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She Caught Me

You've got to think lucky. If you fall into a mudhole, check your back pocket - you might have caught a fish. Darrell Royal

My name’s Kelly. Emma asked me to convey the story of her and myself when she caught me dressed in her clothes and came up with the idea that we should have a female-led relationship and sold it to me. I was as scared as I ever could be when I was caught. Luckily, we agreed to have Emma lead our relationship from then on. We’ve never been happier. Here is our story.

I finished closing a deal today while my wife, Emma, showed a client a mansion. She wasn’t due back until 4 p.m., and it was only 2 o’clock. I poured an iced tea and placed it on the kitchen counter, then went into the bedroom to take off my suit. Men’s suits can be stifling, but in our line of business, we always had to look our best. We sold homes worth millions, and our clients expected us to look successful, rich, and professional.

I stepped into the bedroom and into our vast closet. On the floor were a bra and panties, a blouse, a charcoal, pinstriped women’s miniskirt suit, a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose with the part of the gusset cut out, and black high-heeled pumps. (She always cut a piece of the gusset out of the pantyhose so she could pee without taking them down, and she liked to have the panties outside the pantyhose for a more finished look or in case someone saw up her skirt.)

I remembered Emma huffing and puffing, thinking that the suit would be too hot for where she was flying to on the client’s private jet. She hurriedly redressed in a flowy, floral cotton minidress and high wedge heels.

I had to laugh. I realized she wore no panties or bra because she left them on the floor. I didn’t notice her looking slutty or anything when she left, so I was sure the lining of the bra cups of the dress must have covered her nipples. No panties? That excited me a bit. To know my wife had no panties on and was on a private jet with a hot single male client was a little unnerving, but I know how committed Emma was to our relationship and know she would never screw around like that on me.

I picked up the skirt suit and found the hanger for it amongst the other skirt suits she had hanging above matching high heels. I hung it up, hung the blouse, and put the shoes back in place.

I took off my suit and hung it in its place, then realized her panties, bra, and pantyhose were still on the floor. Should I put them in the wash? She hadn’t really worn them at all. I picked them up, fingering the fabric. The panties' lace and silky stretch material felt wonderful on my fingertips. I sniffed them. They smelled freshly washed. The sheer pantyhose were gossamer thin and smelled fresh as well. I wondered… Why not? I’d throw them in the laundry anyway after. Oh god.

I took off my cotton men’s briefs, sat on the dressing chair, and slid on the pantyhose. I immediately got hard as the fabric caressed my legs, going up to my bottom and shaft. My package leaked out of the cutout gusset and bobbed in the air. My heart raced. I slid the panties up. They clung to my pantyhosed ass sweetly. They were so much more comfortable than men’s underwear, my stiff shaft rubbing the silky fabric.

I stared at the bra, picked it up, and felt it. I checked my watch. She wouldn’t be home for a long time. I could relax for a while on the patio before she got back. I’d get to see how it feels for her when she dresses for work.

I put the bra around my waist, fastened the three hooks, turned it around, and slid my arms into the straps. The lined cups stuck out as the band and straps hugged me. I lifted the flesh on my chest into the cups, and it held it there, giving me a little hair-covered cleavage. My heart was pounding like a drum as I returned to her side of the closet and picked that skirt suit back out. I stepped into the miniskirt, zipped it, put on the blouse and coat, and then forced my feet into the heels. They were tight but fit well enough to walk in them.

I stood carefully in the heels and found my balance, then walked like I’d seen her do with one foot in front of the other. It gave my hips a little wiggle, and I had to step in small strides with the height of the heel. I was four inches taller and checked myself in the full-length mirror.

My legs looked pretty nice, except for the hair on them, but the heels shaped my legs like hers. If I had more hips and more boobs, I’d look pretty good. Of course, my face looked pretty weird, with the stubble and stuff, as well as my man’s haircut and face. I looked freaky. I was like a Barbie doll with G.I. Joe’s head.

I laughed and left the closet. The stilettos clicked on the hard floor deliciously as they did for Emma. I loved that sound. It was so erotic and powerful.

In the kitchen, I grabbed my iced tea and headed to the patio. I sat on the bench swing in the shade of the lilac bushes behind me. Our yard was deep and private, with no one around ever, so I wasn't the least bit nervous about being found out.

I crossed my stockinged legs and bounced a foot as I sipped and swung, being relieved and relaxed and in another world. I was throbbing in Emma’s panties. This was heaven.

“Kelly! Where are you, sweetie?!”

Fuck! My wife was home. I panicked and stood up. I had nowhere to run or hide.

“Kelly! Where are you, honey? I have great news!”

I saw her pass from the kitchen to the stairs. I ran as fast as I could in little steps to the house and bounded up the back stairs off the patio to the kitchen. I slid the slider open, thinking if she were upstairs, I’d slip downstairs to the basement level, then go outside and come back in the front to run up to the bedroom and change. If she were downstairs, I’d shoot upstairs.

I closed the slider behind me, walked in quietly, not letting the heels click, and stood there. I listened. I couldn’t tell where she was. I was sweating nervously, and my breathing was choppy.

The slider opened behind me. Emma screamed and flashed over to the knife block. I turned to her, my eyes wide and my hands up like a thief who had been caught. She looked shocked, and her lips showed disgust. What had I done?!


Groveling, Whimpering, Begging

I get letters from little girls begging me to adopt them. Kim Kardashian

Emma’s eyes roamed my body as she scoffed and complained. “Oh, my god. My suit! And that leg hair under pantyhose. You look like a freak!”

“I’m so sorry, honey. How can you forgive me? I’ll change it right now. Let me get you an iced tea first.” I clicked over to the fridge and opened the door.

“You walk like a pro in my heels. And they fit?”

“A little tight, but yes.” I handed her the iced tea. She placed it on the counter with a clunk. She opened the coat, unbuttoned the blouse, and looked inside. “My bra with chest hair!? Eww!”

“I know. Let me change now. I’ll meet you on the patio, okay, honey?”

“Say, please.”

“Please?”

“Okay. Put my suit in the dry cleaning and the rest in the wash. Go, you freak. Get back to normal, and we can discuss what we do about this.”

I ran off, changed, and met her on the patio, following her instructions. I refreshed my iced tea and walked to the swing, where she bounced a crossed leg in her wedge heels and swung.

“May I join you?”

She gave me a smirk and then nodded. “Sit, freak.”

I sat with her on the swing and swung it slowly with my sandal-covered foot on the ground. I rubbed my bare thigh nervously, my shorts capturing some breeze with each swing we did. I touched her bare leg. “I’m so sorry, honey. I promise never to do that again.”

She nodded and sipped her iced tea, her bright eyes taking me in over the top of the sweating glass. A whiff of lilac mixed with her perfume sent a calming wave into me somehow. I drew a deep breath and let it out slowly. “We don’t have to talk about this. Emma. I’d prefer not to. I’ll never do it again. I never meant to upset you. I’m so embarrassed and ashamed.”

“As you should be. What kind of man wears his wife’s clothing?”

“I know. I just…they were there. You’re so sexy in your clothes. I just wanted to see how it felt to be you.”

“Me with body hair?”

“Of course not. It’s over. I’ll never do it again. Let’s drop it, okay?”

“Is this the first time you’ve done this?” Her eyes were locked on mine, waiting for my body language. She was waiting for me to turn my eyes away in shame. She was a master of body language. She always knew what the clients were thinking. She’d know I’d done it before if I looked away.

I couldn’t hold her gaze.

She shook her head. “Oh my. I didn’t think so. So how often do you do this?”

I shrugged. “Not much.”

“Like every week? Every day? Once a month?”

“Just sometimes.”

“Why?”

“Like I said. You’re so sexy. I just wanted to try being you that way. It was a mistake. No more.”

“A crossdresser. My husband is a crossdresser. And my clothes even fit. That makes sense because we’re almost the same height. Did you marry me so you could share my clothes?”

“Honey! NO! Don’t be silly.”

“They say cross-dressing is an addiction. When did you first try it?”

I shrugged. “My sisters used to dress me up sometimes when I was little. It was just child’s play. It was fun being a sister to them. Maybe that’s why I tried being you. I don’t know why I did it. I won’t anymore. I promise. Please, let’s stop talking about it.” I had to change the subject and move her focus. “How was your day? Did you go on the private jet without panties or a bra? That must have been exciting, especially with that hot client. What’s his name?”

“Hansel Moniker. The Dutch rock star. It was exciting, yet scary. I completely forgot them and didn’t realize it until I got aroused watching Hansel roll a big tractor out of the way in the landscaper’s building to check on the crack in the wall. He can be so hands-on for a musician, and he’s in such good shape with those powerful legs in his shorts and sandals and his bristling biceps in his short-sleeved shirt, his hair in a ponytail, looking like a Viking god.”

“What made you realize you weren’t wearing them?”

“When I saw him do that, I was so wet down there I was afraid it would drip down my leg.” She laughed.

“He made you wet just looking at him?”

“Of course. All hot men do that to women… all the time. It’s a simple primitive response from when we were cavemen and women. The women get ready to breed.”

“They do?”

“Uh-huh. Don’t worry. I’d never cheat on you.”

“I know.”

She rubbed my bare leg. “I’m sorry I got so upset. It was silly of me.”

“No, it wasn’t. I’m sorry.” My heart and blood pressure relaxed. I felt a coolness on my face and body. This was working out. We’d be okay. “So, I closed the deal on the Westbrook mansion. We should celebrate tonight. I’ll take you to dinner. How was the flight, and did Hansel want that property?”

“The flight was awesome. His private jet is so cool. He has a woman pilot that flies like a fighter pilot. Your head snaps into the seat on take-off, and it points straight up.”

“Nice! Wish I could have been there.”

“Me too. You’d have loved it, but you had a big close to do.”

“I know. It felt so good to close it. It’s been on the market for a long time. Not to mention, we pocket a cool hundred grand. Gonna be a tough tax year. Need more expenses to offset it.”

“First world problems. How many 24-year-old couples with business degrees have that problem, huh? We’ll talk business tonight at dinner and write that off. We can get new company cars. We can build more entertaining space. No problem. We can spend money well.”

“Right. Okay then. Dinner at François’s?”

“You bet.” She checked her watch. “We have lots of time. A few hours. Did you make the reservation for seven? I want to do some web work, then get changed and put on some panties.” She laughed.

“Aww, with me, you’re gonna wear panties?”

“Yes. And sheer pantyhose and high heels and a cute little mini dress. Unless you’re wearing them instead.” She laughed.

“Right.” I stood. “Okay. I’ll go and get our dry cleaning and drop off this week’s stuff.”

“Make reservations.”

“I’ll do that first.” I stood and leaned down, giving Emma a peck on the lips. She smiled at me, squeezed my hand, and took out her phone.

I walked into the house, and I could hear Emma whisper before I entered it. “Hey, Siri. How do I deal with a cross-dressing husband?”


Back to Normal?

The only normal people are the ones you don't know very well. Alfred Adler

I dropped off and picked up the shirts and suits, then returned home. Emma was still on the patio with a fresh iced tea and a bag of chips, reading her phone. I didn’t want to mess with her. Usually, when we had some available time together, we’d clean the house, but I didn’t feel like it, and neither did she. Emma hated cleaning the toilets and doing that stuff. We thought about getting someone to come in and do it all, but we didn’t want the intrusion of a stranger in our house.

I looked out at the grass. It could use mowing, but it was getting hot. What kind of celebration would that be? Emma said she liked riding the tractor, so she usually did that, and I trimmed. It was rare for me to do both because it took longer with just one person. The lawn was something we could job out to someone too, but…

I went to the bedroom to pick out an outfit for dinner. I didn’t want to wear a suit, but Emma would be classy in her LBD, so I needed to look as good as she did. The hamper was full of clothes needing washing, and that was where my favorite, silky, black button-down collar shirt was. I figured I’d wear that, some black jeans, and a sports coat.

I decided to wash the shirt and leave the rest of the laundry. Emma is particular about how it’s done anyway, and I didn't need to have her yell at me for screwing something up. I put the shirt on a short wash and went into the kitchen. We really needed to clean out some cabinets and drawers and reorganize them. Emma was always bitching when a potato masher or the can opener got jammed in the drawer, or she couldn’t find a particular spice, or we ran out of something. We used a list, but…somehow, things didn’t always get on it.

I stared into the fridge. It needed cleaning out and wiping down. I was not too fond of stainless appliances, and that was all we had. They showed every damn fingerprint. But getting white appliances that didn’t show anything like the old ones wasn’t cool. We knew that from trying to sell houses with them in it. People looked at them like they were old junk. People are stupid. Lemmings.

I poured another iced tea, went onto the patio, and sat beside Emma. “Stuff needs doing, but I’m not motivated.”

“As usual.”

“Whatcha readin’, honey?”

“Something I found while researching your little aberrant behavior online.”

“Aberrant behavior?”

