being fucked. I always seemed to have an itch somewhere that she wouldn’t scratch.

 
 
 



I remember the first day of being in her body. Morgana was up early as usual with her high energy profile and I was awake as Melissa slept. I could feel the smoothness of the satin sheets against her naked body and saw her dreams of Morgana with Melissa’s viewpoint of being at her feet or, Morgana on top of her filling her up. Melissa would roll over and her hand would drift unconsciously to her crotch where she would bring our body to orgasm. After the second one she opened her eyes. She looked at the clock and jumped out of bed. I felt like I was on a rocket the way she propelled herself into motion
 .
 
 




She sat on the toilet and did her thing and then she got into the shower cleaning herself out inside and washing her skin down thoroughly and quickly. She shaved her legs and other regions like a pro and washed her new hair cut and color. She dried her body by tamping the towel against her smooth skin then powdered herself and dried her hair.
 
 
 



She ran again into the bedroom and put on her black lace garter belt and gartered sheer black stockings, high, black spike heeled size five shoes. She put on the black satin and lace corset which she pulled tight as she let the air out of her lungs to get it real tight. I could tell she could hardly breathe but she looked in the mirror and admired her tiny waist as she put on her black and white French maids dress. She lifted her breasts into place and put on her earrings and necklace and sprayed perfume over herself. One check in the three way mirror and she was satisfied.
 
 
 



She tore the sheets off of the bed and pillows and grabbed her clothes from last night and threw them in the upstairs laundry.



 
 
She looked around the room to see that it looked okay and ran over to the dresser and slipped a butt plug with a feather into her bottom. Yeow, that felt weird! Then she slid a vibrator into her pussy under her panties, Mmmm, not bad.

 
 
 
 She ran down the stairs and found Morgana in the kitchen having a coffee. Melissa knelt before her and kissed her hand.
 
 
 



“Morgana, sorry I got up so late, is there anything I can do for you?” I saw Morgana’s beautiful face and eyes through Melissa’s eyes and was thankful for being able to see her in a way other than a mirror. Morgana heard my thought and answered me with a, “See, nice isn’t it.”
 
 
 



“No thanks, Melissa, I think I’m good. I’m going into town for a while, while your cleaning.”
 
 
 



Melissa started to caress Morgana’s legs through her stockings and slid her fingers under Morgana’s arches, massaging them for her. Melissa kissed her calves all over while she did.
 
 
 



“Mmm, my angel, that does feel nice. Thank you.”
 
 
 



“Thank you Morgana for letting me. I love you so much. There is nothing I wouldn’t take pleasure in doing for you.”
 
 
 



Melissa rubbed herself against her vibrator and on her butt plug as she caressed Morgana and massaged her feet. I could feel Melissa’s libido and her sensuality along with the love she felt for Morgana and it felt wonderful. This may not be bad. If only I could control her. Then, maybe I could live in this shell with Morgana making love to me with her beautiful cock. Communicating with Melissa’s voice and my brain, traveling and seeing the world together as only immortals can.
 
 
 



I feel Morgana lift Melissa’s head and look into her eyes. Morgana’s luscious voice pours from her.
 
 
 



“Melissa dear, it’s time for me to go. I’ll see you at supper time or so. If I’m not back to eat though, don’t wait for me okay?”
 
 
 



“Where are you going?”



“I just need to find something I desperately need right now. Don’t worry.”
 
 
 



Melissa watches from the floor where she sits with her legs to the side under her dress. Morgana walks away in her black leather mini skirt, five inch heels, cock ankle bracelet and her low cut top. She walks as if she’s on a mission. Melissa uses her vibrator in her panties to come three times while she imagines Morgana inside of her. Then she bolts upright and runs to get the vacuum. She muscles it upstairs and starts vacuuming the whole house.
 
 
 



I try to control the vacuum but as hard as I try it doesn’t work. I think of sitting down on one of the beds and try to make Melissa’s legs walk that way but all I can feel is the slickness of her stockings as they move against her skin with each step. I stop trying and just exist in her while I feel what she feels. I feel horney as hell and wonder why she is, the way she is, but get no answer. I feel the French maid mini dress as it swishes against her bottom and her upper thighs and rubs the feather attached to the butt plug. I feel Melissa push it in harder and she thinks a bigger one would be better now but she doesn’t want to stop to change it. I smell the perfume she sprayed on herself and enjoy the scent while I watch the vacuum make patterns in the carpet.
 
