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		A while ago, my wife bought us a book that changed our lives.



		My name is Stacey. It’s ironic that my parents had chosen a genderless name for me, as  you’ll see.



		It all started after we were married for eleven years. My wife and I always had a wonderful  sex life, but the last few years it dwindled. Neither of us ever wanted kids, so we both were  fixed before we were married. That freedom alone let us enjoy each other at anytime, anyplace,  and I mean anyplace.



		That’s turned into history. For some reason, I lost interest in sex. Maybe I wasn’t  producing as much testosterone or something. Maybe I lost interest because I couldn’t satisfy  her anymore and was always afraid to try for fear of failure. I felt bad for my wife, Zona, since  she was still interested.



		I should have looked up what her name meant a long time ago as it might have explained  the depth of her desire. I always thought because she was born in Arizona that was where it  came from, but her Hebrew parents named her Zona, which in Hebrew means slut, or whore.  Hmm. Did they have a premonition?



		Anyway. One night my wife took action to do something about our situation. “Stacey, want  another drink?” Zona asked as she rubbed my leg through my jeans. “Uh, it might make it  worse.”



		“But honey, what are we going to do about this? I need you. I haven’t had an orgasm with  you in two years.”



		I felt like crying. My throat choked up as I looked into her gorgeous painted face. She had  such a talent with makeup and clothing. Of course her body was perfect yet and she was  gorgeous.



		I ran a hand through her glistening black hair, that went down to her butt, and looked into  her dark eyes. “Zona, I’m sorry. I’m not sure what to do.”



		She kissed my cheek. “That’s okay sweetie. I love you. Let’s have some more to drink.  I think you just need to relax.”



		We had some more drinks and went to bed. After I brushed my teeth and came back to  the bedroom, Zona was wearing a black babydoll, reading a romance novel. I started to change  into my sweatpants and tee shirt and she stopped me.



		“Stacey, go into your closet. I want to try something. Take out the nightclothes I hung in  there and wear them. You’ll know which ones.”



		I looked in the closet and she had put a black babydoll nightgown, like hers, in there with  matching panties. I took it out, held it at arms length and laughed.



		“You want me to wear this? That’s nuts.”



		“Exactly. I want you to see how it feels. Maybe it will help. Some men love women’s  clothes and maybe we just need to spice things up a bit.” She grinned and leaned on her elbow.



		“No. That’s crazy. I’d just feel silly.”



		“Stacey. Do it for me. Please?”



		I loved Zona and really did want to succeed in satisfying her like I did in the past. And  I really wanted to get excited about it all. I put them on.



		Immediately I became aroused. I don’t know what it was about it, but it worked. I slid onto  fondled each other. Zona was getting excited as she noticed my excitement, and we had the



		best sex we had had in two years. At least I did.



		I was drained completely and flopped on my side of the bed. Zona moaned and squeaked  as she finished herself off, with her hand, her body’s reactions shuddering and shaking the  bed.



		“Oh my God Stacey. That was incredible! You were so excited. I just wish you had lasted  a little bit longer. I think we have some new tools to add to our marriage tool kit. Tomorrow I’m  doing some research.”
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		The next day I went for groceries while Zona did the housework. When I returned she  was in a great mood.



		“Stacey, the house is clean. I also found a book for you and downloaded it to our Kindles.  From the looks of it, I think we can really make our lives exciting. I can’t wait.”



		“A book? What kind of book is going to do that?” I went back out, grabbed the rest of the  bags from the car, and set them on the marble countertop. “We have plenty of good food. All  kinds of seafood was on sale today. Maine lobster, split king crab legs, fresh oysters, huge  shrimp.”



		Zona kissed me on the cheek then helped me put away the food. "This looks great. Why  don’t we take some time off and have a stay-cation? We haven’t taken any time off for a year.”



		“But we need to keep things going with the business.”



		“Honey, the business is on autopilot. The websites and advertising keep growing on their  own now. Ever since you had the automatic billing installed, it's been growing every month.  We already make twelve thousand a month.”



		“But don’t you want more?”



		“Of course. Nevertheless, it’ll grow on it’s own now. Let’s see what happens if we just  leave it alone. Please? Just a week.” She wrapped her arms around my neck and gazed into  my eyes with those gorgeous made up eyes. She smelled like a flower as I nuzzled her neck.  She breathed into my ear and her warm breath made me melt. She always got what she  wanted from me. I was a sucker for her.



		“Mmm. Okay. I guess we could. You’re right. It is running itself pretty well. So what if it  doesn’t grow as fast.”



		“Woo hoo! We’re on vacation!” Zona did a little dance around the kitchen in her heels.  “Oysters for lunch?” I said as I put the bag of them in the sink.



		“Oh yeah. Good idea. I want your libido to get as much help as possible. We’re going to  have the vacation of a lifetime.”



		I shucked the oysters at the sink and made up two plates with crackers and a ginger dip.  "So, what book did you buy us that’s going to make life so exciting?”



		We sat at the table. Zona picked up an oyster and the tiny fork. “It’s a special book. One  that, based on what happened last night, I think will spice up our sex life a lot.”



		I savored the cool, gelatinous flesh on my tongue then swallowed. “Spice up our sex life?  Should be interesting. What is it called?”



		She winked at me. “It’s called Feminizing Men. A guide for maximum feminization of  a male.”



		“What?” I clinked an empty shell on my plate. “Are you nuts?”



		“Sweetie. Last night you were as excited as I’ve seen you in a long time. What’s wrong  with playing with some women’s clothing in bed.”



		“What’s wrong? It’s not right. Any real man would never do that. I look like a bear in  a babydoll.”



		“Well, that’s what the book is for. To help you look less like a bear in a babydoll and more  like a woman. And only a real man would do it since it would take the courage of a real man to  do it.



		“I think it’ll be fun. In fact, I think you’ll love it once you start. It would be such fun to have



		you be my girlfriend as well as my husband. We can shop together and it’ll be a new hobby for  us both. Something other than watching football, or playing poker with your friends every  weekend. I put a copy on my Kindle too, so I can see what it says you should do and help you  with it if you need any.”



		I just stared into that beautiful face and shook my head. “I felt silly last night and I’ll feel  even sillier if it went any further"



		“No. You felt sexy last night. We need to do something to get things going again don’t  we? It’s not right not having sex anymore. It’s inhuman.”



		Inhumane is what it is for me to not have satisfied her for two years. She’s right. Her eyes  pleaded to me as she dunked an oyster into the ginger dip. I had to do something for her.  Maybe she was right. I didn’t know what else to do. I thought I’d at least give it a try for her.



		“Okay. I’ll start reading it after lunch and we can go from there.”



		“Thanks sweetie I’ll read it too. Then I can help. It’s only sixty pages or so. It’ll go quick.”  What was I getting myself into?
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		The book didn’t take long to read, but it sure seemed like there was an awful lot of work  to do - removing all the hair from your body - getting clothes - doing makeup. I just couldn’t  picture myself doing it. It seemed so foreign to me. So, unmanly.



		I went to the kitchen to start making supper. Zona was still reading. By the time the crab  legs were steaming, Zona was in the kitchen with me. She poured some wine for both of us  and handed me a glass.



		She grinned an evil grin. “So. What do you think? I think you’d fem up rather nicely.” She  sipped her wine.



		“I think I’d look like a guy dressing like a girl.”  Zona’s face dropped thinking I was saying no.  “Don’t worry. I’ll do it for you.”



		She smiled and clinked my glass. “Thanks! You’ll see. This will be a blast. I can’t wait.  I want to have your body waxed tomorrow.”



		“Body wax? Ouch!”



		“See. You have to be a real man to allow that. I know it will be painful, but afterwards you  can just epilate weekly and it’ll be nice and smooth.”



		“Weekly? Who said anything about doing this more than once?”



		“Okay. Just once. But all the way.” She clinked my glass again and sipped. “Drink up  sweetie. Tonight, we say goodbye to your old self.” She pushed my hair up with both hands.  “You’ll look so good with eyeshadow and makeup. Maybe a wig until your hair grows out and  we can do something pretty with it.”



		I moved her hands away, “Zona stop. Let me have my last night as a man without thinking  about this. The game is on tonight and I want to be able to enjoy it.”



		“The game. Oh boy.” Zona poured herself another glass of wine. “Okay. I’m calling for an  appointment for tomorrow morning though.”



		“Go ahead and call. I promised you I’d do it.”



		The steaming pot of crab legs clattered on the stove. I opened the top to look at them.  “Asparagus with the legs?”



		“Sure.”



		I took the asparagus out of the fridge, chopped the ends off and washed them then  dropped them in. We sat at the table in the kitchen quietly as we worked on the bottle and  waited for the food. I stared blankly at a women’s clothing magazine on the table, in thought.  She was quiet, allowing me my space.



		Zona was always popular in high school and college. She could have picked from  a million guys, but she chose me. I guess I owed this to her. But, maybe I should just give up  and get a divorce. She’s more than I can handle anymore, and she deserves more than me,  but I loved her too much.



		Heck, all the things in the book were reversible. It said to beware because it could become  addicting though. Yeah right. All that work addicting? Not for me it won’t be.