“You know. Crossdressing. I researched crossdressing and may have found a solution. It looks very promising. We can talk about it at dinner. I think you’ll like the potential for you.”

I nodded as she read. She looked up and smiled at me. She gazed at my face, her eyes flitting about my eyes, hair, and features. “I think it could work well for you. For both of us. Right now, I think your little hobby can be an asset to us.”

“My hobby? Is it a hobby now? I wouldn’t call it a hobby. I mean, I never treated it like one. That would mean I’d be doing it all the time.”

“Right. If you do it properly under my supervision, it could be a hobby. It can even be more than a hobby. It could be something that you can immerse yourself in and benefit us both by doing so. We can talk about it later, honey. Let me finish this, and then I need to buy some stuff on Amazon for delivery tomorrow morning.”

“Okay. I’ll take a nap in the shade on the hammock.”

“Good idea, princess. Just relax.”

Princess? Hobby? Wow! What got her to reverse her viewpoint so quickly? From a freak and aberrant and disgusting to a hobby or even more than a hobby? In any case, it was welcome news. Maybe now she’d support it instead of being disgusted by it. I fell into the hammock, the breeze sweet with lilacs as my heart rate dropped and I dozed.


Dressing for Dinner

Then, I wanted the character to be feminine as opposed to effeminate. Because it's easy to be camp or queen, anyone can do that. What's difficult is to play feminine. Cillian Murphy

A kiss landed on my cheek. “Time to get ready to go to dinner, Kell.”

I opened my eyes and looked up at my beautiful wife’s smiling face. She grabbed my hand. “C’mon. You need to get into the shower.” She tugged me off the hammock.

“Okay, okay.”

She held my hand as she ran inside, and we bounded up the stairs. She was bubbly and energized. “Okay. Strip, get into the shower, take one of my fresh Venus blades, and shave your whole body from the head down. Shave your face, too. May as well.”

“Shave my body? Like my balls and legs and under the arms and stuff?”

“Yup. It won’t take long. Your body hair is pretty sparse, anyway. Go.” She slapped my ass and giggled.

I did as she asked. It was wonderful having my skin all clean of hair. I even did my arms, making them look much nicer and silkier.

I walked into the bedroom with a towel around my hips.

She looked at me from standing by the bed and smiled. She approached me and ran her fingers through my hair. “Hmm, well, we’ll see. Come here.”

She dragged me into the bathroom. “Put your head down toward the floor.” She pushed it down, then clicked on the hair dryer and fluffed my hair all over. It made it wild. I watched her put the product in it, lifted the curls, and shaped it all. “There. That’s better.”

“Honey, it almost looks like a hairstyle a woman would wear.”

“Right.”

“You’re not dressing me in a dress, are you? I can’t go out like that.”

“No, you're right. The most I can hope for right now is to make you look like a feminine male. A femboy, I guess, is the term.”

“I don’t want to go out looking like a femboy.”

“Oh, shush. You’ll love it when you see what it entails.” She took me by the hand to the bed. “Here are your clothes for the evening. I included the black shirt you washed alone instead of doing all the laundry. I may as well not waste it. It has a femboy look to it.” I stared at it all.

“Really? You’re okay with me wearing panties and stockings and a garter belt and a bra? That will be so weird. What if we get into an accident or something?”

“Don’t be silly. I just want you to have fun tonight. I’m trying to make up for being mean and calling you a freak. Okay?”

“I guess. Uh, thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Let's get dressed and go, or we’ll be late.”

I sat on the bed and decided what to put on first. There was a pair of sheer suntan pantyhose with the gusset cut out like Emma always does. I slid them on. The sensation on my now hairless legs was so much better than earlier. I was hard by the time I poked my package through the hole and slid on the silky, stretchy, pink lace panties. I stood it up, and the panties held it against my belly.

I put on the matching pink bra and then the blouse, I mean my black silky shirt, and buttoned it. It was odd making bumps on my chest under the blouse, but they weren’t so prominent that they were entirely noticeable.

I slid into the black polyester pants. They were hers, not mine, and a zipper was on the side instead of the front. They were longer than my pants and dragged on the floor as I zipped the side zipper. My hard cock left its impression on the front of the pants. Yikes. The coat should help cover it, though, along with the bra bumps.

There was a pair of strappy high-heeled stilettos with a moderate three-inch heel on them, which I slid into and fastened the ankle strap around me. The fit was snug but not uncomfortable, like the closed-toe pumps were. As I stood in them, the pants dropped neatly over them, hiding most of the heel and the entire front of the shoe. I put the beige women’s sports coat on. It fit well and was tailored better than a male’s coat.

I stepped over to the full-length mirror. It wasn’t a woman’s outfit, but it wasn’t a man’s. It was masculinely feminine or femininely masculine. My hard-on didn't show, and neither did the high heels. I didn’t feel as nervous as I was initially.

Looking at my new hairstyle, it was kind of wild and bigger and just a bit on the feminine side. I smiled and stood tall. I was taller now in the heels and would probably be almost even with Emma’s height in her four-inch stilettos. That would be a good thing, unlike how she usually made me look short when she wore her high heels.

Emma came out of the bathroom, her hair pulled back and fluffed behind her head with a glittery scrunchy, holding it up high on the back of her head. Long dangling earrings, three in each ear, necklace in her cleavage, bracelets, black stockings, the tops just barely covered by her short bodycon minidress that showed her hips and breasts and ass as if she were naked. It was better than her being naked. I throbbed in my panties from her and looked at myself in the mirror, turning and posing.

She sprayed on perfume, slung her purse, and smiled at me. “How do I look?”

“Awesome! You make me throb.”

“Thanks. But I think your panties and stockings may be helping with that.” She stood before me and gave me a peck on the lips. “Oops. Forgot.” She took me by the hand into the bathroom.

Standing before the mirror, she went into her makeup bag. “Just a little of this to make your eyes pop and take away some of your residual masculinity. The best-looking femboys wear it.”

“Emma!”

“Shush, princess.” She applied some eyeliner and mascara, a couple of strokes of eyeshadow, blush, and lip gloss.

My heart was pounding in my chest. The maître d' at François’s would wonder if it was me. “Honey, what about the staff at François’s? They’ll think it’s weird.”

“No, they won’t. They wouldn’t dare insult us. We’re their best customers. They’ll compliment you. Watch.” She took me by the hand to the dresser, opened a perfume, and then liberally rubbed it on my wrists, the back of my hands, and my neck. “There. Now you even smell pretty.”

“Honey! This is too much. Let’s stay home.”

“Nope. We’re celebrating your success in closing the deal. You deserve to celebrate. Besides, we have lots to discuss. I now know how to make a cross-dressing husband like you into an asset and have us both be happy. I’m having fun now. I think you’ll love it too. How do the clothes and shoes feel?”

“Nice, I guess. But I told you I’d stop doing it. I don’t need this.”

“I know. But you want it. I know that, too, now. I want to make you happy. Now let’s go.”

I picked up my phone, keys, and wallet, trying to find a place to put them. The coat and the pants didn’t have pockets. “Honey, can you put these in your purse?”

She looked at my hands. “Those won’t fit. My little purse is full.” She ran into the closet and came back with a black purse on a black leather strap. She slung it over my shoulder, then took my things and put them into it along with the perfume she had put on me. “There. Oops.” She ran into the bathroom and returned with the lip gloss she put into my purse. “All set. Let’s go. I’ll drive. So you can relax and get into the feel of the new you.”

We walked out. The sensation of the three-inch stilettos on my stride and walk, the silky feel of the pants on my pantyhosed legs, the scent of the perfume, and the hug of the bra were all…. wonderful. I couldn't believe my wife had come so far so fast and was trying so hard to make me happy. I loved her so much at that moment.

Emma reached the driver’s door before I reached the car. She stood there and said, “Can you open my door for me?”

“Is it locked?”

“No, silly. I want you to open it, and when we get to the restaurant, I want you to beat the valet to it and open it for me, too. He doesn't need to ogle my breasts and legs when I get out.”

“Oh, of course, right.” I ran over and opened her door. She smiled and slid in while I ogled her hot body in her sexy clothes. I shut her door as she smiled up at me, and then I slid into my side.

The pants slid on my silky, stockinged legs as I crossed my legs in the passenger seat and enjoyed the sensation of slipperiness. I bounced a foot and lifted the hem of the pants so I could see the whole shoe. It was sexy as hell to see it on my foot.

Emma pulled out, her mini dress just above the tops of her stockings now, the garter clasp showing on one leg. She grinned as she looked over at me. “Feel nice, honey? I see you’re bouncing your foot like I do when I’m horny.”

“You do that when you're horny?”

“Sometimes I’m horny when I do it. Sometimes, I’m just putting on a show, making people think I’m horny. Answer my question: does it feel nice? Are you horny? Are you hard in your panties right now?” Her hand glided over to my pants and pressed on the flat front. “Oh my, you have to keep your coat closed.” She giggled. “You still didn’t answer me. Is it good?”

“It’s lovely. Right down to the perfume.” I sniffed my wrist.

“Good. We have lots to talk about. You’ll love the new arrangement.” She took my left hand, placed it on her silky thigh, and glided it. “Keep doing that for me, princess.” Then she reached over at the stoplight, took my right hand, and placed it on my pants, on my hardness. “And keep rubbing that, too. Don’t spurt though, okay, princess?”

“Okay.” It was weird, but how could I resist it or stop it? I sat back and simply enjoyed it.


A Warm Welcome to the Lovely Couple

The welcome ever smiles, / And farewell goes out sighing. - Troilus and Cressida

The car bumped into the drop-off in front of François’s. I quickly hopped out of the car and ran to the driver’s door. I opened it, bowed my head, and offered my hand to Emma. She took it and stood proudly, taking her time and looking around, making sure the Valet and anyone else had seen my diligent action in serving her. I could see the maître d' grinning and watching us as the valet handed me the ticket, and I put it in my purse.

Emma took my arm, and with my other hand, I slung my thumb on my purse. We walked in together, the maître d' smiling and holding the door.

“Well, well. I’m so happy to see you two again, Mr. and Mrs. Elwood. You both look so stunning today. I love your new hairstyle, Mr. Elwood, and the cut of your jacket and pants, too. The added height from your avante-garde footwear also cuts a favorable line for you. You look very graceful and statuesque. And Mrs. Elwood, you are as stunning as ever.”

I nodded, my face red. Emma said, “Thank you, Pietre. Kelly is trying so hard to be less imposing and intimidating. She’s been trying very hard. I’m sure she loves your compliments. Right princess?”

I nodded. My eyes were wide open, and my heart beat like a drum. I almost felt dizzy and clung to Emma’s arm with both hands. Emma stared at me. Pietre waited.

“Peitre, please stop saying, Mr. Elwood. Please call her Miss Kelly from now on.”

“He looked at me and put out his hand, smiling. I took it. Nice to meet you, Miss Kelly. I’ll refrain from using masculine references from now on, miss.” I was totally in shock as he shook my hand gently like he would a lady.

I choked out a thank you in a voice that came out higher because of my tension.

“Oh, a pleasant voice now, too. Lovely. You are quite welcome, my dear. I have your table if you’re ready.”

We nodded and followed him, with me unconsciously clinging to Emma. No one we knew was there. I relaxed as we reached our regular booth facing the windows overlooking the sunset and golf course beyond.

Pietre whispered to our regular server before he left, and the server came over smiling ear to ear. “Hello, Mrs. Elwood and Miss Kelly. The usuals?”

I nodded nervously as Bernard’s eyes flitted around my face, eyes, and chest. I checked my blouse wasn’t revealing my bra.

Emma spoke up. “Miss Kelly no longer drinks bourbon. Her dentist says it's staying her pretty teeth. My princess will have a dirty martini with me.”

“Yes, Mrs. Elwood. Right away.”

I was beside myself with shame and embarrassment. “Emma, please. Can you stop already?”

Her hand took mine and placed it on the top thigh of her crossed legs on her silky stocking and glided it as she leaned into me, her lips luscious, her cleavage prominent with her areolas just barely hidden. “Honey, it’s over. I just had to see how they and you’d react.”

“It was horrible. I feel so ashamed.”

“Don’t. You did very well. I’m proud of you. Men like you transition all the time. It’s something you’ll need to get used to.”

“Get used to. I told you I didn’t need to do this. I’d quit entirely. Is that why you're doing this, so I never do it again?”

“Absolutely not. And you need to do this. It doesn’t go away. Crossdressing is an addiction, so you might as well get used to it. Just relax now. The hard part is all done. Don’t you like running your hands on my stockinged leg like you are now?”

I nodded.

“Don’t you want me to do that to you someday?”

I nodded quicker, my eyes wide. “Oh god, yes. Please. That would be heavenly.”

“See? Then be patient with me. Relax now and enjoy our drinks, and then we can make some lists and agree on what we’re doing to go forward.”

