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    Carl regretted his decisions as soon as he closed the door to the unfamiliar apartment behind him.  The affair hadn’t lasted long, and he was still more than a little drunk, but he was still sober enough to know he’d messed up, and bad.  Until that night, he’d never even considered cheating on his wife.  But now, he was an adulterer.  A cheater.  The scum of the earth.  It was disgusting. 
 
    But it was also understandable. 
 
    At least that’s how he comforted himself as he slowly made his way to the elevator and rode it to the ground floor, where an Uber waited.  The entire way home, he engaged in mental gymnastics to justify his actions.   
 
    The first thing he focused on was the state of his marriage to Megan.  They’d only been married for a couple of years, but they’d been together for four, and in that time, the spark had definitely gone out of the relationship.  Aside from forced pleasantries, they rarely even spoke, and their once-active sex life had become mostly nonexistent.  When he tried to initiate, she’d complain that she wasn’t in the mood.  On the rare occasions when she’d make a move, he was too tired from work.  It had been months since they’d been intimate, long enough for all that frustration to build up into something altogether unhealthy. 
 
    Then there was his job.  He worked as a corporate accountant, which was probably the most boring, least impactful career in the world.  Every day, he sat at his desk filling out spreadsheets and trying to pretend like he wasn’t so bored that wanted to blow his brains out.  Most of the time, he failed to conceal his disdain, which had resulted in multiple meetings with his boss and representatives from the human resources department.  But what was he going to say?  That the job was soul-crushingly dull?  That he regretted getting a degree in accounting?  That he dreamed of cursing out all his fake coworkers and leaving everything behind?  No – he couldn’t do that, not least because he had bills to pay. 
 
    The affair itself hadn’t been planned.  Like most days, he went to the bar after work, and there, he ran into Alicia, one of his college friends’ ex-girlfriend.  She was bubbly and attentive, and even in his inebriated state, he could see that she was interested.  More than that, she made him feel like the guy he’d been back in college, the one who got to play the field and had his whole life in front of him.  The one who still had some hope left.  Going back to her place was inevitable. 
 
    Of course, the fact that she was gorgeous, with big, fake breasts, plump limps, and bleached blonde hair didn’t really hurt, either.  She was just the sort of girl he’d always liked – at least before he’d met Megan, his wife.   
 
    Finally, the Uber dropped him off at the house he shared with Megan.  Located in the suburbs, it was the sort of cookie-cutter place that didn’t look any different from a million others.  He hated it, but with their budget, it was what they could afford.  Anything unique would’ve cost extra, which would’ve just locked him into another ten years working his soulless job until he could retire. 
 
    Not that he was close, or anything.  At only twenty-five, retirement was a long way off.  It would be an eternity before he could reach that lofty goal, even if he managed to invest his money wisely.  It was a hell he didn’t look forward to. 
 
    “You hear me buddy?” asked the driver, jerking Carl from his reverie.   
 
    “Shit, sorry,” he slurred, pushing the door open.  The driver was backing out of the driveway almost as soon as Carl got out, eager to leave the drunk, non-tipping asshole behind.  Carl hardly noticed, instead staggering towards the front door.  He tripped over one of Megan’s azalea bushes, barely catching himself on the wall.   
 
    He managed his way to the door and inside his house, only to see Megan herself waiting for him, her arms crossed and clearly upset.  She was a slim woman, pretty in a severe kind of way.  She’d lost weight since their wedding, which only served to highlight that attribute.  Carl didn’t have the heart to tell her that he preferred a woman with a bit more meat on her bones.  One with hips and an ass, like all those girls on the Instagram account she perused at work. 
 
    “Dunk again?” she spat.  “Jesus, Carl – that’s every day this week!  Do we need to get you help or something?”  
 
    “I’m fine,” he muttered, pushing past her. 
 
    She grabbed his arm.  “What’s that smell?” she asked, though Carl knew from her tone that she recognized precisely what it was.  Alicia’s perfume had been very strong, after all.   
 
    “It’s nothing,” he said, pulling away.  “Just some candles I was burning in my office.” 
 
    “Do you honestly expect me to believe that?” she said, anger and doubt mingling in her tone of voice.  “Tell me the truth, Carl.  Tell me right now, and maybe we can save this marriage.”  
 
    So, she did recognize the smell as a woman’s perfume.  Briefly, Carl considered maintaining the lie.  In his drunken state, he thought he might still have a chance of convincing her.  But fighting his sense of self-preservation was an overwhelming guilt.  He hadn’t meant to cheat on her, after all.  Maybe if he was honest, she would forgive him.  It might even be a good thing.  She would see just how bad things had gotten, and they could work through their issues.  It would be a wakeup call.   
 
    “I…I’m sorry…” 
 
    “Say it, Carl,” she said, the emotion draining from her voice.  “Tell me what you did.” 
 
    “I…I didn’t mean to do it,” he mumbled, his inebriated mind trying to figure a way out of this maze.  “I just…it just…you know…it just happened.” 
 
    “Say it!”  
 
    Carl was taken aback by the sudden flood of anger in her voice, and he blurted, “I slept with somebody else.  But it didn’t…it didn’t mean anything!  I was drunk, and I think she took advantage of me or something…” 
 
    “Don’t give me that bullshit!”  
 
    “Baby, it didn’t mean anything,” he said, reaching for her.  Megan dodged his groping hands, and very nearly stumbled.  “We can work through this…” 
 
    Megan gave him a harsh laugh.  “Fuck you, Carl,” she said. “I’ve already put up with more shit from you than I should have.  This is it.  This is the last fucking straw.  I hope it was worth it.” 
 
    “W-what?”  
 
    “I’m leaving you, asshole,” she spat.  “I’m going to go pack some things and stay with my mom.  If you know what’s good for you, you’ll stay out of my sight.” 
 
    With that, she stormed off into the bedroom, slamming the door behind her.  A moment later, Carl heard a frustrated scream.  For a second, he considered following her and apologizing again, but his instincts told him that would be a very bad idea.  So, instead, he found his way to the bathroom, where he immediately threw up. 
 
    Whether it was from the sudden dissolution of his marriage, the guilt, or the alcohol, he couldn’t say.  But one thing was clear – his life as he knew it was over. 
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    The next couple of weeks were very difficult for Carl.  The moment he sobered up, the full weight of what he’d done crashed down on his shoulders, and he very nearly crumbled beneath it.  He loved his wife.  He had since the moment he met her.  But now, he’d ruined it.  She wouldn’t even take his calls, much less listen to his apologies. 
 
    That was the worst part.  Regardless of how poorly their marriage had been going, Megan had been everything to him.  She was his sounding board.  His shoulder to cry on.  His constant companion.  And without her, Carl’s life had begun to crumble into dust.   
 
    The morning after his affair, he’d immediately called into work to use his sick days.  He couldn’t face the world, knowing what he’d done, much less endure the boring monotony of work.  Inevitably, with work on the backburner, he turned straight to alcohol.  He drank, morning, noon, and night.  He didn’t shower.  He barely paid attention to anything but whatever bottle was in front of him.  And when he tried to sleep, he just lay there going over all the things he'd done wrong.   
 
    It was the worst two weeks of his life.   
 
    So, when Megan finally texted him that she was coming by to collect the rest of his things, he saw it as his opportunity to say all the things he wished he’d said the night she had left.  He desperately wanted to show her that he was willing to work through it, that he would put in all the work.  He’d even researched couples therapists, hoping that she would agree to working through their issues.   
 
    He thought he was prepared for one last fight for the life they’d built together. 
 
    But when he saw her push through the front door, all his preparations fled.  She looked good.  Better than ever, really.  And she looked furious. 
 
    “Don’t look at me like that,” she growled, brushing past him. 
 
    “Like what?”  
 
    “Like you think we’re getting back together,” she said.  “It’s not going to happen, Carl.” 
 
    “But why?  I made a mistake, Megan,” he admitted.  “I know that.  I was drunk and stupid, and I know it would take a long time for you to trust me again.  But I’m willing to put in that work.” 
 
    “I’m not.” 
 
    He followed her into the bedroom, where she immediately withdrew a pair of suitcases from the closet and started packing her clothes.  “What does that mean?” he asked.  “We’ve been together for almost five years.  Doesn’t that mean anything to you?”  
 
    She turned to him with a cold glare.  “It meant the world to me, Carl,” she said.  “More than you could ever know.  But the problem is that it didn’t mean shit to you.  Otherwise, you wouldn’t have fucked some bar skank.”  
 
    “That’s not fair,” he said. 
 
    “Neither is a cheating husband,” she countered, still throwing clothing into one of the suitcases.  “But that’s the way life is.  Unfair.” 
 
    “Come on, Megan!” he pleaded.  “Isn’t there anything I can do?  I don’t care what it is!  I’ll beg.  I’ll plead.  I’ll grovel.  I’ll swear off booze.  I don’t care.  I’ll do whatever I need to do to earn back your trust.” 
 
    It was Carl’s last-ditch effort to save his marriage.  His hail mary.  If this didn’t work, he’d know that there was nothing left for him to do.  He’d just sink back into his depression, secure in the knowledge that his life wasn’t worth living.  He was well aware that he’d likely drink himself into an early grave, but without Megan, that didn’t seem like such a bad thing. 
 
    “You’ll do anything?” she asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Yes!” he answered, and he meant it.  Whatever it took, he’d do it.  Just so long as he kept Megan in his life. 
 
    “Okay,” she said.  “But believe me when I say that the first time you tell me no, that’s it.  I don’t care whether it’s now or in a year, I expect you to do whatever I say.  Do you understand?”  
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Alright,” she said.  “I’ll come back.  But you’ve got a long way to go before you earn my trust.  It’s going to take some serious sacrifices on your part before you even get close.  As long as you can accept that, I think we have a shot at saving this thing.  Otherwise, you’d better tell me right now before we waste our time.” 
 
    Carl assured her that he meant what he’d said.  He would do whatever it took to save their marriage.   
 
    “Okay, then,” she stated.  “Before we get started, I need to go pick my things up from my mom’s house.  Then, I’ve got some supplies I need to pick up.  When I get back, we’ll go over the new rules.” 
 
    Carl nodded, but he couldn’t help but wonder what she meant by new rules.  Obviously, she’d insist that he stop drinking.  It wouldn’t be easy, but it wasn’t like he was a full-blown alcoholic.  He could stop whenever he wanted.  To get a jump on things, he started pouring out all the alcohol in the house while Megan ran her errands.  Curiously, though, it took her a lot longer than he expected to get back home.  And when she did, she was carrying more than just the overnight bag she’d taken to her mother’s. 
 
    “What’s in the bag?” he asked. 
 
    “A marital aid,” she said, closing the door.  “Get the other suitcase out of the car, and meet me in the bedroom.” 
 
    A little confused, Carl did as she asked.  He didn’t know if unwanted questions counted as disobedience, but he wasn’t in a position to test his wife’s limits.  So, it wasn’t long before he found his way back to the bedroom, where he set the suitcase down and asked, “What now?”  
 
    “Now, we get some insurance,” she said, holding up a package.  “This is a male chastity device.  You’ve proven that I can’t trust you.  So, I need to make sure you can’t cheat on me again.  This plastic cage will prevent you from getting an erection.  I’ll have the key.  Otherwise, you’ll be locked in it.” 
 
    “W-what…” 
 
    “Are you refusing already?  I knew this was a bad idea,” she spat. 
 
    “No!  No, I’m not refusing!” he said, panicking at the mere suggestion that he’d stepped out of line.  “I’ll wear whatever you want me to wear!” 
 
    “Good,” she said, ripping open the package.  The item inside was pink and plastic, with a small brass padlock.  “Take off your pants, and I’ll put it on.”  
 
    Carl did as he was told, quickly unbuttoning his trousers and yanking his underwear down to his ankles.  That’s when Megan knelt in front of him, and predictably, his manhood reacted.  She looked up at him with a raised eyebrow, saying, “Really?”  
 
    “I…I can’t help it,” he muttered. 
 
    “Fine,” she said, wrapping her fingers around it.  “But you’d better enjoy it, because this is the last time this is going to happen for a while.” 
 
    Carl didn’t have long to ponder her meaning before she started stroking his cock.  Her motions were familiar, but the look on her face was bored, almost clinical.  Like she was doing a necessary but otherwise mundane task.  If Carl hadn’t been so cowed by Megan’s demands, he might have complained.  However, as it was, he didn’t dare say anything, and in only a few short minutes, he spurted into a tissue she had retrieved from the box beside the bed.   
 
    As soon as he was clean, she slipped the cage into place.  First came a ring at the base, and after that, she shoved his manhood into the plastic confines.  It was a tight fit, owing to his disproportionately large penis, but Megan made it work.  Once everything was where it was supposed to be, she locked it all into place with the brass padlock.   
 