		I put the food on our plates. “Okay sweetie. Let’s enjoy some crab. I’m sorry if I’m  being difficult.”



		“You’re not being difficult. You’re doing it aren’t you?”



		“Of course. I’d do anything in the world for you. I guess I’m being difficult with myself.  I never knew why you picked me.”



		“Oh Stacey. I picked you because I fell in love with you. How could I not? So intelligent  and good looking. You were my dream date and still are.”



		“Dream date?” I laughed. “You were mine. I want you to enjoy life as much as possible.  I wish I could satisfy you better. I mean last night, I didn’t even last long enough.”



		“That’s okay. At least you were excited and we had sex. I loved it.”



		“I had fun too. I have to admit it was nice. The nicest part though is seeing you satisfied.  Like when you finished. What do you think about when you’re doing that? I mean you close  your eyes and moan. You must be thinking of something.”



		“Well yeah I do. I don’t want to talk about it though.”



		I dipped a piece of crab into the butter and savored it while I watched Zona. Her face  turned red with embarrassment at my question. I had to pursue it further.



		“Come on Zona. I have to dress like a woman and you can’t tell me your fantasies? Is  that fair? I need to know so I can help you get them.”



		“You won’t want to. Trust me." She sipped her wine looking concerned.



		“I do want to. So, you think about other guys. That’s okay. It’s normal for fantasies to  involve other people. It works, right?”



		She quickly looked away from me and at her food and nodded.



		“Right? Handsome hot guys and images of them. Maybe even multiple guys as their  hands run all over your body caressing, tugging your hair, squeezing you like in your romance  novels.”



		Zona looked at me and glared over her wine glass before sipping and putting it down  nearly breaking the stem. “Stop.”



		“It’s true. It’s okay. I understand. Doesn’t mean your going to do it right?”



		“Stacey! Of course not. It’s you I’m married to and you I love. Those images are just sex.”  “Right.”



		We finished dinner and cleaned up. Zona was pretty quiet. She sat by me on the couch  as I watched the football game and she cheered when I did. She never liked football, but she  tried to like it for me. She was always trying to make me happy. I needed to do the same for  her.



		When we went to bed, I put on the nighty again and felt like the teddy bear in the Victoria’s  Secret shop dressed in lingerie. “See. Like a bear in them. Maybe the waxing is a good idea.”



		Stacey perked up and reached out for me. “Come here you sweet thing. I want to hug  you.”



		We did more than hug. It was wonderful. So wonderful, I didn’t last very long, but when  Zona finished herself, I could imagine what she was thinking about. It got me even more excited  knowing that now. Tomorrow I bear the pain of having all my body hair ripped from my body.  I guess that's something only a real man could do. I was glad I was being a man about this for  her and took pride in that.
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		We woke up at our usual 6:00 AM and got ready for the day.



		Zona was in a short pink nightgown with matching high-heel slippers as she sat at the  table eating a doughnut. “I can’t wait honey. Thanks for doing this for me. I made your  appointment in the next town over, so we have to leave soon. It’s a fifty-minute drive. That way  no one from around here will know.”



		“Good idea. Thanks. Okay then. Let’s get cleaned up and go.”



		We showered and dressed. I wore jeans and a button down cotton shirt and Zona wore  a short denim skirt with heels and v-neck sweater. She always looked so damn good. What  was wrong with me? How could I get bored with her and how could I not manage to satisfy  her?



		The drive took us away from anyone that would know us and we ended up at Princess  Paula’s Salon of Beauty. We pulled up in front and went in. There were women everywhere  and not a single guy.



		Zona went to the desk. “Stacey and Zona for our appointments.” Zona looked at me.  “I made an appointment for myself too for nails and bikini wax. I don’t need the rest.”



		The girl at the desk winked at Zona then smiled and grinned at me. "You must be Stacey.  Is that your real name?”



		“Of course it’s my real name.”



		“I’m sorry. Some of the men getting these services like to use a more feminine name.  I guess yours could be either.”



		“What? A fake name for a body wax? That’s no big deal.”



		“Of course not. But they get nervous when they have a name like Joe and they’re getting  a manicure and pedicure. They like to have a name that fits it better. We have a private room  for your services so don’t worry, you won’t be out here with the rest of the girls for the manicure  and pedicure.”



		I looked at Zona. “Zona. Manicure and pedicure?”



		“The nails can come off as does the paint. It will be fun. You’ll see.” She hugged my arm  and smiled that convincing smile.



		I shook my head and followed the girl to my private de-masculinizing room. What was  I doing? Two women were in there that looked like linebackers.



		The big fat blond one with long painted nails spoke first. “I’m Debbie and this is Stacey.  Uh, Stacey.” She giggled.



		The other one with flaming red hair, and just as huge, named Stacey said, “That was  a pretty name choice princess. Same name as mine. Strip all your clothes off except your  underwear, and lie on the table.”



		I took them off while talking. “It wasn’t a choice. My parents gave it to me. Stop calling  me princess.”



		“Oh sorry. Okay. I’ll be doing your nails and Debbie will wax you. We’ll have you out of  here in a jiffy and you’ll love how pretty and smooth you’ll be.”



		The padded table had paper on it and was cool on my back. Debbie laid a thin pink  robe over my body.



		I sat up. “I’m not so sure about that.”



		“Oh. This one is being forced. That’s okay. You’ll end up loving it and we’ll see you all the  time. Happens more often than you’d think. Lie back down.” She pushed me back on the table.



		Debbie mixed a wooden stick in some sticky stuff and started on my toes. “Oh yes you  will love how pretty and smooth you’ll be. There isn’t a man alive that doesn't like the results  of all of this feminization. They all resist at first, or some of the dumber ones do. The smarter  ones already know how good it’s going to be and do it willingly.”



		Called me dumb. Nice customer treatment. She tore the hairs off my toes. That didn’t feel  too bad, I thought. When she was done Stacey started clipping my toenails. This was too weird.  I decided to just try to relax. As I did, I started to enjoy the attention. Their ministrations actually  felt nice. The warmth of the wax and then the slight sting on my shins as she tore it off wasn’t  as bad as I thought it would be.



		I could feel my racing heart start to slow down and I fell into a light sleep. Then, all of  a sudden it felt like someone tore the skin off my abdomen. “Aargh! Shit!” I sat bolt upright.



		“Sorry. Forgot to numb the skin first. Only need it in those sensitive areas. You got the  bikini too right? ” She pushed my chest. “Lay back down princess.”



		“Shit!” I laid back down. She slid my underwear off for the bikini wax. Uh oh. She put on  a rubber glove and yanked my penis taught. She put the numbing lotion on then the wax.  I started to get erect.



		“My my. No wonder she’s feminizing you. You don't have much to offer her do you. You’re  more suited to be a girlfriend.”



		I sat up as she held my now hard maleness in her rubber glove. “Hey. We’ve been married  eleven years and it’s done fine.”



		She shoved me back down. “Yeah right. No woman could get off on that for eleven years.  It’s cute, but it ain’t the main course. More like a snack. It’s okay princess. You’ll see. She’s  doing the right thing for you. You’ll love the new you.”



		“We’re just doing this for vacation.”



		“Okay sweetie.”



		I felt Stacey doing my nails on my hand now. I didn’t want to look. I told myself I’d have  shoes to cover my toenails and my hands could go in my pockets, so no big deal. I felt Debbie  rip the strip off of me down there. Good thing she numbed it first. I decided to let them finish  and stop talking about anything. But if these ugly women thought I was small, maybe I was too  small for her?



		When we were almost done, Zona came in the room. She took my hand and looked at it.  “Stacey, your nails look so nice - and your toenails too - and all that awful hair is gone.”



		I opened my eyes, looked at her and rolled my eyes.



		Zona said, "Nice job girls. Has my girl been cooperating okay?”



		Debbie said, “Mostly. She’ll be a pretty looking girl though. So thin and all. And her face  has such feminine features. She should have electrolysis, or laser hair r emoval.”



		Zona said, "I know, someday maybe. Her beard hair is pretty fine though, and the blonde  doesn’t show much on her skin when she needs a shave even. Maybe later.”



		“What? Electrolysis? Lasers? And stop with the she and her already,” I said.



		“Stay still dear and let her finish. Debbie, she’s so red. Should we put something on that  to soothe it?”



		“Aloe will do best. The redness will go away in a few hours pretty much. I’ll rub her down  with Aloe before she leaves.”



		“Okay then, I’ll wait outside.”



		Stacey left and Debbie finished my back, rubbed Aloe over it and the back of my legs,  and rolled me back over. She did the front of my legs, arms, and then my abdomen and paid  special attention with her rubber gloved hands to my male parts. “These are the most  important.” Debbie said as she stroked and massaged and stroked and massaged until I almost  came and had to stop her.



		She stopped and left me twitching in the air. ”1 guess it isn’t TOO little. It will still make  a bump in a skirt if it’s too tight. And your wife is little. It ain’t real man meat though.”