“There doesn’t need to be a forward.”

“Trust me for both of us. There does. You’ll see. Relax, princess.” She gave me a peck on the lips as her hand slid onto my flat front women’s pants and rubbed my cock, making it grow in my panties. Her eyes looked into mine as she made it hard again. “There. That’s better, isn’t it, little girl?”

I nodded.

She giggled, and Bernard brought our drinks. “Lovely evening, isn't it, ladies? You might want to relax on the patio after dinner with espresso and single malt for Mister, I mean, Miss Kelly. I can save seats for you in your favorite area.”

“We may have the espressos, but single malts are far too masculine a drink for her now, too. Sorry.”

“Of course. What was I thinking? I’ll leave to enjoy your drinks.” Bernard smiled at each of us, bowed, and left.

Emma carefully lifted her dirty martini, her long nails gleaming as she held the thin stem. “To my princess. May she blossom.”

“Oh, honey.” I held my glass carefully to hers.

She touched hers to mine and sipped, her painted lips luscious on the rim. I sipped, and it left a mark from my lip gloss like Emma’s left a mark from her lipstick.

Emma looked at her glass and mine. “What was I thinking?” She dug into her purse. “Pucker.”

I did, and she applied her lipstick to my lips. “Better. Mush them together.”

I did and shook my head. She held my chin and filled my lips out further with the lipstick. “There! Just as luscious as mine now.”

“Emma!”

She looked around. No one could see us. She rubbed my cock, making it hard again while she looked into my eyes. “You’ll pretty up nicely. That lipstick works well on you.”

“Thanks. I guess. I told you I don’t⏤”

“Stop already with the, I don’t need to do this, or I’ll make you come right now and mess your pants and tell Pietre and Bernard.”

“You wouldn’t.”

“I could make you come. I can tell them, too. This is hot for you.” She rubbed my cock, grinning. “It makes you feel pretty, huh?”

“Honey.” I caressed her stockinged leg, imagining how good that must feel to her. I sipped my martini, enjoying her rubbing my cock. She never did that in public before. It was rare at home. It was exciting as hell. My lipstick deposited on the rim in a tiny, dainty spot. I throbbed, thinking I did that. That was sexy somehow. Like Emma’s glass.

We sipped and gazed over the golf course as we enjoyed each other’s ministrations.

“Kell, sweetie. Now admit this is heavenly.”

I nodded and squeezed her leg. “It is lovely. Thank you.” I gave her a peck, careful not to smudge my lipstick. “There is something that feels right about this. I don’t know why.”

“It could be a fetish. Then again, it could be who you are inside. I learned a lot today.”

“What were you reading?”

“About why men crossdress and stuff. I found a book, though, that has a way of allowing the women of crossdressing men to enjoy more and capitalize on it while making the crossdresser feel at home and increase their happiness.”

“Neat. A solution.”

“Yes. A wonderful one. When we finish this drink, we’ll get the next one and discuss it. Do you like wearing the sheer pantyhose on your shaved legs?”

“Oh god, yes. It feels so much better than not shaved. Thanks for doing that.”

“See? And the bra underneath your blouse. Do you like the sensation of wearing one?”

I nodded. “Yes. I do.”

“The heels?”

“Yes. Love the extra height and the change in my stride.”

“Women’s pants?”

“Somehow, they are sexier. Feel like a better fit.”

She nodded.

“Perfume and a purse?”

“Oddly, yes.”

“Then you’ll love the rest.” She pounded her drink, had me finish mine, and waved over to Bernard. Her hand stopped moving under the table but squeezed my cock on and off. My hand rested on her thigh, sensing the warm moisture from between her legs.

“Ready to order, ladies?”

Emma shook her head while she continued squeezing my cock on and off and on and off while looking directly at Bernard. “How about some oysters, two more dirty girls, and a pad and pen, please? We need to finish some work before we eat our meal.”

“Of course, Mrs. Elwood. Right away.” He left.

Emma resumed her massaging, and I my caressing.

“Emma, are you wet now? It seems moist between your thighs.”

“I am. Very. Good thing I have panties on.”

I was thrilled she was hot from this. “I’m so happy I’m making you wet.”

“Me too. I’m wet thinking about what’s to come for both of us.”

I removed her hand. “Stop for a minute, or you’ll make me spurt in my panties.”

She nodded and took her hand away. “I’ll need this hand, anyway.” She placed mine on my cock. “Be a big girl and do yourself as you see fit so you can control it. Okay, princess?”

“Okay.”

Bernard dropped off the pad and pen along with the drinks. He left, and I began rubbing my cock again, thinking about Emma being wet and hot for me later. I couldn’t wait to stick it in her and come. Maybe she’d let me keep the pantyhose on, too. Oh god. I held back coming, and waited.

“Okay, dear. It's time to make some lists.” She wrote Miss Kelly at the top of one page and Emma at the top of the other.


Negotiations

The most dangerous negotiation is the one you don't know you're in. Christopher Voss

Emma beamed as she held her pen at the ready. “Okay, sweetie. How would you like to be able to dress anytime you want? In front of me. Around the house, etc.”

“That would be interesting, for sure.”

“Would you be willing to do something in return?”

“Of course. Is this from the book you read today?”

“Yes.”

“Can I ask the name of it?”

It’s called A Female-Led Relationship With a Male-to-Female Crossdresser.

“Female-led relationship?”

“Yes. Like I’ve been doing tonight. The woman becomes the one to control things, and the feminized male gets to immerse herself in her feminine self and grow.”

I nodded. “So, you’d be leading me?”

“Right. Is that bad?”

I shrugged. “I guess not. You lead me now sometimes.”

“Right. This would be all the time. You have to promise to follow my lead. You’ve done wonderfully so far tonight. I think you’ll fall right into it.”

“Right. Probably. Okay, go on.”

“Okay. So say you get to be crossdressed at home or even if you look good enough, in public. You know, we could get your hair done and stuff.”

“I don’t need that.”

“No, but wouldn't it be exciting? Imagine wearing a dress like mine right now and higher heels and having your nails and hair done.”

I thought about it as I looked into her eyes and unconsciously sped up rubbing my cock.

“See? Nice to think about, isn’t it? Just thinking about it makes you rub yourself faster.”

I pulled my hand away, not realizing I had done that, and I had to stop because I was getting too close. “I guess that does sound nice. To experience being a woman in public would be crazy thrilling.”

“Right. Good girl. Just remember, what I say goes. You do what I say unless you become overwhelmed. I want you to be the best and enjoy it the most. It’s for you that I would be controlling you. I’d give you an allowance for all your girl things. We could make room in the closet. You could even dress for work and all the time.”

“But my clients.”

“Well, we’d have to have you finish selling the homes you have signed on already, but after that, you can be her anytime; you just have to present as her to those you signed as her. Your name is neutral. Your voice is more girl than guy. Your body is perfect. We’d start you with gel breast forms and a sturdy bra, and if you wanted to, you could get implants from the same doctor that made mine bigger. It would help with selling and signing clients if you had nice breasts.”

I laughed. “Wow! I never meant for it to go like this.”

“Of course not. But why not?”

“That includes doing stuff around the house I don’t want to do and showing your respect and submission to my will by performing visible actions to prove it.”

“Actions?”

“Yes. Like how you ran around the car to open my door when we arrived. You even bowed your head and offered your hand. That was easy, wasn't it?”

“It was. I can do that kind of stuff. I’d be proud to.”

“Good.”

“I’d have the final say on any decisions.”

“Sure.”

“I don't want to do any housework at all. You have to do it all. You can and should be dressed like a girl whenever you do it. Would you?”

“Sure. It will waste a whole day off, though.”

“I have a plan for that. You do a little each day. Plus, then you can dress each day you do it.”

“Every day? Dress every day?”

“After work or when you don’t have previously listed clients, you need to masquerade as a man in front of.”

“Right. Masquerade.”

“You’d need to do your makeup, though. No half-dressing. I won’t have a trucker in a skirt running around my house.”

“Okay. But that would take time.”

“You’ll need to find it. We could have electrolysis and laser hair removal, so you’d save time there. You can organize things for efficiency with the placement of your makeup and clothing and such. Oh yeah. And you’d need to organize the kitchen cabinets and drawers and spices. You’ll be planning the meals for the week and making dinner at night if we don’t go out. Once you’re passable, we can go back to going out for dinner if you like. For now, you’ll basically be a ‘60s wife, and I’ll be the ‘60s man as far as the roles go.

“Okay. I always thought ‘60s wives were sexy. So dedicated to their man.”

“That’s how you’ll be to me.”

“Right.”

“Sitting at my feet after doing the dishes. Do what I want. Rub my stockinged legs, etc.”

“Sounds pleasant.”

“Good.”

“What if it’s too much for me? What if I can’t do it all with work and changing and so on?”

“Well, if we can stop you from having to change into her at night, it will be like a normal day for a woman. You stay a woman all day.”

“Not sure I’m ready for that.”

“You don’t have to be now, but you’ll want to later.”

I nodded. “Still, if it’s all too much for me. How do I stop?”

She nodded. “We’ll have a special phrase that you can say. You can say, ‘I’m failing to be the girl I agreed to be, and I’m overwhelmed.’ That will tell me something has snapped you. You’ll have to be punished for it somehow, but at least you’ll have an out if it gets to be too much.”

“Punished?”

She shrugged. “We can figure out what that is later. It can be taking away your allowance or something or not being able to present as a woman. But there will be rewards, too, for performance. A new dress, a special pair of shoes? A wedding gown? Whatever your heart desires.”

I laughed and covered my mouth. “A wedding gown. Wow! That sounds fun. Wedding gowns are so feminine and fun looking.”

“See? This is so natural for you. Why did I not see it before? Oh well, better late than never.” She rubbed my cock, no writing being done yet. “Hmm, I thought I’d need a pad to write it all down, but we seem to have an agreement. Right?”

“I’ll do my best.”

“I know you will, honey. You always do your best, just like you’ve always tried your best to be a man. I love you.”

“I love you too. So much. Even more now. This is so exciting now. I can’t believe we’re doing this. It’s a dream come true. It’s something I’ve always wanted to explore.”

“Good. I never knew I wanted a cross-dressing husband, but now I’m so happy you are. You’ll be such a doll. So I’m in charge, right?”

“Totally.”

“Good. We’re in complete agreement on this. You will now be under my control in a female-led relationship. Say it back to me.”

It sounded scary. But Emma would be cool about it. She’s trying to make me happy. How many men have a wife who would totally accept their crossdressing and not think of them as a freak? She rubbed my cock in my pants, smiling at me, her pretty head tilted. She was so excited about doing this. “Well, princess?”

“I will be under your control in a female-led relationship.”

She removed her hand from rubbing me and placed my hand on it for me to do it. She put my other hand on her stockinged thigh for me to caress it. Both of my hands became busy. This was awesome. I was sure I’d be getting laid tonight!

She looked around, sitting up straight, bouncing one foot over the other. I could tell she was horny thinking about this. She must get hot having a cross-dressing husband now. I wonder what changed? That book must be excellent. It’s pretty easy for me. Just some organizing and housework and then I can be dressed all the time, almost. Plus, it makes her aroused for some reason. What more could I ask for?

I rubbed her silky thigh as I rubbed my cock with my other hand. “I can’t wait to get you home, Emma.”

“Of course, baby. Me too. Oh. By the way. If you masquerade as a man…when you have to, that is…. you have to wear all women’s things under your man clothes. Got it?”

“Not too difficult.”

“Good girl.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “I can’t wait to get home, too. Let’s eat and go.” She tore the pages off the pad, crumpled the paper, and placed it all on the table for Bernard to pick up.


Second Thoughts

He who hesitates is a damned fool. Mae West

Emma had me drive home, which was interesting in the women’s heels. She was talking all the way about how pretty I’d be and what fun it was going to be to help me become a girl.

“Honey, I’m just thinking a little. Aren’t you taking this a little far? I mean, it’s not like this was such an addiction of mine or anything. I only did it now and then. I don’t need to transform myself into a girl.”

“Honey, why shouldn’t you is the question you should be asking. Besides, I’m the one who does the thinking now. Your pretty little head doesn’t have to think; just be pretty. You’re enjoying this, right?”

I shrugged and glanced at her, then back at the road. “It’s entertaining for sure, but… I mean, I can’t do this every day all the time. I have clients to see.”

“We talked about that, princess. You’ll masquerade as a man again for those already assigned clients, but you’ll be all girl any other time, including when signing new clients. Then, when you’ve finished with the old clients, you can be a girl all the time. You’ll love it. Give it a chance. You’ll soon find out you make a much better woman than you ever made as a man. Besides, I’m in charge now. We agreed you’d have a female-led relationship with me. Do you want to use your safe phrase right now and pay the price?”

“Maybe. What would be the price?”