    Rising, she said, “There.  I feel better about this already.  Now, let’s go over the other rules.” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, pulling up his pants.  The cage was uncomfortable and unwieldy, but he supposed it wouldn’t be long before Megan got over her paranoia.  He’d learned his lesson, and there was no way he’d cheat again.  “What kind of rules?” 
 
    “Well, I noticed you’d thrown out all the alcohol already, so that’s a start,” she said.  “But I think this incident came from a lot of places.  You were in a self-destructive spiral where you weren’t taking care of yourself.  So, to combat this, you’re going on a diet, and I’ve already a proper exercise program for you to do here at home.” 
 
    Carl suppressed a groan.  If there was one thing he hated more than exercise, it was watching what he ate.  But he was more than willing to make that sacrifice if it would save his marriage. 
 
    Megan went on, “We might have to institute some other changes as we go along, but I want to reiterate that the moment you refuse, I’m done.  I won’t stay with someone who can’t make a few sacrifices for his marriage.  I just won’t.  Especially when this is all for your own good.” 
 
    “I…I understand, Megan,” he said.  “Thank you.  I won’t let you down.” 
 
    “You’d better not.” 
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    Over the next few weeks, Carl tried to get used to his new situation.  On the one hand, his new diet, which was almost exclusively vegetarian, was incredibly difficult.  However, he couldn’t deny the results; the combination of the diet and his exercise program, which was limited to aerobics and calisthenics, melted the excess pounds away.  Before he could even turn around, he was nearly thirty pounds lighter.  It wasn’t just fat, either.  Muscle – especially in his upper body that got very little work – deteriorated as well.  But he dared not complain, lest he squander the progress he’d made in his relationship with Megan. 
 
    Of course, the turning of the month brought with it more rules – chief among them was Megan’s insistence that he begin to shave his entire body.  Part of it was for his benefit.  His pubic hair often caught in his cage, which was quite painful.  So, Megan had suggested the most obvious solution.  She’d also said, “I don’t know why you’re giving me that look, Carl.  You expect me to reach certain beauty standards, right?  You don’t want me walking around with hairy legs.  I don’t see why you can’t be held to those same standards.” 
 
    Carl had no argument for that.  And besides, he wouldn’t have voiced it if he had, given the fact that he was still on thin ice.  He did complain that the cage was too tight, though.  Megan only replied that it was supposed to be, and that was that.   
 
    Getting used to the cage wasn’t the easiest thing in the world.  Not only was it tight and uncomfortable, but it was always there, tugging against his manhood and reminding him that he was locked away.  The only time it got removed was for a few minutes each day so he could wash around it.  Otherwise, he remained confined and forced into impotence. 
 
    It was five weeks after his initial agreement when Megan sat him down and said, “I think you’ve done a great job.” 
 
    “Really?  Does that mean we can take this thing off?” he asked, daring to get his hopes up.  “I swear, you can trust me, Megan.  I won’t ever even think about doing anything like that again.” 
 
    Megan raised an eyebrow at the promise, but she didn’t immediately reply.  It was a few seconds later when she said, “I think the cage should stay on for now.” 
 
    Carl’s heart fell, but he didn’t argue.  After all, if he wanted to stay married, he had no choice but to live by her rules.  Still, it was disappointing, to say the least.  What he’d expected to last a few days had already stretched on to more than a month.  Who knew how much longer it would last? 
 
    “No, I sat you down because I have another problem,” she said. 
 
    “What?  I didn’t do anything…” 
 
    “Not recently,” she stated.  “The problem is that I don’t think I can get past this until we’re even.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked, a little confused. 
 
    “I mean that I want a hall pass,” Megan stated.  “I want to sleep with someone else, just like you did.” 
 
    Immediately, Carl’s masculine pride reared its ugly head.  He quickly suppressed it, though.  It was far easier than he could’ve ever expected, probably because he’d grown so used to giving her whatever she wanted.   
 
    His stomach tying itself into knots, Carl took a deep breath.  Then, he said, “I…if that’s what you think you need to do, I won’t stand in your way.  But I’d be lying if I said I was okay with it.” 
 
    “That’s the point, Carl,” she said.  “Believe me – I don’t want to do this either.  I’d have been perfectly happy living the rest of my life and never sleeping with anyone but you.  But when you did what you did…it ripped my heart out, Carl.  And I don’t think you’ll ever understand how much you hurt me until you experience the same thing.  I want you to feel what it’s like when every time you try to sleep, you imagine the person you love fucking someone else.  Otherwise, I don’t know how we’re ever going to get through all of this.” 
 
    Carl sighed.  Even though he hated it, it was a perfectly logical argument.  And besides, it wasn’t like he had much of a choice.  So, he said, “I understand.”  
 
    Inside, though, he was screaming his displeasure.  Even so, his face remained placid. 
 
    Over the next few days, they returned to their routine, but Carl couldn’t help but notice how much time his wife spent with her phone.  Doubtless, she was on various dating sites, searching for a casual hook-up.  Sometimes, she did with him sitting right next to her.   
 
    And then it happened. 
 
    “I don’t know why you’re so upset,” Megan said, slipping on her best lingerie – a lacy, black set he’d given to her as their second anniversary gift.  “You knew this was coming.”  
 
    Carl sat on the edge of the bed, just staring at the floor.  She’d finally made her move.  She was, at last, going to sleep with another man.  The only consolation, shallow as it was, was that it would finally be over, and they could get past it.   
 
    However, as much as he didn’t want to think about it, his curiosity got the better of him, and he asked, “Who is it?”  
 
    She narrowed her eyes.  “Do you really want to know?” she asked. 
 
    “Is it somebody I know?”  
 
    “It is,” she stated.   
 
    Carl’s stomach did a couple of flips, and his heart leapt into his throat.  He’d never been much of a crier, but in that moment, he couldn’t stop the tears from welling up in his eyes.  He hid it by looking away.   
 
    “Who?” he asked, dreading the answer. 
 
    “Zack,” was her response. 
 
    Carl didn’t know what to say.  Zack was one of Megan’s coworkers, the sort of guy no husband would ever trust alone with is wife.  They’d actually had a couple of arguments about the man, but Megan had always assured him that she wasn’t interested in Zack at all.  And now she had chosen him as her sexual partner.  It made Carl want to vomit. 
 
    But what was he going to do?  Megan was dead set on going through with this, and it seemed that she’d chosen Zack precisely because it would hurt him more than some anonymous guy she’d met on a dating site.  What’s more, it perfectly lined up with her reasoning for the entire thing.  She wanted to hurt him so he knew how she’d felt.  Through that pain, they could rebuild their relationship into something stronger.   
 
    Or that was how she’d explained it.  To Carl, it smacked of simple revenge.   
 
    Even so, he couldn’t exactly refuse her.  After all, he had already agreed to it.  On top of his reticence to go back on his own word, if he made a fuss, Megan would doubtless leave him.  And then, she’d sleep with the man anyway.  He’d gain nothing and lose everything.   
 
    “Fine,” he muttered. 
 
    Megan didn’t say anything else, instead opting to dress in silence.  She didn’t even bother telling him goodbye when she left on her date.  Nor did she let him know when she obviously decided to make it an all-nighter, not returning until the next morning.  In the interim, Carl didn’t sleep a wink, spending most of that time just staring at the floor and wishing he hadn’t made the biggest mistake of his life. 
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    “Oh, it was absolutely wonderful,” Carl overheard Megan say.  “All the rumors about Zack are one-hundred-percent true.  Best sex I’ve ever had, and it’s not even close.” 
 
    Carl very nearly tripped over his own feet as he walked into the kitchen, where he saw his wife on the phone, presumably with one of her friends.  She had to have known that he’d overheard her comment, but she didn’t even look ashamed.  It made Carl nauseous, just knowing that Megan had slept with someone else, but it was even worse to hear how much she’d enjoyed it.  Of course, he was keenly aware of how easily she could’ve been lying, but there was something about the way she’d said it that told him just how truthful she’d been.   
 
    And it broke him. 
 
    Over the next couple of weeks, everything continued along, just like it had before.  His diet continued, as did the exercise regimen.  However, instead of simple aerobics and calisthenics, Megan insisted on a new program that incorporated dance and yoga into the mix.  Carl felt incredibly silly doing the moves – they were obviously intended for women – but he couldn’t even begin to bring himself to object.  He’d come this far, even letting his wife sleep with another man, so he wasn’t about to let it all go to waste.   
 
    On top of that, Megan began to take a much more forceful approach in his hygiene.  Specifically, she insisted upon an entirely revamped skincare regimen that had him taking baths in scented oils and applying various lotions twice a day.  It wasn’t long before his skin began to reflect his efforts, becoming softer and smelling like flowers.   
 
    So, he hardly even considered objecting when Megan said, “You know what?  I think we need to make you an appointment for laser hair removal.  It’d be so much easier than you shaving every day, right?” 
 
    “Isn’t that permanent?” he asked, using the softer, less forceful tone of voice Megan had insisted he learn.   
 
    “Mostly, yeah,” she said.  “That’s the point, though.”  
 
    “If you think it’s for the best…” 
 
    Megan did, which is how he found himself a few days later, lying naked on table, while a hair removal technician loomed over him.  The petite woman wore pink scrubs, and was quite pretty.  She said, “Oh, you need to remove that…thing.” 
 
    Carl didn’t miss the slight smirk as she gestured to his cage.  In the hustle and bustle of heading to the hair removal clinic, he’d completely forgotten that he was wearing it.  That happened a lot, lately.   
 
    “Oh…uh…m-my wife has the key,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Of course she does,” said the woman, her smirk widening into a full-fledge smile.  “I’ll go fetch her.” 
 
    A moment later, she disappeared out the door.  A minute or two later, even before they came through the door, Carl heard Megan’s voice.  “They are so much more manageable when you keep them locked up,” she said, not bothering to modulate her voice at all.  “My little Carl hasn’t been out of his cage for more than a few minutes at a time in months.” 
 
    The door swung open, admitting the technician and Megan, the latter of whom immediately unlocked Carl’s cage and freed his manhood.   
 
    “Oh, he’s a big boy, isn’t he?” said the technician.  “Almost a shame.” 
 
    “Not really,” Megan intimated.  “He never really knew how to use it properly in the first place.  I like him much better like this.”  
 
    Inwardly, Carl cringed at being talked about like he wasn’t even there.  More, the implication that he wasn’t a good lover cut right to the very core of who he was.  In some ways, it hurt even worse than the fact that his manhood had been caged for the last couple of months.   
 
    “Do you want to stay?” asked the technician. 
 
    Megan said, “I’d better.  Do the groin first, so I can lock him back up.  Wouldn’t want him to get any ideas, right?”  
 
    The woman giggled, but she didn’t say anything before she went to work.  It was one of the more unpleasant experiences of Carl’s life, and not just because of the pain.  That was part of it, the discomfort bringing tears to his eyes.  But mostly, it was the embarrassment of having a pretty woman so dispassionately handle his manhood – and that it remained entirely limp the whole time.  There wasn’t even a twitch.  It was as if the cage had trained away his ability to get an erection.  Or maybe it was just the embarrassment of it all.  Either way, it wasn’t long before his wife replaced the cage and the technician moved on to other parts of his body. 
 
    Over the next few weeks, Carl went back to the same facility, each session either focusing on another part of his increasingly hairless body or cementing the denuding on a piece of skin that had already been lasered.  Either way, within a month, his body was entirely devoid of any body hair, which was precisely what Megan had claimed to want.   
 
    In the meantime, Megan insisted on a host of other changes.  In her mind – and according to her frequent justifications – his dalliance was predicated on low self-esteem and a dissatisfaction with his life.  To combat that, she had instituted the increasingly effective diet and exercise program, but as the weeks wore on, she took everything a step further.  Not only did his wardrobe change – necessitated by his rapid weight loss – but his entire style was revamped to include tighter, more form-fitting clothing.  Most of it was expensive, but it certainly showed off all his new, far slimmer body.   
 
    And then there was his hair.  At Megan’s insistence, Carl hadn’t had a haircut since his affair, which meant that it had grown down past his jaw.  So, to wrangle the mess, she took him to her hair stylist.  The moment he sat in that chair, he knew he was in trouble. 
 
    “So, what’re we doing here, Megan?” asked the heavyset woman with an elaborate hairstyle and inch-long nails.   
 
    “What do you suggest, Tina?” Megan asked.  “I don’t want to cut it, but we definitely need to do something.” 
 
    The woman nodded, and over the next few minutes, they went back and forth discussing Carl’s new hairstyle.  He didn’t interject his opinion, because over the previous few months, he’d learned that doing so would only anger Megan.  And that was the last thing he wanted.  So, he remained silent while the two women talked about him like he wasn’t even there.  Eventually, the settled on something, and then Tina went to work. 
 
    When she finished an hour or so later, Carl hardly recognized himself.  Certainly, his face remained the same, but the new hairstyle had definitely cast everything in a more feminine light.  His once-brown hair had been dyed blonde and arranged in a wavy bob.   
 