		She squirted some more Aloe on her hand and rubbed it all in again until I almost came  then wiped it off and threw a pair of pink panties, with the tags still on, on my face.  “Complimentary. Put them on now. I trashed your old pair since they had wax on them. Plus,  they were underwear for real men, not feminized men.”



		Steaming, I held my tongue, slid around to the edge of the table and put them on.  I couldn’t believe what I saw, and if Debbie hadn’t made me hard, I probably would have gotten  hard anyway. My feet, hands and whole body looked so smooth, sexy and feminine. The pink  panties were silky against my bald eagle. Yikes. I wasn’t looking very masculine now.



		I put my jeans and shirt on and tucked myself in down there as best I could. It still showed  against my leg though.



		“See. You’re still excited. Happens every time a man is feminized. Go have fun princess,”  Debbie said as she held the door for me. I put my hands in my pockets, glared at the bitch,  and walked out.



		Zona was smiling at me standing at the counter. The girl behind it smiled and winked.  “Can I see your nails princess?”



		“Nope. Sorry.”



		Zona pulled my arm. “C’mon dear show her.” She yanked it from my pocket. As I looked  at the long pink nails as the girl held my hand and rubbed her fingertip on the smooth surface,  I felt myself throb.



		The girl complimented them. “Stacey is the best. Those nails will last forever too.  Have fun girls.”



		I put my hands back in my pocket. Zona led the way. “Thanks girls!” she said.  We got in the car. I could feel the heat on my skin from the ripping of body hair.  Zona started the car. “How are you sweetie?”



		“Okay.”



		“Skin feel okay?”



		“Just a little warm.”



		“Good. Then we can go shopping.”



		“Shopping?”



		“Well of course. You need so many things, the first of which is a nice wig or two.  You cut your hair so short. We’ll need to let it grow out.”



		“Grow out? This is just for this week.”



		“Oh yeah. Okay. Whatever you say dear. Just this week.”
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		We shopped until we dropped. I had to endure a bra fitting with gel-form fake- boob  inserts. I sat for a wig purchase, which ended up being several wigs, and then we bought  dresses, skirts, blouses, and sweaters. The shoes were the most embarrassing until we found  my proper sizes for closed toe, strappy, and open toe. Then Zona went nuts buying high heels  for me. A lot of stuff for a week.



		However, I had to admit. This was rather interesting and somewhat exciting. Every time  I thought about wearing what we were buying, it aroused me for some reason - even with the  embarrassment of being there as a guy.



		I was in a battle for my male self, yet this feminization process was driving me to follow  through with it. Like the book said, beware. But, I knew when the week was done, I’d be h appy  to go back to my old self again. I couldn’t see how any real man could add all of this complexity  to his life willingly.



		When we finally made it back home, Zona helped me get things hung up and put away.  She had an armful of my shirts.



		“Zona, where are you going with my clothes?”



		“I’m just putting them in the spare rooms for now until we can take them to Salvation  Army.” She stood in the doorway with full arms and peeked over the pile.



		“Salvation Army? Zona this is for a week.”



		“Of course. We need to get them out of the way though so you can see all your new  clothes. Don’t you like your new clothes?” She took the shirts into the other room and came  back. “Well, don’t you? Aren’t you the least bit excited?”



		The male in me wanted to deny it. What was left of it. “They’re okay. Much more variety  than I have as a man. It’s going to be challenging to mix and match it all. Men aren’t good at  that stuff.”



		“Well it's a good thing you aren’t going to be a real man then isn’t it. It’ll become second  nature. You'll see.”



		Zona took the drawers out of my side of the dresser and my nightstand and took them  into the spare room bringing them back empty. “There, all ready for all your pretty things.”



		We worked at replacing all of my male things with woman’s things for an hour and a half  - folding and arranging panties and bras, garter belts and slips, sweaters, and hosiery.



		When we were done, I couldn’t believe my eyes and as I looked at it all. I couldn’t believe  how aroused I became. I couldn’t wait to try the things on.



		Zona stood next to me as I looked at it all, and took my arm in her hands “I think I'll put  on something nice to wear to watch TV. Want to watch some old movies?”



		“Sure. Uh, maybe I should put on some clothes to match my nails and stuff too, huh.”  “Of course! And you have to practice walking in heels too you know.”



		Zona set about changing her clothes and I picked out some things to wear. The first thing  I did when I took off my clothes was to put on some sheer thigh high stockings with my shaking  hands and then and a pair of silky pink satin panties with little bows on the hips. The hosiery  felt like heaven on my abused, but hairless legs. The silk panties were a better fit than the ones  from the spa and slid against my hard maleness with each move.



		Next were the shoes. I was dying to wear the shoes. I chose a pair of pink strappy heels  and the feeling of walking in them was excruciatingly sexy.



		Bra and gel forms next. The weight and feel of compression on my chest was tantalizing.



		I put on a short dress and looked in the mirror. I looked at myself from the floor up and I was  hot. Right up to the cleavage the gel forms and bra made. Then...Shit! A man's head was there.  “Zona!”



		Zona came running in. "What’s wrong?”



		“Look at me. I look ridiculous.”



		“Well of course, you're not finished yet. Let’s get your makeup done and a wig. Co shave  your face nice and close. Relax princess. It will be okay.” Standing before me in her five- inch  heels, thigh highs that matched mine, and a short nightgown, she kissed my cheek tenderly.  I was happy she was pleased with me and it made me feel better to go through with my de -  masculinization.



		I shaved and Zona did my makeup, explaining each step as she went along. I was lucky  to have someone so adept at this. When she was done, and I put on the long, straight, blond  wig and she styled it, I looked incredible. It was the same blond color as my real hair, but  longer. It was how I’d look if my hair was grown out. She put on some clip earrings for me.



		“You’ll want your ears pierced. There are so many more to chose from.”



		“Not for a week.”



		“Of course. Not for a week. You’ll want them the week after.”



		“Zona!”



		“Just kidding. If you do decide to, it’ll be okay my sweet.”



		I was immobilized as I looked at myself in the full mirror in our bedroom while Zona  cleaned things up in the bathroom. She came in while I was stuck like a parakeet in front of  a mirror.



		“Stacey, are you okay? You look great!”



		“Uh, I know. I never thought I’d look this good. But my voice.”



		“Your voice is fine. You could raise it a notch and you’ll be a woman with a deep voice.  Now let’s go watch some movies like two girls. I don't want you to have any performance  anxiety tonight. No sex. Just cuddles.”



		“Really?”



		“Really girlfriend. Let’s go.”



		She took me by the hand and I held the railing on the double stairs as we went down.  The heels were surprisingly easy to walk in and felt so sexy. I felt like a pretty, sexy woman  with her girlfriend.



		It amazed me how good it felt and how at ease I was at the moment. I wasn’t the least b it  worried about the business, or having any kind of anxiety about this, or anything in the world.  I wasn’t myself anymore, but someone entirely different. I felt liberated. It was a complete  escape from reality and was a vacation for me all on its own.



		I moved around the kitchen getting drinks, feeling my breasts compressed on my chest,  the slinky fabric of the dress on my silken thighs, the way the shoes made me mince my steps  like a sexy little woman, the way I had to handle things because of my long painted fingernails,  and even the feeling of my soft, smooth lips from the lipstick. I was in some sort of new world.



		The way I was feeling right then seemed to compel me to make the pitcher of martinis  pink, so I poured some grenadine in the pitcher. Perfect! I brought them out on a tray with two  martini glasses and some snack mix in a crystal bowl. I set them in the coffee table before  Zona as she crossed her ankles on it and flipped through the cable guide on the big screen.



		“Thank you princess! Oh how pretty. You’re becoming such a girl! Thank you for trying



		so hard.” She beamed at me and patted the couch next to her. “Sit right against me so I can  feel your silky leg on mine.” She was happier than I’d seen in a long time. I could tell I’d done  the right thing. It felt incredible as well, so I was loving it all. What could be better? A happy  wife and this incredible feeling of sensuality and escape. So what if I didn’t look like a guy.  I think I looked better than I did as a guy anyway.



		Zona found movies. “Here. Perfect. This station is all old movies. 1940 to 1970. It will  help you see how women back then acted and moved - back when women displayed more  characteristics of women that made them so sexy and feminine. I want you to watch them with  me and learn, like you do so well, so we can get you absolutely perfect.”



		I poured us two martinis and handed one to Zona. I lifted mine, holding it by the stem,  and clinked hers gently then toasted, raising my voice to sound more feminine. “To my  wonderful wife who is having so much fun now. Thank you.”



		We sipped. Zona’s eyes were wide open as she swallowed. “Your voice. Very nice.” Zona  put her drink down and I watched as our long nailed hands left the drinks on the coffee table.  Zona gingerly took some snacks in hers and tossed them in her mouth. I did the same. I loved  looking at my hands with those nails.



		Zona looked at me up and down as I sat there. “Cross your legs dear, or at least put them  together.”



		I looked down at my leg posture. I crossed them and felt the silkiness of the stockings  against each other. “That does feel better.”



		“See. You’re a quick learner.” She ran her nails over my stockinged leg and I throbbed in  my panties. This was better than being in men’s clothes. So much better. I felt



		so sensual.