“Hmm, let’s see. Never ever, ever dress in women’s clothes again. Just like you claimed you’d be able to. Of course, I know you’d do it again, and so do you, except you’ll be like a trucker in a skirt again with hairy legs and a Ken doll head instead of a pretty, feminine, sexy lady. You’ll still be doing all the agreed-upon tasks we talked about. Last, I’ll put you into male chastity, and only once a month will you be allowed to have a release in whatever way I choose at the time. Maybe a ruined orgasm or simply a little prostrate milking.”

“Prostate milking? Like stuff something in my bottom?”

“Right. Just enough milking to keep you healthy. No ejaculation, just oozing. Ready to say your phrase? I’ll say it for you, and you can repeat it, princess. Repeat after me. ‘I’m failing to be the girl I agreed to be, and I’m overwhelmed.’ It sure sounds like you’re overwhelmed and failing by the way you’re talking. Go ahead and say it, you sissy. Be the man you think you are and say it.”

“You're being mean now. I’m not a sissy.”

“You’re whining about not wanting to keep up your end of the bargain, minutes after agreeing, is sounding like you’re a sissy. Say it. ‘I’m failing to be the girl I agreed to be, and I’m overwhelmed.’”

I couldn’t believe she was being so mean, calling me names like that. “You’re hurting my feelings.”

“Oh, you poor little sissy.”

“Honey!” I whimpered, my hands locked on the steering wheel, tears threatening to fall from my eyes. The scent of the perfume on my wrists wafted to my nose and helped to calm me. I lifted a wrist and sniffed it deeply.

“Kelly. Sweetie. You can do it, and you know it. And you know you’ll love every minute. Why not do it? Because you're afraid? We were afraid when we started our business, weren't we? We became successful. That fear left us. This fear will leave you, too. You can do it, sweetie. I know you can. Let yourself know you can commit to it and enjoy life.”

She could be right. It was just my fear of uncertainty. I was being a wimp—a sissy. Besides, the consequences of not doing it after we had already agreed to do it would be horrible. Prostrate milking? Eww. No ejaculations? Horrible. “You’re right, honey. I need to listen to you. You’re my goddess, and you know what’s best for me. I’m sorry.”

“That’s my girl!” She leaned over and patted my leg, smiling at me. “I’m so proud of you.”

“Thanks, honey.”


I’m Gonna Stuff Emma Tonight

The moments of happiness we enjoy take us by surprise. It is not that we seize them, but that they seize us. Ashley Montagu

By the time we reached home, I was relaxed and no longer worried. Emma made me hard again as we drove. I wished those darn pants she had me wear had a front sipper instead of a side zipper so I could take it out. She was energized and bouncing a high heel with her legs crossed while one hand worked my pants and the other glided over her legs and breasts. She was ready for me. I was getting laid! I was beyond horny.

I pulled into the drive, and Emma looked at our front porch. “Oh good! They made it.”

“What? Amazon?”

“Yes! I ordered some things for us. Be a doll and bring it in when we get inside, okay princess?”

“Sure, sweetie.”

As soon as we arrived, I grabbed the package from the front stoop and put it on the kitchen counter. Emma cut the box open, pulled out a white box, and opened it. “They’re awesome! I can’t wait to see you in them.” She handed them to me with both hands.

“Wow. They feel real. They’re kinda hefty, too.”

“They should be just right for you to create substantial cleavage with the bras I bought, too. Aren’t you glad you shaved your chest?” She dug out three bras. “Here. Snip the tags off and go put the black lace one on with them. I’ll be up in a minute to find a nice nightie and things for you to wear to bed.” She gave me an excited peck on the lips. “See you in a little bit.”

I ran upstairs, took off my clothes, and put them away. I put on the black lace bra, which had thick straps and four clasps in the back. My hands were shaking as I put the gel breast forms into the cups and adjusted them. Wow! I had cleavage, and the breasts were pressed deliciously on my chest. This was incredible.

I admired them in the mirror as Emma came in, went over to her nightstand, and put some things in the drawers. “I left the boxes and stuff on the counter so you could clean them up tomorrow, okay?”

“Wonderful.”

She placed her hand on my shoulder. “Look at you, girl! Wow! Nice boobs!” She squeezed one. “They do feel real! Hot! Like them?”

“Love them.”

“Okay. I’ll pick out your night clothes now. We’ll get you all your own clothes tomorrow and thin out your old, outmoded guy costumes as much as possible to make room. Sit on the bed.”

I sat there looking down at my breasts, squeezing them, and pressing on them in delight.

Emma came out and placed things on the bed. “Come into the bathroom.”

She led me by the hand. I stood before the mirror as she added eyeshadow and contouring, extended my eyelashes with more mascara, and put on another layer of lipstick. Then she painted my toenails quickly with metallic pink Insta-dry nail polish. She opened a pack of pre-glued pink metallic nails and applied them quickly to my fingers. She stood me up and fluffed and sprayed my hair. “You need earrings. Piercings tomorrow.”

She admired me, smiling. “Lovely. I can’t wait for your hair to grow so we can do something prettier. You’re still quite cute, though. Do you like your look?” She laughed, grabbed my bobbing cock, and stroked it.

I nodded nervously. This was incredible. She was so hot, I’d be fucking her tonight for sure! I couldn’t wait to stick it in her and let it go. I’d probably not even last a few minutes like normal but only a couple of seconds, but so what? Emma hardly ever comes anyway.

“Okay. I’m gonna change. Go put on the things I left for you on the bed, and you can clean up the boxes downstairs after. Why wait until morning? Then I’ll come down, and we can have a drink, and then we can have some awesome sex. I’m gonna come like a rocket, princess.”

I sat on the bed as Emma went into the closet. I slid on the black lace garter belt and sheer black stockings and attached them to it. Then I put on the black ruffled crotchless panties that framed my package nicely as it bobbed in the air. Next was a baby doll that came down just over my hips and then a pair of strappy, black patent five-inch-heeled stilettos. It took me a moment to find my center of gravity on them with the extra high heel and the weight of the breasts tugging me forward, but I could walk in tiny minced steps back and forth, my cock dancing with each step.

I admired myself in the mirror. Sprayed on a delicious perfume, bathing me in feminine sensuality. Emma appeared in a similar outfit, her hair still back. “I need to take my hair down.” She looked me up and down. “Hmm. I forgot something.”

She went into the nightstand and took out some things. She came over to me and knelt before me. She sucked my cock, looking up at me, something she may have done twice since we’d been married. I couldn’t restrain myself from grabbing her head and humping into her face. Her eyes went wide, and she pulled off me, slapping my hands from her head.

“Damn it! Who’s in charge here? Did I say you could fuck my face like that, you little sissy bitch?”

“I’m so sorry. I couldn’t help it. You never do that anymore, and I got too excited.”

“Well, I may never do that again. Now play with it and get it hard again.” She knelt there, and I worked it back up, looking at myself in the full-length mirror. I loved my makeup, the way the heels made my legs look in the sheer black stockings, and the way my cleavage and breasts jiggled as I stroked my cock with my thumb and middle finger, long fake nails glinting in the light. My breathing became choppy, and I heard a little whimper usher from my lips.

“Okay. Stop. I didn’t say you could come yet, Kelly.”

I let it go, and it bobbed in the air and oozed a drop from the tip. My leg twitched, clattering my heel on the floor. I had almost come.

“Okay. Now.” She lubed my cock up, then slid a rubber over it.

“Why are you making me use a rubber? You can’t get pregnant. We never use a rubber.”

“You’ll see.” She smiled up at me.

Next, she slid a black satin with white lace sheath-like thing over my rubber-covered cock and slid my shaved globes into a pouch attached to it. The sheath was shorter than my cock was, and I compressed it some, making it look much smaller and feminine, actually. Next, she tied the soft black satin ribbons attached to the pouch over my shaft and under my globes, then tied it in a pretty bow on top. She stood up and admired it.

“There. It doesn’t look the least bit masculine now. It’s so cute and pretty. The short sheath even makes it tinier and emphasizes how truly insignificant it’s always been. I love it.”

I stared at it. Hmm. It’s always been insignificant, huh? Maybe she was right. I should have gone soft from that statement, but it made me more aroused for some reason. It seemed to fit better with the direction I was taking to becoming more feminine, and so its insignificance was an advantage and arousing. It was like an affirmation of my femininity. It was still bobbing but in short lifts and falls due to its abbreviated length. The rubber with the lube in it slid deliciously on the skin and made it bob more. It felt nice. But how would I fuck her with it?

“Do you think it’s cute and pretty now?”

“I guess it is.”

“Does it feel nice?”

“It does.”

“Good. You look more like a girl all the time. This is definitely fitting for you. A real man would look silly like that. You look absolutely darling.”

I guessed this sheath thing was like foreplay to hang out and have a drink in. I was certain it was, and the rubber would come off later when she begged me to stick it in her.

She stood. “I’m so horny right now. It’ll be a quick drink. I’m gonna try to make the anticipation last, though. You might have to help me with that, princess.” She kissed me deeply on my lips, crushing our breasts together. My cock in the sheath bobbed against her stockinged leg. I knew then it would be coming off. She needed to get fucked badly.

She broke the kiss, smiling at me. “Go clean up downstairs and make some drinks, and I’ll be right down.”

“Right away, dear.”

I navigated the stairs in those heels, imagining myself fucking her dressed like I was, our bodies in an embrace, my cock spurting and shooting white ropes as I stuck it in her tight hot hole.

I hurriedly broke the boxes down and put them in the garage. I had already taken the garbage out, so they’d have to wait until it was emptied. Then I mixed some tall gin and tonics with huge lime wedges squeezed into them. My heart was pounding. We’d probably go out back on the patio, where it was very private, and enjoy them.

I sat and crossed my legs, bouncing a foot, staring at the frosty drinks. I needed to calm down. I drank some of the drink and filled it back up with more gin. I sipped it again. Woof! Strong. That should do it. I shot some down and then put more gin in.

Emma clicked her way into the kitchen, smiling. “Oh, good girl! You put the boxes in the garbage.”

“In the garage. The garbage is outside.”

“Well, go get them and put them in the garbage. They need to go in the garbage.”

“But…”

“Shush! Go.”

I went into the garage and grabbed them, then opened the garage and looked around carefully as I stood there in the glaring light on that dark night. I gauged my path to the garbage can. It was two hundred fifty feet away. Luckily, no one could see much for most of it. I held the boxes and took a deep breath, then ran in tiny steps all the way to the street, my heels clicking erotically. Passing cars honked as I placed the boxes into the can.

I ran back to the house and came into the kitchen, trying to catch my breath. “That was scary, honey.”

“Why? I heard cars honking. Hope you gave them a good show. Invite anyone in?” She laughed.

“Honey!”

“I know. I had to do that. The more you face your fears, the quicker you’ll grow. Good girl. I’m proud of you.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “Grab your drink.”

She stood with her drink. “Let’s sit on the front porch.”

I heard myself whine like a little girl, “Honey!”

“No one can see us there.”

“What if the people who honked come back around and come down our driveway looking for a party?”

“We give them a party. Or at least you do.” She laughed. “Don’t be silly. No one is going to come down our driveway. It's too intimidating with all the trees and darkness.” She grabbed my hand and dragged me to the front porch.

We sat on the padded wicker loveseat, our legs sliding against each other as we crossed our legs and bounced our high-heeled feet together in time. “Isn’t this lovely?” Emma asked. Her hand glided on my thigh, then grabbed my cock in the sheath and squeezed it. She gave me a peck on the lips. “My sexy little girl. My sexy wife. Mmm.” She gave me another peck. Her other hand drifted between her legs. Two fingers went between her legs, and she looked like she was pushing something into her, but her fingers were outside of her panties.

I looked down at her fingers pressing on her. “What’s that?”

“It’s a vibrating plug I bought for foreplay. It’s wonderful. It’s making me so wet and ready. I love clenching myself on it. When I do, it sends the vibrations deeper into my clit and pelvic area.”

“Nice. I thought you never wanted to play with toys before.”

“No, honey. I never said that. You did. You said we didn’t need them. Now I know you were wrong. I wish you could feel how nice this is. It’s really getting me in the mood for a nice cock.”

I nodded. “Well, I guess that’s good then, because I’m so ready to come myself.”

“Good girl. Stay on the edge.”

She sipped her drink, pressing the plug, and a look of bliss was on her face. She had me play with my sheathed cock in the lubed rubber. We both sat there masturbating in the cool night air, the smell of hyacinths from the flower bed mixed with our perfumes, our bodies tingling, the cool air blowing on my stockinged legs, the breasts heavy on my chest.

“Suck my nipples, Kell.” She took my head and lowered it to her breast, which she uncovered. I sucked her nipple and bit it gently and sucked it some more while I massaged her breast with my other hand while I stroked myself. Then she had me do the other breast. She moaned and whispered, “Oh god, I need a nice cock in me so badly. I can’t wait.”

“Me either, honey. Me either.”