    “Oh, that’s just perfect!” exclaimed Megan.  “Just absolutely perfect, Tina.  You’re a genius!” 
 
    “Oh, stop,” Tina said.  “I just did what you asked for.  I think he looks very pretty.” 
 
    The two continued talking, but Carl didn’t hear them.  Instead, he focused on his own reflection, wondering all the while what was happening to him.  In that moment, it all kind of clicked together.  Megan had spent the previous few months emasculating him.  It was clear as day, now.  Clearly, it was part of his punishment.  Or maybe it was a test.  How much could he endure for the sake of their marriage?  Then and there, he resolved to do whatever it took.  After all, he’d already come so far.   
 
    After Tina gave Carl some tips on how to fix his own hair, they bought a few specialty haircare products and went home.  Once there, Megan sat him down and dropped the latest bomb on him.   
 
    “An open relationship isn’t a big deal,” she said.  “Lots of people do it.” 
 
    “B-but…but I don’t want anybody but you.” 
 
    “Sure, yeah,” she said.  “I get that.  Besides, with you cage, it’s not like you can do anything anyway.  But I have needs, Carl.  Needs you’re not equipped to meet.  The solution is an open relationship.  Rest assured it won’t mean anything but sex, though.  I can promise you that.”  
 
    Carl knew it was another test, and it was one he wasn’t going to fail.  So, he said, “Okay.  If that’s what you need, I can agree to it.  But I won’t do anything with anybody else.  You’re plenty for me.” 
 
    “That’s sweet,” she said. 
 
    The next day, she already had another date with Zack.  Carl forced himself to see the bright side, that she was getting what she needed, what he couldn’t provide.  Pointedly, he didn’t even think about the fact that the reason he couldn’t provide her with the satisfaction she needed was because of the chastity that she’d forced upon him.   
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    “This thing is just impossible!” exclaimed a frustrated Megan, who’d spent the last few minutes trying to stuff Carl’s manhood into his cage.  She’d ordered a smaller one, claiming that the he needed something a little more uncomfortable so he’d always remember what he was wearing and why it was necessary.  As had become his normal response, Carl simply went along with it.  However, the new, smaller cage wasn’t as accommodating as the old one, and getting him into it had proven to be quite the chore.   
 
    “I can’t help it,” he said.  “If I could just snap my fingers and make it fit, I would.” 
 
    Megan looked up at him, an angry glint in her eye as she said, “Would you, though?”  
 
    “Of course,” he said, his confidence born from the fact that he knew it wasn’t possible.  “I’d do anything to make you happy.” 
 
    “More like less frustrated,” she muttered, finally managing to snap everything into place.  “There!  Got it.  How does that feel?  It’s not cutting off your circulation, is it?  We wouldn’t want to have to amputate.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” Carl said.  He still had some feeling down there, not that it mattered.  Even with his beautiful wife toying with his manhood, it hadn’t even twitched.  He couldn’t help but wonder if he was even capable of an erection at this point.   
 
    “Good,” was her reply.  “But I think I might have another solution for us.  Give me a couple of days to do some research.”  
 
    That probably should’ve frightened Carl, but he couldn’t bring himself to care very much.  Whatever she forced upon him, it probably wasn’t worse than the cage.  And he’d gotten used to that, hadn’t he?  The same was true of the open relationship.  Or the diet.  The exercise.  All of it.  He felt confident that he could take whatever else came his way – after all, his marriage depended on it. 
 
    Over the previous couple of months since Megan had insisted upon the open relationship, he’d seen less and less of his wife.  Sometimes, they felt more like roommates who happened to share the same bed as opposed to husband and wife.  But at least she was still there.  When he was feeling down or frustrated, Carl comforted himself with that fact. 
 
    In addition, his body’s transformation had continued.  Though it wasn’t as dramatic as his progress over the first few months, he felt that it was somehow more impactful.  What muscle he’d managed to cultivate in his upper body had melted away, starved by a lack of protein and use.  Meanwhile, his lower half had rounded out, his thighs and bottom thickening into curves due to the nature of his exercise regimen, which had continued down the road toward outright dance.   
 
    But against all odds, he felt good.  Limber.  Healthy.  He’d even managed to find his hidden rhythm, excelling at the dance programs Megan had given him.  Often, she complimented his progress – one of the few situations where she came even close to approval.   
 
    A couple of days after Megan complained about Carl’s new cage, she came home from work with a big smile on her face.  It wasn’t so different from the one she wore after her dates with Zack, though he knew she was too professional to mix work with pleasure like that.  Certainly, they were coworkers, but he felt confident that she wouldn’t do anything with the man while they were at work.  No – something else had happened, instead.   
 
    “I found it!” she announced happily. 
 
    “Found what?” he asked, having only gotten home about an hour before, a span he’d spent doing the household chores.  Megan worked longer hours than him, so it only made sense that he would pick up the slack with the housework.  He’d even started cooking dinner each night.  Megan hadn’t insisted upon it, but he was hopeful that she’d notice that he was putting in the extra effort.  She hadn’t.  Instead, she had begun to expect it, even going so far as to get angry when he chose to order out instead. 
 
    “The solution to your big problem downstairs,” she said.  “But I’m going to we’ll need to head to a friend of mine’s lab tomorrow so she can administer it.”  
 
    “What is it?” he asked with no small measure of trepidation. 
 
    “Well, you know how your thing has always been a little too big?” she asked. 
 
    He nodded.  His penis’s size had always been a source of confidence for him.  Even going back to his school years, he’d never had to worry about being nervous in the gym showers.  Instead, he’d proudly sported his much larger than average manhood.  It was one of the reasons he’d been confident enough to even approach Megan in the first place; with his average size and unimpressive looks, he knew she was out of his league.  However, he had a leg up on most other men, which had given him the confidence to put himself out there.   
 
    But over the years, Megan had made it clear that he was a little too big, often complaining about pain during sex.  They still did it, of course – especially early on in the relationship – but as their relationship wore on, it became more and more infrequent.  And now, the only sexual contact he got was her rare consent to let him kneel between her legs and use his tongue.  Sometimes, he wondered if the chastity device didn’t serve the dual purposes of keeping him honest after the affair and dissuading him from intercourse.   
 
    “Well, according to my friend, that shouldn’t be a problem anymore,” she stated.  “We’re getting you fixed right up.” 
 
    “But what does that mean?” he asked anxiously. 
 
    “You’ll see,” was all she’d say.  Carl knew better than to ask more questions.  She wanted it to be a surprise.  And it wasn’t like he expected her to hurt him in any way.  Carl trusted his wife, and that was that.  Even if he was nervous about the whole thing.   
 
    That night, Carl barely slept as he imagined all the ways his wife could “fix” him.  Obviously, she hadn’t used the term like it was used with pets, right?  No doctor would do that to an unwilling human being, would they?  A hundred other scenarios flitted through his mind, each worse than the last, until, finally, the sun rose and forced himself out of bed so he could make breakfast for his wife.  Due to his diet, he wouldn’t eat.   
 
    A couple of hours later, they were on their way, and Carl couldn’t deny that Megan seemed excited, almost to the point of giddiness.  His own attitude veered into the realm of dread, though he would never say as much.  Not and ruin Megan’s good mood.  So, he rode in silence, staring at the passing landscape as he imagined all sorts of horrible things being done to his genitals.   
 
    Finally, they arrived at what appeared to be a non-descript office building in the style of a thousand others just like it.  All glass and steel and four-stories tall.  Megan didn’t hesitate to lead him out of the car and inside, quickly finding the elevator, which they rode to the third floor.  There, a receptionist directed them to the appropriate room.  When Carl walked in, he couldn’t help but notice the resemblance to a doctor’s office.  There was an exam table, the requisite stainless steel equipment, and an unadorned counter.  However, most of his focus was on the smiling woman in the center of the room. 
 
    She was, in a word, imposing.  Tall, with broad shoulders, short hair, and an impressive bust, she looked like she spent every waking hour in the gym.  Or wrestling unruly men into submission.  The muscles in her arms strained against the fabric of her white lab coat, and she stood with the easy confidence of someone who knew she could rip you apart in a matter of seconds.   
 
    “Megan!” the woman said, wrapping Carl’s wife in a hug.  Her voice seemed a little deeper than most women’s, though it was still in a feminine range.  “So nice to see you!  I’m glad you decided to do this.  You’re going to be more than satisfied.  I can guarantee it.” 
 
    “I hope so, Dani,” Megan said.  “It’s just gotten a little frustrating lately.”  
 
    “I understand,” the Amazon said.  “Better than most.  But this will get the ball rolling in the right direction.  You’ll see.” 
 
    Megan nodded, saying, “You don’t have to sell me anymore, Dani.  I’ve already agreed to do it.” 
 
    Dani boomed a laugh. “Suppose you have,” she said.  Then, looking at Carl, she said, “Okay, let’s get started then.  Off with your clothes.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “Can’t work on the problem if you’re wearing clothes, sweetie,” said Megan.  “Just do as Dani says.  Treat her like you would me.” 
 
    That said all Carl needed to hear, and it wasn’t long before he stood stark naked in front of the two women.  Except for his cage, of course.  Dani ordered him up onto the examination table, and soon, she had his legs spread wide.   
 
    “At least he’s shaved,” the woman said.  “Can’t abide a hairy boy.” 
 
    “Laser hair removal, actually,” Megan stated, handing Dani the key to his cage.  “Seemed easier.” 
 
    Dani shrugged.  “I find that the act of shaving helps keep them in line,” the woman said, unlocking the cage and removing it.  “But that’s the beauty of this world, right?  Everyone has their own preferences.  Oh, that’s a nasty thing, isn’t it?  So big.” 
 
    Carl blushed at the assessment of his manhood.  Didn’t women like men with big penises?  He thought so.  That was what everything he’d ever heard told him.  But maybe he was wrong. 
 
    “It’s always been a problem,” Megan said. 
 
    “Not for long,” was Dani’s response.   
 
    A second later, the woman had retrieved a tube of some sort of gel, which she began to liberally smear all over his genitals.  It wasn’t long before everything, including his scrotum and his penis, was entirely covered by the stuff.   
 
    “Alright,” Dani announced, ripping off her latex gloves and tossing them into the trash.  “Now, we just have to wait for an hour.  After that, you’ll need to repeat the application every day for the next week, and then it’ll start to work.”  Then, the woman held up a finger. “Oh, almost forgot – the pills.”  
 
    She opened up one of the drawers and retrieved a huge bottle of pills, which she handed to Megan, adding, “Three of those, three times a day for the next two weeks.  I’ll give you a prescription for the other stuff.” 
 
    Nine pills a day?  That seemed excessive to Carl, but he didn’t know how much input he had.  After all, they’d already started the process of whatever it was they had in store.  Even if he wanted to object, he didn’t know if it was even possible now.  So, he kept his mouth shut as the women made idle chit-chat.  To Carl’s humiliation, Megan even told Dani about her relationship with Zack. 
 
    “He definitely knows how to please a woman,” she said. 
 
    Dani laughed.  “You know I’m not really interested in that kind of thing, but you’ve almost got me convinced to make an exception,” she said.   
 
    Meanwhile, with his legs spread and his genitals covered in the nameless gel, Carl could only stare at the floor in abject humiliation.  Finally, the requisite hour passed and Dani announced that they could remove the gel.  From there, he was directed into an adjacent bathroom, where he was allowed to wash the stuff off.  A few minutes later, he was back in his cage and getting dressed.   
 
    Dani and his wife said their goodbyes before the former gave Megan a list of instructions, a few tubes of the gel, and a prescription for the second half of the treatment, which would come from the local pharmacy.  Carl didn’t dare ask any questions, instead choosing to remain silent.  Anything else would doubtless draw Megan’s ire, which was the opposite of what he wanted. 
 
    The drive home was marked by a lack of conversation and a stop by the pharmacy, where they picked up a bag of pills.  When they did, the woman behind the counter gave Carl a knowing look, though he had no idea what it was for.  Finally, they made it home, where Megan immediately laid out his pill schedule.   
 
    In addition to the three pills, three times a day that accompanied the gel, he would be taking two other kinds of pills, twice a day, and donning a curious patch that Megan slapped onto his upper arm.  He didn’t know what any of the medications were supposed to do – in fact, Megan ripped the labels off as soon as they got home – but he didn’t care.  Megan seemed to be in a better mood than ever, which was all that really mattered.   
 
    Over the next two weeks, Carl got an answer to at least one of his questions when he noticed that his manhood was shrinking, and not just a little bit.  After only five days, he noticed that he had almost an inch’s worth of room in his cage.  Three days after that, it was two inches.  And finally, after two weeks, his penis was down to a shadow of its former self.  If it was more than an inch long, he would’ve been surprised.   
 