		I had to ask her, “Are you sure you don’t want to have any playtime tonight? I’m really  quite aroused after all of this. I might be able to make you happy.”



		“I don’t want you to worry about that. Just relax and enjoy. You can come later and get  some relief until tomorrow, but I don’t want you to worry about me. I want you to enjoy it. You  wouldn't last a minute the way you are now anyway.”



		“You’re probably right. This has been way too exciting to make any sense.” “Why does it  have to make sense? If you want it to make sense maybe this will help. Did you know that the  Barramundi fish we had for lunch today is a sequential hermaphrodite? Most are born as  males, and then after the first breeding season, they turn into females. It’s a natural thing in  the wild. There are other things out there in the animal world like that too. Why shouldn't you  turn into a woman of sorts. I think it might be the natural progression for humans too, but maybe  we suppressed it.”



		“But I still want to be a man.”



		“Then be a man. Be my knight on the white horse as you always have been, and realize  what you're best at, and what makes you feel the best. Be a real man that is aware, and not  afraid of breaking his paradigms to become what he should. Look at you and how pretty you  are tonight and how good you smell and feel. It’s so nice to have a girlfriend like you to cuddle  with and share life.”



		“A knight on a white horse dressed as a woman?”



		“Absolutely! You are my knight. My real man courageously becoming his new self that  we both love more than the old one.”



		She was beaming at me and running her hand up and down my silken thigh. She reached  for my head and gently drew me to her and kissed me on the lips tenderly. “I love you baby.”



		We watched movies all night and Zona pointed out all the things I should pay attention



		to. I learned much. I never would have thought about women’s mannerisms, motions, postures,  expressions, and so on.



		We dragged ourselves upstairs to bed. As I was lying there, almost asleep, Zona jerked  me off in my nightgown soaking it with a flood of my pent up juices. I finally got relief from the  day. I fell asleep immediately.
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		I woke in the morning with the strangest sensations. Something was heavy, smooth, lifting  and pressing me. I went to the bathroom and as I stood at the toilet to pee, I realized the stream  wasn’t hitting the toilet since I was tucked into a device. I stopped and cleaned it up then sat  down and peed. I was in some kind of a metal cage down there.



		Still half asleep, I went back to the bedroom and climbed under the sheets. Zona was still  asleep. I felt the thing. There was a lock on it and my morning maleness was pressing hard  against it with no room to stretch out. What was she doing to me now?



		Zona stirred. She moved her hips forward then back several times, as she lay on her  side. She rolled onto her belly and her hand went under her. She started to moan and I could  tell she was going to come. She gasped, “Billy, George, Bob, holy fuck.” She came hard,  shuddering on her hand.



		She sighed and fell back to silence and her breathing slowed. Billy, George, and Bob.  Hmm. I guess that’s one of her fantasies. I wondered if they were real or made up. She went  to school with a Billy, but there are a lot of Billies. Billy was big. He was over six foot tall an d  all muscle and sinew. I remember him. He was a nice guy and went off to law school after high  school. In gym class, it was embarrassing to shower next to him.



		Zona woke up and stretched. She looked at me and smiled. “How’s my princess this  morning?”



		“Uh, good except there’s something on me that I don’t remember putting on.”



		“Oh, the cage. Yes sweetie. I put that on after you came. It wouldn’t have gone on before,  and you just kind of fell asleep. It'll help to keep you from sticking out in your dresses and skirts  and it’ll help you to keep from messing them as well. Not to mention you’ll need to pee while  sitting, which is more fitting for a girl to do. You were so excited last night, I was afraid if I didn’t  get it on you then, I wouldn’t be able to. You can shower and wear it all the time. You just need  to dry well under it. Is it comfortable?”



		She lifted the sheets to look for it.



		“Well it feels okay.”



		“Wow. Nice. You’re all hard in it and pressing against it. Does that hurt?”



		“No not at all.”



		“That’s what the instructions said. This will be good. Don’t worry. I have the key and you  can take it off anytime.”



		“Good. Then take it off now.”



		“Oh silly. Not now. You need to wear it for a while to keep you feeling good and to keep  you from messing things. Okay?” She grabbed it and shook it. It felt good. I was hot and  aroused. I wasn’t going to fight her.



		“Okay Zona dear.”



		“Good. Let’s eat and get dressed. It’s late already and we have a big day to get ready  for.”



		“A big day?”



		“We can talk about it later. Let’s get things done, like you always say.”



		We ate breakfast. I was beside myself trying to think about what she had planned while  I wore this male chastity device. How long would I be stuck in it? What was she doing? Was  this necessary? It did feel interesting the way it tugged, pulled, and limited my erection. Very  erotic.



		I asked Zona in my new voice, “Honey, what do you have planned?”



		“Oh, just a little more shopping. I think I deserve to get some things to make me feel good.  Don't you?”



		“Of course.” I sipped my coffee and looked at her.



		“Your makeup ran. We need to use waterproof, or get permanent eyeliner and lipstick  tattooed on you. It doesn’t do you justice, and your beard is showing through even though its  blond and light. We need to have that facial hair removed. That would save you time in the  morning too.”



		I felt naked and exposed - embarrassed I wasn’t pretty anymore. I lifted my hand to cover  my face like the women in the movies did. I felt the long nails on my skin. “Really? My makeup  ran? I'm so sorry.”



		I crossed my legs wrapping them around each other like a safe cocoon of protection  where I could hide. I felt the stockings slide against themselves on my now silky, not irritated  skin.



		“Honey, don’t look so upset. It's okay dear. It’ll wash off and you’ll look lovely when you  do your makeup over.”



		“Me do it?"



		“Of course. You know how. You can do it. You saw me do it and explain it to you.” My  ego took over. “Of course. I can do it.”



		We continued eating breakfast and I thought about what she was doing to me, but  I couldn’t resist it. I should have rebelled against this cage, but she made good points and it  felt right for me to wear it, and erotic as well. It was the new me. I throbbed in the cage and  reveled in the sensations I was feeling as I excitedly thought about the challenge I faced of  doing my own makeup.



		We cleaned up the kitchen and showered. My body was so smooth, all I needed to do  was shave my face. She was right. Permanently removing my facial hair would eliminate that  pain-in-the-ass, morning routine, whether I was dressing as a woman, or a man. I hated the  wasted time and the way it grew back so quick.



		“Casual but sexy.” Zona said as I was staring into my new closet of clothes.



		I looked at what she had on the bed for herself - a black leather skirt, tight, white V- neck  blouse, sheer thigh highs and high strappy black heels with black lace bra and panties. I picked  out a similar outfit, but in brown and beige.



		I selected my favorite long blond wig. It was how beautiful my real hair could be, and it  made me feel as if I had always been this beautiful.



		I went to the bathroom and emerged and hour later feeling I’d done well. I had to ask  Zona.



		“How do I look?"



		“Like a girl that needs to put the rest of her clothes on. Stunning makeup by the way.  Don't forget to put on your perfume and bring it for your purse. You know your hair would look  like that if you grew it out.”



		“I know. That’s why I like this one. It’s the real me.”



		I felt accomplished and competent. I passed her test. I spritzed on perfume and did  earrings, thinking how nice it might be to not have to use clips. When I was done I went  downstairs.



		“Ready. Do you really think I look good enough to go out like this?”



		“You look better than most women could dream of - a little taller than some, but not a lot  of women, a somewhat deeper voice, but gorgeous.” She kissed my cheek. “No one will know  except you and I unless you tell them.”



		“Where are we going?”



		“To a toy store.”



		“Toy store?”



		“Yes. We need some toys.”



		“Okay. What kind of toys could we possibly need?”



		“You’ll see.”



		Zona drove us to a place on the outskirts of town in a seedy neighborhood. The ride felt  incredible in heels and a skirt. So much nicer than in men’s clothes. The feel of the leather seat  against my thighs, and crossing and uncrossing my legs as Zona drove, made me crazy. I filled  my cage. We pulled into the parking lot.



		Zona said, “Spray on some perfume before we go in.”



		“Perfume for this place?”



		“Yes.” She took hers out of her purse and sprayed it in her hair, on her breasts and wrists.  I copied her and put it back in my purse.



		I looked all around before I got out of the car.



		“Is it safe here?” I asked.



		“I guess. Let’s go."



		We went in it the steel-gray back door. It creaked as she yanked it open. The place w as  full of sex toys. Zona leaned into me and whispered, “Some things for you to learn with, and  something for me to feel full. You’ll love it."



		We entered the store and the twenty something attendant was playing with his iPhone as  he smiled at us both. He was handsome as hell and about six foot two in a tank top that showed  the cut of his firm, but not overdone, muscles. Gorgeous like a statue. He didn’t even flinch  when he saw me, so I assume he thought I was a woman. He just said, “Hello ladies. If you  need anything from me let me know.”



		Zona smiled and walked over to him. “Anything?"  “Anything for you, or your gorgeous friend.”  “Okay thanks."



		Zona took me by the hand as we walked around with our purses hanging off our shoulders  as she examined the toys and put them in a small basket on my arm. When we made our way  around the store, she took some lube off the shelves, and condoms, which we never used  before because we didn’t need to. Condoms in different colors and different sizes, both lubed  and unlubed.