 
 



Melissa straightens each room before she leaves it, dusting the furniture if it needs it and putting things away. She goes to the laundry and takes out the sheets and throws them in the dryer then takes the dirty clothes of Morgana’s and hers from the hamper and loads them into the wash. Melissa starts the dryer and then straddles the corner of it feeling the vibration as it brings her to another orgasm thinking of Morgana. She adjusts her butt plug pushing it in farther.
 I guess this isn’t total torture being in her body.
 
 
 



Melissa continues to vacuum and straighten all 6 bedrooms and scrubs all 6 bathrooms and toilets upstairs and then goes down and does the next level with the great room, dining room, library and kitchen. Melissa goes to the kitchen and takes some juice from the refrigerator and takes a break.



 
 
Melissa pushes the butt plug in and then realizes she wants a larger one so she runs upstairs and finds one and attaches a feather. She takes out the small one and adds some lube to the larger one then pushes it in slowly. I feel it as it stretches her anus and finally slips past the entrance lodging itself inside. Melissa pushes it in feeling the sensation and moaning when she stands up, feeling it as it rubs her when she walks. She replaces the batteries in her vibrator in her panties and then washes the small butt plug, puts it away and goes downstairs to get her juice. She takes her juice to the front porch and lights a cigarette from the pack on the table.




 
 
As she relaxes, a man in brown shorts and short sleeve shirt carries a package to the front porch.




 
 
“Oh hi! I wasn’t expecting anyone to be on the porch. I’m Bob the UPS man. I have a package here for Morgana Pendragon.”




 
 
Melissa looks up at him with her doe eyes and looks at his crotch where she can see an outline of a very large male part. She looks back up and smiles while leaning forward so he can get a good view of her breasts. Then in her tiny voice, she smiles and speaks to him.

 I feel Melissa getting wet down there.



 
 
“Why thank you! Can I get you some juice, or lemonade or some other
 kind of treat?” She runs her hand over her leg from her ankle up to her thigh lifting the hem of her French maid dress so he can see the top of her sheer, black, gartered stockings and her creamy skin. She looks back at him and he smiles a big white teethed grin as he puts the package on the table and seats himself next to Melissa.




 
 
“My name’s Melissa,” she says as I feel her heart race as her tiny hands with her long pink fingernails go to the front of the Bob’s pants and unzips them. I feel her take the already hard, thick, long cock out and see the purplish head as Melissa’s face approaches it. I can see exactly how big it is against her tiny hand. She strokes it a few times then flicks the precum off the tip with her tongue. I taste the saltiness of it as she then wraps her lips and mouth over it and begins to bob her head up and down. I feel his big hands on her head as she then takes it down her throat and he moans.

 I feel the smooth silky skin of his firm cock on Melissa’s lips and tongue and marvel at how good it actually feels. I try to take control of it by bobbing my head up and down and sucking it while I run my tongue around the tip making him twitch. Or was it Melissa that did that?



 
 
“Oh yea! That feels so good. Don’t make me come though if you want it somewhere else.” I pop off his cock with a slurp and a pop. and stands and then seats my tiny body on the table lifting my skirt. I walk over to the table and lean over. I feel the cool glass on my warm, hard nipples. I want it from behind and invite him in by lifting my skirt and pulling my panties to the side. My slickness is pulsating, waiting to be filled. I look back over my shoulder and see Bob drop his pants to his ankles and move over to me. With my hand guiding him he slides his stiff thick cock into my wet begging slit. The tip of his cock stretches my opening and fully enters me, filling my body with wonderful all body feelings. His cock inside of me and the pressure it exerted against the butt plug was sending me through the roof with sensations. I hear Melissa moaning and begging in her tiny voice.




 
 
“Fuck me Bob, don’t hold back. Make believe I’m your little whore slut and fuck me with that big beautiful cock!” I feel Bob’s hands as he grabs Melissa around her tiny corseted waist and begins to slide his thick long cock in and out of her, pushing against her G spot and banging against her ass cheeks as he fills her. I feel the electric feeling all over Melissa’s skin and feel the crush of his hands holding tight while he makes my head burn from pulling Melissa’s hair. He pumps hard in and out of me. I feel Melissa’s knees tremble as she lifts her hips against his thrusts. I feel the tension build in Melissa and feel the rush of the first come on his cock as she looks back at him and rubs her clit furiously. “I’m coming baby, don’t stop fucking me!”