    Megan was predictably ecstatic, and though the shrinkage filled him with dread, Carl put on a brave face.  He kept telling himself that it didn’t matter.  He wasn’t using his manhood anyway.  And if this was what it took for Megan to feel more comfortable, then he’d make that sacrifice.  Of course, he also told himself that if he could be shrunk, then he could also grow back to his normal size.  It only made sense. 
 
    Either way, the most prevalent thought he experienced was one where he kept thinking that perhaps this was the last step before they got their marriage back to normal. 
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    “Oh, I love it,” said Megan, kneeling between Carl’s legs.  She flicked his tiny nub of a penis, adding, “It’s so damned cute!” 
 
    Carl couldn’t agree with her assessment, so he remained silent while she continued to toy with his manhood.  The only thing he could think was that at least he was done with those damned chastity cages, the smallest one available still being far too big to accommodate his shrunken manhood.  So, at least he didn’t have to worry about that.   
 
    It had been almost a month since the shrinkage, and in that time, Carl had begun to adjust.  It was more than just the loss of confidence associated with his humiliatingly tiny penis, though that was still quite prevalent.  In addition to that, though, there were more practical concerns.  Like the fact that he had to sit down to go to the bathroom, now.  Or how loose his briefs, which were made for men with at least something appropriately sized down there, were.  But the most impactful change was certainly his attitude, especially at work. 
 
    Before, he’d been a good, confident worker.  But now?  He was constantly on edge and his lack of confidence was definitely on display.  Part of it was that he was terrified that someone would discover his hidden shame; after all, men and women alike weren’t kind to those unfortunate few who were poorly endowed.  And given that his manhood could technically be called a micro-penis, he certainly qualified for that label.  As a result, he became less inclined to speak up for himself or his work, which in turn, let his coworkers run roughshod over him.  In short, he became the office doormat.   
 
    But it was more than just the destruction of his confidence, though.  The graceful moves of his exercise program had changed his mannerisms, and that, coupled with his higher-pitched voice, gave him a certain reputation at work – one which he definitely didn’t want to explore too deeply.   
 
    And finally, there were the changes he continued to experience with his body.  It was difficult to quite pin down what, exactly, was different, but he knew that his now-slim body was softer than it ever had been before. 
 
    “Oh, before I forget – I got you something,” Megan said, standing up.  Looking at her, Carl couldn’t help but wonder if she actually outweighed him, now.  She was certainly more muscular.   
 
    “What?” he asked, brushing his lengthening hair out of his eyes.  Even though it had gotten a few inches longer, he’d gotten quite good at arranging it in an attractive way.  Even so, he wasn’t quite used to seeing himself as a blonde – not that there was much of a choice in the matter.  Megan liked it, so that was that. 
 
    Megan held up a finger, saying, “Just wait a second.  I’ll get it.” 
 
    Carl sat naked on the bed, waiting for a minute or two before Megan returned with a pink bag emblazoned with the logo of a very popular lingerie store.  Carl’s heart nearly stopped when Megan retrieved a pair of panties from inside and handed them to him.   
 
    “You were complaining about your old underwear, right?  Well this is a perfect solution!” she said.   
 
    “B-but…but they’re made for women,” he said, holding up the offending garment.  They weren’t overtly lacy, but they’d clearly been cut for a woman – nothing said that more than the thong back.   
 
    “Oh, don’t be so conservative,” Megan said.  “Lots of men wear sexy underwear.”  
 
    “No they don’t.” 
 
    “And you would know?  Do you study men’s underwear a lot?” she asked. 
 
    “What?  No,” he said.  “Of course not.  It’s just…” 
 
    “Look – I think you’ll be sexy in these,” she stated, thrusting the bag into his hands.  Carl looked inside and saw a pile of panties.  “And they’re a gift.” 
 
    Carl knew what that meant.  Once, he’d made the mistake of putting a shirt she’d bought for him as a gift into the back of the closet and forgetting about it.  A few months later, Megan had found it with the tags still attached, and she’d lit into him about his lack of appreciation.  From that moment on, he’d made a point to use any gift she gave him, lest it start a fight.  And since he was still on thin ice from the affair, he didn’t dare violate that unspoken rule.   
 
    “T-thank you,” he said.  “I love them.” 
 
    They both knew it was a lie, but Megan chose to ignore it.  After all, she knew he’d wear the panties.  “Great,” she said.  “Then I’ll throw away all your old underwear that don’t fit anymore.  In fact, I think it’s high time we reassess your whole wardrobe, don’t you think?  Your work clothes at least.” 
 
    “My clothes are fine.” 
 
    “If you don’t cinch your belt all the way, the pants you wear to work will literally fall down,” she stated.  “The front of your pants get all bunched up.  And your shirts aren’t any better, either.  It looks like you’re wearing someone else’s clothes.” 
 
    He knew it was a battle he wouldn’t win, so he said, “Fine.  We’ll shop for some clothes.” 
 
    “We?  You don’t need to worry your pretty little head about it,” she said.  “I’ll just get some measurements, and we’ll get everything ordered online.  That way, you don’t have to spend an entire day shopping, which I know how much you hate.” 
 
    Carl almost groaned.  While he did hate shopping, the panties proved that Megan’s taste didn’t quite line up with his own.  If he gave her leave to buy his clothes, there was no telling what he’d end up wearing.  But then again, he didn’t know if it was a hill he was willing to die on.  One day, he might feel comfortable disagreeing with his wife, but he knew she was still raw about the affair.  It was safer to just go with whatever she wanted, even if it ended up with him looking ridiculous. 
 
    “Fine,” he said. 
 
    Over the next couple of hours, Megan took every measurement of his body that was humanly possible.  Waist.  Hips.  Chest.  Inseam.  Everything.  And then, she sat down at her computer and started shopping.  To his horror, none of his measurements matched up with the clothing from any of the men’s sites, so she’d been forced to adapt to the issue by selecting options from women’s sections.  However, she’d insisted that they were all unisex and androgynous – it was just that his dimensions more closely aligned with that of a woman.  A horrifying thought, but not one he could really argue with, considering that she was using the empirical evidence of the measuring tape. 
 
    After that, they only had to wait a few days for the new wardrobe to arrive.  It didn’t happen all at once, given that everything came from different places, but within a week, Carl found himself with a much better-fitting, far more colorful set of clothing.   
 
    His work suits were fitted to the point where they showed off the transformation of his body to great effect, the slacks hugging his rounded bottom and cinching tight around his narrow waist.  On top of that, his new shirts – which Megan called blouses – were often fitted as well, and they displayed a wide variety of colors, from pinks to light blues to yellows, and every color in between. 
 
    Carl wasn’t blind, though.  Nor was he stupid.  He saw precisely how feminine he looked, especially with his near-shoulder-length blonde hair.  But this was what Megan wanted, wasn’t it?  Perhaps his opinion was skewed.  Maybe he didn’t look quite as womanly as he thought he did.   
 
    That hope was dashed the moment he reported to work wearing one of his new, fitted suits and a pink blouse.  Everyone in the office stared at him, and not in a good way.  So, he couldn’t get to his office quickly enough.  That first day was a horror show, and he was the unwitting star, but in the weeks that followed, his coworkers’ stares faded as they became accustomed to his new style.   
 
    Even so, Carl’s anxiety didn’t wane.  How could it?  His only solace came from the fact that, from the moment she threw away his old clothes, Megan’s mood seemed to improve dramatically.  Perhaps it was the final step toward getting their marriage back on track.  Or maybe he was just telling himself that so he could make it through another day. 
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    Carl looked at himself in the mirror, and though his appearance wasn’t unfamiliar, he really didn’t recognize the person staring back at him.  It had been almost four months since he’d undergone the procedure that had shrunk his manhood down to nothing, and in that time, his body had continued to change.  And looking at himself, he couldn’t deny the sheer femininity of his form. 
 
    He'd never been a particularly muscular or masculine man, but whatever he’d once possessed had faded away, replaced by curves, soft skin, and slim limbs.  If it weren’t for the nub of his penis between his legs, Carl knew he would’ve looked like a teenaged girl.  Especially since he’d begun to grow breasts.   
 
    His hand went to his chest, almost as if to verify what he’d been seeing in the mirror for the past couple of weeks.  They weren’t big or anything.  Not like a real woman’s yet.  Instead, they were clearly immature versions that would barely qualify for an A-Cup.   In fact, he might not have even noticed them if it weren’t for his inordinately swollen nipples.  Or his breasts’ sensitivity.   
 
    Only a few months, and already, his body was unrecognizable.  What other changes would the coming months bring? 
 
    For the first time in a long time, Carl considered disobedience.  He wasn’t certain if Megan had set out to change him so thoroughly, but what he did know was that he didn’t like it.  And he desperately wanted to stop the transformation.  But was he willing to give up his marriage for that?  He still considered his relationship salvageable, even after all this time.  But when Megan was finally satisfied that he’d paid the price, would he still be male?  Did it really matter, so long as he was with her? 
 
    As he stared at his changed and changing body, that final question hung in his mind.  A few minutes later, when Megan called his name, he still hadn’t come up with an answer.   
 
    “Coming,” he called back before slipping on his panties.  They were skimpier and lacier than usual, another gift from Megan.  But even with that, his manhood hardly even made a bump in the smooth fabric.  Such a far cry from the member he’d once been so proud of, he thought, shaking his head. 
 
    He stepped out of the bathroom to see Megan sitting on their bed.  Naked but for a pair of black boy shorts, she looked quite fetching.  Predictably, Carl’s manhood didn’t even twitch at the sight.  He was used to it, though.  He wasn’t even sure if he could achieve an erection anymore, much less actually use the tiny thing between his legs.  It simply wasn’t equipped for penetration. 
 
    Beside Megan sat a box, and though Carl was curious about its contents, he couldn’t help but feel a palpable sense of wariness.  Rare was the occasion when Megan brought something to the bedroom that didn’t cut a little piece of his masculinity away.   
 
    “What’s in the box?” he asked, his voice finally achieving the soft, high-pitched register Megan insisted upon.  It had taken quite a lot of time, most of it spent watching videos online and doing vocal exercises, but he could push his voice into the proper pitch.  He knew he sounded like a high school cheerleader, but he’d grown so accustomed to using the voice that he barely even noticed it anymore.   
 
    “A marital aid,” she said, grinning broadly.  It was her go-to answer when she was about to introduce something non-negotiable to his life.  “I think you’re going to like it.”  
 
    When he didn’t respond, she opened the box to reveal a leather harness-like apparatus, attached to which was a realistic dildo.  Flesh-colored and complete with all the proper pieces, it didn’t look so different from the penis he’d once possessed.  Not as big, perhaps, but that wasn’t surprising. 
 
    “W-what is that?”  
 
    “What does it look like?  It’s a strap-on,” she said.  “Look – I know we haven’t had the best sex life lately, and I think this could help us out.” 
 
    “You want me to wear that thing?” was his blurted question. 
 
    Megan laughed.  “No, silly!” she said.  “I’m going to wear it!”  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Look – I’ve been doing a lot of research,” she said.  “And everything I’ve read says that a man’s most sensitive spot is his prostate.  It’s supposed to be even more sensitive than his penis.  The only reason most men never figure that out is because of toxic masculinity.” 
 
    “You want to use that…on me?” he asked, a little dumbfounded.  He’d come to accept his femininity, but this was taking things a little too far.  “I’m not gay.” 
 
    “Of course you’re not,” she said.  “And this wouldn’t change that.  If anything, it means that you’re more secure in your own manhood.  I mean, that response is precisely what I was talking about, Carl.  Enjoying that part of your anatomy doesn’t make you gay.  I know you know that.” 
 
    Carl didn’t know how to respond, but in that moment, whatever was left of his manhood asserted itself.  “I don’t want to do it,” he said.  “I’m not doing it.” 
 
    Megan’s face stilled.  “Oh,” she said, putting the toy away.  She didn’t say anything as she rose from the bed and went into the closet.  A few seconds later, she was dragging her suitcase into the room.   
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Leaving.” 
 
    “What?  Why?” he asked.  “I have every right to refuse something that makes me uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Of course you do,” she said.  “But the fact that you let that unjustified discomfort rule you shows me that you’re not worth staying with.  I don’t want to remain married to a man who’s so caught up in his own insecurities that he won’t even try something he’ll doubtless enjoy, just because of what he thinks it’ll say about his masculinity.  I don’t want to be married to a caveman, Carl.”  
 
    Carl watched as Megan started packing her things.  It was the first time he’d gone against her wishes in almost a year, and he knew she was serious.  It was the culmination of all his worst fears.  Not only had everything he’d done so far been for nothing, but he’d be stranded in this life alone.  The mere thought made him want to vomit. 
 
    “N-no,” he said, mustering his willpower to shove his raging discomfort aside.  “I…I’ll do it, Megan.  I don’t know why I was so scared, but I…I’ll do it.”  
 