		We went to the counter. I placed the basket on it. He looked at us smiling as if he knew  we knew he was a god. “Anything else ladies?”



		Zona responded, “Uh yes...” she took a pack of unlubricated, colored condoms, out of  the basket. “...Are these any good? I mean, will they fit big and small and not break and how  are they for sucking cock? Do they feel good wearing them when you get sucked?”



		I was shocked. Here was my wife asking this total stranger these things. Yet, I was excited  she did.



		“Yeah sure. Those are great. I have a pretty big cock. I mean it’s nine inches when it’s



		good and hard and it's about two inches across. I’ve worn those when guys, or gorgeous  women like you two, sucked my cock. It’s not a problem to come in them. Wanna test them?”



		Zona smiled broadly, put her hand on his, and looked into his eyes. Shit! I saw it coming.  The bullet has left the barrel and I was the target. “Absolutely. My husband wants to test them  on you since he might be doing a lot of cock sucking if they work well.”



		My eyes popped wide open in shock and I felt my face flush. I turned to leave and Zona  grabbed my wrist. I heard him answer while I had my face turned.



		“Your husband? Maybe before his sex change. She’s gorgeous! I’d love to have her suck  my cock to show you. Don’t be embarrassed pretty lady,” he said to me touching my shoulder.



		Zona responded while I tugged at her. “Wonderful. I want to test them before we buy  them.”



		“Come back here.” He waved us to follow him to an office. I yanked and tugged on Zona  and whispered to her. “No this is too much, no way."



		“Yes way. You’ll see. You’ll love it. There is nothing like making a man come. It's better  than making a woman come and it’s a lot easier. Now go.”



		I couldn’t believe my wife was making me do this, but I filled my cage so full, it almost  hurt. I was dripping out of the end and felt it on my panties. I didn’t want to do this, but I wanted  to do this more than anything I ever wanted. It would prove how good a job I was doing looking  and acting like a woman for my wife. Not to mention, I was so fucking aroused right then,  I couldn’t stop myself if I wanted to.



		We entered his office and he pushed a button locking the store. “I don’t need to close the  door. The store is locked and there's no one in it.” He leaned his long body against the desk,  unzipped his pants and pulled it all out. His shaved limp cock was twice the size of mine when  hard and his balls were the size of billiard balls. He wrapped a huge



		fist around it and flopped it in the air like a hose. It fascinated me to see a penis that big.  He flopped it around and slapped it against his other huge palm. “It has to get hard to put



		one on. How about some help?”



		Zona took it in her tiny hand, tugged it a few times, got on her knees, and sucked it. It  glistened coming out of her lips and grew. Veins swelled under the skin and it appeared to  become something alive on its own. It was at least the size he said it would be. Zona looked  up at him while she sucked it, looked at me, and rolled her eyes in pleasure. I throbbed and  dripped in my cage. She reluctantly released him from her mouth with a pop and a slurp then  stood and pushed me to my knees. “Suck his beautiful cock Stacey."



		I hesitated, but only for the shortest of seconds. My hands shook and my heart raced.  I knelt before him and looked up. He put his hand on the side of my face.



		“You are so pretty baby. I can’t wait for you to suck me. You are gorgeous. Don't be  nervous. Your perfume smells awesome by the way.”



		“Thank you.” I was taken by the compliments and put more at ease, yet my heart pounded  beneath my breasts. I looked at his maleness, all swollen and long, I ran a fingernail over the  thick blue veins wrapping under the skin and felt them pulse. The purple head had pearly  precum oozing from the gapping slit. I hesitantly licked the precum off. Looking at it in my hand,  I thought a pencil would easily fit in that hole, so why not try my tongue. Large as it was, it  didn't fit, but made him twitch, and his response gave me a thrill.



		He placed his hands on my head. I closed my eyes and sniffed the wonderful clean smell  he had. I moved my lips slowly down the monster as it filled my mouth and spread my jaws  open. My painted lips felt his velvet against them. When I could take him no deeper, I wrapped  both hands around the base of his shaft and stroked with them and my mouth.



		He was warm and throbbing and had a delicious sensual taste and feel. I felt his hand on  the back of my head prodding me on. It was no longer a big gorgeous monster with a life of its  own, but it was a direct connection to his pleasure center and I was in control of it. My  excitement grew.



		Zona’s hand was on my head now. She pushed me gently. “Go ahead dear. Soon, you’ll  make him come. Look up at his eyes while you propel him to ecstasy.”



		His eyes rolled and he looked at me with a big beautiful smile of white teeth as he started  to pump into my face. I had to watch him. It made me feel in control and desired as he reacted  to my ministrations. I savored more precum as it oozed from the tip. Zona knelt next to me,  and licked, and sucked his shaven globes.



		“Oh God, you two are incredible.” He pumped gently into my face and I took him as far  as I could. Zona moved back and I took one hand and pulled on his hairless balls while the  other stroked him.



		Zona commented, “Run your tongue around his shaft and flick the tip with it fast.”



		I did. He twitched each time I flicked his tip. I relished his flavor and loved his response.  I felt him tighten his grip on my head as he pushed into my mouth and his indulgence of me  increased. I covered my teeth with my lips and squeezed his shaft with them, leaving my lipstick  on it.



		“Ungh fuck yeah. That’s it.”



		I felt a gush of semen as he literally fucked my face like I was a cheap whore. I loved  every second of that knowing what a compliment it was about my feminization. I had achieved  feminization well enough that I enticed a man come in my mouth. I felt powerful and  accomplished.



		Struggling to swallow it all, I throbbed then dripped from my cage onto my thigh. I gave  this man such pleasure and lusting for my new self, I was complimented by his full and utter  release into me. I was at such a lofty level of arousal; I was surprised I didn’t come right then.



		He finished after many major surges into my mouth and I only let a little dribble out, which  Zona wiped with her finger and licked. I was in bliss. Momentarily. Then, it hit me.



		What had I done!? Here we were in an adult toy store and I sucked a total stranger off,  swallowed his ejaculate, and loved every second. My cock was feeling like it never felt before,  and my whole body was alive with sensations. I wanted to do it again right then. I could have  done it all day.



		Yet, I had this stranger's fluids, which I greedily extracted from his lovely monster cock,  inside of me. I was supposed to be testing a rubber. My heart raced again and I quickly stood.  “Shit. What did I do?" I said.



		He zipped his pants and lifted me to his powerful embrace to settle me down. “Honey, it’s  okay. I’m clean. I get checked once a month and I was just checked. It’s okay princess. You  were awesome." He held me by my shoulders and bent down to look into my eyes. “Can I see  you again?”



		“Uh,...” I tried to arrange my clothes and calm down. I looked away and heard Zona  whisper to him. “It’s his first time. He’ll be okay.”



		“He really is a he? Wow. He’s gorgeous.”



		I turned back to him after composing myself. “Sorry. Don’t listen to her. I’m a real woman  and I’ve sucked a million cocks." Why I said that I didn’t know. Maybe because at that moment,  I wanted to be.



		“Of course.” he said. “So. Do you two want to check out or wait around a few minutes?  I can do that again."



		“We better check out." I said.



		Zona shrugged her shoulders and smiled. “You sure? I think you enjoyed that.”  “I always enjoy that. What about you?"



		“I’m having the time of my life seeing you enjoy life. I’m great. If you don’t want to do it  again in a few minutes then let’s check out. This has already been a busy day for you girl and  I’m sure you could use a rest."
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		We went home and washed all the toys Zona picked out so they’d be ready. I couldn’t  believe what I had done, and had enjoyed so much, and I couldn’t believe all the toys we  bought. As I was washing a dildo, about the size of the guy at the store, Zona saw me zone d  out as I stroked it, enamored with it.



		“Gorgeous isn’t it. It’s like his was. Even feels nice to hold doesn’t it?”



		I quickly rinsed it and dried it. “Uh, yeah, I guess. Kind of like a piece of art. Something  enthralling about it.”



		“Yes, lovely. Want to do that again?”



		Knowing, but not saying my answer to that, I nervously started washing a vibrating butt  plug next, wondering what it was all about.



		“That will feel nice too. You’ll see. Then you’ll want what you had in your mouth today, in  there.”



		“No. I co uldn’t.”



		“Yes, you’ll beg for it.”



		“Is this what you feel all the time? Like I feel now? Do you long for a work of art like his  was? Do you always feel so aroused like he made me? I sure could understand it if you did.”



		Zona kissed my cheek as she reached for the towel to dry off a strap-on dildo.  “Sometimes I do. But the important part is making you happy. That brings me happiness.”



		“How can I make you happy? I need to.” I looked at her and leaned against the marble  counter watching her sensually wash that vibrating strap-on like it was real.



		“You are making me very happy dear. It will all work out. Trust me. Everything is exactly  as it should be. The universe always conspires to bring one’s desires to them.” She put down  the last of the toys we were cleaning. “Now I’ll put these away.”



