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I watched as my wife put on her makeup while I shaved. Then she did her earrings and then went into the closet to pick out clothes. I was all dressed and waiting, sitting on the bed for her. She walked in and out of the closet trying on different dresses, skirts and tops, shoes.

“Honey, Everything you’ve tried on so far has looked fine. We’re just going out to dinner.”

“I want to be at my best, sweetie. Relax.” She inspected herself in front of the mirror.

“You’re fabulous. Let’s go already.”

She scoffed as she held the semiprecious stone on her necklace. “Jamie, I wish you were more girl than guy, so you could see why I do this. You men are so simple. So boring.”

“True. Our attire choices are pretty limited. But it’s easy. Yours could be too if you wanted.”

“You have no idea.” She clasped both her hands around the stone and looked at the ceiling. “I wish you had boobs and shapely bottom to have to fit into clothes, and legs to display in high heels. Then you’d see.”

I laughed. “That might be entertaining.” I walked up behind her, wrapped my arms around her, and nuzzled her shoulder. I turned to her and stood on my toes to give her a peck on the lips. “Sorry. Couldn’t resist.”

She smiled, leaned down, and gave me a peck back. “If you were more girl, the heels would make you my height too, and I wouldn’t have to bend down to kiss you.”

“Ah yes, that would be another advantage.” I scoffed. “Ready?”

She turned back to the full-length mirror and checked herself in it once more. “I suppose this will do. Do I look okay?”

“Yes.  Sexy as hell, yet conservative at the same time. Every guy will have eyes on you with a stiff rod in their pants.”

“Good. That’s what I was going for. I want to be your arm candy. I love when I see guys checking me out, don’t you?”

I nodded. “It makes me proud that you’re my wife.” I looked at my watch. “We’ll be late if we don’t leave now.”

Dinner was fabulous. We ate tapas on a patio, sitting on a love seat watching the other diners. Every guy checked Charlotte out and our waiter had a hard-on. I loved running my hand on her silky stockinged thigh. Not just for the tactal delight of it, but for the way I knew it made other men jealous. They all wished they were doing it.

Charlotte loved the attention from me, as well as the other men. She covered her mouth and made a little chuckle as the waiter delivered another martini to her. He left with a big grin on his face while I rubbed her thigh and Charlotte smiled devilishly at him. “You see his pants, Jamie? It was huge. I think that’s why he carries that linen towel on his arm, to cover it.”

“Cover it unless he wants to show it off. He let you see it pretty well. I saw it throb when he had your gaze on it.”

She chuckled. Held her glass by the stem, her long painted nails glinting in the setting sunlight. She played with her necklace stone unconsciously and looked into my eyes with her gorgeous made-up eyes. “To being desired. I so wish you could experience that power of men drooling over you, Jamie. It’s such an ego boost.”

“I do. Well, not men, but I know you love me.”

“Of course. But I’m talking about what it’s like for a woman. Men have much less opportunity for such things. If you were a shapely seductress like your wife, then you’d know what I mean.”

I nodded. “True. It must be something to be a woman. Able to dress seductively, display cleavage and legs, and dress invitingly. I mean... All I can do it put on a nice suit and hope for the best, right?”

“Exactly!” She ran her hand over my dress pants and gazed into my eyes. “Like this even. I mean, this is no big deal when I rub your leg, but if you could see how nice it is when a man does it to me, like you always do so well. Then you’d know.”

I nodded. “Well, at least I get to do that for you. Not all men’s wives still wear minidresses and skirts and stockings or pantyhose. I consider myself very lucky to have such a wonderful wife.”

She nodded and sipped her drink, then put it on the table and looked around, a look of contentment on her face. Taking a deep breath, she looked up at the sky. She sighed. She grasped her necklace and rubbed the stone with her thumb, looking into my eyes. “I can see you as a woman. You’d be so pretty.”

“You think?”

“For sure. Perhaps we should try truly dolling you up sometime so you can at least experience some of the pleasure.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Sounds like work. If you want that, though, I’m willing. It sounds intriguing.”

She rubbed my leg and looked into my eyes. “Thanks for saying so. It’s so nice of you to consider that. I wouldn’t do that to you, though. I wouldn’t want to embarrass you.”

“Well, thanks for that. You know I’d do whatever you want to make you happy.”

She gave me a peck on the lips. “I love you, sweetie.”

“I love you too.”

Our oysters arrived on a bed of ice. The waiter displayed to Charlie his desire for her with his back to me. My wife looked directly at it and raised her eyebrows, then winked at him and smiled. How she loved to tease.
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The dinner was fabulous and our waiter must have been frustrated as hell with the way Charlotte kept teasing him with her legs and cleavage. He probably expected to get something from her for his tip other than just money from me. Poor sucker.

We left there and went to a dance club so Charlotte could drive some more guys wild. We sat at the bar and did our act like we weren’t together. It was so hot seeing her make all these guys hard, dancing with them, running her hand on their legs and giving them boob shots. She was the epitome of a hot wife and was, to men, what sugar is to ants—they all swarmed around her.

As usual, when it was time and she’d had enough, she’d give me a look and I’d saunter over as if I’d just arrived to meet her. She’d give me a deep kiss and rub my crotch in front of the guys pursuing her, and that would be the end of it. They’d leave frustrated, and I’d take her home.

Charlotte bounced a high-heeled foot of her crossed legs in the passenger seat. “That was fun as usual, honey. Thank you.” She leaned over the console and rubbed my crotch. “Was I hot?”

“Very. I was hard watching you the whole time. So were all the guys you teased.”

“Good. Saved some money too. I love it when they buy me drinks and you don’t have to. They should. They’re basically paying for the pleasure.”

“That sounds like a prostitute, almost.”

“Hmm.... maybe I should have been one. Oh well, in another life.” She laughed and unzipped my pants, then took my shaved package out, leaned down and sucked my cock while I drove. I was such a lucky guy.

I paid attention to the road with one hand resting on her bobbing head while she slurped and mumbled around my cock. She popped off of it. “I bet those guys would have loved this from me. I wonder what they’d pay for that these days?” She dove back onto it.

“For you? Lots.” I laughed. “Uh, honey, you better stop or I’ll...”

She nodded and mumbled. I couldn’t hold back and I shot it into her hot mouth while she greedily swallowed my load. After she had cleaned me all up, she tucked it all away and zipped up my pants. She wiped her lips and scooped a drip off her chin with her finger and licked it in the passing illumination of the streetlights.

She reapplied her lipstick perfectly without a mirror and placed her hand on mine on the shifter and turned to me. “That was nice. I needed that. Thanks. You lasted longer than normal, too.”

“It was great. I tried to hold off as much as I could.”

She rubbed my crotch. “So, are you gonna be ready when we get home?”

“I’ll be ready for whatever you want.”

“That’s my girl.”