    “It’s not about the strap-on, Carl,” she said.  “This is about you and your inability to change.  I knew it was all an act.  You’re still the same asshole who cheated on me, aren’t you?  You’ve just been biding your time until you got comfortable.  Well, I’m onto you, now.” 
 
    “P-please,” he mumbled.  “Don’t leave me.” 
 
    She stopped packing.  After a few seconds, she looked up and into his eyes.  “No more complaints,” she said.  “No more objections.  If I tell you to do something, you do it.  I don’t care if every instinct you have tells you not to, I need you to trust that I have your best interests in mind.  Complete obedience or nothing, Carl.  I won’t settle for anything less.” 
 
    That was a step further than the previous arrangement.  Or maybe it wasn’t, and she’d just removed any pretension that it was anything else.  Either way, the rules were clear.  If he wanted to maintain his marriage, it would cost his free will – at least so far as Megan was concerned.  But was that really any different than the life he’d been living since his fateful mistake?  No.  He’d let her run his life for almost a year already.  The only difference was that now, it wouldn’t just be a hint.  It would be overt. 
 
    Carl could accept that. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, nodding.  “Complete obedience.  I trust you.” 
 
    “Good,” she said, pushing the suitcase aside.  Then, she retrieved the strap-on dildo and said, “Now, help me put this on.” 
 
    For the next few minutes, Carl did just that.  His hands shook the whole time, but he didn’t dare pull away.  Not after his declaration, at least.  Megan was in charge, and she wanted to introduce the strap-on into their sex life.  And he was in no position to argue.  However, he did hope that it would be a one-time thing, that she would deem it unnecessary.  Or maybe she wouldn’t like it.  Either would be fine with him. 
 
    Of course, he’d have to get through the first time before that could come to pass.  So, he braced himself for the pain and humiliation he knew was on its way. 
 
    “Let’s start off with a little foreplay,” Megan said, gripping the freshly strapped-on dildo at its base.  It looked entirely intimidating.  “Show me your blowjob skills.”  
 
    Carl didn’t like being reminded of the thing’s phallic nature, but then again, how could he forget?  The dildo was as lifelike as they come, after all.  In any case, he knelt on the bed and wrapped his lips around the latex head.  Even as he bobbed his head up and down, he tried to pretend he was somewhere else, that he wasn’t sucking a faux penis.  It didn’t work, especially because Megan kept muttering, “That’s it.  Suck that cock, baby.” 
 
    It was the most humiliating experience of Carl’s life, but he persisted, not least because he’d already committed to complete obedience.  Anything less, and Megan would leave.  She’d already proved as much.  So, when she told him to stop and turn around, he didn’t even consider disobeying. 
 
    “We’re going to take this slow,” Megan said, her hand on one of his cheeks.  She gripped it, squeezing his flesh before giving his bottom a light slap.  “Just relax.  It’ll feel good.  Not at first.  No – it’s going to hurt at first.  But then it’ll feel good.  I promise.  Just trust me.” 
 
    Carl wanted to.  He needed to.  And more than anything, he’d already committed.  He was in her hands, and there was nothing he could do about it.  Even so, Carl couldn’t stop himself from flinching away when she slid a finger inside of him.  It went easily.  Too easily.  He looked back and saw that she held a bottle of lubricant in one hand.   
 
    “Relax,” she encouraged, her voice soothing.  Carl tried to. 
 
    For a few minutes, Megan worked her finger in and out of him, and he had to admit that it wasn’t altogether unpleasant.  It was skating along the edge of pleasure, but it hadn’t quite crossed into that realm.  After a while, one finger became two, then that became three.  True to her word, Megan went slow, making certain that he’d acclimated before she took the next step.   
 
    Still, when she finally positioned herself behind him and started pushing the dildo into his ass, Carl had to bite his lip so he didn’t scream in pain.  It felt like the thing was a mile wide and was about to rip him in two.  Tears flowed down his cheeks as he buried his face in a nearby pillow, but Megan kept pushing.  One inch.  Then two.  Three inches.  He wanted to tell her to stop, but he was afraid of how she’d react.  So he bore the pain with as much stoicism as he could possibly muster.  Soon, he felt her hips against his bottom; the dreadful thing had completely impaled him.   
 
    “There,” she cooed.  “That wasn’t so bad, was it?  I’m going to leave it here for a second so you get used to it, okay?” 
 
    “Mmhmm.” 
 
    It was all he could manage.  If he tried to articulate an actual word, it would’ve come out as a scream.  And he didn’t trust himself not to say something he would immediately regret.   
 
    After a few seconds – or maybe it was an eternity – Megan began to pull out.  She went slow, and Carl could feel every inch of the thing, right down to the veins or the bulbous head.  It was agony.   
 
    But was it getting better?  Or had he simply become acclimated to the pain?  Carl had no idea, but he welcomed it either way.   
 
    The second thrust went a bit faster, and it passed with a little less pain.  It was still agonizing, but it wasn’t quite as sharp as the previous one.  The third was better still.  It wasn’t until the fifth or sixth thrust that the agony graduated to simple pain, and by the tenth, the pain had been downgraded to discomfort.  By the fifteenth, it had faded altogether, replaced by something else.  Something troubling.  Something very nearly amazing. 
 
    Faster and faster, Megan went, slamming that dildo into his ass.  With the culmination of each thrust, he felt a spark of pleasure that began to permeate his very being.  It was like someone was pushing his own personal pleasure button, one thrust after another.  It wasn’t long before he was pushing back, before he was trying to get it deeper, so Megan could press that button a little harder.  His sobs became moans, and those, in turn, became cries for her to go harder.  Faster.  For her to give him “that big dick”. 
 
    Megan complied, slapping his jiggling ass as she went.   
 
    Then, the stream of pleasure changed.  It began to build up.  Instinctively, Carl knew something monumental was coming.  He could only hope that Megan felt it, too, that she wouldn’t stop thrusting.  It built and it built, like an inflating balloon of sheer pleasure, until, finally, he could hold no more.  It burst. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he cried as a wave of ecstasy washed over him.  His toes curled.  He clutched at the sheets.  Every muscle contracted as a moan escaped from between his lips.  His bottom spasmed around the dildo as the orgasm swept through him.  Wave after wave of pleasure crashed down upon him, enough that he could scarcely breathe. 
 
    Then, it began to subside, soon giving way to aftershocks.   
 
    Megan leaned in, her cock still buried in his ass as she whispered, “See?  I told you you’d like it.” 
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    “No complaints or objections?” asked Megan. 
 
    Carl knew it was a trap, so he didn’t dare answer with anything other than, “No.  It’s fine.  It makes perfect sense.” 
 
    “Good,” Megan said.  “Then let’s get your stuff moved into the guest room before Zack gets here.”  
 
    Carl was dying inside, but he kept it there.  Instead, he followed Megan into their room and began the process of moving his clothes and other possessions into the guest room.  While he did so, he was taken aback by how much his wardrobe had grown.  Not only were there plenty panties and perfectly fitted suits, but he’d also picked up quite a few sexier outfits and lingerie sets.  Megan hadn’t insisted he start wearing bras yet, but he knew it wasn’t far away, especially with how much his breasts had grown.  They still weren’t quite a B-Cup, but he knew it was only a matter of time.   
 
    It took a couple of hours, but eventually, they got Carl settled into his new room.  Megan’s insistence that he move did make sense, after a fashion.  Certainly, they were still married, but their relationship had definitely changed over the previous months.  Ever since his introduction to the strap-on, Megan had stopped treating him like a husband.  Instead, he was treated like a roommate – or a housekeeper – she would sometimes fuck.   
 
    To Carl’s surprise, though, their lovemaking sessions weren’t very common.  Or perhaps it was his disappointment.  Either way, he was often left wanting, which was why she’d insisted on getting him his very own sex toy.  He was ashamed of how much use it got, but he just couldn’t help himself.  It was practically an addiction, and it dominated his thoughts at all hours of the day.   
 
    On top of the alteration in their relationship, the move was prompted by the fact that Megan wanted to get a little more serious with Zack.  She didn’t call it exclusivity, but it was clear that their relationship had taken the next step.  So, to commemorate that, Megan wanted to start inviting him over.  Of course, Carl objected – at least on the inside – but he knew better than to voice his concerns.  Besides, if Zack filled that role, who was he to complain? 
 
    Once they’d moved Carl’s things into his new room, Megan got on the phone and asked Zack to come over.  Predictably, it went about as well as Carl had feared.  It wasn’t the first time he’d met the man, but it was still incredibly humiliating to greet his wife’s boyfriend – more so because of the way Zack looked at him.   
 
    It was a mixture of pity and disdain.  And maybe something else.  Something Carl had begun to notice the more feminine he became.  It wasn’t out-and-out attraction, probably due to the fact that he still had some masculine features, but there was a hint of that in there.  Or perhaps it was just curiosity.   
 
    Exacerbating Carl’s embarrassment was the way Zack groped Megan.  And she took it, giggling like a schoolgirl.  It was such a change from the forceful woman he knew, and he hardly knew how to deal with it.   
 
    On the one hand Carl was very thankful that he didn’t have to see it for long before the two retreated into the bedroom.  But on the other, he knew what was happening in there.  Even if he didn’t the noises drifting through the house would’ve confirmed it.   
 
    Carl retreated into his bedroom where he put on his headphones and tried to watch television on his laptop.  Even with the headphones on, he heard them.  But all the while, he kept telling himself that it was a good thing.  Zack was filling the role that he couldn’t.   
 
    But buried somewhere deep inside him, he knew it was merely a justification.   
 
    In any case, Carl quickly became accustomed to Zack’s nightly visits.  It was three weeks later when Megan cornered him and said, “I think we need to make another change.  I feel sure you won’t like it initially, but I want you to know that this is for your own good.” 
 
    Carl could only nod and follow Megan to the car.  Once they were both inside, she drove them to the prosthetics company where she worked, and a few minutes later, they were in her office.   
 
    “You know what we do here, right?” she said once they were both seated. 
 
    Carl nodded.  “You make prosthetic limbs for people,” he stated. 
 
    “That’s what my department does, sure,” she agreed.  “However, there’s another department here that’s on the cutting edge of its industry.  I’ve called in a couple of favors and had one of my friends work something up for me.  But I can’t implement it until I get your written consent.” 
 
    With that, she slid a sheaf of papers across her desk to him.  He looked at it and said, “What do you want to do to me?”  
 
    “Not to you,” she said.  “For you.” 
 
    “Okay?” 
 
    “To put it bluntly, my friend works in the department that creates artificial skin grafts,” she said.  “They’re made with nano technology that creates a nearly perfect mimicry of human skin.”  
 
    “I don’t need a skin graft, though.” 
 
    “Right,” she said, smiling.  “That’s where the favor came in.  But truthfully, I think my friend only did it because it interested her.  Either way, what we want to do is give you an artificial vagina.” 
 
    “W-what?” Carl blurted, shocked. 
 
    “Okay, so I see that you’re alarmed,” she said, holding up her hands.  “The first thing I want you to know is that you have a choice here.  You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to.”  
 
    Carl knew a trap when he saw one, but he didn’t say anything.  Instead, he let Megan continue. 
 
    “Second, this is all completely reversible,” she said.  “They call it semi-permanent.  So long as you don’t anything to the graft, it’ll stay.  It doesn’t decay or anything, and it keeps everything underneath in perfect condition.  If I’m honest, I’m not completely sure how it works, but I’ve seen the results myself.” 
 
    “But why?” he asked.  “I’m a man.” 
 
    “Sure,” Megan replied.  “That’s true enough.  However, I know precisely how insecure you are about how much your body has changed lately, and I think this would help you to grow out of that.  If you don’t have to cling to some outdated idea of manhood, you won’t be embarrassed that you can’t live up to it.” 
 
    In a twisted way, that made some kind of sense.  However, Carl hadn’t forgotten that the transformations she referred to had been instituted by Megan herself.  Before, he hadn’t been insecure, had he?   
 
    “I think your whole affair – and your unhappiness – stemmed from that same insecurity,” she said.  “You’ve made a lot of progress, and I still have high hopes that you can get through this and come out the other side as a better man.” 
 
    Left unsaid was that if he didn’t do it, she’d leave him.  Maybe it was a false assumption on his part, but it was well-founded in his experiences over the last year-and-a-half.  And even after everything, Carl knew he couldn’t risk it. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, grabbing a pen.  “I trust you.” 
 
    As soon as he signed the paper, Megan adopted a huge grin as she clapped excitedly.  Once she’d collected the contracts, she filed them away before leading him to another part of the facility.  Soon, Carl found himself meeting another one of her friends – a short, dumpy woman with closely-cropped pink hair.  If Megan hadn’t introduced her as “Amy”, he might’ve even assumed she was a man.   
 
    “Alright, doll,” Amy said.  “Let’s give you an improvement.  Strip down so we can scan you.” 
 