		She took a chrome hose object out of the bag with a nozzle of sorts on the end and a twist  on connection and held it out to me. "I want you to go poop if you can, and then, either way,  get in the shower and clean yourself out down there with this. If something comes out, don’t  be grossed out, just wash it down the drain.”



		She held the nozzle portion up to me. “Hook it up with the existing shower head. It said  no tools needed and leave it hooked up. You’ll be using it a lot in the weeks ahead, I’m sure.  When your done, freshen up, put on a sexy outfit and come downstairs. I’ll have drinks ready  for us okay?”



		“Weeks ahead? One week.”



		“Of course, princess.”



		I took a deep breath and looked at the thing. “Clean myself out down there?” “Yes dear.  Get any smelly stuff gone so you’re nice and clean and we can play. Okay?” She shook my  cage, making me throb and grow inside of it. I was totally helpless



		to do whatever she asked me. I was so energized and aroused from everything that  happened and washing those toys actually made me hornier. The thought of things going in  down there was erotic, not gross anymore.



		“Okay dear. I’ll hurry.”



		“Yes. Don’t wash too long because it will feel good and I don’t want you ejaculating  without me.” She kissed my cheek and left.



		I did as I was told and became even more excited. I put on gartered black stockings, high



		strappy heels, a black satin corset and matching bra with my gel forms. Over that, a stretchy,  short black dress. I was dripping from my cage. I had to do something about that, or all this  black clothing would be spotted with it. I took a pink, unlubricated condom out of my nightstand  and put it over the cage to catch the drips then a pair of panties over that.



		I went downstairs shaking with the excitement of what was next. My wonderful wife was  seated, dressed similarly to me, but with black, spiky, open toe thigh-high boots with drinks at  the ready, and toys on a towel next to her. What a sight she was.



		“Stacey you are a pretty damsel. Sit and have a drink and relax a little. You must be crazy  with excitement by now.”



		“Uh. I guess. It’s somewhat overwhelming. This is all so, uh, incredible feeling. It makes  me feel bad for you.”



		“Why? I’m loving this.”



		She poured me a pink gin and tonic from a pitcher. The gin was strong. Closer to a martini,  but we were on vacation, right? I drank half a glass down.



		“But you’re the real woman and real women deserve to be feeling this good. Not a guy  dressed like one.”



		“You deserve this as much as anyone. Don’t worry princess, I’m feeling marvelous. Drink  and relax or it will hurt.” She held a strap-on in the air. I touched it. She pushed it into my hand.  “Suck it. See if it feels like it did today at the store.”



		I did. It didn’t, but it felt good enough to get carried away by it. I sucked, licked, and  bobbed my head on it imagining what happened today. I felt myself drip in my cage and  stopped myself. I looked at her sheepishly from my embarrassment at my lack of control



		Zona smiled. “It's okay to feel these things. You’ve discovered a new world that's all.  Wasn’t that good?”



		“Not as good as today, but good. How can you resist this?”



		“I have you.” She kissed my cheek and handed me my drink. “Drink up princess.”



		I did. We watched some more old movies and I watched the mannerisms. I replicated  them as I drank and sat. “I want to smoke cigarettes. It’s so sexy when they do.” “It is isn’t it?  But they’re addicting.”



		I waved a floppy wrist of long fingernails across my sexily dressed and perfumed body  as one leg bounced over the other. “And this isn’t?”



		Zona laughed. “This is safe. No sickness.”



		“True. I still want to.” I picked up a stirrer and imagined it to be a cigarette, puffed on it  and moved it between my long nailed hands. “So sexy the way they do that.”



		“I know. Drink up baby and we can go to bed. We can sleep in tomorrow, but we're going  out tomorrow night. But tonight, I need you to stay awake until you come.”



		“You’re taking the cage off?”



		“I never said that. You will come though. You deserve it.”



		“What about you?”



		“Maybe I will too. We’ll see.”



		We watched movies and drank until I was wobbly walking to the bathroom. “I’m done  drinking, or I might break an ankle.” I sat down and crossed one leg over the other.



		Zona smiled, leaned into me, and rubbed my black stockinged thigh. She pushed a dildo  in my mouth. I held it and sucked it. “Now be a woman who knows how to please and suck



		that.”



		I did. I got lost in it like before. I forced myself to take it out of my mouth. I could feel  oozing from my cage. She took me to bed by the hand as I took my imaginary friend with me  and she took the rest of the toys.



		She opened the now satin sheets to me and helped me get in. “You changed the sheets.  These feel great,” I said.



		I continued to remember his gorgeous cock as she stood in the moonlight strapping on  a fake cock. The silhouette of her in the moonlight was incredible. A woman wearing a cock  can be a powerfully stimulating image. Hmm, I thought about how I can do that without a strap -  on. I knew what was coming and couldn’t wait.



		She climbed into bed between my legs and parted them. She lubed it up, sitting on her  haunches. I sucked my imaginary friend as she pushed the cool, wet tip against my bottom.



		“Easy now. Relax,” she said whispering. Her perfume filled my senses along with the  smell of the latex cock in my mouth, which I slid in and out, and flicked the tip remembering  today.



		She pushed gently against my entry. “There now. It’s going. Relax. Hush. Imagine the  man at the store.”



		I felt it enter. It filled me and felt like nothing I felt before. Her breasts pressed against  mine as she lifted my legs and pushed my ankles behind my head. “He'll do this to be able to  get his big cock deeper once he’s in you.” She pushed it in. Oh, my God it felt so fucking good.  She stroked slowly in and out, but I wanted it hard and fast. I pulled on her bottom trying to  make her go faster.



		“Say it princess. He wants to hear you confirm how much you want it.”



		I let the cock fall from my lips. “Oh God! Fuck me. Please fuck me hard and fa st.”  Immediately she turned on the heat and pounded it in and out while her sweet breath flooded  my face. She looked into my eyes. As I looked into her dark gorgeous eyes,



		I knew it was coming quick.



		“Oh Zona, Oh baby yes,” I said breathing heavy as she pounded me into the mattress  while holding my ankles in my heels beside my head. I flooded inside of my cage, the rubber  caught it all while my body twitched and shuddered from the orgasm. I moaned and squeaked.  “Oh God!”



		“Good girl,” she said as she slowly stroked inside of me for a while then rolled off and  popped her cock out of my bottom. It left me feeling empty and embarrassed. She quickly took  it off, threw it on a towel and climbed in next to me. “It’s okay. You’ll feel better in the morning  and you'll know this is what you want. It’s the old you making you feel embarrassed. What all  women want. Sleep well pretty girl.”



		After I fell asleep, I felt the bed shaking. Zona was masturbating in her sleep. She moaned  quietly and came calling out names. “Oh Billy, George, Bobby, yes. Mmm. Yes, push it all the  way in. Mmm, like that, faster, ungh, yes. Mmm.”



		8



		“Rise and shine princess! It's ten o’clock already.” Zona raised the blinds and let the  sunlight in. It was snowing lightly as I looked out from the bed. She kissed my cheek.



		“How do you feel little lady?”



		“Uh, pretty good actually. I can’t believe what happened last night. We need to find you  a real man."



		“Oh sweetie, now, now. I have my mate and that’s you.” She pulled the sheets off of me.  “Now be a good girl and go shower and clean out down there then put this in, dress, and come  down for breakfast." She held a vibrating butt-plug with it’s wireless remote control out to me.



		“Huh? You want me to wear that thing all day?”



		“Well of course sweetie. That’s what it's for. I don’t want you to come though, so you need  to adjust the vibrator with the remote as needed. I want to keep you flooded with endorphins  like you have been.” She dropped them on my belly and shook my cage. “Now get moving my  little nymph. ”



		I did as instructed. It wasn’t difficult, but I did have to lower the vibrations when I was  doing my makeup. You couldn’t really hear it at that level either. When I walked into the  bedroom, I could feel it massaging me inside and the feeling was something else. I knew I’d  need a rubber over my cage today, or I'd be oozing from the tip and dripping on my stockings.



		I couldn’t wait to get dressed. I had so many choices it was hard to decide, since they all  were so enticing. I felt especially sexy today though, and since it was snowing out, I put on  a soft, cuddly, pink, V-neck sweater dress over pink panties and bra and suntan thigh highs  that felt like silk against my legs. I slipped on a pair of snug open toe, thigh-high brown high  heel boots that let my pretty painted toes nails show.



		I put on a pair of gold hoop earrings that had a spring loaded shaft that made them look  like real pierced earrings and a set of gold dangling earrings with gold studs that looked pierced  as well. A matching necklace dropped between my cleavage. I put on a gold bracelet, watch,  and a fake diamond wedding ring on my left hand, which completed the jewelry. I definitely  wanted to to get my ears pierced, but this was just for this week, and then I’d be a man again.



		I perfumed myself and threw it in my purse along with a bunch of different rubbers, lipstick,  tissues, mints, and an extra pair of thigh highs. I noticed some hair ribbons in the drawer and  had a thought from the book we read. I tied a pink one on my cage and made a bow. There.  Much more feminine.



		I went downstairs relishing all the sensations inside and outside of my body. I really think  it did increase endorphins because I felt like a million bucks. Zona was in a brown corduroy  skirt and pink V-neck sweater with high-heeled, brown, over the knee boots.