Back home, Charlotte put on another seductress outfit and had me wear a pair of her pink satin panties. She slid into the bed next to me and rubbed my hard-on. “Ah, good, you are ready.”

I nodded. We embraced and kissed deeply. I massaged her firm breasts while she stroked my cock with another pair of panties. She reached over into her nightstand drawer and yanked out the realistic strap on, flopping the thick, firm cock on my belly. “Strap in baby.”

I took it from her and slid the straps up my legs and around my waist and positioned it above my cock and tightened it up. While I did that, Charlotte had lubed and inserted a vibrating, expandable butt plug into her apple bottom, letting out a moan as it entered her. “Oh god, yes. This one is the waiter.”

She tugged me over to her, my new handsome and manly appendage firm and proud before me above my pink panty lifted cock.

She grabbed it and guided it to her. “Oh yeah! And this is the hot black guy at the bar that I almost made come in his pants with only my hand. Is that a good combination, honey?”

“Sounds really nice. I get to be a big black cock tonight.”

She chortled and slid it in. “Okay Diesel, fuck your woman.”

She grabbed my ass and set me in motion, shoving that thick piece of meat into her over and over. I pressed her legs back by her stockinged thighs and her toes pointed in her high heels while she rubbed her clit with her long-nailed fingers. “Oh yes, baby, you are a real man. Fuck me. Breed me and come in me.”

My cock below the fake one dangled and flailed about with each thrust. “Oh god Diesel, your cock is so manly.” She shuddered. “Fuck me while my husband watches!”

Charlotte pulled my face to her and kissed me deeply while squeezing my ass tight. She broke the kiss and looked into my eyes. “Fuck me. Breed me, my black beauty, while my waiter fucks my ass. “

I fucked her, pounding my best, panting from the exertion and sweating. Charlotte came in gushes, spewing fluids between us, her legs twitching and jerking.

She kept me fucking her for a good ten more minutes and she came several times, my cock starving for attention beneath the fake one, all the while she talked to her imaginary lovers. When she was done and allowed me to rest, I collapsed upon her. She pushed me off. “Go shower. You’re all sweaty. I put bed-clothes for you to wear on the back of the bathroom door.”

Rolling out of bed, I hopped in the shower and washed my fake cock off and then took it off and washed my real one and rinsed off. The pink satin camisole and matching panties were silky and sensual as I tucked my begging cock in the panties. I sat on the toilet and slid the silky, sheer, suntan lace-top thigh-high stockings up my hairless legs and slid into the five-inch heel, pink strappy stilettos and fastened the ankle straps. I sprayed on the perfume she had set out and stepped in tiny steps into the bedroom where Charlotte lay sleeping.

I slid into bed next to her, remembering the things she had said about her wanting me to be more girl-like while I lay there in the women’s clothes and high heels my wife picked out for me. I truly wondered what it might be like to be a woman like her and tried to imagine being her with those imaginary men, and them being real.

Charlotte snored peacefully as I quietly jerked and came in my panties.
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I slid out of bed, stripped, and climbed into the shower. My hair was unusually thick and long as I washed it. I heard Charlotte in the bathroom peeing. I called out to her, “I think I need a haircut, honey.”

“Okay. We can do that today.”

I picked up the bar of soap and washed from the bottom up. It was strange. My legs seemed shapelier and softer and my hips and butt rounder. My chest .... “Oh my god!”

“What’s wrong, honey?”

“I have breasts and no body hair.”

“Some men get that problem as they age. Try working out a little.”

“No honey. I mean breasts. They’re like b-cup size.” My heart pounded in my chest and I hurriedly rinsed off, grabbed the towel, and dried myself off. I stepped out into the bathroom. “Look.” I stood there naked.

Charlotte looked me up and down. “Damn! You do have boobs. Cute little ones. And your nipples are larger, too.” She came over and squeezed one and pinched the nipple gently.

“Oh honey. Stop that.” My dick swelled.

“Why? Does it hurt?”

“No. It’s delightful.” 

She massaged my breasts with both hands and gently rolled my nipples in between her finger and thumb while she looked at me, smiling. She bent down and sucked on one. My cock was stiff as a rod and bobbing in front of me.

She pulled her face back and observed me. “I’d say you’re growing boobs, honey. Your dick likes them, too. Your hips, butt, and legs seem shapelier even. This is soo nice.”

“It’s not nice! I’m a freak now. What the hell happened!?”

“I don’t know. Don’t worry about it. I mean... I think your boobs are cute and they feel nice and there are no problems with them, like lumps or anything, so just relax and enjoy it. You’re a lucky guy.” She chortled. “I mean a lucky girl. Go dry your hair and shave.” She ran her hand through my hair. “Wow. It’s gotten thicker and longer.” She looked at my face closely, then touched it. “Your beard stubble is gone and your cheeks are plump and high. Cute!”

I looked in the mirror and touched my face and hair. “Oh god! What’s happening to me? What did you do to me?”

Charlotte covered her mouth. “Oh my god, Jamie. The necklace I wore last night from the antique store. I held it and made a wish last night before dinner.”

“Oh god. I remember. You said you wished I had boobs and shapely hips to deal with fitting into clothes, and legs to display in high heels. And during dinner about how you wanted me to be desired by men and you said you could see me as a woman and I’d be so pretty. Get the stone and unwish it.”

“Right. Hmm.” She dug around in her jewelry, looking for it. “It must be in my purse.” She dug in her purse. “It must have fallen in the closet.” We both stepped into the closet and crawled around, looking for it. “Hmm. It’ll show up. Not to worry.” She smiled sweetly, not the least bit concerned.

“Charlie. We could have lost it at the dance club.”

“Shit. Could have.” Her eyes were wide. “They probably have a lost and found. I can call later. When they open. Just relax for now and enjoy it. You’re looking so much nicer.”

“Great. Right. Okay.” I took a deep breath and stepped into the bedroom to the full-length mirror. My boobs seemed to have grown even since I first looked at them and my hips and butt had a very feminine shape. I clenched my boobs, and they seemed fuller. “They’re growing still. Oh god.” I played with my nipples. “That’s soo damn wonderful. It’s like having tiny dicks on your chest. How can you stand having your nipples rub anything?”

She laughed. “Get used to it.” She slid on her bra and adjusted her breasts, then slipped on jeans and a top. I took my jeans and a button-down shirt to the bed. I slid on my tighty-whities, but they wouldn’t go past my hips. “Shit. Can I borrow some underwear, honey?”

She laughed, seeing me with the underwear stuck at my hips. “Of course, sweetie.” She took a pair of panties and a matching bra from her dresser. “If the bra is too big...” She looked at my breasts. “Hmm, it might be too small now. They grew.”

“They did.”

“Well, skip the bra for now until they stop growing. We’ll have to buy you new ones for yourself. They're firm enough anyway to skip the bra and just wear your shirt.”

“K.” I slipped into the panties and tried to get my jeans on, with no success. “Honey. Think your jeans will fit?”