 
 
Melissa closes her eyes and I see an image of Morgana as she holds the thought that she is the one fucking her as she comes violently now and keeps coming while Bob strokes her hard and deep and then comes himself. Melissa was in the middle of a come after Bob had finished coming and he pulled out. Melissa tried to get him back in but he had already reached down for his pants. I could feel Melissa’s frustration with not coming again as Bob kissed her on the lips.




 
 
“Thanks Melissa, nice to meet ya! Gotta go deliver more, um, packages!” Bob pulled up his pants and ran off the porch back to his truck.




 
 
Melissa rearranges herself and finds her burning cigarette, puts it in the ashtray and lights a fresh one. She sits on the porch and dangles her crossed leg over her knee, bouncing her foot so she could feel her sex rub against itself while she smokes. I try to stop her leg from dangling as the sexual energy was getting to be too much for me but to no avail. She sits there, smoking, sipping her juice, feeling Bob’s come on her thigh and bouncing her leg. She rubs her breast and plays with her nipple. She feels the butt plug and rubs her bottom against the seat. She hears the mailman’s truck coming down the street. She looks at the truck and the driver and stands to go to the mailbox. The driver is a woman. She starts to go to the street and stops. I hear her thought. ‘I really want a cock not her. Morgana has ruined me again. I was done with needing cock.’




 
 
Melissa sits and looks at her watch. It’s almost time to get dinner ready but she just wants one more smoke and some more to drink. She gets another glass of juice and relaxes having a smoke and masturbates on the porch making herself come three times then goes in and to make dinner.




 
 
She takes some onions out and chops them sautéing them in butter and I feel her eyes start to tear from them. She chops some mushrooms up and puts them in and seasons them with salt and coriander. She takes out fresh corn on the cob and strips it getting a bit excited holding it and thinking about what it would feel like inside of her. When she’s stripped two of them she takes a plate and cuts the corn from the cob.




 
 
She takes the corn and puts it in a frying pan with some butter, sugar and salt and turns it on low. I can smell the onions and mushrooms cooking now as Melissa takes out two nice Delmonico steaks and rubs them with garlic and then salts them, puts onion powder on them and finally chops garlic and pats it on them. She leaves them to sit on a plate while she goes and sets the table with plates, wine glasses, candles and silverware.




 
 
Next she washes her hands and makes a salad, seasoning some olive oil and white balsamic vinegar with minced onion and garlic, sweet basil and some oregano. She shreds some lettuce, chops tomatoes, carrots, celery, broccoli, green olives and black olives, and pepperocinis and mixes them in with the dressing and then makes two bowls of it. She puts all of it in the refrigerator.




 
 
Next, she takes out four fresh lemons and squeezes them into a pitcher all the time thinking how nice it would be to be playing with a cock and balls. She rubs her legs together feeling the silkiness of the stockings as she thinks about it. She takes another lemon out of the fridge, washes it, and shoves it inside her. Oh my God! A lemon? What a freak, what’s next, a damn 12 inch zucchini? Wait a sec though. Hmm, that feels pretty good. I feel the way it presses against her g spot and the feeling is wonderful. I guess women really do know their bodies. Who would think a cold lemon would make a woman feel so good. She squeezes it off and on while she works. She adds honey and water and puts the fresh squeezed lemonade in the fridge.




 
 
She takes out some frozen shortcakes and puts them on plates. She washes blueberries, strawberries and black berries and mixes them with Amaretto liqueur and cinnamon and then puts them on the cakes and pours the sauce over them. Next she takes a peeler and shaves dark chocolate over them for decoration and flavor. She puts them in the fridge and sets up the coffee maker. Melissa steps back and looks at everything to see if she forgot anything. She rinses off her hands and cleans up the counters and looks at the clock in the stove. I hear her thoughts.




 
 
“Fifteen minutes and Morgana will be here, if she doesn’t miss dinner that is, I hope she doesn’t. I want her to enjoy this meal with me. I love her so much and I don’t even know why but I feel I have to serve her as best as I can.”