Emma lowered her voice, making it deep and throaty. “I’m gonna come so damn hard.”

I stopped sucking and turned my head up to look at her. “I can’t wait, sweetie.”

“I don’t know if you ever saw me come.”

“You sounded like you might have on our wedding night and one other time. I can't wait to feel it when I’m inside you when you do. That will be incredible. Being clutched tightly by you as you shudder and shake will be awesome.”

“Oh god, yes. It will be. You’ll come when I come. That’s your order.”

“I will, honey. If I can hold back long enough.”

“You will. Now, finish your drink and relax a little. I will, too. Let’s enjoy the fresh night air.” Her hand caressed my stockinged leg, sending ripples of pleasure through me, my cock bobbing in its lubed sheath. We breathed in the night air. I was gonna fuck her, and she was gonna come. What could be better? This was turning out to be something really special. I was so glad I decided to let her think she was in charge. I chuckled.

“What, Kelly?”

“Oh, nothing. This is just so cool.”

“See? It’s best when the woman is in charge. It’s even better when she’s in charge of her wife instead of her husband, like now, right?”

“Right. So right. So much better.”

She smiled and sipped. I had most of my drink down now and was pretty darn buzzed. It should help me last a second or two longer, at least.

Soon, Emma stood and took me by the hand. I was a little unsteady at first but stayed upright with her keeping me steady. “There, there. Wow, that drink really hit you. I think you’re becoming a good little girl the way it hit you so hard.”

I laughed. “Of course, I’m a good little girl. It’s what you want me to be.”

“Darn right, princess. Darn right.”

In the bedroom, Emma dug in her nightstand drawers. She had turned both nightstand lights on. They were dim bulbs, but they still really illuminated us. “Should I turn off the lights, Emma?”

“No. We need to see. You need to see it. It’s important you see what it means to a woman when a woman comes as hard as I will.”

“Right.” And she was right again. How could I miss looking into her eyes when I stick it into her, and her body twitches, and she comes like an animal on my cock? I was bobbing in the sheath. “Can I take this sheath off now?”

“Not yet. Hang on, princess.”

“Okay.”

She slid onto the bed, put the pillow against the headboard, and sat back against it. She took out her plug. She patted the bed. “Lay next to me on my left, princess, and snuggle next to me. Put a leg over mine.”

I did, and we slid our silky stockinged legs together. She lifted her breasts from her top and played with them, watching me and stroking my hair. “So pretty. Such a good girl. Such a sexy little girl. Hump my leg slowly. Don’t you dare come yet.”

“Of course not. I’m holding it back for you.”

“Good girl. Curl up a little and rest your head on me while you hump my leg in that pretty little sheath.”

I mumbled and humped and rested my head while she stroked my hair and the backs of her fingers stroked my cheek. I breathed in her perfume, my cock raging and ready to stuff into her at a moment’s notice. My body tingled all over, and I gave myself over to all the sensations of my breasts, her stockinged leg against my lubed sheathed cock. I was writhing with desire.

Emma stopped caressing my hair and face, and the next thing I knew, she was moaning and calling out, “Hansel, that’s it, honey. Fill me with your big thick lovely many cock. Fuck me!”

I lifted up to see Emma with a huge, fake, but very realistic cock diving into her over and over while her leg twitched and she moaned. “Oh god, yes, Hansel. That’s it, baby. Fuck me like a whore and come in me.”

I was shocked but continued humping her leg. She was so hot this way.

“Do you enjoy seeing me get fucked like this, Kelly? Isn’t it hot?”

I nodded as her left hand drifted down to my sheath and grabbed it lightly. She slid down from the backboard and spread her legs wider, knocking my leg from hers. It must have been time for me to fuck her.

“Slip alongside of me and hump my hand, sweetie. Stuff that cock in my hand while I clutch it, and Hansel comes inside of me. Don’t come until Hansel and I do.”

Hansel was pounding into her. Her nipples were hard as rocks; her body tense with each thrust, and her leg would twitch slightly from time to time as she whimpered. It was a beautiful sight. I never imagined a woman could feel so good. Especially Emma.

I was unconsciously humping slowly and deliciously while holding back my finish in the lubed rubber of the sheath into her fist, while she made love to herself. Soon she’d ask me to fuck her and finish her. “Ask Hansel to come inside your wife, Kelly. Ask him now. Be polite. Tell him how much you want him to come in your wife.”

It felt weird, but it was so hot. Why not let her have her fantasy? I thought I’d come in her tonight, but that seemed less possible now. May as well fuck her fist and help her fantasize. Maybe I’d get to stick it in her, though, too. I kept that hope up. “Hansel, please, please, please…come in, my wife. She needs you to fill her with her seed. Breed her.”

“Good girl. Keep asking Hansel; beg him to come in your wife. Tell him how much you need it, too.”

“Hansel, you wonderful, six-foot-five Viking god. Breed my wife like I never could. Breed her and satisfy her. Please my wife like the manly man you are. I need you to come inside her so she can come with you.”

“Oh god, you’re coming in me, Hansel!!” Emma stuffed herself over and over, and her leg twitched and jerked, and she squirted fluid as her hand clenched my cock tight. I whimpered in a girly voice as I fucked her fist spastically like a rabbit, like an adolescent coming for the first time in his pillow. My body shook, and I came so hard in the sheath as she moaned and squealed and clenched Hansel’s cock deep inside of her and made a perfect-sized hole for my cock in her fist. I uncontrollably whimpered loudly, my voice high and crying like a little girl. My legs jerked against the satin sheets as each spurt felt like it came up from my high-heeled toes.

Even when I stopped spurting, I kept fucking her wonderfully perfectly sized hand, the electric feeling intense and body wrenching, but I couldn’t stop.

Hansel gave a last few final thrusts; Emma whimpered briefly, her leg twitched, and then Hansel pulled out and flopped onto the bed with a heavy thud. Emma cried a little cry of loss from losing Hansel in her. I was still humping into her hand uncontrollably, the sensation incredible. She let go of my cock and took her hand away. My hips kept humping the air, and then I realized I should stop. My whimpering ceased. My breathing was heavy. My legs slid deliciously back and forth on the satin sheets. I stopped moving.

I lay there in wonder of the best sex either of us ever had. Did she want Hansel? Should she have the real thing? I couldn’t think about that, or I’d ruin it all.

I curled up like a baby in the fetal position next to her. Her arm wrapped around me. She kissed my head. She whispered, “Good girl. My wonderful little girl. I’m so proud of you. You're such a good girl! I love you so much! Was it good for you? It sure seemed like it was the best you ever had.”

“It was wonderful.”

“Did you miss not coming in me?”
I shrugged. “I thought all night that was what I’d do.”
“Honestly now, princess. Tell me this isn’t the best you ever had.”
I couldn’t help grinning while I avoided her gaze.
“Oh yeah. I see it. Now tell me you just had the best sex you ever had with my hand and that you want to make love to my hand again. You want my hand more than my pussy, right? It’s okay to tell me. It’s okay to feel that way.”

“Shit! It’s the best I ever had, and I want to make love to your hand again, Emma. Please allow me to do that again someday?”

“Good girl. Then that’s how you’ll make love to me from now on, princess.” She kissed my cheek and fell limp on the bed, letting out a deep sigh.

It was truly better than any other time, but… was this how I’d do it now? Would the real Hansel be there then, too? I had to stop thinking about it and just be thankful for the immense pleasure we both just had. It was the best sex I ever had and sure looked like the best sex Emma ever had, too.


Freak!

People who cannot invent and reinvent themselves must be content with borrowed postures, secondhand ideas, fitting in instead of standing out. Warren Bennis

The following day, I woke to Emma packing things into large garbage bags from the dresser. I slid up and sat on the edge of the bed, crossing my stockinged, high-heeled legs with a morning wood stuffed between my thighs still in the wet sheath. “Emma, what are you doing, sweetie?”

“Making room by getting rid of some of your costume wear.”

“Costume?”

“Yes. Boy, clothes. We're shopping today to get you a proper wardrobe. Get up and make us breakfast. I’ll be done shortly with the garbage and donation bags. Go! Now!”

“Yes, dear.”

I navigated the stairs and started breakfast, then went into the half bath, peed, and cleaned up my sheath and dick, and stood there looking at it. I couldn’t leave it bare. It didn’t seem right. I put the sheath back on and went back to cooking.

I had a slight hangover, but it wasn’t bad. I remembered last night and couldn’t help getting hard again thinking about it. How weird. Was I hard because I got off on my wife getting fucked by another man, or was it because I enjoyed fucking her hand? Either way, it made me seem like a freak. I shrunk in the sheath as I realized how messed up I was.

By the time I was done with French toast and bacon, Emma was downstairs. She hugged me from behind. “You’re such a good girl. Thanks for breakfast. Today, we get everything a girl needs.” She laughed. “Almost everything. I don’t think we can find any nice cocks at the mall.” She gave me a peck on the cheek while squeezing my ass, then sat down.

I served breakfast and poured the juice and coffee, then sat across from her, and she began. “Honey, I’m kinda a freak now, aren’t I? I mean, last night was incredible.”

“It certainly was. Why do you think you’re a freak?”

“I got off better than I ever did my whole life, either from you being fucked by another man or from me loving the sheath and your hand. Either one is freaky, aren’t they?”

“No. You are not freaky.” She took a bite of toast and then chewed it while looking at me, studying me. “First off, you used the term of me being fucked by… another…yes another… man… as you sit there, your cleavage prominent in your babydoll top, your legs crossed in stockings and high heels while you bounce a foot. What other man? That implies you're a man. You aren’t and probably never ever have been. As time passes, you’ll see how true this is and that you are all girl. Second, my hand and the sheath and lubed rubber are a better fit for your cockette and much more sensual and feminine, and thus much more appropriate for the girl you are. It’s only appropriate that you become more excited, and the pleasure is greater when it fits your nature so well. This is your true nature. You aren’t a freak, but doing what’s part of your nature.”

I shrugged. “Really?”

“Think about it. It was incredible, right?”

I nodded sheepishly, still embarrassed that it was, as I chewed my French toast, my other hand unconsciously caressing my stockinged thigh. My cock was growing hard again in the constricting satin sheath.

“See? Look at your body language. It’s natural to you. I bet you're hard again. Don’t think you’re a freak. Embrace who you are and drive those silly little-girl-like fears away. Release your old paradigms of who you are and what you’re supposed to be. They are no more valid than you being a man.”

I nodded hurriedly and ate quietly. I think she might be right. It all made sense. I was never a man. I was always a girl with a cock. The things that thrill me aren’t manly but girly. Even seeing my wife coming from something other than me is naturally arousing since I never could make her come like that because I wasn't like that. I wasn’t manly enough to be able to, so this is even more exciting.

“Does that help, princess?”

I nodded and sipped my juice. “It does. It makes sense now. I see your points, and they’re valid. Plus, I never saw you love it so much and come like that, and that shows me what I’ve been unable to give you. It speaks volumes to me that I never was a man. It all makes sense to me now.”

“Good girl. Then you’re all better and ready for a lovely day, as the girl you are?”

I couldn’t help but smile ear to ear.

“Good girl. Say it to me. I’ve never been a man. I’ve always been a girl.”

“I’ve never been a man. I’ve always been a girl.”

“Wonderful. You’ll do well with this.”


Shopping and Other Fun Things

I always say shopping is cheaper than a psychiatrist. Tammy Faye Bakker

We spent the day getting everything I would need on this journey. Emma forced me to get a haircut that would make me look more feminine if it was done one way, yet could be flattened out for the remaining male mode times I’d have. She also had me get a pedicure but no manicure until I could continually wear the long fake nails. For now, I’d use the pre-glued overlays.

I loved walking in the mall in my new hairstyle, miniskirt, and high wedge heels. I didn't receive any strange looks and looked pretty passable, too. This was good because it would save me from planning and cooking meals since we could go out to dinner. As much as I liked the idea of being a sixties wife, it was intimidating how much work it would be. Emma agreed we could now go out to dinners with me entirely en femme most evenings.

I was getting more comfortable in my new skin than in my old one, and the overwhelming tasks were becoming less.

At home, Emma helped me wash, dry, and put things away, as well as organize my makeup and clothes so that I could quickly change into male mode.

We regularly ate at François’s. They were very cordial and accepting and even praised the new me. We ate at other places, too. Life was pretty darn good. Emma set up electrolysis and laser hair removal for me. After a couple of weeks, I was hairless except for my head, which made things much more sensual, time saving, and easier.

As far as the female-led relationship part, it wasn’t much of a change. I was always somewhat submissive to Emma and always enjoyed serving her on hand and foot. She was right about breaking up the housecleaning and doing a little every day off the task sheet she made for me, which I tracked on the refrigerator door. The quiet tasks were simple to do before she woke and the louder ones after we got home from dinner. When done with my tasks, sitting on a pillow on the floor by her seemed natural and proper, allowing me to happily demonstrate my submission and her superiority. I also enjoyed when she’d allow me to sit next to her from time to time so I could massage her legs, which we both loved.