She laughed, seeing me with my jeans stuck at my hips. “Oh, my... your hips and butt are bigger now, too. You’re really turning into quite the woman. Kind of a bimbo shape. It’s sexy. I know you think it is with the bobbing hard-on you have.”

“Sorry, guys, get hard looking at boobs and ass. Even if it’s my own.”

“Right.” She chuckled. “A guy with gorgeous boobs, butt, ass, hips, cheeks and....” she covered her mouth as she looked at my face. “Oh, my god.... luscious bimbo cocksucker lips!”

I ran to the mirror to check out my face. “Oh, my god. I’m a porn star bimbo.”

“That’s wonderful! It has to make you proud. I’m so glad you think you’re sexy now. You never did before. It must be so gratifying. Tell me though. Grab your thingy and jerk it. Does it seem normal?”

I tried, but I couldn’t grab it with my fist like I would normally if it was hard. A little girl whimper come from my open mouth. I had to use my thumb and middle finger to grab my cock. “Oh, my god! It’s shrunk!” I couldn’t stop playing with it. “But it’s so darn sensual now. Like it’s got more nerves in it or something.” I jerked it with my fingers and whimpered with pleasure, “Huh,uh,uh,uh… oh god…” and then let it go to watch it bobbing. “It’s so freaking tiny.”

“Oh sweetie. Don’t worry. It’s so cute and girly now. Now you’ll never be able to stick that in anything, so you won’t have to worry about satisfying me, like you never did, anyway. You won’t even be able to even hump into my fist like you used to.” She giggled. “It’s sweet.”

“Honey!” I stared at myself in the full-length mirror. My voice had gotten higher and tiny, my hips and butt wide and ample, my waist thin, my breasts big and firm with large nipples, my neck long and thin. My hair was thick and long about my shoulders, my cheeks were plump and lifted, and lips luscious and shapely, my eyebrows were raised and thin, nose tiny and pert. My little cock spasmed in the air as I observed myself. Admiring myself in the mirror was like watching porn.

Charlotte came alongside of me and she leaned down and took my little cock in between her fingers and smiled up at me. “Go ahead, Jessie. See at how gorgeous you are?” She stroked it tenderly while I lusted at myself. I grabbed my breasts and squeezed them while rolling the firm nipples. I whimpered.

She stroked it rapidly. “Your voice is so cute! That’s it, little girl. Let me jerk that tiny sissy cock. Imagine the men you’ll suck and fuck with that body of yours.” I couln’d help seeing a cock in my luscious lips and someone fucking this tight ass body. I came, shooting gobs of pearl ropes out of it like there was a storehouse of it.

She tried to cover it with her hand. “Oh my! It certainly doesn’t lack for fluid.”

My knees fell weak as little squeaks and moans came from me and it continued to spurt ridiculous amounts that Charlotte tried to capture with her mouth, coating her face and hair before she wrapped her lips around it and looked up at me, sucking the juices out. When I was done, I held on to her to keep from falling and she supported me. “You’re a living doll now, Jamie. A living sex doll.”

I caught my breath as my tiny cock retreated and my body relaxed. “What are we going to do? We have to find that stone.”

“Not right away. Do we?” Charlotte grinned.
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My body transformation had stabilized after having a coffee on the patio and smoking a couple of emergency smokes to calm myself. Charlotte was quite pleased and seemed proud of herself.

“This is the best thing that has ever happened to you and for us. It’s a miracle and wonderful. I’m so glad I found that stone and said those things. Right, honey?” Her eyes smiled above her coffee as she bounced a foot of her crossed legs.

I crossed my legs in the skinny jeans and a pair of strappy black stilettos, looking at how sexy my shape was as I sipped my coffee. What could I do? Nothing unless we found the stone again. “When can we go to the club and see if the stone is there?” My arm rubbed my breast as I lifted the coffee cup and rubbed the nipple against the fabric of my wife’s now very stretched tank top I wore.

“I was gonna call them when they opened, but I think you’re right. We should go there and search around the bar and stuff too and ask some people. It may not have gotten turned in. I checked when they were open and they’re open at five. We could get there before the crowd and look around.”

“Good idea.” I looked down at my borrowed tank top. “I’ll need a bra though, unless I want to have my nipples showing. I don’t think that would be very classy.”

“Oh honey. The men will love it.”

“I don’t want the men to love it. I don’t want to have men fucking me.”

“Suit yourself, dear. But I don’t think they’ll leave if you walk up to me this way. I think they’ll be after you, too. I think it’ll be fun.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Honey, we may never find that stone again. It might have disappeared on its own after granting my wishes. You better get used to being the new you. We’ll go shopping and find you a wardrobe you’re comfortable with, okay? Classy and sexy.”

“Classy is good enough.”

“You won’t avoid the sexy, no matter what you wear. Your face is ridiculously sexy with those high cheeks and eyebrows and cocksucker lips. Are you gonna wear a bag over your head?” She laughed. “You’re a girl now all the way. Just like I wanted. Enjoy it, princess.”

She was right. What else could I do?

“Oh honey. I think you should clean out after we eat breakfast too, like when I peg you. Then you’ll be ready and clean for the men if that happens.”

“What!? I don’t want men.”

“You will. You loved when I pegged you. You’ll love it more with a real cock in you as the woman you are now. Besides, you can’t stick your cock in anything, anyway. You can only twiddle it with your fingers. You’ll need something in your sweet horny ass. Let’s eat. You should plug up too. It’ll help your womanly walk and we can go shopping.” She popped up from her seat with a big smile on her face and put her hand out to me. “Let’s go. Time’s a wastin’ little girl.”

I took her hand in mine and stood.


5

Charlotte took charge as usual and she had my hair bleached bimbo blonde, layered and shaped, and my curls fluffed about my face and neck. They pierced my ears in three places on each ear and we filled the holes with long dangle earrings, per Charlie’s insistence not to use studs. They hurt for a while but soon I didn’t notice anymore.

We both got pedicures and manicures and Charlie insisted I get extra long slutty nails in bright glossy pink. They were difficult to deal with, but made me hard looking at my hands. They were so hot.

I was beginning to really enjoy being this girl I turned into. The vibrating plug Charlie made me wear was continually making me hornier and hornier as it made my walk into that of a sexy swishy, hippy, girl, walking in her skinny jeans and stilettos. My breasts tugged and pulled and the nipples rubbed the tank top with a sweater over it as we pursued bras, panties, lingerie, stockings, pantyhose, shoes, minidresses, miniskirts, tops and jewelry and makeup and perfume.

After trying on the clothes, many that wouldn’t allow for my ample breasts, and seeing myself in the full-length mirror in every outfit, I ended up picking out less conservative and classy outfits and more sexy and slutty outfits. It only seemed natural since my body cried out for them and my dick liked them better.