 
 
Melissa goes to the deck where she can see the driveway coming up to the house to wait for her. She sits on a chase lounge and stretches out her legs looking at her high heels and her silky stockings and adjusts her dress to have its ruffles lay neatly on her thigh. As she looks intently up the winding drive waiting to hear the Lamb as it approaches and see Morgana, she rubs herself and feels her plug and the lemon caress her insides. She closes her eyes imagining Morgana kissing her and whispering in her ear. She almost feels Morgan nibble her earlobe and caress her hair.




 
 
Melissa is about to come thinking about it and I feel her excitement as it builds and I feel her wetness on her fingers as she pushes them in against the lemon with one hand and rubs her clit with the other. I feel her breath coming faster and her tiny voice moaning quietly and then…




 
 
Melissa’s eyes pop open and she hears the Lamb come down the driveway. She sees Morgana, but, there’s someone with her. A man, maybe she brought someone else for me to play with, she thinks. Melissa gets up and runs to the front door.




 
 
Morgana is coming up the steps with a huge hunk of a guy. Six foot seven maybe. Wide shoulders and big hands and a huge cock from the looks of his silk pants as he climbs the stairs. His creamy tan skin is punctuated with his sky blue eyes and long blonde hair. Melissa thinks, hmm, he might be fun, but I want Morgana!




 
 
I hear Morgana speak to me telepathically. “Sorry William, I have to experience a man again. I’ve returned all my parts to a woman’s. Please don’t be upset with me?”




 
 
OH MY GOD! Now what! I didn’t have any idea what to do but I couldn’t do anything anyway. I couldn’t even cry or feel it. Melissa had no clue what was happening.




 
 
“Hi Morgana! Melissa said cheerily as she held the door for them. Dinner is almost ready. Have a seat and I’ll get you both some wine okay?”




 
 
“That sounds nice Melissa. Thank you.” Morgana said as she took the hunk into the great room and seated him next to her while she rubbed his cock through his pants. When Melissa delivered the wine. I got to see Morgana kissing him with her hand on his crotch and his up her leather mini while she gasped and shuddered on his fingers. I felt Melissa’s disappointment as she figured out that she wasn’t going to eat dinner with Morgana although, she really didn’t have an appetite at this point. But, she put it out of her mind and she threw herself back into serving mode because she wanted to make Morgana happy.




 
 
Morgana was coming on this dudes’ hand when she noticed Melissa standing there with two wine glasses and an open bottle of wine on a silver serving tray. She stood with her legs together and smiled widely just waiting. Morgana noticed and after she came she removed the guy’s hand from her.




 
 
“Thank you Melissa, I’m sorry, I didn’t expect you so fast.”




 
 
“That’s alright,” Melissa said as she handed them each a glass and poured the wine into it, turning the bottle at the end of the pour to not get a drip. Melissa went into the kitchen and stirred the mushrooms and corn and turned on the gas grill in the counter top. She cooked the steaks and I felt her ready to cry inside. I almost wish she did so I could feel it. She went over and started the coffee and came back and finished cooking.




 
 
When she was done she went out and again interrupted Morgana and hunk as Morgana had her skirt lifted and she was riding on him on the couch while he sucked her nipples. Morgana was scrubbing her clit against him with his cock inside of her and she was coming when Melissa turned the corner into the room. She stopped in her tracks and watched as Morgana came hard on top of his cock. He didn’t come and when she climbed off it actually looked like he was pretty soft.




 
 
“Oh Melissa, again, so soon? I’m sorry dear. Is dinner ready?”




 
 
Melissa tried to speak but knew her voice would crack since I could feel she was choked up. Melissa didn’t want to let Morgana know she was upset so she just nodded quickly and ran back into the kitchen.




 
 
They seated themselves at the table and Melissa served them.




 
 
“Melissa, where is your plate? Aren’t you eating with us?”




 
 
“I’m sorry Morgana, I didn’t know we were having company so I only made supper for two. I can eat later, don’t worry. I’m not even hungry. Thanks for asking.”