We fell into a routine, and finally, I sold the last house, for which I had signed the contract when I was masquerading as a man. I was free!

We celebrated at François’s, decked out in our feminine finery, followed by dancing with handsome men at a nightclub. I loved watching my wife enjoy herself teasing and seducing the men, but wondered why she wasn’t going further.

We sat at the bar after she sent another good-looking guy away. I ran my long-nailed hand on her stockinged leg. “What’s wrong, honey? I’d have thought you’d be getting laid by at least one of the guys we’ve met here.”

She looked me in the eye intently. She grasped my hand. “I know. I’m wondering about that, too. I think it feels wrong. I mean, it needs to be shared.”

I nodded. Sipped my drink. “But… like with the toys. We could do that, but with a real man. I’d love to see you enjoy yourself more, and I love your hand. Or I could hide if you’re uncomfortable with me in the room. Whatever you want, of course. You're the boss.”

“Of course I am, but I know that. Thank you for seeing how much I’d appreciate a real man making love to me, too. It’s very nice of you. But like you said, it’s up to me. I think I know what might help me, though.”

“What’s that? Anything. I’ll do anything for you.”

“Then I want you to get laid alongside me when I have one.”

“What’s wrong with your lovely hand?”

“I need you to enjoy it as much as me. I want you to fully experience being penetrated and filled with a real man’s passionate release. It will validate and compliment your feminine allure and being. You’ll never conceive of yourself being a man again. You’ll long to give yourself to a real man like women do. You’ll crave his power and passion as he deposits his passionate release into your soul, making you twitch and swoon. Then I’ll know you’ve been made happy as well as me, and I won’t feel guilty. Will you do it for me?”

I shook my head. “I’m sorry, honey. It’s just gross. I can’t imagine something in there, never mind releasing into me.”

“I could force you to.”

“I could use my safe phrase.”

She nodded. “Okay. Well, I have a solution to the problem the book gave me. I think we’ll both have fun getting there, too. We start the day after tomorrow.”

“If it’ll be fun for you, why not tomorrow?”

“I have to order some things.” She took out her phone and opened the Amazon app, and I ordered more drinks.


Emma’s Plans

It's a new challenge to see how people can change your look. I like words like transformation, reinvention, and chameleon. Because one word I don't like is predictable. Naomi Campbell

Emma started the next day on her project of making me accept and long to be a woman to men. That wasn’t all that she changed, though. She wanted me to be, be seen, and be considered a woman fully. Was I ever!

I initially resisted and felt remorse because I knew I’d been a failure as a manly man and believed somehow that was still salvageable. It was like losing an old friend, in a way. But as time went on, I knew that old friend wasn’t that good a friend because that friend should have led me to where I was going rather than Emma, but that friend never did. That friend was stuck in an old paradigm that if you had a dick, you were a man.

As Emma moved me through this journey, I was now able to realize how far from the truth me being a man because I had a dick and committed myself to let Emma lead me where she wanted me to go. We had agreed. It was my duty and promise to her. I wanted to use my safe phrase many times, but… I stayed strong.

“Okay, Kelly. Here is an attachment for the shower you need to put on. In the morning, you’ll use it after you’ve done your cleaning tasks and made and cleaned up breakfast, then pooped.” She handed the package to me. Ironically, it was shaped like a man’s penis. I stared at it. “You’ll use this to clean out that cute little bottom of yours so you can get used to having something inside of it, and you’ll feel much prettier and fresh and clean after. You’ll see. You’ll love the sensation and feeling of it and no longer think that that area is something dirty. Got it?”

I nodded sheepishly as I looked at it. “But it’s a dick.”

“They have other ones that don’t look like that, but I felt it appropriate that you use this one. Now go put it on the shower so it’s ready for tomorrow morning. When you do that, I’ll take us to dinner, and you can wear your new dress and shoes I bought for you.”

I smiled broadly, then puckered my lips to her. “May I?”

She leaned forward, offering me her lips as she smiled. I gave her a peck on the lips. “Thank you so much, Emma. I can’t wait to wear the dress and shoes.” I dashed off, excited about wearing that new dress. It had a flared-out skirt with a crinoline beneath it, and I’d be able to be free under it. The shoes were the cutest, highest heels with the daintiest soles and straps that would make me nearly teeter up on them as I took feminine, tiny, minced, vulnerable steps. It was so easy to not worry about disturbing things when she knew how in love I was with new clothes.

At dinner, Emma couldn’t contain her excitement for me.

It seems you absolutely love that dress. Is it nice being free beneath it in that silky, fluffy crinoline holding the skirt out?

I nodded, grinning, my hand in my lap wrapped around my hard shaft, my legs crossed and bouncing a dainty high-heeled shoe. “Heavenly. Thank you.”

“Good, because I want you to be aroused as much as possible.” She leaned close to me and whispered. “I want you to jerk that sissy cock of yours over and over… carefully so you don't get blisters… all waking hours, and see how many times a day you can spurt it for me. I want you to reach the most times ever and keep at it until you can get no more. I’ll have a chart on the refrigerator next to your task lists for you to record every emission in the day. You just have to stack up Xs on the dates so we can count them and see your progress. Does that sound fun?” Her hand caressed my stockinged thigh.

“Oh, my god. That sounds crazy good. Especially after only being able to come in your hand once a week.”

“I thought you’d think so.”

“Does that mean I can’t use your hand anymore?”

“No. Actually, I was thinking every day you put forth a splendid effort and maximize the frequency of your emissions, I’d let you use my hand in bed at night while I meet up with my Hansel dildo. How does that sound?”

“Emma, you make me happier every day. Wow. I don't know how this is gonna make me desire men more, but I can't wait to get to work at accomplishing this. It sounds quite challenging. I never had that much… uh… pleasure that often.”

“It will be. You’ll do well, though, I’m sure. I’ll help you in other ways, too.”

“Thank you so much, Emma.”

She put her martini down and took my hand in hers, stopping me from caressing myself in the crinoline. “You’re welcome, dear. Now, there are a couple of more things to do in that time frame. I can handle our clients so you can give full attention to achieving your goals. What I have planned for you are a couple of things.” Her eyes were wide with excitement. She shivered with it. “Oh my, this is so exciting.” She sipped her martini. “I’ve made an appointment with my doctor for you next week. He’s going to give you breasts. Your hips are decent right now, and you don’t need any more padding. Your tops will all fit beautifully after. You’ll be able to wear bodycon dresses and everything, even without a bra, and you’ll have lovely nipples.” She looked me in the eyes, awaiting my response. My eyes were wide with fear. Should I use the safe phrase?

“What’s wrong? I thought you’d be thrilled.”

“Uh, surgery? Not to mention, I can’t wash off my breasts or change them like clothing. I’d never be able to even try to act like a man again.”

“Why would you want to? You aren’t anywhere near being a man in any way. Heck, right now, you’re afraid to do what’s best for you. Are you going to use the safe phrase because you're afraid? You have the best plastic surgeon around, and your breasts will be the envy of any woman. Think before you speak, princess. If you want bigger hips, we can do that too, but that is more difficult for a person, and they might sometimes need repositioning. I think you have a lovely ass and hips, and no one is the wiser.”

“No hips. Too much.”

“We could plump your lips with hyaluronic acid-based fillers a bit. It’ll last six months to a year but can be redone, and it would be fun and very sexy and inviting. You’d love putting lipstick on them.”

“That sounds fun and simple.” I laughed. “May as well get it done at the same time.”

“True. Okay then. Breasts and lips. Wonderful. It will all happen next week, and then you’ll be good to go in a few weeks. Agreed or safe phrase. Be brave.”

I thought about it as I sipped my drink. Why not? It made sense. I wouldn’t even need a bra if I didn't want one. I’d have nice nipples that I could show modestly as subtle bumps in my top, further enhancing my feminine look. I could never return to what I was, anyway. It isn’t me anymore. Maybe it never was. Emma was right. Even when she wasn't, it was up to me to obey. “You’re right, sweetie. Thank you. Let’s do it.”

“Wonderful. Now I want you to imagine yourself with real breasts and…” She placed my hand in my lap. “I want you to wet that crinoline as many times as you can during dinner. We’ll start tracking your success on the chart tonight as your first day. When we get home, I’ll use Hansel, and you can use my hand before we fall asleep.”

I nodded as I looked around and made sure no one could see me jerking myself under the table. I smiled at Emma. “I love you.”

“I love you too. Oh, by the way, I’m changing our names. It seems silly to be Elwoods when I’m leading, so you should take my last name.”

I shrugged. “I guess that makes sense.”

“I think we can pull off having your sex changed on your documents to match what you are now, too. I’ll have you sign the forms and such. We can do both at the same time. Good?”

I nodded. “I guess. I’d be Kelly Cane, and you'd be Emma Cane.”

“Almost. You should have a more perky, spunky, sexy first name, though, so why keep Kelly? You’ll be Candy Cane. Won’t that be cute? Our clients will love having a Candy Cane as their realtor. Especially the guys. It speaks to who you’ll become, and it’ll match your new breasts, lips, and looks.”

I had stopped jerking. “Everything I ever was would be gone.”

“Right. Everything. Even your name. You’d be my wife. My submissive little bimbo wife. It’s so exciting!” She shook my thigh. “C’mon! I thought you’d love it. Imagine being a hot, sexy bimbo. It all goes together. Boobs and all. It’s like matching an outfit with shoes and hair and accessories.”

“I guess. Well, what choice do I have, anyway?”

“Right. Suck it up and be what you’re meant to be.”

“Right.”

“Imagine having those boobs to play with in the shower and wash and caress and not having to take them off all the time or readjust them in your bra.” She looked around, took my hand, and had me squeeze her breast. “You’d have a pair of these.” She put my hand back in my lap and made me wrap my fingers around it in the crinoline fluff under my dress. “Make yourself feel pretty now. Relax. Mess your dress as much as you can now, pretty girl.”

I put aside all my paradigms and fears, and soon, I was rock-hard and feeling pretty. Emma watched me. I snuggled my stockinged legs next to hers beneath the table as I whimpered and came into the crinoline for the first time that night.

“Good girl, Candy. Now, take a brief break and then keep it going. I want two more before we leave. Celebrate the new you to come.” She laughed and sipped, then smiled and watched me. I felt silly and looked around to see no one was seeing this. They never could the way our table was situated and being under it. But this had a purpose, and my wife wanted me to fulfill my purpose, and I had to do it. 
Soon I stopped thinking about all that and thought about becoming the girl all the way with boobs and lips and being called Candy. How wonderful my clothes would look on me. How feminine I’d be. It didn’t take long for my second whimpering, messing of my dress and Emma let me take a break while we ate.


Building and Growing into Candy Cane

It's all to do with the training: you can do a lot if you're properly trained. Queen Elizabeth II

The next day, I did what we had planned. I did my morning tasks and then cleaned out. Emma checked on me as I put on my makeup and did my hair.

“How was it, sweetie? Feeling nice and clean and pretty?”

“I am actually. It was weird and gross at first, but after it was all clean, it was great. I almost didn’t want to stop.”

“Wonderful. Then I have a reward for you to get you started on your count today.” She put her purse on the floor next to her, then knelt on the floor and grasped my cock with her long-nailed thumb and forefinger, and began stroking it, looking up at me, smiling.

“Thank you, Emma. That’s so nice of you.”

She nodded and wrapped her lips around it, and sucked it, looking up. I grabbed her head and began to fuck her face. I couldn’t help it. She popped off. “Hey, Easy there, girl.”

“Sorry.”

She brought me to the edge and then stopped. “Okay, on your knees, girl.” I did as she asked. A cool, wet thing slid between my cheeks and pressed on my hole. “Now press back and take this into you.”

I did it slowly. It felt nice pressing on it now that I had the penis-shaped cleaning tool in me already. I pushed until it sucked in to the hilt and stayed there.

“Stand up.”

I did, and Emma took her phone from her purse, started the plug vibrating inside of me, and set it to a random pattern of intensity and duration. I grabbed the counter to keep from losing my balance. A shaky little voice came from me. “Oh…. my…Oh… my, huh, uh, mmm… that’s lovely.”

“Good.” Then she attached a hose to the hilt and, with a bulb, pumped it until it filled me. “How’s that? More?”

“A little more.”

“Good?”

“Perfect.”

She stood up. My cock was bobbing from the silent, random vibrations. She grinned at me. She took a tissue and handed it to me. “Okay. Spurt number one for the day.”

It didn’t take but a second. 

“Good girl. Now get dressed and go for groceries. Come as many times as you can today and log it on the chart as you get the chance. Okay?”

I laughed. “No problem.”