We finished shopping in time to drag it all home, move my man-clothes into the basement in bags, and wash some things and stock the wardrobe. I thought to myself how this would all be a waste once we found the stone at the club, but if we didn’t, at least I’d have clothes to wear.

Charlotte sat next to me on the love seat on the patio as we sipped iced tea, relaxing. “Phew, that was fun!” She beamed as she ran her hand over my thigh. “I love shopping for you. You’re my little Barbie doll.” She gave me a peck on my painted lips. I grasped her head and held her tight as I kissed her deeply and passionately.

She massaged my breast as we kissed. I wriggled on the vibrating plug. My cock leapt in its panties. I pulled back from the kiss. “Oh, my god. I’m like a nymphomaniac now. My lips even seem like they’re a sex organ. Kissing is heavenly.”

“Wait until you suck your first cock.”

“Honey!”

“You have to. I insist. You’ll love it as much as I do. I’m sure. Probably more with those thick sensitive lips.”

I rolled my eyes.

“You’re making me quite aroused, too. Much more than you usually do. Seeing my sexy girlfriend trying on clothes and being all horny all day has me experiencing the same energy. And I can’t wait for us both to be playing with real men tonight. Like two girls on a girls’ night out.”

“Honey no. We’re going to the club and finding the stone.”

“Right. The stone.” She scoffed. “Then we change you back and go back to our normal, boring lives—you can use the strap-on on me and I can use one on you, if you're a good boy. Right?”

“That wasn’t all bad. You come a lot when I wear it.

“No. It wasn’t all bad. But now we have other options. But... We’ll just find the stone and put you back.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “I can’t imagine how boring it must have been for you before this. I was sorry for you all the time. Now, we both have a chance for a much more exciting life. We both can have real men!”

I was a little ashamed of what I was before this. The way she said it made me depressed and angry. Maybe she was right. I almost wished a vengeance on her where she turns into what I was or worse, and I stayed the same as I am now. It would be karma for sure for her doing this to me. Of course, I’m sure she had no idea this would happen. It isn’t her fault. Besides. I loved how the new body feels and how it looks. How many other guys get to have a body like this they can jerk off to?

I wriggled on my plug. It was wonderful. I wondered what a real man would be like in there. My cock throbbed in my panties. Charlie said I had to suck cock. I licked my lips, and they felt so good doing that. I licked them some more. I sucked my thumb.

Charlie slapped my leg. “Are you okay, dear?”

“Uh, huh. Yeah. Just thinking.”

“You were sucking your thumb.”

“I was? Huh. Let’s get ready. I want to dress nice like you do and we know how long that can take.”
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I took out the plug, cleaned it, and put it away. I didn’t need to be walking around with that all night, making me hornier than I already was. I showered and washed my hair of the chemicals and conditioned it and made it soft and fluffy. I tried to run a razor over my body hair, but there was nothing to shave off. It was all silky smooth and soft to the touch.

I looked in the mirror and I really didn’t need any makeup with the long lashes and shapely face and red lips. Charlotte came in as I was wondering what to do. “Do I even need makeup, honey?”

She looked at me. “Not really. Just some bimbo pink twenty-four-hour lipstick would be good, though. Make those big luscious lips pop!” She gave me a peck on them, dug in her makeup drawer and handed it to me. “Here, put on a coat and let it dry then put on another coat and let it dry. It’ll last through anything then.”

She turned to the mirror and began her routine of putting on her makeup. I did what she said to and walked into the closet. The array of clothing I had bought was wonderful. I couldn’t decide and tried on one outfit after the other. By the time I had found it, Charlotte was ready and sitting on the bed.

I carried it out and placed it on the bed, then moved to the dresser and selected my bra, panties, and a pair of super-sheer suntan pantyhose.

I sat on the bed next to my hot wife, dressed classy and sexy. I opened the pack of pantyhose and took the scissors and cut out a piece of the gusset.

“Good girl. You thought to do that. Make sure and make it go back far enough for a rear entry.”

I rolled my eyes, and she watched me to make sure I did as instructed. The pantyhose were delectable as they caressed my new, more sensitive skin as they made their way up my legs. I slid the silky thong panties over my hips and tucked my tiny hard cock at attention into them. I slid on the bra and adjusted my substantial breasts in it, enjoying their heft. The bra hugged them to me lusciously. My cleavage rolled out seductively. Thankfully, the bra concealed my hard nipples.

“Wow, now those are boobs, baby. I’m jealous.” Charlotte laughed.

I giggled and slid the minidress over my hips, letting it stretch and form to my body. I glanced back at my butt to search for panty lines, and there were none. I adjusted the top to my breasts. I sat and slid on the strappy, black-patent ultra high stilettos and secured them to my ankles, then stepped in tiny minced steps to the full-length mirror, my hips swaying with each step and my breasts tugging deliciously on my chest. I looked in the mirror. “If it weren’t for my ample bottom, I think these breasts would make me fall forward all the time,” my little voice said in its bimbo like way and I giggled.

She laughed. “For sure. You walk pretty darn well, though. Your posture is great. Long straight neck and back with breasts out. Nice wiggle too. Sweet ass baby.”

“Thanks.” I put on my necklace and bracelets and ankle bracelet. My earrings were still in from the piercing and looked fine. I fluffed my hair and sprayed perfume all over, then loaded my purse and put on a crop top to match the dress. I checked myself in the mirror. My waist was tiny, my hips and butt pleasingly plump and inviting, my breasts were highly prominent but not ridiculously large. I was incredible. I throbbed in my panties, running my hands over my body.

I let out a whimper.

Charlotte’s hand ran over my shoulder. “Feeling nice, pretty girl?”

“Oh god yes. This is something else. It’s like I’ve turned into a seductress. Now I know why you take so long to get ready and how good it is when you have your outfit put together. I’m so alive!”

“Exactly! I knew you’d learn. I love it. Let me just touch my hair up a bit and check my makeup and we can go.” She gave me a peck on the lips.

I looked at myself in the mirror again and then wondered if another necklace might be better. This one was bumping into my breasts because it was a little too long. I opened Charlotte’s standing jewelry box I bought for her to organize all her jewelry and opened it up. I dug around and remembered I bought this box because it had a secret compartment for special jewelry. I swung the panel and looked inside. There was a velvet case. I took it out and opened it.

There it was! That damn stone on its chain. She hid it. She knew exactly where it was. My heart raced. There was an ancient-looking instruction in the box on velum. I read it. “Think, feel, see, and your will, tomorrow, will be.”

She knew it would do this. That bitch! That’s why she bought it. It must have cost a fortune. She was lying to me. I called out to her. “Take your time, honey. I want to try another look.”

“Okay, sweetie. We still have a few minutes before we have to leave. I’m fussing with my hair, anyway.”