 
 
Melissa stood at attention in the corner refilling their wine glasses and lemonade as they ate and taking away the dishes when they were done. She brought out the coffee and mixed them as they liked and then served the dessert. She watched them eat and when the dessert was done she brought over a gold cigarette case from which they each took one and Melissa lit their cigarettes. When they were done Morgana took him by the hand and went to her bedroom and locked the door.




 
 
Melissa sat down in the kitchen and quietly cried her eyes out. It felt so good. I needed that release myself. Then she had a cigarette and cleaned up the kitchen. She made herself a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and had a cup of coffee. She looked at her watch and realized her boy toys would be here in an hour. Somehow though, she wasn’t really interested. She decided to take a shower and put on a nice dress to try to cheer herself up.




 
 
She felt better after the shower and cleaning herself out with the hand held shower head and anal wash head. She had put on a fresh corset and suntan stockings attached to the garters and a short pink cocktail dress with pink strappy heels. She fluffed her hair and sprayed it and put some perfume on. She could hear Morgana moaning and the dude grunting through the master bedroom doors down the hall. She ran downstairs and mixed herself a stiff martini.




 
 
She checked the clock and her boy toys were set to arrive in fifteen minutes. She drank her drink in silence. Her head didn’t even have any thoughts. The door bell rang. She jumped up to get it to find them all standing there ready to perform on her.




 
 
“Sorry boys, not feeling well. Maybe next time.”




 
 
“Oh sorry to hear that Melissa, we enjoy you so much,” said the tall one that usually does her last since he was the biggest.




 
 
“Me too, I’ll be better tomorrow maybe.”




 
 
“Okay doll!” he said as they all left the porch and went to their cars.




 
 
Melissa mixed herself a pitcher of martinis and sat on the porch with the gold cigarette case and smoked and drank. When she was just about ready to pack it in, not even playing with herself all night, she heard Morgana yelling.




 
 
“Get your ass out of here you ungrateful, demanding, cocky son of a bitch that thinks he’s the goddess’s gift to women! I command you to leave here with no clothes, go to the nearest bar and walk in stroking yourself! Now go!”




 
 
I heard his big steps come down the stairs and run out the front door past me totally naked, jerking himself off. He ran down the drive and out to the road never stopping jerking his cock. God, it would probably fall off before he got to a bar! Ha ha ha

 !



 
 
Morgana came out and sat next to Melissa.




 
 
“Well, that one didn’t pan out. Good fuck but dumb as a fencepost. He asked me to get him a beer as he lay there all comed out. Bullshit! And when I looked at him he said maybe I could make him a pizza too if the maid is gone and he even asked what was for breakfast and which closet would be his. Dumb ass!”




 
 
Melissa laughed and I could feel her pleasure as she came back to life. She locked her arm around Morgana’s and kissed her and looked up at her as she said,




 
 
“Don’t worry Morgana, you still have me. I’ll take care of you always. And I’ll never ask you to get me a beer. Ha ha ha.” Melissa beamed. “Can I get you some martini or something else? Want a snack?”




 
 
“Martini sounds good.” Melissa jumped up and ran and got a glass and poured one for Morgana and seated herself on the floor next to her.




 
 
“No, sit with me. I want to feel you beside me. You look so nice in that dress and you smell so good. I love the way you fluffed your hair too. Hey, where are the boys? You should be getting a good injection right now.”




 
 
“I sent them home. I really didn’t want to play with them tonight. I don’t know why.”




 
 
I had to ask Morgana if she was going to grow a cock again. She replied telepathically, “No, I can’t keep going back and forth too much or I’ll get stuck at one or the other. Maybe later though if these guys all turn out like this! Ha ha ha.”




 
 
“What are you going to do with Melissa tonight? You better tell her before she freaks out. She’ll think she’s insane.”




 
 
“I guess.”




 
 
Morgana told Melissa about being a witch and all and it took a while but she understood and Melissa and I were then both feeling that hope that these guys wouldn’t work out. Morgana did manage to make Melissa feel pretty darn good though even without the male parts and again we all three fell off to sleep, satisfied and in bed with Morgana.




 
 
The days went on with Melissa dragging my consciousness around with her while she was cleaning and cooking and being horney until Morgana came home with one after the other, men. Inevitably she would have them do something ridiculous after and then they would lose their memory of her. She started having them follow her in their car so she could get them to where she wanted them after if they didn’t work out, without them having to walk the street. She did that after the second one got run over by a truck.