I did that morning plug every morning as part of my morning routine. I became very fond of my plug as I went about tasks and our daily business. Emma would grin, knowing how I felt when we were with clients, and I was bouncing my leg. I was still Kelly by name, but not by presentation. I was getting closer and closer to Candy every day. I was even beginning to wonder what it would be like to have a man.

My performance chart was rising well, and I so looked forward to use Emma’s hand at night while she fantasized about her Hansel model. Life was incredible. Then, the surgery happened.


Candy’s Desires Build

Human behavior flows from three main sources: desire, emotion, and knowledge. Plato

I was home the same day from surgery and resting. Emma was a godsend, taking care of me and giving me painkillers and so on. In a couple of days, the worst of it was done. I just had to be careful and let them heal well.

While resting, Emma took care of the clients. She also set me up with plenty of fodder for my continued program of maximizing the frequency of emissions. I had specific instructions as to how to view the porn, and that was that I was to imagine being the woman or transgender girl in the video and not the man. Between the plug inside me every day, the porn, and not having anything else to do around the house or for work, the next two weeks optimized the frequency to a point I would never have believed if I hadn't seen it on the chart on the refrigerator.

Finally, I reached a plateau on the chart after the second week. My emissions were many and consistent, and the most recent days on the chart were consistently high. Then another thing happened. There were no longer any dry ones. I had steady, voluminous pearl ropes every time. It was amazing. My body had gotten used to such activity and had increased my libido as well as my ability to generate semen. If there was an Olympic gold medalist for jerking off, it was me.

“Okay, princess. The leveling off of your chart says you’re ready, plus your boobs are fine. Time to get back to the tasks and work. The place is a wreck.” She sat on the bed, her purse at her side. She gave me a peck on the lips. “Mmm. I love those luscious lips. Now, spurt for me. Quickly. I have a meeting.”

I jerked it with my thumb and middle finger, and it spurted into a tissue in seconds.

“Good girl. Now hold your hands behind your back and let me do what needs doing.”

I did as I watched her dig in her purse and take out a ring, which she pulled my dick and globes through. It fit snugly around them as my cock was softening. Next, she took out a tiny cap of a cage with a hole in it that she pressed onto the tip until it met the ring, then she clasped them together and locked it.

I whined. “Honey!”

“Shush.” She put the key in her purse. She looked at me as I had my head down and eyes up, pouting and feeling sad. She stroked my hair. “Don’t be sad. I don’t think you’ll need to be in that too long.” She kissed my lips. “I love those lips, just like the men will.”

“Men?”

“Of course. The same men that will stuff their manly meat into your sweet ass and fill you with their passionate releases. You’re made for men now. Can’t get pregnant, always available, luscious cock sucking lips, beautiful breasts. You’re a sex machine to please men. Now we can have men together side by side, and I don't have to feel the least bit of guilt, and you’ll completely understand why I want men. And with those excessive bimbo tits and lips, you’ll get us more clients than I ever could, too. We’ll be rich and satisfied, Mrs. Candy Cane.” She laughed and stood. “Now, catch up on your tasks. The place is a mess. See you later.”

I was shocked. All that time I spent building my libido and emissions just to have it locked up. It didn’t make sense, but I wasn't supposed to think, just do.

I set about dressing and getting the house back into shape. I bought the groceries, and I prepared dinner, per the instructions set on the counter by Emma, before she left. Being used to coming a porn star’s number of times a day and not being able to now left me lost in a world of sensuality as the plug kept going off, yet I had no way of releasing all my pent-up libido and emissions. There was no relief in sight, and it had only been not even a full day. Needless to say, I was beside myself with sensuality. My new breasts and nipples even felt like I could get an orgasm from them, but as much as I tried, it was no use.

All caught up on tasks, I walked around the house in my French Maid outfit and high heels, checking everything was in order. My breasts overflowed the top of the dress and tugged with each step. Thankfully, they weren’t sore anymore, and they just reminded me what my purpose was to be, according to Emma.

I decided to relax and watch some of the porn I had gotten so used to watching. I crossed my stockinged legs and slid them deliciously against each other while the fully expanded plug shot off inside of me, and my cock throbbed and oozed in its cage. As much as I didn’t need any more arousing images to fuel my torture, I had to watch as a gorgeous trans girl like me sucked a huge, perfectly delectable cock. I took the one Emma had me use during my emission-building training and sucked it like I had so many times, imagining it was real. I whimpered as the guy's cock pulled and shot his load into the girl’s face, and she swallowed dutifully, looking up at him. I was desperate for a cock like that to suck.

Next, she lay back and spread her black-stockinged legs in her high heels and jerked her little cock with her thumb and middle finger, her long-nailed pinky held daintily out as she motioned with her other hand to the gorgeous men surrounding her. I watched intently as one beautiful, huge hunk of a man held his thick cock and moved it forward to press against her begging hole. She helped him guide it and pressed her bottom against it, and it dove into her. He began thrusting, holding her legs back by her ears.

I pressed my plug through my panties into me in time with each thrust he made into her. Soon, another man took hold of her head and stuffed her face with his cock. I took my realistic fake again and sucked it as I watched them intently. My body trembled, and ripples of pleasure ran through me, my cock oozing in my cage. I whimpered and moaned around the cock in my mouth, my eyes wide. I mumbled in a tiny voice around the cock, “Oh god, please! Please let me have that.”

The guy in her bottom groaned and grunted, then shoved a few times fast into her; her leg twitched, and she whimpered and squealed. The guy in her mouth pulled out and shot ropes of pearls on her face and hair, and then the guy in her bottom stopped stroking halfway in her, and I watched as his fat cock pulsed and shot his passionate release for her into her soul. She writhed in pleasure, her leg twitching as he held it by her head, and her cock spurted profusely between them. I mumbled around the cock in my mouth, “Oh god yes, please god, let me have men like that do that to me.” I pressed on and off on my plug, making me ooze drips from my cage but not making me have any relief whatsoever.

I felt a hand on my shoulder—a kiss on my cheek. “Look at you! Such a horny little girl is begging to have cock. I guess your emission training has worked. See? I told you you wouldn't need to wear that cage for long. You're such a perfect girl now.” I was unconsciously still bobbing my head on my fake cock in my mouth. I mumbled a thank you around it.

Emma laughed, took it from my mouth, and placed it in my lap. “You're very welcome. So, when do you want to get laid?”

“Now. Right now. Please? Just peg me. Please?”

“Sorry, sweetie. It has to be a real one.”

“Get me one. Please? Get me a whole bunch. A bouquet of them.”

“Oh, it’s lovely you want it so bad, but I want to plan this and make it really special for you, honey. Special for us both. That will take a little time. Why don’t you prepare dinner, and I’ll start setting things up for us? Okay, princess?”

I placed my dildo in my purse and straightened my maid's dress, wiped some ooze from my panties and cage with a tissue, and placed it in my purse. I gave smiling Emma a peck on the lips. “Okay, sweetie.” I set about making dinner, my heels clattering around in the kitchen, my cage tugging on my throbbing cock, my breasts jiggling, the plug shooting off inside of me.


Candy’s Blood Heats Up

Absence does not make the heart grow fonder, but it sure heats up the blood. Elizabeth Ashley

I had no idea what Emma had planned for us. It was three days of torture already, and I still hadn’t had a release. I was beside myself with the level of erotic energy coursing through me. I had the plug expanded as far as I could, and it didn’t help to get me to release, even walking, swinging my hips like a horny whore, or sitting on it and wriggling like one. I did my tasks, and Emma even had me meet with clients this way. All I wanted to do was suck their cocks or have them fuck me. It made the torture even worse.

The clients left. I put together the papers. “Emma, please. Why couldn’t he fuck us?”

“Us?”

“Well, me. I mean… I’m the one who needs it the most right now.”

“You sure do, don’t you, girl?” She snickered.

“You just think I’m horny, and it’s no big deal. But it is a big deal. I’m a raging maniac now.”

“Good. You’ll love it then when it happens.”

“Emma! When do we do this?”

“Soon, baby, real soon.” She gave me a peck on the cheek.


Please?

I'm so horny the crack of dawn better watch out. Tom Waits

It had been three weeks of torture now. Words can’t describe the continual arousal I was experiencing. Emma allowed me to not use a plug, which seemed to reduce the torture some, and yet it was worse in a way because I longed for something in there.

She smiled as I sat on the floor next to her in the great room as she instructed me on techniques being used by the girls in my favorite porn flick while I watched it.

Emma patted my head. “What? Like me to massage your legs, Emma?”

“No, just so pleased at how well this is working out.” She took a deep breath. “By the way, tomorrow, we have a marketing gig. I invited some of our past clients for a thank-you get-together.”

“Honey. Do we have to?”

“Oh, sweetie. You’ll want to. You’ll be the center of attention. Word of mouth will spread the news about Emma and Candy Cane’s renewed realty company for men only. Every guy will sign up for us to sell their houses and mansions when they find out what we can offer. Be ready to be busy. We’ll have more rich clients than ever.”

“Sounds great, but…When can I get this monkey off my back? I need a man! You must need one, too. You haven’t used Hansel in ages.”

I gazed up at her, resting my chin on the armrest of the couch.

“This is true. I have plenty of pent-up need for cock. I’ve been abstaining as well as you, so we can both appreciate it more.”

“Oh, I see. Well, that’s all well and good, but when might that be?”

“Very soon, baby. Very soon.”

We both went back to watching the video.

The next morning, I was up before Emma, as usual, did my quiet tasks, and then made us breakfast. We ate, I cleaned out, and Emma let me go without the plug. I put on a 60s-style dress and heels, and we both did some work. At lunch, Emma seemed unusually giddy and excited. She was very playful, tugging my cage and slapping my ass as I tried to put together our tuna fish sandwiches.

“Emma, Stop! Why are you so giddy?”

“It’s the weekend, and today is Saturday. A wonderful Saturday!”

“Is it? I’m still a nymphomaniac, and you probably are too, so when do we fix this?”

“Soon. Very soon. You’ll see.”

We ate lunch on the patio. All the flavors and smells of the flowers were more intense. My senses seemed to have heightened as my arousal grew day by day. Even the slip of my silky stockinged leg against my other one sent ripples of electricity through me as I delighted in how well the sandwich tasted. Looking at the flowers, they seemed to be alive. Not just alive, but vibrant. The colors seemed surreal. “Emma, are all your senses going crazy? Mine seemed to get more and more intense as my arousal grew over this time. I see why bimbos are bimbos. There isn’t room in the brain for thinking, just sensual things.”

She nodded, grinning. “Oh god, yes. It’s really going to make us appreciate being receptacles for manly men, honey. I can’t wait for a manly man to fuck me silly.” She giggled. “And will they ever!”

“Do I get to have any of that, or are you just going to torture me and make me watch?”

She chuckled. “You might get more cock than me, princess.”

“When?” She looked at her watch.

“Soon. Very soon.”

Emma and I finished lunch, and I cleaned up while she took a shower. I was seated watching videos when she yelled from upstairs. “Candy! Come up here, please!”

“Yes, dear! I’m coming!” I dashed off dutifully, my swing dress flying about my legs as I ascended the stairs.

I stepped into the bedroom and saw Emma standing there, smiling ear to ear. She held the item of my dreams in front of her—the one thing that said woman all over it—the thing all girls dream of.

“It’s beautiful!”

“I'm so glad you like it. I remember what you said way back when we first started your journey in our female-led relationship. I kept it in mind for one of your rewards and now is the time for you to have it. I have an identical one as well. It changes from the lovely, somewhat conservative thing it is now into the most provocative, inviting, enticing, seductive, piece of clothing made for women to be an offering of sex that no man could refuse.” She showed me how it changed into that.

“Oh, my god! It’s giving me tingles just imagining us wearing them!” I covered my mouth and gasped wide-eyed at it. “When? When can I wear it? When can we use them?”

She rubbed my shoulders as my hands roamed it, taking in all the lovely, sensual sensations it sent into my fingers and palms. I held my head down and my eyes up to her as my face begged for her answer.

“NOW!” She jumped up and down and around the room, dancing with it. “We’re both getting laid! Get dressed, my bride! We’re getting married again, too.” She wrapped her arms around me, gave me a big hug, and peppered my face with kisses. I giggled like a little girl and hugged her back, our breasts crushing between us.

Emma sat on the bed and began dressing as I removed my '60s clothing, hung it, and put it away. I went into the bathroom and added makeup, making my eyes pop and my lips even fuller with twenty-four-hour waterproof, smudge-proof lipstick, than they were from the fillers. I had perfect bimbo, cock-sucking lips. I imagined seeing them wrapped around a nice, long, thick one as I gazed up lovingly at his face and harvested his passionate release.

I returned to the bed and sat down, taking it all in. First was the white lace garter belt, which I put on and attached to the sheer, white, lace-top bridal stockings.

Next, the baby blue ribbon and lace garters were slid up to rest above the stockings' clasps. Next, I slid into the white, ruffled lace, crotchless panties that framed my cute pink cage.