I held the stone and pictured it, felt it, thought it. I had an elated feeling that it was going to work. It was like an energy going through me. I pictured it all. The energy faded. I giggled delightedly. I opened my eyes and placed the stone in my purse, then found another necklace and swapped it for the one I was wearing.
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I slung my purse on my shoulder and we held hands as we both navigated the stairs in our super high stilettos. I slid into the driver’s seat and readjusted the steering wheel to accommodate my breasts and slid the hem of my dress under my thighs, the touch of the cool leather seat against them.

I backed the car out and into the street, rather enjoying the unfamiliar sensation of driving in high heels, stockinged thighs on the cool leather, and the air from the open widow fluffing my bimbo hair and teasing my cleavage. “This is wonderful, Charlotte. I wish you could experience the contrast to my old self.”

“Good. I’m happy for you.”

“Me too. Not sure what I’ll do about going back to work after vacation like this, though. But I’m also not sure I want to find that stone. I think I might want to stay this way.”

Her eyes lit up. “That’s wonderful!” She glided her hand on my stockinged thigh. “You’re so much more this way. And now we can both have real men.”

“Right. Real men. Not like I was, huh?”

“Right. Oh, don’t be hurt. You know you weren’t ever a real man.”

“Hmm. Right. What if it was you that was me and I was you and you said that about me?”

She shrugged. “Let’s not get stuck in the past.”

“Would a bigger dick have made me more of a man? Maybe you should have asked for me to have a bigger dick.”

“Honey. Your dick was fine. You just weren’t all that manly. Ever. Not a big deal.”

“Right. I dealt with it. I was short for a guy, but I made lots of money and took good care of you.”

“Yes, you did, and now you’re a gorgeous girl and we’re married.”

“What if you were my husband and were like I was? What would you have done to make things better for me, the wife? What would make you the husband more manly?”

“Hmm.” She ran her hand over my thigh seductively and gazed at me while I drove. “I’d have let you have real men anytime you wanted. All kinds. Of course, you’d have to let me watch, and we’d have to stay married and it would only be for entertainment. But then, you’d be satisfied like a woman should be, and I’d be more of a man for it by having the courage and security to do so. Oh, I should probably wear a chastity cage unless you allow me not to. That would keep me more focused on the wife’s pleasure and not mine. There.”

“You should have said that before.”

“I was working on it.”

I nodded. “Hmm. So that’s what you’d do. As a man like me?”

“Absolutely!”

“I guess I see your point. The husband might in some way be happy with that, too.”

“Oh, I’m certain he would.”

“Anything else that a husband could do to make his wife happy?”

“Hmm. I always like in the movies when the man holds the woman’s chair. I like it when the man does all the housework, laundry, and cooking, too. I know you did your part, but it would be really perfect if the man did that.”

“Super. So a husband that is cuckolded by the wife while he watches her get laid by other more manly men and he does all the housework and things. You’d really do that if you were the husband?”

“Absolutely.”

“Okay. Glad we had this talk. Here we are. Should we go in and check for the stone or just forget it and go eat? I’m famished.”

“Really? You don’t want to check?”

“Nah. I’m good.”

“Okay. Let’s go eat. I want the waiter to see my new friend.”
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Of course, the waiter was beside himself, revealing his hard-on to both of us. Interestingly enough, it aroused me to see his desire for me on display. I wondered what it would be like to actually take him up on his offer.

The waiter dropped off our meals and left. Charlotte raised her eyebrow and leaned in to me. “Honey, maybe now, since you’re such a girly girl, you and I should check out our waiter’s most admirable attribute.” She ran her hand over my stockinged thigh.

My cock throbbed in my panties at the thought. “Hmm. That does sound intriguing. I’ve never had anyone so aroused by me before.”

“Well then. I say we give him a nice tip when we’re done.”

“Absolutely, dear. I’ll give him one. I should learn these things, right?”

“Good girl. I’m so proud of you. You’re turning into everything I wanted in a girlfriend to share men with.” She gave me a peck on the cheek.

After our wonderful dinner, we had espressos and absinthe drips. I was relaxed and confident in my new role in life and anticipating the future.

I posted a tip, signed the check and added a note to meet us in back of the restaurant for another tip treatment. I closed the check holder, and we both stood to leave. I slung my purse over my shoulder, looking around for the waiter. He saw us and came over with his towel in front of him. I smiled at him and in my new bimbo voice said, “Check the check folder. See you in a few.”

“For sure ladies.”

We left for the bathroom and peed and redid our lipstick. After coming so profusely that first time, I had taken some sanitary pads and put them into my purse so when I peed, I put one on just in case I got too excited. We clicked in our heels out the back to the parking lot.

I looked around from where our car was parked under the tree and we’d be safe there. There was a wicker love seat we could sit on as well. Charlotte was leaning against another car closer to the restaurant and she waved our admirer down. As he walked toward us, Charlotte came back by our car and looked around. “This is perfect.” She took me by the hand and led us to the love seat and we seated ourselves.

Our friend stood smiling before us. “Ladies, this is so kind of you. Thank you.”

“Come here, big boy.” Charlotte held her hands out. He came closer, and she undid his zipper and pulled out his enormous package. She stroked him, looking up into his eyes. “Oh, my god. You have a wonderful beast here.”

“Thank you. Would you like to experience it inside of you?”

“Oh, my god. Yes!” She stood and was lifting her dress. I moved between them and tugged him by his cock back to stand before the seat and I sat and dove onto it. I bobbed my head and ran my tongue around the shaft and used one hand to stroke it and the other to tug and roll his shaved balls in. Charlotte watched, and he looked at her with sad eyes.

“Honey. Jamie. Uh... I was about to.”

I looked up at her with my face stuffed with cock and shrugged my shoulders. I slurped off it. “Training. You said I should.”

I dove back on. My cock throbbed in my panties uncontrollably as I indulged in this newfound delight. I looked up into my treat’s eyes and pulled my top down to reveal my breasts and then sucked and bobbed and ran my tongue around it.

He reached down and squeezed my breast and rolled my nipple in his fingers. His other hand rested on my head and his fingers wrapped in my curls and pulled my hair tight. He thrust into my face gently and his eyes opened wide.

I went mad on him, wanting to indulge in his passion for me. He squeezed my breast tight, pinched my nipple and grunted. His cock swelled in my fist and spasmed. The surge drove through my fist, gushed into my mouth, and I greedily swallowed it all as I whimpered and spurted in my panties.

When he was done, I savored it for a while, cleaning it up throughly and then let him tuck it all away. I stood and fluffed my hair and put my breasts away. Charlotte was standing there, disappointed.

The waiter looked around quickly, then said, “Thank you.” He looked at Charlotte. “Perhaps next time.” He ran off, back to the restaurant.

I bleeped the car open, and we both climbed in.

“Sorry Charlotte. I thought had to do that.”

“Well...uh...it would have been nice if...oh well. There are plenty more cocks around tonight.”

“Right. Then I can get more practice. I really enjoyed that. I never thought I would, but... oh well... I’m a girl now... a wife.”