    Carl didn’t hesitate, and before long, he was standing in the laboratory with his feminized body on full display.  Amy gave him a once-over before saying, “Not bad, Meg.  Not bad at all.  Didn’t think you had this in you.” 
 
    Carl remained motionless as Amy positioned herself in front of a keyboard where she typed in some instructions.  A moment later, a machine descended from the ceiling.  It was shaped like a donut, with Carl in the middle, and over the next few minutes, it rotated around him, periodically flashing lights.   
 
    After that was finished, Amy led him to what looked like a gynecological chair, complete with stirrups so that his legs were held wide open.  Once there, she used a handheld scanner to map the topography of his groin.  He lost track of time as she made certain to input every square centimeter of his manhood.   
 
    “So, here’s how things are going to work,” she said, standing up.  “You can close your legs now, doll.  That’s a good girl.  Over the next couple of hours, the 3-D printer is going to build your new vagina out of Nu-Skin.  It’s an artificial skin replacement infused with nano-bots.”  
 
    “Like latex or something?”  
 
    “No,” she said.  “For all intents and purposes, it’ll be normal skin.  You’ll even be able to feel through it.”  
 
    “H-how?” 
 
    “A complex mesh of nano-bots that take input in from the surface and translate it to the nerves in your natural skin,” she said.  “Beneath that will be your boy parts.  Small as they are, it shouldn’t cause any problems, and you should be able to urinate like normal.  Well, like a woman, at least.  You should get used to sitting is what I’m saying.”  
 
    “O-okay…” 
 
    “Sadly, penetration beyond an inch or so won’t be possible,” she said.  “And even that won’t really be all that pleasurable.  You can rub yourself, which will translate that feeling to your penis, but from what Meg tells me, you’re not into that kind of thing anyway.”  
 
    “And if I choose to…you know…take it off?”  
 
    “You can come in here and we’ll take care of it,” she said.  “Just a deactivation of the nano-bots, and you’re back to this.”  She said the last while gesturing disdainfully at his still-exposed groin.  “Not sure why you’d want that, though.  The vagina is far superior.  But to each her own, I suppose.”  
 
    After that, Megan asked a few questions, but Carl barely heard the two women as they discussed the drastic change to his anatomy.  With a vagina, would he then be considered a woman?  Was he already there, given the shape of his body?  He didn’t know, but those questions occupied his mind until Amy finally announced that the prosthetic should be ready.  After that, she dipped into another room only to emerge a moment later with what appeared to be the front part of a bikini bottom made of human skin.   
 
    “Open those legs back up,” Amy said.  Carl complied, and soon, she’d placed the prosthetic onto his groin.  “It’ll reposition itself appropriately.  It might sting a bit here and there, but once everything’s sorted, you won’t even feel your other parts.” 
 
    True to her prediction, it felt like someone was jabbing his groin with a thousand tiny needles, but it wasn’t an overwhelming pain.  More of a discomfort, really.  And it only lasted for a couple of minutes before it faded.  When he looked down, his nub of a penis was gone.  In its place was a vagina. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Amy said.  “Touch it.”  
 
    Carl’s hands crept between his legs, and to his surprise, he could feel everything.  It was uncanny and disconcerting, and it brought tears to his eyes.   
 
    “See?  She’s so happy she’s crying,” said Amy.  “Welcome to womanhood, doll.” 
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    It took Carl quite some time before he got used to his new anatomy.  Even though it was entirely fake, it was completely seamless.  No matter how he looked at it, he couldn’t see the difference between the prosthetic and the real thing.  Even Megan thought it was perfect, though that shouldn’t have been surprising, given that she was the driving force behind it. 
 
    “I think you should think about officially changing your name and gender,” she said, interrupting his thoughts one evening.  It was a rare occasion when Zack wouldn’t be coming over, and Carl had taken the opportunity to cook one of Megan’s favorite meals.   
 
    “W-what?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, c’mon,” she said.  “Don’t look at me like that.  We both know you’re further along in your transition than most actual transgender women.  If you don’t do it soon, people are going to start asking questions.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like why is that cute girl called Carl,” she suggested.  “Also, you need to start wearing at least a little makeup.”  
 
    “Is that what you want, though?” he asked, sincerely curious.  By this point, he was resigned to doing whatever she told him to do, but he still wasn’t sure what her endgame was.  Perhaps she simply wanted a wife instead of a husband.  Certainly, he qualified as such, now. 
 
    “I think it would make things easier,” she stated.  “I’ll even fill out all the paperwork for you, so all you need to do is go downtown to the government building and submit it.” 
 
    With that, the issue was settled, and the next day, Carl ended up in the appropriate governmental office, where he filed the paperwork.  The clerk read it over, then looked at him with a bit of a question on her face.  “Candy?” she asked.  “That really the name you want?” 
 
    Carl swallowed hard.  “Yes, ma’am,” he said.   
 
    The woman shrugged, then said, “Whatever.  It’s your name.” 
 
    And with that, Carl became Candy.   
 
    Curiously, it didn’t really affect her life very much, save for the fact that Megan insisted upon calling her by her new name.  So did Zack, which somehow cut a lot deeper – especially when he started walking around the house naked after he and Megan did the deed.  Never had Candy felt more inadequate in her life than when she was faced with a naked, well-hung, and sweaty Zack. 
 
    But she pushed through it because she didn’t have much of a choice in the matter.  After all, she’d just legally solidified her new gender and identity, so she wasn’t in any position to assert her place as Megan’s husband.   
 
    So it went for the next few weeks, and she even came out at work.  Just to the human resources department, of course.  Anything more would’ve been too much.  In any case, it wasn’t like her colleagues didn’t already know.  She’d overheard more than a couple of conversations dubbing her the office sissy.   
 
    However, the other shoe dropped when she was summoned into her boss’s office a little more than a month after she’d changed her name and gender.   
 
    “Close the door behind you,” said Pete, her direct superior.  Once, they’d been on friendly terms, and Candy had even considered the older man something of a mentor.  However, their friendship, such as it was, had petered out with every step Candy had taken into femininity, disappearing altogether when she’d first changed her wardrobe.  Now, the man looked at her with a mixture of pity and poorly-disguised disgust.   
 
    Candy did as he asked, then took the seat across the desk from him.  After that, she asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    Pete shook his head.  “It’s come to my attention that your performance has steadily declined over the past eighteen months,” he said.  “It’s fallen to new lows in the last two months.” 
 
    “W-what?” she asked.  She knew she’d been working a little more slowly, but that was only because she had a lot on her mind.  Even then, she’d managed to hit her milestones as consistently as anyone else in the office.   
 
    Pete opened a manila file folder, then retrieved a couple of pieces of paper, which he turned around and slid across the desk to Candy.  Both displayed graphs depicting Candy’s declining efficiency – documented proof that she was one of the worst performers in her department.  Seeing it displayed so candidly, she was forced to acknowledge that it was far worse than she’d ever thought.   
 
    Not that she cared much about her job.  She’d never even liked accounting, but it was a means to an end that allowed her to live the life she wanted to live.  Or at least that’s what she told herself.  In reality, her income was almost entirely superfluous next to Megan’s, but her masculine pride had pushed that information to the side.   
 
    Pete said, “I’m sorry, Carl – oh, it’s Candy now, right?  Sorry,” he said, looking a little awkward.  “But in light of this performance review, the company has been forced to reevaluate your continued employment.”  
 
    “What?  What does that mean?” 
 
    He sighed.  “It means we’re letting you go,” he stated.  Then, he retrieved another sheaf of papers from the folder before saying, “This is a generous severance package.  However, to get this, you have to sign a few forms.” 
 
    The first was, predictably, a non-disclosure agreement.  The accounting firm handled some high-profile clients, so it only made sense that they wouldn’t want their financial situation bandied about.  The second was an agreement not to sue the company for wrongful termination, likely tied to the fact that Candy was technically transgender now.  Firing a minority of any stripe was a corporate minefield that any company would want to avoid, even if the termination was entirely valid.  Which, given that they had empirical proof of Candy’s professional inadequacy, was precisely the case here.   
 
    Finally, Candy looked at the last contract, which was the severance package itself.  Eighteen months’ worth of salary just to fire her.  It was more than generous.   
 
    Candy knew she didn’t have much choice in the matter.  Either way, she was going to be out of a job, and despite the unfortunate timing, she knew that suing the company for wrongful termination was still a wildcard.  It could easily go either way.  But that eighteen months of salary was guaranteed. 
 
    She signed it without further thought.  Then, Pete awkwardly shook her hand and she was escorted by security to her desk, where she gathered her things.  Everyone in the office watched the whole thing, which, before her transition, might’ve been one of the most embarrassing things in her life.  As it was, it barely scratched the top ten. 
 
    After she got home, she went through her normal routine of cleaning the house and starting dinner, knowing full well that Megan wouldn’t let her job loss affect her expectations.  It was calming, in a sense.   
 
    When Megan finally arrived home, Candy told her everything.  Surprisingly, she found herself crying during the retelling; she hadn’t realized how much the job loss had hit her.  To her credit, Megan comforted her as best she could.   
 
    “What am I going to do now?” Candy asked. 
 
    Megan said, “We’ll figure something out.  Don’t you worry about that.” 
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    Over the next few weeks, Candy found herself sinking into depression.  She didn’t mope around all day – instead, she kept busy with housework, cooking, and other domestic duties.  However, being alone all day and contributing nothing to the household was definitely a blow to her pride as well as her self-image.  More than once, she found herself crying in her bed, wondering how she could’ve done a better job at work. 
 
    It was during one of these episodes that Megan found her about a month after her termination.  The other woman sat next to her, her hand on Candy’s back.   
 
    “What’s wrong?” she asked. 
 
    Candy answered, “I don’t know.  I just feel so useless.  No job.  I’m not a man.  I’m not…I’m not anything anymore.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” Megan stated.  “You’re not a man, sure.  But that’s not a bad thing.  You’re a beautiful woman who has real value.” 
 
    “I don’t feel that way,” Candy stated, looking up with tears in her eyes. 
 
    Megan didn’t immediately respond.  Instead, she simply looked into Candy’s eyes for a few, long moments.  Finally, she said, “I think I have a solution.  If you’re amenable.” 
 
    “W-what?”  
 
    “A job,” she said. 
 
    “What kind of job?” was Candy’s next question. 
 
    Megan shook her head.  “I’m not sure you really need to know that right now,” she said.  “Not until we know it’s going to work out.  Give me a few minutes to make a call, and then, if it’s okay, we’ll go down there.” 
 
    Candy was a little suspicious of the secrecy, but she was also excited about the possibility of employment.  And given Megan’s connections in her field, it would probably be something well-paying and fulfilling.  Perhaps something along the lines of pharmaceutical or medical equipment sales – Candy wasn’t opposed to something like that.  In fact, she thought she could get excited about the prospect. 
 
    So, when Megan returned and told her she had an interview, she was more than a little excited, even though Megan still refused to give her any details.  Instead, she said, “It’s not important.  They’re interviewing you, not the other way around.  Oh, and wear something sexy.” 
 
    “Like one of my suits or something?”  
 
    “No,” Megan stated.  “This isn’t formal.  Here – I’ll pick something appropriate out.”  
 
    Megan then went to the closet, eventually emerging with an outfit that certainly didn’t fit Candy’s expectations of appropriate interview attire.  The outfit consisted of a pair of cut-off denim shorts, a halter top, and the laciest thong Candy owned.  Topping that off was a pair of platform high heels that were high enough to make Candy wonder if she could even walk in them.  Sure, she’d learned to walk in heels, but not something that high.   
 
    “Where did these even come from?” she asked, holding one of the shoes in her hand.   
 
    “They were part of a Halloween costume I wore a couple of years ago,” Megan said.  “Don’t worry about it.”  
 
    Used to following Megan’s every order without a hint of question, Candy immediately stripped down and started getting dressed.  However, once she had on her panties, Megan stopped her, saying, “Oh, I think we need to do your makeup.  Come on.” 
 
    Candy was no stranger to makeup, but she usually kept it exceptionally light.  For this interview, Megan had a different idea, and when she’d finished, Candy’s makeup was heavy and expressive.  In addition, Megan insisted on styling her hair in a wilder, less professional manner than what she usually used at work.   
 
    When Candy had finished dressing, she looked in the mirror and gasped.  “I look like a porn star or something,” she muttered. 
 
    “I think you look great,” Megan stated.  “Now, come on.  Bruce is expecting us.” 
 
    With that, Megan led Candy to the car, and soon, they were on their way.  The drive was uneventful, but Candy couldn’t ignore the fact that they didn’t go in the direction she’d expected – not towards the business district.  Instead, Megan drove them to the other side of town, which could be generously described as low-income.  Pawn shops and strip malls lined the streets, and Candy couldn’t help but wonder where Megan was taking them.   
 