 
 
She almost always had them jerk off somewhere in public, which I’m sure caused them great humiliation and problems with the law. Once, she sent one to the mall at a shoe store coming in a woman’s shoe, another to a church during services looking at an altar boy in the back room, another to his own home in front of his wife while he told her about fucking Morgana. He just unzipped his pants while she was cooking dinner and started to jerk off describing how good Morgana felt. He was murdered by his wife after that. We read it in the papers. Another one was caught coming in some panties in a lingerie store while he was standing in line waiting to pay. She had two of them do it at work in a meeting jerking off under the conference table, in a pair of Morgana’s panties, as if no one would notice. Mind you, these were all hot hunks of men. Imagine what their lives were afterwards. It’s a good thing Morgana erased their memory of her. I certainly would not want to be one to go against her. Anyway, this went on for about two months and somewhere around 60 guys had their lives ruined.




 
 
Being Melissa all that time wasn’t that bad after all. The being horney actually felt very nice and I looked forward to waking up every morning because of it. Melissa had such a nice body that was so sensitive and responsive, it was like being in a dream. It felt like my old body but ten times the sensitivity and ten times the sensuality plus it was light and powerful for its size and was a dream to be in.




 
 
Those weeks went on where Melissa had dinner herself and I got to feel all her emotions. I was feeling quite similar to her now and could almost understand her completely due to her love for Morgana, which was very much like mine. She was doing what I had thought of one night when the hunks would visit. She helped to bring out their true nature quickly so Morgana could send them off right away. She’d get them to say something stupid to Morgana or answer a question Melissa would ask as she knew the answer she would get would piss Morgana off. A good chunk of the time Melissa and I got to eat dinner with Morgana because Melissa was so good at it. Not to mention have Morgana’s attention after dinner as well!




 
 
Let’s just say that I felt like Melissa and I were bonding and then, then, one day….Melissa was scrubbing a toilet with her rubber gloves on kneeling on the floor. A toilet she has scrubbed every day since she got here. I was thinking how good it would feel to take that glove off and stop cleaning and take a break. I imagined her hand doing that and to my surprise, it did. I suddenly felt a flood of memories and fainted next to the toilet.




 
 
The memories though weren’t mine, at least not before but they were now. I saw Melissa’s dad telling her that she needed to make herself feel good like that at least once an hour to be a real woman. If she couldn’t do it once an hour she would have to make up the times she missed to get to a total of 24 times a day. He then said, “Your mommy would have wanted you to do that so be a good girl and practice until you can.”




 
 
I saw Melissa in high school getting expelled for being sexually active at school. She had gotten caught in the boys locker room with several of them. Then I saw her get married to this dominant jerk and saw him hitting her. I saw my own memories as well but they seemed like old news now that Melissa’s memories were mine.




 
 
I felt the cold of the toilet against my cheek and woke up. I put my hand on the toilet and lifted myself up to look into the mirror and I saw the beautiful reflection of Melissa as I touched my cheek and head to look for damage. I couldn’t believe it. We had merged. I had to try it out! I yelled at the top of my lungs, “Morgana I love you! I’m here!” Oh my god it worked. I slapped my face, I felt my boobs, mmm felt nice, I had to do some more of that. I washed my hands off and went into the great room and lay down on the sofa. I pushed the butt plug in tight and I fingered myself squeezing myself tight on them until I came. My god! What a body! I had to get ready for Morgana coming home. Melissa and William are one!!! I called to Melissa inside of me but there was no answer, she was me and I was her. Now I understood.




 
 
I put away all the cleaning things and made a mental note to call the maids and laundry service back to work. I could think of better things to do than clean the house for Morgana. Maybe then she’d stay with me and we could entertain each other rather than her leaving every day.




 
 
I ran up the stairs smelling the fresh air coming in the windows and feeling the carpet beneath my stockinged feet since I had taken the shoes off somehow. The room seemed brighter and the smells more intense. My skin felt like silk to me and when I touched it, it felt tingly and sexy. What should I wear? Should I dress as William? I looked into the mirror. No way, not in this gorgeous little body! I stood there and played with my hair thinking. I am her servant, no doubt about it, that’s all I ever want to do, but since when does a servant have to look like one? Why should I look all submissive. Couldn’t I be powerful looking and still be submissive? I think Morgana would like that since she liked powerful looking me but didn’t like them since they were all dominant and cocky. That was it!