“You’re so right. And such a sexy wife you are, too.” She squeezed my hand.

I drove us to a busy nightclub. It didn’t take us long before two handsome men in suits bought us drinks. Robert and William were a couple of classy, sexy guys. The kind any woman would fall for.

William ran his hand on my stockinged thigh as he gazed into my eyes and chatted while I immersed myself in the sensations. I was throbbing once more in my panties. Charlotte was rubbing Robert’s crotch while he fingered her beneath the table. I knew I couldn’t give up my secret just yet, so I had to do something.

I leaned over to Charlotte, her eyes filled with desire and dying to get fucked, and said quietly. “I have to suck William off to keep my secret a little longer. Why don’t we both do that for them?”

“Honey. I want to get laid.”

“I know. Let’s do this here and invite them over for dinner tomorrow night. Then I’d feel safer revealing what I was.”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay. If we must.”

We soon had the men outside in the dark corner of the patio where we had pillows to kneel on and I once more indulged myself in my new talent and reaped a substantial reward. I at least was able to not come this time, but it made me want for more.

When we both had our treats, Charlotte was quick to stand and kiss Robert and she told him our address and invited them for the next day. They left promising to be there and bring wine.

Charlotte watched as they left. “Well, at least I’ll get to fuck Robert tomorrow. Such a shame I couldn’t tonight. Sucking cock makes me so horny too, and his fingering only made it more so.”

“Well, that’s good, isn’t it? To be nice and aroused like that?”

She chortled. “A two-edged sword, for sure.” She looked around for more men.

“Honey. I think we should go home and get a good night’s rest, so we’re ready for them tomorrow. Then we can really be at our best for them.”

She scoffed and huffed. “I guess.” She looked at her watch. “It is getting late and we have a whole life of doing this ahead of us now, right?”

“Right! A whole life.”

I put my hand in hers and we walked out.
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I slipped on my sheer black nightie, and panties, and Charlotte put on hers. We slid into the satin sheets together. Charlotte was agitated and kept tossing and turning. She rolled over to me and sucked my breast. It was heavenly.

“Oh god, Charlotte, that’s so nice. Is it nice for you?”

She nodded as she sucked. Her tongue swirled my nipple and her teeth bit it from time to time. I stroked her hair and relished the attention as my cock throbbed in my panties. “Oh sweetie, do the other one too?”

She did and used her hand to massage my other one. She lifted herself up. “Would you do me a favor and put on the strap-on, honey?”

I scoffed. “Oh sweetie. That’s so old me. I couldn’t do that now. I’m all woman.” I pulled my panties under my balls and let my cock rub against the satin sheets as it lifted and fell. Her hand and mouth on my breasts were sending ripples of pleasure into me. I rolled over onto her and pressed her legs back and pressed a breast into her face. She sucked it feverishly.

I slid my wide hips between her legs and pressed my cock forward until it touched her wetness. Charlotte stopped sucking for a moment. “Oh honey. That’s it. At least rub it against me hard. Try to get it in.”

I managed to get it in all the way and thrusted furiously.

“Is it in?”

“It is. Tighten it up.”

She looked into my eyes as she tried. “Are you sure it’s in?”

I nodded and pumped it in the hot, loose wetness. My legs tensed, my nipples seemed as if they would spurt, and I came profusely in her. I collapsed on her. “Oh god, that was good. Thank you, honey.”

“You’re done? I didn’t feel a thing!”

“Sorry. Don’t worry, honey. Tomorrow, the men will be here and we’ll all entertain you.”

“Thank god for that.”

I fell off to sleep while Charlotte twiddled her clit and fingered herself.
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In the morning, I slipped out of bed and dressed in a denim mini, bra, and tank top, wearing wedge heels, to go for some hot bakery. I didn’t want to be there when Charlotte woke up with the things I had wished for her coming to fruition. Back at the house, Charlie was sitting on the patio, and coffee was on the counter. I poured one for myself and took the bag out to the patio with the croissants.

I opened the bag and offered him one. He looked up at me with anger on his face, his eyeliner and mascara all running.

“Croissant sweetie?”

He took one. And bit into it. “Where’s the stone? Where did you put it?”

“Oh my, your voice sounds so... hmmm... unfeminine and unmasculine. Weird. The stone?”

“Look at me. Look at what you did to me?”

I sat and crossed my legs, bouncing a foot in my wedges. “You look a lot like I used to, except not nearly as handsome.” I took a bite of the croissant and sipped my coffee.

“Not as handsome! I’m a balding, short guy with a hairy chest and legs and arms and a mediocre dick that thinks it feels good to be this way. Why does it get hard so often?”

“Well, I did before. You’ll get used to it.”

“And how will I get off?”

“The same way I did with you. You’d have me jerk off in panties or hump into your fist or I’d take care of it myself. Don’t worry. You said you knew what a perfect husband would be like, so now you can show me.”

“Where’s the stone?”

“It’s safe.”

“Thank god for that. Get it and I’ll change you back and then you change me back.”

“Hell no. I love what I am now.”

“Then change me back. We have the guys coming over tonight.”

“That’s right. Well, even if I changed you back, you wouldn’t change until overnight. Looks like you get to be the perfect husband today and demonstrate how I should be as a man.”

He nodded and sipped his coffee. “Nice. Real nice. You’re so mean. Okay, so... If I do that, then you’ll change me back.”

“I didn’t say that. I might though. Or at least turn you into a decent guy. I have to say, I was soo much better looking than you are. You aren’t even the least bit sexy right now.”

“Jessie!”

“Don’t worry. I’ll take care of your horniness right away. Then you can concentrate on getting things ready for tonight while I go out.” I licked my lips and with my tongue I pushed my cheek out like I had a dick in my mouth. I grinned.

Charlotte smiled and rubbed his cock through her satin robe. “You are a very desirable woman. Those wonderful lips. Yeah. Take care of your man, baby.” He stroked his cock.

I stood. “I’ll be right back.”

I ran inside and found the package I used only once when Charlotte forced me to. I slipped it into my purse along with a pair of panties and went back down.

Charlotte was sitting there, stroking himself slowly. A smile spread across his face as he tossed a pillow on the ground. “For your knees, you lovely cocksucker.”

I stepped over to him and sat alongside. I offered him my breast, and he gladly sucked it and teased the nipple and squeezed the other with his hand. I took his hand and slid a pair of panties into them and placed his hand on his cock. “That’s it, baby. Suck my breast and jerk yourself into the panties like a good husband.”

He groaned around my breast, but continued and jerked himself.

“Faster. Imagine you’re fucking my sweet sweet ass.”

His eyes opened wide and then closed again and he sped up his ministrations, his thumb and middle finger jerking his cock with panties wrapped around it. He moaned and spewed his juices into the panties, then let my breast go and his head fell back in the seat. I tucked my breasts back in then knelt on the pillow before him. I opened my purse and took it out. Before he knew it, I had her locked up in a tiny cage like he had done to me.