    Eventually, they pulled into a non-descript building with ample parking.  A sign out front declared its name as “The Pink”.  Candy hadn’t been to many strip clubs in her life, but she knew enough about them to recognize one when she saw it.   
 
    “W-what…” 
 
    “Trust me,” Megan said.  “This is the perfect job for someone like you.” 
 
    Candy didn’t know what to think about that.  Perhaps they needed someone to keep their books, and the outfit was so she would fit in better?  That made the most sense. 
 
    Once they’d exited the car, the two women made their way inside.  It was still early enough that they weren’t open, so the interior wasn’t the dimly lit, smoke-filled area she expected.  In fact, aside from the various stages and platforms, it didn’t look so different from any of a million clubs across the country.   
 
    When Megan told the barman why they were there, he directed them to an office in the back.  Megan strode confidently through the place, almost as if she’d been there a million times before.  Candy followed tentatively, her heart beating a thousand miles an hour as she tried to figure out why she was there. 
 
    Finally, they made it to the office, where a stout man sat behind a desk.  He was bald, with a goatee, and a build that suggested he’d once been a very muscular man.  Some of that had gone to seed, but he was still quite imposing – especially to the petite Candy. 
 
    “This is her?” the man asked, not bothering with a greeting.  Did he know Megan?  It seemed like it.  In any case, the man – presumably the “Bruce” that Megan had mentioned – looked Candy up and down, appraising her. 
 
    Megan answered, “Good to see you, too, Bruce.  How are things?”  
 
    “Fine, fine,” he said, breaking into a broad smile.  “Jake’s doing great with the new prosthetic.”  
 
    Well, that made sense.  Someone in the man’s family was probably one of Megan’s patients. 
 
    “That’s great, Bruce,” she said, sounding entirely sincere.  “He’s a good kid.  Smart.” 
 
    “He is,” Bruce stated.  Then, he shook his head, adding, “No idea where he gets it from.  But I want you to know how much I appreciate what you did for him.  Without that hand…” 
 
    “It’s what I do, Bruce,” Megan said smoothly. 
 
    “Still – I won’t forget it,” the man said.  Then, he focused on Candy.  “Go ahead, let’s get those clothes off so I can get a good look at you, girl.” 
 
    “W-what?” 
 
    “Take your clothes off, Candy,” Megan said.  “Now.” 
 
    Eighteen months of conditioning meant that Candy’s hands were already moving to her shorts before she’d even processed the command.  Soon, she was dragging the shorts down her smooth, toned legs.  Next came her top, exposing her braless chest.  And finally, her underwear, revealing her faux vagina.  She knew the thing was indistinguishable from the real thing, and over the few months since she’d gotten it, she had begun to think of it as such as well.  Sometimes, it was easy to forget that there was a tiny, inconsequential penis hiding beneath that perfectly formed mound. 
 
    “Not bad,” the man said, coming out from behind his desk.  He circled Candy, even going so far as to grab her fleshy bottom.  “A little skinny.” 
 
    “Will she work?” asked Megan.   
 
    “For you –” 
 
    “No special treatment, Bruce,” Megan said.  “If she’s not suitable, I don’t want you to hire her.”  
 
    “Can she dance?” he asked, his hand on his chin. 
 
    “Like a ballerina,” Megan stated. 
 
    “Tits are too small,” he said.  “I’m sorry, doc, but I’ve got standards.  Maybe I could hire her as a waitress or something, but…well, you know how it is.” 
 
    Candy felt a mixture of disappointment and relief – the former because she didn’t like having her looks appraised so candidly.  She’d worked hard for her body, and she knew she looked pretty good.  Maybe not perfect, but she’d made so much progress, and having Bruce dismiss her so easily was definitely a blow to her ego.  However, she was also relieved because she knew where this assessment was headed, and she didn’t want to be an exotic dancer.   
 
    “Okay, I understand,” Megan said.  “Not exactly what I wanted to hear, but I get that you  have standards.  But how about a deal?  I’ll get her some implants – top of the line – and a couple of other procedures?  Then, you can judge her again, yeah?” 
 
    “Seems a bit counterproductive,” the man said.  “If you’ve got money for that, then why put her to work at a place like this?”  
 
    “She needs to work.” 
 
    Bruce nodded.  “Alright, fair enough,” he said.  “I can agree to that.  So long as she meets other expectations.  The ones we talked about on the phone.”  
 
    “Right,” Megan said.  “Candy, get on your knees and show Mr. Phillips how much you need this job.”  
 
    “W-what…” 
 
    Candy didn’t finish her question because she already knew the answer.  The fact that Mr. Phillips was already unzipping his slacks told her everything she needed to know.  For a brief moment, she panicked and very nearly turned on her heel and ran away.  After all, she had never even considered sucking a man’s dick before.  Sure, she’d sucked Megan’s strap-on enough to develop some skill, but that was different, wasn’t it?   
 
    “Go on, now,” Megan prompted. 
 
    It was all the encouragement Candy needed.  She could hardly even fathom refusing one of Megan’s commands.  So, a second later, she found herself kneeling before the man and looking up at his impressive cock. 
 
    It really wasn’t so different from the dildo.  The same pieces were there.  But everything was so much more real.  Never was that more apparent than when she tentatively wrapped her hand around it and felt its velvety softness.  Even as it hardened in her hand, she wondered if she had the courage to go through with it.   
 
    But instinct took over a second later, and she wrapped her lips around it.  Soon, she was bobbing her head back and forth as she tried to pretend that it was just another strap-on blowjob. Her every sense contradicted that thought, though.  The smell.  The feel.  The subtle grunts from Bruce.  Everything screamed at her that she was sucking a man’s cock. 
 
    Thankfully, it didn’t last long.  Whether it was because Bruce was quick to climax or because of her dubious talents, Candy didn’t know.  But either way, it was only a couple of minutes before the man came in her mouth.  The salty taste nearly made her gag.  Or was that just because she knew what it was?  It didn’t matter.  She swallowed because she knew it was what was expected of her.   
 
    When she pulled away, a trail of saliva remained, connecting her lip to the glistening tip of his cock.   
 
    Bruce announced, “Passable, but there’s definite room for improvement.” 
 
    “So, we have a deal?” asked Megan. 
 
    “We have a deal,” he confirmed.  “Get her a proper set of tits, and she’s got a job here.” 
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    Candy sulked for the entire drive home.  She couldn’t believe her wife would’ve put her in such a situation, and what’s more, she seemed to think that things had gone well.  Megan was smiling the entire time.  And what’s worse, Candy couldn’t ignore the taste of semen permeating her mouth.   
 
    Finally, Megan asked, “What’s wrong?  Why are you pouting?”  
 
    “I’m not pouting,” Candy lied, her bottom lip poking out. 
 
    “You really are,” Megan said.  “Is this about the blowjob?  It was necessary, Candy.  If you’re going to work there, you have to understand that this is the kind of thing clients expect when they buy a private dance.”  
 
    “It’s everything!” Candy half-screeched.  “I don’t want to be a stripper!  I don’t want to get implants!  And I didn’t want to suck his dick!” 
 
    Megan abruptly veered onto the shoulder of the road, and the car skidded to a stop.  She turned to Candy, her smile gone, and said, “You ungrateful, little bitch…” 
 
    “W-what did –” 
 
    “No,” Megan said.  “I don’t want to fucking hear it.  After everything I’ve done for you, this is how you act?  Like a petulant child?  I had to call in a favor just to get you in the front door of that place.  It’s one of the highest-end strip clubs in town, and you’re just going to scoff at that offer?”  
 
    “I…I don’t want to be a stripper…” 
 
    “Why?  Do you have something against sex workers?” Megan asked, forcing calm into her voice.  “They’re people doing jobs.  That’s it.  There’s nothing shameful about it.”  
 
    “I-I know,” Candy said.  However, she had to admit that there was definitely some bias there.  Perhaps it was a social construct, or maybe it was misogyny, but she certainly looked down on sex workers as second-class citizens.  Or perhaps victims.  Either way, she didn’t want to be one of them. 
 
    “Then you shouldn’t have any issues with doing it for a living,” Megan said.  “It’s honest work, and it pays well.  I wouldn’t even be surprised if you make more as a dancer than you ever did as a second-rate accountant.” 
 
    “But –” 
 
    “And I think it’s high time you came to terms with your new gender,” Megan went on.  “Dancing naked for men is the first step in that direction.  And don’t lie to me and say you didn’t enjoy giving Bruce that blowjob.  I saw your face.”  
 
    Candy blushed.  Certainly, there had been a bit part of her that was disgusted with her actions.  The mere thought of sucking a man’s dick was abhorrent.  However, there was another part that had felt a sense of accomplishment when she’d felt him tense up, then spew his seed down her throat.  And on top of that, she couldn’t help but wonder how different from the strap-on a real cock would feel when it slipped into her ass.   
 
    “I don’t want to get implants, though…” 
 
    Megan laughed.  “Self-improvement is part of life,” she said.  “This is necessary.  Besides, who said it was just about getting implants?  I have a lot of things planned for you, pretty girl.” 
 
    Candy nearly groaned, but she knew how Megan would react.  So, she kept her displeasure to herself, knowing full well that she’d do whatever her wife wanted her to do.  She simply didn’t have it in her to resist anymore.  Perhaps she never had.   
 
    A week later, she and Megan found themselves in the office of one of the best plastic surgeons in the region, Dr. Moore.  Megan had had to call in a favor just to get an appointment, so Candy couldn’t imagine how much the surgery was going to cost.  Still, when she’d looked over the before-and-after catalogue, she’d had to admit that the man’s reputation was well earned.  His work was fantastic, and she couldn’t help but wonder how he could change her body for the better.  Or worse, considering she still wasn’t a hundred-percent onboard with the femininity thing. 
 
    “At least breast augmentation,” Megan said.  “We need to do something with her face as well.  A rhinoplasty, too.  And maybe some sort of body contouring?  I don’t know.  If you had free reign, what would you do?”  
 
    The doctor was a tall, thin woman with severe features that were only exacerbated by her tight ponytail.  She answered, “The biggest I would go with the breasts is a D-Cup.  Anything bigger than that would look out of place on her frame.  We can also do facial feminization, a rhinoplasty, and some work on her eyes and lips.  For the body, some subtle hip implants would probably be fine.  The bottom is perfectly proportioned as it is, so it shouldn’t really need any work.” 
 
    Candy almost blushed at the compliment.  She’d long known that her butt was her best feature, but it was still nice to have that confirmed.  She remained silent as the two women discussed the transformations she’d undergo, and if her opinion was requested, she simply deferred to her wife.  By the time they’d finished planning everything out, Candy had lost track of what they had in store for her.  Not that it mattered much.  She didn’t feel that she had any choice.   
 
    On the drive home, when she asked Megan how they were planning to pay for everything, she answered, “Your severance package.  I talked to your company on your behalf, and they agreed on a slightly decreased lump sum.  We’ll use the bulk of that to pay for the surgeries you need.” 
 
    “W-what?  You talked to them on my behalf?  How?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t remember signing over the power of attorney a few weeks back?  It was in that collection of papers you signed for me,” she said. 
 
    Candy remembered the incident, though she hadn’t remembered anything about a power of attorney.  It didn’t matter, though.  She trusted Megan completely, and what’s more, she’d long since given over control of her own life.  Why should her finances be any different?  Still, it wasn’t a good feeling, knowing that she didn’t have a safety net anymore. 
 
    As always, though, Candy was powerless to change anything.  Megan had free reign to do whatever she wanted, and Candy could do little to change the course of her own life – especially now.  So, she resolved to simply endure and hope for the best. 
 
    That attitude served her well when the date of her surgery finally came.  The operation – or operations, as it were – went perfectly well, but the recovery was an absolute nightmare.  Despite the pain medications, Candy was forced to endure weeks of agony before she began to approach the light at the end of the tunnel.  It was weeks more before the swelling and bruising faded away and she got her first, good look at her altered, fully healed body. 
 
    And what she saw took her breath away. 
 
    The most noticeable change were the pair of perfect and perky D-Cup breasts now jutting from her chest.  Dr. Moore’s work was unmatched, and Candy couldn’t imagine that anyone would’ve done a better job.  Even so, the things were heavy and unwieldy, and she knew it would take some time before she got completely comfortable with them. 
 
    The other changes to her body were more subtle.  Her hips were a bit wider, her waist a bit narrower.  And even her butt seemed a little perkier.  In all, she’d been transformed into the sort of masturbatory fodder she might’ve once drooled over. 
 
    However, the most drastic change was her face.  Whatever bits of masculinity had remained before the surgery had been summarily erased.  Her jaw was rounder, her nose more pert, and her brow less prominent.  On top of that, her eyes seemed wider and more expressive, while her lips were far more plump.   
 