Another baby blue garter was on the bed, and I assumed Emma had left it to decorate my cage further. I wrapped it around my globes and the top of the cage, then wrapped it again around my globes, making it all even more insignificant. The white strappy, lace-trimmed five-and-a-half-inch high stilettos hugged my feet, and I clasped the two straps on each around my ankles. I stood carefully, nearly standing on my toes, and looked down past my substantial breasts and hard nipples at them.

I looked up and took a tiny step. It worked. I could walk in them, but my stride could be no more than about one foot long. Back to the bed, I sat and slipped into the wedding dress of my dreams. The silky lining beneath the crinoline delighted my legs as it ascended my body. I tugged it up my torso, and the beaded lace bodice stretched to clasp me like a glove.

I slipped into the lace and beaded cap sleeves of the V-neck top and adjusted my breasts in them. While doing so, I noticed the breast cups could be reduced by pulling off a piece, leaving a simple shelf bra that would hold the breasts lifted and exposed. It gave me a shiver, imagining the looks on the men’s faces when it would come off. My cock throbbed incessantly in the cage.

Walking to the dresser, I put on the veil and hairpiece and flipped them back over my head. I put in white dangling pearl earrings, two in each ear, and put on the matching necklace, leaving it to rest happily between my bulging breasts. I sprayed perfume all over and under me, bathing me in the feminine pheromone scent that would add to my allure and make men hard for me the way it was making me hard in my cage.

I stood before the full-length mirror. I was the epitome of a virgin bride. I had to see how the dress converted, and I dug around and found the snaps and undid them. It left the dress cut up in an arch in front and back with all the crinoline and lace detailing revealed around the finished edges. It was amazing. My tiny cage looked so feminine, and my ass stuck out the back, begging to be used. I looked at the dresser, and there was a pearl-decorated hilt of a plug, the lube next to it. Emma had thought of everything. This was for me to wear, so I’d only have to pop it out and toss it to be lubed and ready for my man. I lubed it well and inserted it deliciously.

Walking back to the seat in the room's corner, I sat and wriggled on it while I waited for Emma to come out of the closet. She came out with our matching purses. “The rings we’ll exchange are in them. More pheromone perfume, some lube, lipstick, our phones, and for you…” She handed me a blue pill.

“What’s this?”

“To keep you hard. The men are getting them as we speak at the event space. I thought if you accidentally came, you’d still be able to stay hard and enjoy it and maybe come again and again, especially since it’s been so long. Oh! I almost forgot.”

She dug into her purse and held the key to my cage. “Think you can keep from coming if I set you free?”

“Oh god, yes. Please.” She handed me the key and went to the dresser. I removed the cage, and she gave me a white lace sheath pouch. “Here, to finish the look.”

I took it and slid my globes into the pouch that held them snug and up as I slid my cock into the silky stretch lace and let the tip hang out of the open end. Emma knelt and painted it with a hot-pink, twenty-four-hour, waterproof, smudge-proof lipstick that matched my lips.

She stood and took me in proudly. “My lovely wife. So much more beautiful than the first time I married her.” She gave me a peck on the lips. She picked up the rest of my dress. “Let’s get you back together and go to our wedding.”


Virgin Bride No More

Happiness is mostly a by-product of doing what makes us feel fulfilled. Benjamin Spock

Outside in the drive was a stretch limo decorated with wedding paint and writing. Off the back bumper draped white lace ribbon, which would blow in the wind while driving. Inside was a chilled pitcher of martinis and two glasses. The driver opened the door, and we slid in and snuggled together. Emma poured half a drink and toasted. “To my lovely wife!”

I toasted back, “To my lovely wife!”

We sipped, and the driver drove us to our wedding. We wriggled on our plugs. “So you wore one too, Emma?”

“Of course, that hole is even more inviting than the front for men. May as well make it available, right?”

“Of course.” We caressed each other’s legs and kissed deeply. Emma broke the kiss and gazed lovingly into my eyes, stroking my cheek with the back of her hand. “My lovely girl. My lovely wife. I can’t wait to see the men in you and me as they consummate our marriage for us by depositing their passionate release into our begging souls.”

“It’s going to be wonderful. How many men are coming?”

“All of them, I hope. Hopefully, more than once.” She giggled.

“No, silly, the count. How many?”

She gazed up at the ceiling to the right as she sipped her martini. “Hmm, not sure. I invited all the male clients we closed deals with, all the new male clients, and any single male friends they thought might be interested in our realty company. Some guys were a little tentative when I said they needed a full STD test sent in with their RSVP, but once I talked to them, they understood fully. We only lost a few that wouldn’t do it.”

“Really? They’re all tested, too?”

“Of course. It will be part of signing with us from now on. I would never want to risk the health of my pretty wife.”

“Wow, girl, you are good!”

“I know.”

At the venue, we were dropped off in the back. We made our way, hanging on to each other in our very high heels in tiny minced steps, clicking on the pavement.

The door was opened for us, and a young woman greeted us. “Right on time, ladies. They’re all seated.”

“Wonderful,” Emma said as she gave the woman a peck on the cheek. “Thank you so much.”

“No problem. Have the rings?”

“We do.”

“Let’s go.”

She took us to a slightly raised podium, where we would perform the ceremony. She had us wait while she went out.

“Gentlemen. As you know, we are here to celebrate your relationship with this realty company and with the owners. To add to the celebration, they asked you to indulge them in a quick wedding ceremony. Please welcome the wedding couple, Emma Cane, previously named Emma Elwood, from her marriage to her husband, Kelly Elwood. Kelly has given up masquerading as a man and will now be Emma’s wife, Candy Cane. Please give a hand to the brides!”

Applause started, and we minced our way to the stage, holding hands and waving to everyone. It was a sea of handsome men. I throbbed under my dress in the silky fluff. My nipples rubbed inside my top, sending ripples of sensation into me.

We turned to the JP, who held a book open before her.

“Do you, Candy Cane, take to be your wife, Emma Cane, and promise to obey her always, do as she instructs to the best of your ability, service those she asks you to service in any manner she wishes and do your best not to use your special phrase of failure while you love honor and submit to her in all of life?”

“I do.”

“Do you, Emma Cane, take to be your wife, Candy Cane, promise to lead her and love her and to hold her in all of life?”

“I do.”

“The rings, please.”

We took the rings from our purses and held them ready.

“Please, both of you, place the ring on your wife.”

We did.

By the power vested in me by the state, I pronounce you wife and wife.

“You may both kiss the bride.”

We kissed deeply as the wedding march played, and the audience stood and applauded. We turned to the crowd. Emma stripped off my breast coverings and the lower portion of my dress, leaving my cock in the lace sheath, lifting and falling in the air while she tore off her breast covering and lower portion of her dress. Emma stood there, her bare, hairless, pink smudge-proof lipsticked pussy lips glistening in her ruffled crotchless panties above her gartered lace top stockings and baby blue garters. Her firm breasts were lifted by the shelf-bra, nipples hard. “Let the celebration and consummation begin! To the ballroom, and let’s all have a ball!”

We helped each other off the raised portion and thanked the JP, who left. It was now us and a ballroom full of men. My exposed and lifted, sumptuous, bimbo-sized breasts with their hard nipples jiggled with each tiny minced step I took while my cockette in its lace flailed in tiny circles. We walked hand in hand over to the bar and chatted and drank with one man after another, receiving compliments and the men telling us about their rich friends who would be calling us to partake in our services as they played with our breasts, admiring them. They all took cards from the bar with our new motto on them. “Emma and Candy Cane are here to please and serve our male clients like no other realtor. You’ll love leaving your deposits with us.”

After we all had a few drinks and lots of tapas being served around, I finally met Hansel and his handsome friends and band members who had flown out special for our event. They towered over us, their brilliant white teeth, long flowing hair, and gleaming bright eyes mesmerizing as if they held the power of Viking gods.

Hansel and Mulot, like all the men, were hard in their pants while we chatted with them, their arms embracing us as we sipped. Emma winked at me and lowered herself to her knees, pulling me down with her. It wasn’t seconds that she had Hansel’s zipper undone and his pants opened to let his monster leap from them. Emma tugged my head by hers, and we both dove onto Hansel’s cock, which had plenty to share for two.

I felt a hand on my shoulder and looked up to see Mulot’s loving eyes gazing at me, his teeth flashing a smile. I unzipped his pants and took out a cock not unlike Hansel's and dove onto it, looking into his eyes as I bobbed my head and tugged his shaved balls and stroked his cock and ran my tongue in circles around it, tasting his pre-cum while my cock bobbed in its sheath beneath me. I whimpered from the joy, and Emma heard me and came off Hansel’s cock. She looked at me and said, “It’s time.”

Emma got everyone’s attention. “Gentlemen. The brides will be in the room next door waiting for anyone who’d like to assist in consummating our marriage today.”

She took me by the hand and led me, followed by Hansel and Mulot, into a quiet room with soft music and dim lights scented with a lovely flower scent. She led me to two adjacent beds/tables/benches set up with heavy padding and covered in white satin. I stared at the short padded bars at the head by the pillows. Emma put her hand on my shoulder. “I had these made. The bars are so we can hang our high heels on them to hold our legs back for easier access by the men. Plus, their hands will be free then to play with our breasts. Nice, huh?”

“Wow. You’ve thought of everything.”

“Lay down and enjoy being their receptacle as the object of their desires.”

We both lay side by side. I took my plug out and placed it in my purse, then climbed up and situated myself like an offering to my Viking god, Mulot. Emma did the same for Hansel. Both men stripped and joined us, embracing us and entering us. I gasped at his size as he stretched me and filled me, his eyes locked on mine and, in his accent, asked if I was okay. I nodded and tugged his hard ass to me to sink him deeper. “Fuck me, Mulot.”

He did as I asked and began thrusting. My body tensed, and my toes pointed in my heels, hanging on the bar above my head. Each dive into me sent a ripple through my body and into my toes. Mulot looked into my eyes as one huge hand massaged my breast and the other stroked my cheek, his gaze like a man in love. His energy filled me as my little cock flailed in the air between us in its lace sheath. The energy built and built in me, and my cock oozed and dripped and flung the drips as he fucked me like a wild beast.

“Oh Mulot, Oh god, that feels so good. Fuck me harder. Come in me and make me come.”

I looked over to my bride, who was being pounded and squirting as Hansel pummeled her. Her leg twitched and jerked as she came on his monumental cock. Mulot quickly got my attention, though, as he groaned and his face contorted. This was it. My first time having a real man fill me with his passionate release. I didn’t know if it was his cock making me feel so good or the fact that I was making this manly man feel like a million bucks. He loved me right then. His eyes showed it to me. I was never so desired by anyone, ever. It filled me with pride. I knew this was who I was always meant to be.

He shoved his cock hard into me, and I tugged his hard ass to hold him there. He grunted. I sensed his cock jerking around and pulsing inside of me, filling me with vast amounts of come as my cock let go and spurted over and over between us, releasing all of its pent-up semen from all the edging and abstinence from my tortured days.

I never had in my life imagined sex could ever be so good as his cock kept pulsing, and he began thrusting again, and my cock flailed and stayed hard as it jerked and spasmed and kept trying to shoot more semen it didn't have.

When Mulot was spent, he peppered my face with kisses and removed himself from the bed. Before he left the area, there was a cock in my face and another slipping into my now wet hole. My bride was now lifting herself to allow a hunk of a man to slip beneath her and impale her sweet bottom on his huge cock. Another followed and filled her painted, gleaming, oozing lips between her legs, and another held her head and stuffed her face with his cock. My wife had three cocks in her at the same time. Whoever would have guessed I’d be watching it, enjoying it, and be proud of her as well.

We had a cornucopia of cock. It was heaven. I must have swallowed cups worth of those wonderful, passionate rewards that told me how sexy and desired I was. Every cock I made pulsate and jerk and spasm like a snake in me gave me more energy to do it again and filled me with pride and happiness. Every deposit of their passion filled me with wonder and delight that I could be so desirable to anyone. I’d never have had or ever had anything so gratifying and rewarding when I was masquerading as a mundane male.

It went on for what seemed like days, with me enjoying every minute, never getting soft, and coming three more times. Then, as if waking from a dream, I felt my bride take my hand and squeeze it. I turned my head to her as she smiled, a glow all around her. “Good?” she asked.

“Oh, my god. There aren’t words. And now we’re going to do this as part of our realty company? This will be a part of our job?”

“Damn right. Now, what do you think about a female-led relationship? Would you do it again? Would you recommend it to anyone?”

I laughed. “I’d follow you into the gates of hell, honey. What do you want me to do next? I’d gladly do it.”

“Hmm. Maybe you should write a book about it. No one will probably believe it anyway, but it might help some of them take the leap of faith and try a female-led relationship. Right? It could solve problems for many couples. Especially those with men who don’t really know they should be women.”

“Right. You’re always right. I’ll do exactly that.”


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or post a link. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
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