“There. Now you’re ready to be a good husband. Remember all the things involved in that now. We talked about it last night. If you’re good, I’ll take the cage off sometimes and let you jerk off while watching me get laid by real men.”

“What about the stone? When do I get to change back?”

“Hmm. Good question. I guess if you’re a fantastic husband for a while, like you defined one being, we can talk about it and about what you’d like to be. So concentrate on being the best husband as you define it. Okay?”

He shook his head. “Fuck.”
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Charlie was a model husband. He cleaned the house and went for groceries and put together a fabulous dinner, which he prepared in advance. I enjoyed my morning sunbathing on the patio and then smoked a nice cigar and read the Wall Street Journal. All the while, Charlie checked on me, making sure I had cold iced tea. He’d even light my cigar for me when it went out.

Lunch was wonderful. “Honey! Lunch is ready.” Charlie called out from the back porch. “Would you like it out there or inside?”

“The patio’s good. I’m already here.”

He dashed in and out, setting it all out. Cold cuts, fruit, nuts, breads, and freshly squeezed lemonade. I stared at it. He smiled at me. “Sit down and eat, honey. You must be famished from all you’ve been doing today.” He held my chair for me to sit. I slipped the hem of my miniskirt under me and sat. He placed a linen napkin on my lap and gave me a kiss on the cheek, then went to his chair and sat down. She passed the food to me to go first.

I loaded my plate. “Honey. I have to say you are being an exemplary husband. I don’t think I ever could do as well as you at that. Thank you for showing me the error in my ways.”

“No problem, honey. It’s my pleasure to do so. Do you think you could take my cage off for good behavior?”

“Not right now. Enjoy your lunch.”

I watched him as I ate. He ate like a starving slave.

He smiled at me as he chewed. When he finished swallowing, he tilted his head. “Well, I am very horny again. It seems to be much more than when I was a woman, even. This cage is so tight I can’t get hard all the way.”

“Really? That horny, huh? Well, I imagined you wanting to come several times a day. That’s probably why. Oh well. You’ll learn to live with being horny. Husbands always do. I had to.”

“Right.” He nodded and ate.

“How long did you have me in the cage for when you used it on me?”

He looked away. “Uh, that was like a day. Maybe two. No. No, a day.” He turned back, looking like he knew he was lying.

“Two weeks. Two long, tortuous weeks. You even made me watch porn to make me hornier. And you gave me a butt plug that wasn’t enough to get me over the edge, but enough to keep me hard in the cage. I had to beg you to peg me because that was the only way you’d let me come. Remember?”

“Oh gosh. Did I really do that? I couldn’t have. I’m so sorry if I did.”

“Of course. Apology accepted.”

“So it’s not coming off for a while?”

“Nope. If you want, you can try to feminize yourself tonight for serving us. I mean, as best as you can with your new man’s face and stubble and stuff. You can probably figure out how to make yourself into a reasonable presentation of a woman. Go buy a wig and gel breast forms and such today if you want. You still have your woman’s clothes if they fit okay.”

She nodded. “I hate these men's clothes of yours. So boring and uninteresting.”

“Then do it if you like. I’m meeting William and Robert for a beer at the golf course this afternoon. I want them to know what I am before they come over, so there are no surprises. I didn’t want them to think the old you would be there too, either.”

“You have their numbers?”

I nodded. “Oh yeah. They’re a supplier of mine. Of course, they didn’t recognize me, but now I can let them know. That’s why tonight was better to reveal myself than last night at the club. This way is easier for us all. They’ll be relaxed and ready for some great sex when they arrive.” I opened my eyes wide with excitement and held her hand. “Neither of them is married either! And... we’re all the same age of twenty-five. Aren’t they a great catch? I can’t wait to see which one is better in bed.”

“Are you saying you’d divorce me and marry one of them?”

I scoffed. “Now, why would a girl like me give up a wonderful husband like you?” I stood and slung my purse over my shoulder. “Well, I have to go meet them. Thanks for lunch. Have a nice day, sweetie.” I gave her a peck on the cheek and strutted off, my breasts tugging on my chest, my very cute little sensitive cock throbbing in my panties. I loved the new me.
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William and Robert were shocked but no less looking forward to this evening.

“And your wife isn’t your wife? The one we met last night?”

Robert said as he touched my leg beneath the bar.

“It’s hard to explain. My husband will be there tonight to serve us and make sure we’re taken care of. He may appear quite feminine. Or he may not. I’m not sure what his choice will be, but he’ll probably make a better girl than a guy, anyway. In any case, he’s not to have sex. He’s abstaining for his growth as a person. Very noble.”

William nodded. “I see.” He chuckled and looked at Robert. “Should be interesting, huh buddy?”

“For sure.”

“Don’t worry guys. We’ll have a ball together.” I rubbed both of their hard cocks in their pants. I looked at my watch. “Time for the second nine for you guys. I’ll leave you to enjoy the day. See you both tonight.”

I gave them each a peck on the lips and drove home. Charlie was out, so I took a nice long nap dreaming of tonight. When I woke, he was knocking around upstairs.

I walked up there and into the bedroom where he was changing the sheets on the bed to black satin ones. “I bought a wig and gel breast forms and I think it’s going to work. I also bought a cute sissy outfit, so I’ll be the ideal sissy husband for my hot wife.”

“Wow! You’re really doing this right, huh?”

“Yes sweetie. I want you to have what you want.” He kissed me on the lips.

I grabbed his cage through his pants and tugged it and kissed him deeply, my lips feeling sexy as hell on his. I slapped his ass. “Good girl. Okay. We only have an hour and you have to try to be cute and sissy-like. Let’s get ready.”

We both rinsed off and changed. He did his makeup and hair, and when he was done, he almost looked like a real woman. Not bad, actually. I thought the guys would have fun with her and not be grossed out.

I picked out my outfit and placed it on the bed and sat down to put it on. Lace top, thigh-high black stockings with a black satin garter belt and thigh-high, patent-leather, open toe boots that came up to just above the knee. I slid into a pair of black crotchless, ruffled panties and wound a black lace garter around my globes and cock to hold it up and out in what appeared to be its little nest. It bobbed there cutely.

I put on a black satin and lace shelf bra that held my breasts up firm and revealed the hard nipples. I put on a necklace with nooses at each end that attached to my nipples. Over this, I wore a sheer black open blouse tied at my tiny waist. In the full-length mirror, I fluffed my hair and applied perfume all over my body.

I posed this way and that. I was gorgeous.

Charlie had dressed in the walk-in closet. She wore a sissy-pink crinoline skirt and a pink V-neck top with cleavage made from her gel breast forms. Her body was shaved smooth, and she wore sheer pink stockings and a garter belt. Crotchless panties revealed her caged and locked, swollen cock beneath the short skirt. She smiled sweetly from under her long wig. “Hi sweetie. I think I came out well, don’t you?”