    In short, it was exactly what Dr. Moore had promised it would be.  Candy didn’t quite know what to think of that, but the one thing she knew was that she would be quite the hit when she reported for her new job at the strip club. 
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    When Megan dropped her off for her first day of work, Candy was understandably nervous.  After all, she’d only been out in public with her new body a few times, and even those were extremely limited.  And now, she was expected to strip naked on a stage?  It was enough to twist her stomach into knots.   
 
    Of course, she’d practiced her routine countless times.  Throughout her preparation, her exercise routine had shown its worth, giving her the ability and flexibility to flawlessly execute a proper striptease.  Even Zack was impressed when she performed for him and Megan, culminating in a lapdance.   
 
    Still, as she walked inside, wearing yoga pants, a tight tee-shirt, and comfortable sneakers, she was terrified of what the night might hold.  After greeting the barman and heading to Bruce’s office, she filled out all the necessary paperwork and was shown to the dressing room.  There, she saw more naked women than she could’ve ever imagined.  Once, when she was a man, she would’ve considered it something close to heaven.  But now?  She hardly even batted an eyelash.  It wasn’t like they had anything she hadn’t seen in the mirror, after all.   
 
    There was attraction there, but it was muted.  Far away.  And given her anxiety, it was easy to ignore. 
 
    A few of the girls introduced themselves to her, and Candy was a bit shocked at how friendly and normal they were.  It shouldn’t have been surprising, but for most of her life, she’d put women like them on something of a pedestal, and not in a good way.  The few times she’d been to strip clubs, she had viewed them as objects to be admired, not actual people.   
 
    In any case, she got the surprise of her life when she saw a familiar face from her past.  There, a few lockers down, was Alicia, the very women who’d jumpstarted Candy’s journey into womanhood.  She looked much the same as she had two years before when the affair had occurred.  Blonde hair.  Blue eyes.  Plump lips.  Exceptional body.  Back then, Candy hadn’t known she was a dancer, but given her looks, it made sense.   
 
    And there was one thing Candy couldn’t ignore – aside from obvious differences in their faces, the two women looked remarkably similar, right down to their bust size.  The resemblance was uncanny; they could’ve probably passed for sisters. 
 
    “Like looking in a mirror, right?” said a dark-skinned woman whose locker was beside Candy’s.  Her stage name was Destiny, but she’d introduced herself as Danielle.  “It’s like you two were made with the Barbie mold, right?” 
 
    Candy gave a nervous chuckle, then said, “Sure.  I guess.” 
 
    Obviously, Alicia didn’t recognize her.  Why would she?  Candy was a far cry from the man she’d known before.  There was almost nothing left of Carl, save for her mind.  And even that was questionable.  Whether it was the hormones she now knew were coursing through her body or the simple act of living as a woman, she’d changed, and not just physically.  The old Carl never would’ve done even half the things she now did as a matter of course.   
 
    Over the next half hour, Candy kept to herself as she donned her outfit for her inaugural dance.  Outfit might’ve been a generous description, considering it was a skimpy, neon G-String and some heels.  And body glitter, of course.   
 
    Eventually, the time came, and she found herself waiting just offstage.  More than just about anything, she wanted to turn around and run away.  From the stage.  From womanhood.  From the life she was developing.  But something in her mind, something unidentifiable, stopped her.  So, given that turning back wasn’t an option, she stepped out onto that stage. 
 
    And very nearly tripped over her heels. 
 
    Of course, she’d spent the past few weeks practicing in the things, so she managed to keep her balance, but as she looked out at the leering men, her legs were unsteady.  She could see the lust in their eyes.  She could hear the catcalls.  She knew precisely what they wanted from her.  And it came very close to overwhelming her. 
 
    The only thing that saved her was her many hours of practice.  The dance itself was all but instinctual.  She dipped.  She twirled.  She swung around the poll.  She shook her ass and stripped her clothes off, piece by piece until she was entirely exposed.  The crowd reacted well, tossing bills onto the stage, but she ignored it.  In fact, she ignored everything, retreating into a place within her mind where nothing could touch her.  Everything was on auto-pilot.   
 
    Sooner than she thought possible, the dance ended, and Candy awoke from her stupor.  After gathering the bills and her discarded clothes, she pranced off the stage and back into the locker room.  There, she sat naked on one of the stools, lost in thought. 
 
    “It gets easier,” came Alicia’s familiar voice.  “After a while, I mean.  It can even be fun once you get used to it.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to it,” Candy admitted. 
 
    Alicia smiled, resting a hand on her shoulder.  “You will,” she said.  “We all do.  Plus, the money’s great.  If it’s any comfort, you did great.  Extremely sexy.” 
 
    Candy nodded and thanked her, and soon, Alicia’s turn on stage was up.  After a few minutes, Candy’s heartbeat slowed back down and she realized that she’d been panicking for nothing.  Though she’d zoned out during the dance, bits and pieces of memory floated to the forefront of her mind, and she couldn’t help but feel something akin to pride at the reactions she’d elicited.   
 
    After a few more minutes, she put her skimpy G-String back on, checked her appearance in one of the vanity mirrors, then went out into the club proper.  Once there, she was supposed to mingle with the clientele and make herself available for private dances.  It was how the dancers made the bulk of their income, so it wasn’t a facet of the business she could just ignore. 
 
    However, she was surprised for the second time that night when she recognized a face in the crowd of club patrons.  Todd, the college friend who had once been in a relationship with Alicia.  Were they still together?  Was that why he was there?  Candy didn’t know, but the moment she saw him, she locked up, terror, embarrassment, and curiosity warring within her chest. 
 
    She should’ve known what was bound to happen.  After all, she looked just like Alicia, and Todd clearly had a type.  So, when he approached her and asked for a private dance, she should have expected it.  Even so, surprise doused her mind to the point where she could scarcely respond with anything but, “Sure, baby.” 
 
    A few minutes later, they were in one of the appropriate rooms, and Todd was sitting in a chair, an eager look dancing across his face.  Candy was disgusted and, admittedly, a little turned on.  Why was she excited?  She didn’t want this. 
 
    Or did she? 
 
    As she began her dance and started grinding her ass against his already-hard cock, a million emotions wrestled in her mind.  The private dance progressed, with her stripping naked and shoving her breasts in his face.  She was a natural, at least judging by Todd’s reaction.  So, it wasn’t a surprise when he asked the dreaded, yet anticipated, question. 
 
    “How much to take this a bit further?” he asked. 
 
    “How much further?” she cooed, her voice barely betraying her anxiety.  Her excitement. 
 
    “All the way,” he answered. 
 
    “Only anal,” Candy responded.   
 
    “I can live with that,” he said.  “How much?” 
 
    Candy told him, and soon, she found herself sinking down on his unprotected cock, letting it fill her ass.  It was both sublime and humiliating, but she didn’t stop.  She didn’t hesitate.  This was who she was, now, and she had to accept that. 
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    Over the next few months, Candy became acclimated to her new life, even going so far as to enjoy it.  Some parts, at least.  Like any job, there were bits and pieces she complained about, but for the most part, she didn’t have many issues with being an exotic dancer.  In fact, she found it empowering, after a fashion.  Having so many men lusting after her was definitely a rush.  And she would be lying if she said she didn’t enjoy the sex. 
 
    Perhaps it was because she’d spent the majority of the previous two years being sexually repressed and unsatisfied, but the frequent sexual releases that came with her job were a godsend.  It wasn’t long before she began to wonder how she’d ever been satisfied with her old sex life, when anal stimulation was a taboo and fearful subject.   
 
    Many of her initial concerns were immediately laid to rest.  It seemed that, for most men, the mere offer of fucking her in the ass was enough to allay any questions about why she didn’t want to have vaginal sex.  After all, they’d seen her pussy.  Why would they question her gender, especially if they got to slip their dicks into her ass.  The male mind was a wonderfully uncomplicated thing. 
 
    She also made friends with the other girls – especially Alicia, who took her under her wing and showed her the ropes.  Soon, the two were inseparable.  Of course, whatever sexual attraction there had once been between them had disappeared alongside Candy’s masculinity, so they were free to simply enjoy one another’s company.  And Candy certainly liked the attention they got when they went out.  It almost felt like they were famous.   
 
    But it wasn’t all good, though.  Candy couldn’t be that lucky. 
 
    Her relationship with Megan continued to degrade until they were no more than roommates in truth, so when the divorce papers were served, it wasn’t much of a surprise.  Candy signed them without hesitation, primarily because she was eager to finally turn the page on her old life and begin the anew.   
 
    The job, coupled with Megan’s growing disinterest, had given Candy a freedom she scarcely knew existed, and she wanted to use that freedom to its fullest.  She’d even talked to Alicia about branching out into other sex work, like online cam shows or becoming sugar babies.  She didn’t know if she actually wanted to go that far, but it was a fun thought experiment.   
 
    So, given that Megan had mostly been absent from her life for months, Candy was a little surprised when her ex-wife asked her to sit down so they could have a very important discussion.  Candy, of course, complied.  She reveled in her newfound freedom, but she hadn’t completely discarded her learned obedience. 
 
    The pair sat across from one another at the kitchen table, with Candy wearing her normal revealing clothing.  Yoga pants and a sports bra, because she’d been getting ready to work out.  Even with all the dancing for work, she wouldn’t abandon the exercise regimen that had served her so well.  By contrast, Megan was dressed conservatively in a skirt suit.  The two couldn’t have been more different. 
 
    “I feel I owe you an explanation,” Megan said.  “For how everything happened.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Candy asked. 
 
    Megan sighed.  “Do you remember how everything was before you had your affair?” shea sked. 
 
    Candy nodded.  “Not great,” she admitted. 
 
    “That’s an understatement,” was Megan’s reply.  “You were lost and depressed, and we were drifting apart, almost from the very beginning of our relationship.  I tried to deny it, but it was clear.” 
 
    Megan sighed.  “At first, I just wanted to test you,” she said.  “See if you’d cheat on me.  That’s why I hired Alicia.” 
 
    The moment Candy processed the statement, her jaw dropped.  She breathed, “W-what?” 
 
    “I know, it was an abhorrent thing to do,” Megan said, shaking her head.  “But I’ll be honest – I never thought you’d actually do it.  I hoped you would come close, that it would be a wakeup call.  So, when you confessed, I admit that I took it very poorly.  I don’t know if I was more angry with you or with myself for creating the situation in the first place.  Either way, I took it out on you.” 
 
    Candy didn’t know how to respond, so she remained silent. 
 
    Megan continued, “The chastity was supposed to be temporary, you know?  A week or two at most.  But the control it gave me, I became addicted.  That’s when I started talking to this group of women I met alone, and they encouraged me to keep going.  To take everything further and further until…well…until you became Candy.  It wasn’t until later that I realized that they were just a group of bitter, man-hating women who just wanted to see men suffer.” 
 
    “Y-you did all this on purpose?” Candy asked.  It made sense, in retrospect.  Of course it did.  How she hadn’t seen it was a mystery.   
 
    “More than on purpose,” Megan said.  “You were manipulated at every step of the way.  Whether it was subliminal messaging in your music or outright conditioning, you were pushed into becoming Candy, into becoming as obedient as a person could be.  Even now, I doubt you could resist if I gave you a command.” 
 
    Candy knew that was true. 
 
    “W-why?” 
 
    “I was angry,” Megan said.  “At you, for turning out like you did.  At myself, for marrying you.  At the fact that being in love wasn’t enough to make this work.  I don’t know.  A million different reasons went into it.  Or perhaps those were just my attempts at justification.  Either way, I want you to know that I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean for it to go this far.  I just got…carried away.” 
 
    Candy wanted to be angry.  She wanted to yell and scream, to report Megan to the police for…something.  But instead, she was calm.  And in that serenity, she realized that she didn’t blame Megan.  Sure, it was a horrific thing to do, but it had resulted in her happiness.  And she was happy.  Against all odds, she liked her new life.  She liked being a woman, being a dancer, being Alicia’s best friend.   
 
    “I accept your apology,” she said. 
 
    “R-really?” 
 
    “Really,” Candy stated.  “But I don’t think I can live here anymore.  In fact, I think it’s probably best that we cut ties altogether.  I might forgive you, but there’s absolutely no way I could ever trust you again.” 
 
    “I…I understand.” 
 
    After that, the two made arrangements to sever all ties that bound them together.  Megan destroyed all the paperwork that gave her control over Candy’s life, both financial and personal, and after a few days, Candy moved in with Alicia – at least until she could find a place of her own.   
 
    It was only a few days after that that Candy found herself standing in front of the bathroom mirror, looking at her own, naked reflection.  She was perfect.  A bit plastic, sure, but perfect nonetheless.  And now she had the freedom to enjoy that perfection.  She couldn’t help but smile in anticipation of what life had in store for her.  The road had been long and convoluted, and it had been riddled with immoral manipulation, but despite all that, Candy was happier than she ever had been as a man.  And that was all that really mattered, wasn’t it? 
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