		“Let’s go to breakfast. Then we can see a movie if you want. Tonight we go clubbing."  “Yeah. I’ve been wanting to see that new one and I want to see it in a theater for the full



		effect.”



		“Great.”



		We had a wonderful breakfast and made it right in time for the next showing of the movie.  No one gave us a second glance except for how pretty we both were. I ordered breakfast and  the tickets with my new voice and no one suspected what a social deviant I really was. It was  wonderful.



		The batteries in my plug lasted all day. I couldn't believe how good it felt down there and  how aroused it kept me. I never would have guessed shoving something in my ass could feel  good. But by the end of the day, I wanted something bigger in there and something to suck on



		too. I was an animal. My wife not having sex with real men was so wrong. She deserved the  pleasure it would give her. I promised myself to fix that somehow.



		We cooked dinner at home. Even the food tasted more intense to me and was more  pleasureful to eat. It was as if I had become someone else with devilishly enhanced senses.



		Zona kissed me on the cheek after we put the dishes in the washer. “You are my love,  my girlfriend, my husband, and my favorite friend."



		“Thanks sweetie. There is one thing we need to fix though. I didn’t hear lover, and now  that I know what real men are like, I think we need to get you a date.”



		“Nonsense. Let’s get ready and go to the club. I want to dance with my princess and show  her off.” She kissed my cheek again and went upstairs.



		I followed her. She selected our dresses. Gold sequin V-neck just below the crotch for  me and silver sequin for her. Matching five-inch heels, hair bows, gold panties, and bras.



		We both rinsed off in the shower and I redid my makeup and cleaned out again then put  in a larger vibrating plug. Mmm.



		We both looked at ourselves in the full-length bedroom mirror doing a last minute  inspection. Matching sequin purses filled with all the needed items, jewelry properly placed  and match ing.



		Zona nodded her head in approval and looked at me. “Ready little girl?" “Wait."



		I thought of the cage, and even though no one would see it, I had to. I took a gold hair  ribbon from the drawer and tied it in a bow on my cage. “There. Like the book said, it makes it  more feminine, don’t you think?”



		She looked at it from different angles holding my hem up. Did she think it was silly?  “Absolutely dear. Very cute, girly and effeminate. I love it."



		She confirmed my excellence in n my new role and it made me feel splendid.



		We drove through the now heavily falling snow to the club. “Which club honey?" “The one  with the fancy lights, smoke, and one-ten beat.” “That’s local. We’ll know people.”



		“You want to drive further in this? Besides, no one would ever recognize you. You’re my  girlfriend remember?”



		“Maybe we should stay home tonight?” I said as I looked at the snow rushing toward us  in our headlights.



		“Nonsense. If we get stuck, we’ll call a cab.”



		“What if the cab gets stuck?”



		“Stop worrying. You sound like your old self. Turn your vibrator up and relax."



		I turned up the remote. I relaxed mentally from the distraction it provided, but the vibrator  also made me aroused again and led me back to the potential excitement of the evening if  I could deliver a real man to my wife.



		We made it to the club before it was crowded and found a large booth in the back where  it would be quieter than next to the dance floor, and more private. We both slid in on one side.  The vinyl was cool against my thighs.



		I piled our fuzzy, faux-fur coats against the wall and we snuggled next to one another.  Zona put her hand on my silky thigh. “Feel okay?”



		“Awesome.”



		“Good. Now tonight you’re going to dance like the pretty, sexy, girl you are. You’ll know  you’re doing right if real men ask you to dance, after we dance."



		“Do I have to?”



		“Of course, silly. Don’t worry; it will reinforce the fact that you've transformed so well. It  will be good for your self-esteem .”



		I thought of an idea to maybe get some real sex for Zona. "If I have to dance with strange  men then you do too. If you don’t I won’t."



		“I don’t want to dance with real men. I want to dance with my girlfriend. When you get  asked to dance by a real man, you go with him. That's what real women do. If he’s cute or  handsome of course.”



		“Then I'm not dancing."



		The waitress came over and took our drink order.



		“You have to. Women dance with real men in dance clubs. It’s what they do.” “Sorry. Not  dancing with real men unless you do. And they better be good looking - at least yours. I want  yours to be hot and sexy.”



		“Stacey. Listen to yourself. You’re practically asking me to cheat on you. I can’t do that.  I wouldn’t want to hurt your feelings princess."



		“Yes! But what form of cheating would it be if I was asking you to do it for me. That's not  cheating. Cheating is doing it behind my back. I want you to have a real man. It hurts my  feelings to not be able to give you the pleasure you deserve. Don’t be so selfish.”



		She stared at me blankly.



		I leaned close to her, slid my hand under her dress, pressed on her now damp crotch,  and whispered to her in my most feminine voice. “I want you, my best girlfriend, to get fucked  soooo hard, deep and fast that I get to see you come over and over on a real man's cock and  then I want you to have another cock. I want my girlfriend to be blessed with the pleasure she  deserves.”



		Zona looked at me in shock and moved my hand out from under her dress. She looked  around the club to make sure no one saw. She relaxed.



		“You’re my husband.”



		“I’m your girlfriend tonight. Look at me and tell me I’m not.”



		She looked at me and pushed a lock of hair from my forehead. “You're so pretty tonight.”  “So, dance with a real man. Okay?”



		“Okay okay. Just this time. To get you comfortable. I’ll dance with a real man too. Okay  princess?"



		I nodded.



		Two very pink, very strong martinis arrived. I paid her with cash from my purse and saw  my driver’s license peeking out of the slot. I pushed it in so my picture was covered.



		We clinked, sipped and both of us calmed down.



		“Zona, you'll see. You’ll have fun. I want you to have fun.”



		“Okay. I’ll try.”



		Right then, three men walked in and were working their way toward the back where we  were. One of them seemed to recognize Zona and they all came over. I recognized him. It was  Billy.



		“Zona. My God! I haven’t seen you in years. How are you?”



		Zona beamed at him with the biggest smile I ever saw on her face. “Billy. I thought you



		moved south. So good to see you. This is my girlfriend, Stacey.”



		Billy motioned his friends over to us. “This is George and Bobby. Guys, this is Zona and  Stacey. Wasn’t your husband named Stacey too?” He said in a deep voice from smiling white  teeth.



		I jumped in with my practiced voice. “He was. They got divorced a couple of years ago.  Please, boys have a seat with us and chat. You seem like old friends.”



		“Thanks Stacey.”



		“Wait. Let me move to the other side of the booth and you can sit next to Zona, Billy.”  I took my coat and purse and slid out so Billy could get in. Zona gave me a look.



		George, a thick, dark haired, olive skinned god, slid in on my side first followed by me  then Bobby, a blond hair, blue eyed piece of man meat not unlike the one in the store. I wasn’t  sure how to handle this, but at least Billy was next to Zona and he thought she was divorced.



		I felt the hard thighs of the two men pressing against mine in the booth. I crossed my legs  beneath the table. Billy was right next to Zona, and started talking to her immediately.



		“Zona. I got divorced too. What a small world. I moved back here after I found another  job in the area. Now I have my old buddies here to hang with who are also divorced. None of  us want to remarry, so we figured we’d have each other. Now we need to find a place for all of  us to stay at. Started house hunting this week. Can I ask you to do me a big favor?”



		“What kind of favor?"



		“Oh, a real simple one. Something kids would do. Something meaningless and innocent.”  “I guess that sounds okay?"



		“You don’t have a boyfriend or anything do you?”



		Zona looked surprised. “Boyfriend?” She looked at me. I shook my head for her to say  no.



		Zona turned back to Billy. “No boyfriend but— .”



		Billy cut her off. “Super. I've been wanting to do this ever since high school."



		He took her head in both of his hands and kissed her deeply on the lips. Her body seemed  to melt into his as one hand of his fell from her head and wrapped around her back pulling her  breasts against his chest as he continued the kiss. I heard a little moan from her. She didn't  struggle. She kissed back putting her hand in his hair. He stopped.



		“Thanks. I always wanted to do that in high school. You were the hottest girl around and  still are. Sorry. Thanks for that.”



		Zona looked at me embarrassed and red in the face. Her eyes flitted away from me as  she tried to pull her dress down and pull the V-neck closed more to no avail. It was as if she  were trying to hide. She looked at Billy.



		“Uh, I wasn’t ready for that. But, you’re welcome.” She relaxed a little as she gazed into  his eyes.



		He placed his big hand on her sheer stockinged leg beneath the table. “So, tell me what’s  been going on in your life?”



		Zona started talking about shopping and food etc. George was ordering drinks for them  and Bobby put his hand on my stockinged thigh to get my attention. It sent a delightful  sensation through me.



		Bobby said through his white teeth and tan skin, his blue eyes riveted on mine, “So Stacey  you’re such a pretty girl. It’s not often that there are two beautiful women together. Usually one



		is, eh. You know?” He slid it on my thigh. I didn’t want to push him away though. I put my hand  on it and kept my legs crossed tight.