 
 
I stripped and threw my clothes in the hamper thinking someone else is washing that shit! I got in the shower and shaved my legs and arms and anything that had even the slightest bit of hair except for my head. I polished myself with a loofa and scrubbed my heels with pumice and made my skin so there wasn’t a hard part on it. Though, there wasn’t much there anyway since Melissa was so meticulous.




 
 
I put on some scented lotion that had additives to increase the sensitivity of your skin. Since hers was already sensitive to touch this felt incredible! I did my makeup in dark eye shadow with light gold under the brow. Lined them in dark black sapphire in a fine line beneath and a firm one above extending the lines to make my eyes bigger and fuller. I curled my long full eyelashes and put a coat of mascara on them. I looked at my whole face in the mirror. Yea, definitely not submissive makeup. I blushed my cheeks and powdered my face and then had to figure out what to do with my hair. Since it was in a shag down to my shoulders and was red with blonde streaks, I played with it not sure. Then I thought of it. I gelled it and made it lay flat to my head bringing it to a clip in back. It held high and flat against my head and made the hair somewhat darker for a more intense look. Melissa’s face was emphasized with this as she had a lovely long neck and beautiful forehead with a widows peak. I looked like a Russian ballerina now when I held my head up high.




 
 
Okay, face was done, look at the clock, forty five minutes or so. I look at my toenails, dainty light pink. I paint them fire engine red and matched my fingernails to them. I put on some matching lipstick and put a gold shimmer on the bottom lip in the center to pout the lip. I outlined a cupids bow top lip making them oh so kissable. YES! A powerful little nymphomaniac I was!

 !



 
 
I dry my nails with a hair dryer and then powder my body with some slippery sleek powder that smells like jasmine and vanilla. Mmm, I never smelled this powder so well.




 
 
Into the bedroom and I walk into the closet flipping through the outfits like a mad woman. I try to take one off the rack and I realize I have to stand on my toes to do it. Why isn’t Melissa automatically kicking in? I hope she isn’t gone all together! I hope I didn’t eject her. Ah, I see it and the inspiration hits me, leather and lace how appropriate. I grab the black lambskin leather, high waist, pencil skirt that stops about four inches above the knee. It has about an inch of lace edging at the bottom that shows, and the top with it is a see through black lace that matches the hem trim of the skirt. There is a silk, but not shiny, camisole the color of my skin with a low cut v-neck next to it. I grab all three, hopping up to get them off the rack almost tripping over the step stool obviously meant for me to use.




 
 
I go to the shoe shelves and pick out a pair of those tiny size five, five inch heeled, black lambskin leather, open toed, sling backs. I take all of it into the bedroom.




 
 
I run to the dresser and pull out a black leather and lace garter belt with four garters for each leg, a matching lace thong with a gold cock hanging on the front, and the matching lace and leather insert shelf bra that lifts and makes great cleavage but leaves the nipples exposed. I grab a set of nipple jewelry which is a gold chain that wraps around my neck and the ends each fasten to a nipple with a noose keeping them hard and feeling oh so good as I get it in place. I put on the bra and the camisole and the black snug fitting, lace short sleeve top and the protrusions of my nipples are quite obvious and the v-neck shows maximum cleavage. Awesome!




 
 
I put the garter belt on and slide some ultra sheer suntan stockings up my legs and attach the four garters on each leg pulling them tight. I slip the thong up and realize I don’t have to tuck a big dick away but instead I feel the soft fabric as it embraces my womanhood and the thin soft string goes between my cheeks where a butt plug usually is but isn’t now.




 
 
I unzip the skirt and feel it slide over my flesh as I hike it past my hips and button the button on the side, high on my waist and zip the skirt. It stretches to my shape like a glove. I roll the skirt up and look in the mirror as I pull down the camisole and lace top in place. I straighten the skirt and go to the dresser. I put in gold shoulder duster earrings in one hole in each ear and a gold dangling cock in the other hole. I already have the gold necklace that disappears under my blouse going toward my nipples and so I put on a gold bracelet on my right hand, a watch on my left and a gold ankle bracelet with a gold cock dangling on it on my right ankle. Done! I look at the clock. Five minutes maybe. I run in minced steps to the three way mirror and do a quick check. My god! I am gorgeous. How could Morgana resist!