I stepped over in minced steps in my fetishy high heels and kissed her on the forehead. “You did. You’re a living doll. A very pretty little sissy girl.”

“Thank you! Now I have to set out the bar and set the table. See you soon.” She dashed off in her fetishy high heels.

I looked at myself in the full-length mirror and thought about what Charlotte might really want now and what I would really want. I slipped my hand into my purse and held the stone and thought about it all. The energy filled me and I knew it would all come to be. I placed the stone back in my purse and descended the stairs.
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Robert and William were right on time. We all stepped onto the patio where they complimented me on my outfit and how cute my little girl was in her nest and complimented Charlie in her sissy garb.

We drank our martinis while Charlie sat obediently on a pillow on the ground, smiling up at us and sipping her martini.

“So Charlie. You make a lovey sissy,” William said. “You look familiar, too. I can’t place it.”

“Thank you. I guess I look like a lot of people.”

“Maybe.”

“Charlie, I think the men would like it if you sucked their cocks a while before dinner. Is there time?”

She nodded excitedly. “Oh yes. It’s all ready and chilling. We’re having cracked crab, oysters, and an assortment of chopped fruits and vegetables, and cheeses. I’d be happy to make you both feel welcome here.” She rose from her pillow.

William shook his head. “Uh, no offense, but... You're a guy and I can’t think about it. I mean, you're pretty for a guy and all, but...you’re still a guy...kinda. I saw your little cock.”

“I can hide it. Would that work?”

William laughed. “You’re too cute, Charlie. But I think Robert will agree. Now Jessie here. She’s all girl. I mean, it’s like a big clit, not a cock, and her skin is smooth and hairless, and she has gorgeous breasts and hips and butt. She’s a real woman.”

“Thank you!” My bimbo voice called out to them. “Then let me make you feel at home.”

I slid onto the ground and Charlie gave me her pillows to kneel on. Both men had their shaved packages out in seconds and they were both well hung and ready before I even touched them. It was heaven to have their silky, velvety, hard shafts between my lips as I swapped back and forth between them, bobbing my head on them and indulging in their desire for me.

Charlotte watched on intensely jiggling her cage, trying to make herself come. It was sweet seeing her all wound up with no way to end it.

I brought the men to the edge several times and then decided to start the rest of the evening and sat back down between them, where they caressed my legs and sucked my breasts and Charlie fed us food and drinks. It was a lengthy prelude to my much anticipated first penetration by those manly men.

After we all had a few drinks and were at the edge of desire, I took them both by the hand and led them to our bedroom, where my sissy husband slid the sheets back and helped to undress my men. I lay to one side of the bed so William could have my mouth while Robert took me from the front, looking into my eyes. His cock filled me with pleasure as I watched it go deeper and deeper into me until it seemed it would come out of my throat.

William was stroking himself as he watched Robert hold my thighs back, my toes in their heels, pointed to the ceiling as I made little squeaks with each thrust and my little cock oozed from the tip.

I looked at Charlie and had her come over and suck my breasts alongside of me. I took William into my hungry mouth and consumed his sweet cock for all it was worth.

The two of them fucked me like a sex doll. The ripples of pleasure and the confidence and pride I gained from being so desirable were incredible. I was in a dream, William’s sweet cock rubbing against my lips as he held my blonde bimbo head and fucked my face. Robert’s fat and long cock ripping in and out sweetly, sending a twitch to my one leg and a blissful energy surging into my soul. Charlie’s mouth and hands drove my breasts wild. Yes, I couldn’t wait until tomorrow morning.

The men worked diligently, grunting and calling my name as they used me up. William came in my mouth and I swallowed it with fervor and urgency, then let it go as I approached a sweet precipice. I gazed up into Robert’s eyes as he gazed lovingly into mine. He kissed my lips but couldn’t keep his eyes off me as he thrusted and shook the bed making love to me.

Charlie became even more passionate as she caressed my breasts and her hips humped her cage in the air while she whimpered for release.

Robert grunted and shoved it deep into me, looking into my eyes with a fierce look, and called my name. His cock swelled and pulsed inside of me as it released all his pent up love for me. My tiny cock jerked and flailed in the air, shooting pearl ropes into the air and onto my belly and Charlie’s face.

The men said their goodnights, and I fell fast asleep with poor frustrated Charlie next to me, writhing and shaking her cage.
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In the morning, I slid out of bed and into the shower. I was refreshed and ready and examined myself to see if my wishes had come true. They had. I was overjoyed! I dried my hair and slipped on a cute little nightie and stepped into the bedroom.

Charlie lay there with a sweet smile on, looking odd in the sissy outfit. I slid off the skirt and shoes and all of it while he lay there half awake trying to get a grip on what was happening.

I removed the cage and sucked that sweet cock. It was huge and firm and exactly what every woman wanted. I rolled on my back and tugged Charlie on top of me, crushing my breasts. I spread my legs wide, and he held my thighs back and entered me with that sweet cock. Eyes wide, he looked down at me with a full head of his own hair, a strong jaw and bright eyes as he thrusted his cock in and out of me.

“You’re a woman! All woman!” He grunted as he fucked me with that sweet morning wood.

“And you’re all man.” I came in gushes and my body shook uncontrollably as the first female orgasm ripped through my new body. My bimbo voice called out, “Oh god your cock is incredible!”

“And you’re such a fucking hot and tight bimbo bitch!” He grunted and fucked me like an animal.

“Is this good for you? Do you like the new you?”

He shoved and fucked and grunted until he came inside of me, making me come again. He fell to the side and caught his breath. “Wow. That was something else.”

“It was. Now I know what you mean about real men. I’m so happy I have one. Are you happy? I still have the stone.”

Charlie lay there, looking up at the ceiling. I caressed the hair on his chest and gazed up into his face. “The stone? I think this will do. Are you happy?”

“Very.”

“Then let’s stay this way for a while. I can get into this badass guy shit. It’s so powerful fucking a woman, and instead of the whole body, almost all the sensations are in the cock and it’s intense.”

“And I’m very into being this bimbo. It’s awesome being able to come over and over again and still be ready for more. Remember your DP fantasy?”

He nodded. “Yeah, so much for that.”

“I can have it, though. If you let me.”

“You have the stone. I’d let you, anyway. Then I can enjoy a cock against mine inside of you. I might still miss cock a little. Hate this body hair too, though.”

“All of that can be fixed. Want a bigger cock? I’d like that.”

“Fuck Yeah! No body hair, no facial hair, so I don’t have to shave every day. Bigger cock. You already gave me a nice body now. If only I could get taller. Oh, well.”

“Maybe you can. We can try.”

“I love you Jessie, my bimbo slut wife.” He gave me a peck on the cheek.

“I love you too, my manly man.”


If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it or share it with other girls. 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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