 
 
I run back to the dresser and spray on some of my men’s cologne from William’s days that the ladies liked so much. It was sweet but spicy as well. One last look in the mirror and I grab a black leather purse with a gold chain off the shelf in the closet. I throw in the cologne, run to the bathroom and throw in the eye makeup and lipstick, run downstairs, throw in my driver’s license, filled the gold cigarette pack and threw that and the lighter inside.




 
 
I quickly threw my purse on the couch on the porch and I take two martini glasses out with the pitcher of martinis and seated myself on the couch while I tried to catch my breath. Phew! I couldn’t wait to see the look on Morgana’s face. I hope she’s happy I’m back. I was nervous as a cat in a dog pound.




 
 
I lit a smoke and tried to relax looking at my tiny hand as it shook with nerves. I took deep breaths and had a sip of the martini. Luckily Morgana was running a little late. I hope it was lucky and not anything wrong. I heard the Lamb coming up the driveway.




 
 
Morgana was walking up the stairs, coming around the corner when she saw me kneeling at the top of the stairs holding her martini in both of my hands like an offering to a goddess. I couldn’t help but smile so wide and I held my head up high even though I was trying to have it tilted down to give her those doe eyes looking up. She looked at me and a big grin came across her face.




 
 
“OH MY GOD! You are back! I thought I heard you scream out, ‘Morgana I love you!’ it was you! You look great! Get off your knees dear!”




 
 
Morgana took the drink from me and sloshed it down slamming the glass in the rock flower bed. She gave me a big hug and kissed me all over my cheeks then laughed a preternatural laugh that echoed through the woods. Ha ha ha ha! William, William, William, and Melissa, Melissa, Melissa, Where have you been. It seemed forever for you to get here. I knew you would though since you two had so much in common. Morgana looked me up and down and turned me around.




 
 
“Hmm, no corset? Still looks good, nice job on the makeup, smell WONDERFUL!” Morgana held me by the shoulders and looked at me.




 
 
“Can you make me a man now or give me those parts so we can, you know.”




 
 
“Sorry sweetie, I can’t change your body since it’s not mine like yours was. I can heal it, I can hide it, or, let others think you are something you’re not, I can give you immunity to all disease and immortal life which I already have done or, I wouldn’t have let you have all that unprotected sex. But, I can do something else for the last time though. I was waiting for you to be sure since I probably couldn’t do it anymore

 after this.



 
 
Morgana held me tight while her eyes rolled back in her head and I felt the light that surrounded her. I heard a roar like thunder and the wind blew up my skirt and then, I felt Morgana press herself against me, press her hard maleness against me. She lifted my head, she kissed me.




 
 
“Let me get dressed and we can go to dinner. We need to talk about getting the maid and laundry service back. I want my time to be with you not waiting for your obsessive cleaning to be done.”




 
 
“As good as done master. I made a note to myself to do it earlier today.”




 
 
“Good, and then we need to talk about where to start our world travels. Maybe we should close this house up for a while, ah, second thought, let’s come back here in between trips to rest. Being immortal we have a lot of time to see things and a lot to see. And lots of good food and drink to sample!”




 
 
“Sounds great master!”




 
 
“Oh stop with the master crap, you are me remember and Melissa of course, how’s the libido been?”




 
 
“Uh, I think it will always be there strong but I’d have to say it’s a little better in control right now. But, can we maybe try out your new gear BEFORE we go to dinner?”




 
 
“Ha ha ha ha ha, Melissa is still there, or is it William? Who cares. I love you baby, let’s go for a ride and then you can drive us to dinner. I missed your driving. I just can’t seem to handle the lamb as well as you.”




 
 
“Okay, let me just vacuum the downstairs before we do it. Somehow I feel like I have to!”




 
 
“Oh yea, Melissa is still with us!” Morgana laughed in a deep honey smooth evil way.




 
 
Oh what a ride we had! It’s still going on this day! Be careful what you wish for! Be careful when you win the lottery, you never know what will come with it. I can’t complain!
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