		“I think I know. Yes, Zona is absolutely gorgeous isn't she. I hope her and Billy hit it off  tonight. She needs it bad. She hasn’t had a real man in ages. She wouldn’t want to have  a relationship though. Just sex. Hope that doesn’t hurt Billy’s feelings.”



		“Hah! Hurt his feelings? None of us want relationships after what we went through in our  marriages. Right George?”



		George leaned over me with his hand on my leg to get in the conversation. “Yeah, ri ght  Bobby.”



		Bobby asked me, “How about you? You looking for a guy or have one?”



		“Nope. Don’t have one.”



		George and Bobby smiled and squeezed my legs.



		Why, I don’t know, but off my tongue came rolling a statement and an action that would  set the pace for tonight and force me to do things I probably shouldn’t and certainly never  would have done before.



		I looked him in the eye and squeezed his hand on my thigh. They were both listening  intently. “I’m exactly like my girlfriend, Zona. I just like to suck cock and fuck like a rabbit.  Neither of us can get pregnant so it works well. Zona would probably love to have all three of  you tonight.” I put my hand on his crotch and felt his cock growing. By it's size already, I could  tell another monster would soon be beneath my fingers.



		Their drinks showed up along with another drink for Zona and I. Zona tossed hers back,  smiled a nervous smile at me, grabbed the waitress’s wrist, and ordered another. Billy was  sliding his big hand up and down Zona’s thigh. I could tell he was very close, if not touching,  the damp heat between her legs. She'd not be able to resist him.



		George started sliding his hand on my thigh while he sipped his drink with the other.  I drank my old drink down, drank half of the new one, put my hand on George's crotch, and  rubbed it hard too. I now had a cock under each hand to play with and control them with. They  both looked around and kind of huddled me between them to hide what we were doing.



		Zona had her eyes closed and her head held by Billy's one hand while his other hand  was under the table making her body shake with each thrust. I could tell by her body she would  be coming soon, and hard.



		I decided these guys needed to come in my hand so they could last longer for Zona later.  Not to mention, I couldn’t resist provoking them to submit to my desire.



		I unzipped each of their zippers, and took out their cocks. I took rubbers out of my purse  and slipped them on them. They sipped their drinks and rubbed my legs while looking around  the club.



		I whispered to the two of them as I started stroking their hardening cocks. “I want you  guys and Billy to all fuck Zona tonight. So, I want to make you come so you can last longer  when you do. How’s that?"



		They both nodded greedily. “Oh yeah? Of course. Why not? Heck yeah. Right George?”  Bobby said as I pumped his cock with my right hand.



		“Right,” George responded and helped mestroke his own huge cock. I let him do it himself  and concentrated on Bobby. Between tugging his balls with one hand, squeezing his cock tight  with the other, and the precum inside the rubber lubricating it as



		it slid back and forth over the head, he came in a flood in seconds. I slipped the rubber  off, tied it at the end and put it in my purse.



		I attacked George next, but he was almost done anyway and came as soon as I wrapped  my fingers around it. I tied off his rubber and put it in my purse with the other one.



		I had taken control of two men and made them come for me in record time. I was enjoying  this new me. I guess Zona and I kind of danced at the club tonight. A little differently though.  I think they liked how I danced.



		I looked over at Zona, she was catching her breath, and sipping her drink with her arms  on the table while Billy sat with one arm around her and sipped his drink.



		I leaned over the table. “Billy, we need to leave so all of you can fuck Zona.”



		His eyes popped open. “Sounds like a plan to me. Zona, come on baby. We’re leaving.”  Zona looked at me with a surprised look.



		I said, “We’re all going to our place. The boys will follow us.” She grabbed her coat and  purse.
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		We went out into the cold air with the snow falling like crazy. Our car had at least six  inches of snow on it. The boys had parked two down from us and were cleaning off a four -  wheel drive.



		Bobby came over to me. “You girls don’t have to drive in this mess. Come with us. We  have four wheel drive and studded snow tires. It’ll be safer. You can get the car tomorrow."



		Thank God, I thought. “Yes. Please." I took Zona by the arm and we stepped to their car  in our strappy heels, our feet frozen from the snow. Bobby was driving with George in front.  Zona and I got in back with Billy and I gave George our address for the GPS.



		Billy sat between us. Zona cuddled into the corner by her door and closed her eyes. She  had a bit too much to drink too fast. I brushed off my feet with my gloves. Billy leaned over to  me while Bobby let the car warm up and he finished cleaning it. “You and I didn't get to talk in  there. I’m glad we’re going to Zona’s place.”



		“And I need to do something for you so you can last longer. Poor Zona hasn’t been had  a good fuck, by a real man, in ages. Did you come yet? In the club?”



		“I didn’t, but she sure did. I’m sure there’s a puddle on the floor under that table. She was  gushing.”



		“Awesome sweetie. Now take your cock out and let me suck you off.” “Awesome.”



		He unzipped his pants and I leaned down as he gently put his hands on my shoulder.  I bobbed my head up and down feeling him grow inside of my mouth. The velvety shaft kept  getting longer and wider as I consumed it as far as I could until I needed both hands to stroke  all of it. Now I know why Zona has been fantasizing about this guy. She was going to have the  orgasm of her life tonight.



		I had him moaning in no time and he grabbed my head hard and started to fuck my face.  As he did, he came flooding my mouth and I swallowed as much as I could, but let some drip  out on his pants. He pumped one last pump of his cock into me and then when he took it out,  my wig fell off. Shit!



		He held it and looked at it like it was an alien from outer space. I grabbed it and quickly  put it back on.



		He starred at me. “You’re a guy?”



		“Not really. I mean. I have the parts but...”



		I had to say it. It was true. I didn’t want to hear myself say this to anyone, but I had to do  it and I had to hear myself say it. “I’m not a real man. Never really was like some men are. Like  you are. I’m a feminized male.” There I said it.



		“So Zona isn't really divorced. I thought you looked familiar for that brief second the wig  was off. You’re the Stacey she married. Wow. You look better now than as a guy. I



		mean, I hope that’s a compliment. And you sure can suck a cock sweetie.”



		“Thanks,” I said as I calmed down and savored the flavor of his cum in my mouth.



		“So you’re gonna watch all of us fuck your wife's brains out. Interesting. Well, to each  their own.”



		“She deserves it. We love each other. I want her to have a normal, or better than normal,  sex life.”



		“Well tonight is going to be what you want for her then. Three clean, well-hung studs w ho  already came once and will last a long time for her.”



		“Arriving at destination,” said the GPS. Bobby turned up the drive slipping and sliding our  way up. When he reached the top and put on the brakes, the car slid back a foot or so before  stopping.



		Bobby turned back to us. “It’s bad out there. Be careful on this hill. Do you have a garage  door opener?”



		“Shit it's in the car. I have a keypad though around the corner.”



		Billy hoped out and so did I. I trudged through the snow and opened the garage. Billy  carried Zona inside as we followed. By the time we reached the upstairs, she was wide- awake  and grinning like a Cheshire cat.



		“Wow, are we having a party Stacey?” Zona chirped.



		“I’d say yes.” I kissed her cheek as she stood in the kitchen. “Why don’t you go rinse off,  freshen up, and put on something really sexy. You want to be sweet and fresh for the boys  don’t you?”



		She whispered in my ear. “You really want me to get fucked by all of them? I don’t need  that.”



		I whispered back. “Yes, you do. You’ve been telling me what to do since the start of this  vacation. Now, as your girlfriend, it’s my turn to tell you want to do. Now go.”



		She reached into the kitchen junk drawer, took out a tiny key, and handed it to me “Here.  I want you to take off your cage and I won’t do it with them unless you are in the room with  me.”



		Zona started upstairs and stopped at the railing posing on the second step. “Okay boys.  I'm gonna freshen up a little so why don’t you make yourselves at home and let Stacey make  you a drink. And if you want, Stacey can get you nice and hard for me by sucking all of your  cocks.” She winked at me.



		I showed the guys where things were and they all had some shots of tequila and some  beers. After they shot their shots down, they all leaned back and unzipped their pants. I knelt  on the floor and started to suck them one after the other.



		While I was sucking Billy again, he said, “This is Zona's real husband. He’s been  feminized. She’s a pretty hot chick for someone with a dick isn’t she?”



		I nearly choked on his cock when he said that. I could feel my face turn red. George came  behind me and lifted my dress up over my hips. I knew what they saw and kept sucking, hoping  they wouldn’t hurt me.



		George said, “Look at that. His little cock is in a tiny cage and there’s a pretty gold ribbon  on it. I think it’s cute. And she has a butt plug too."



		Bobby looked and then shoved his cock in front of my face. “My turn. Billy has had  enough. So Stacey. Does that little thing work? I mean, can you squirt? How’s the butt plug  feel? Would you like to have a cock in there?"



		I already had Bobby's cock in my mouth and I looked up at him and nodded while I kept  sucking dutifully. I took the tiny key, reached down, and unlocked it. The cage fell off and  clinked on the floor. I slid the backing ring off and my cock popped up in the air.



		“Nice little cock. Perfect for a girl. I think it’s hot. Maybe you’ll let me play with that later.”  I nodded and gave George some sucking.



		Zona yelled from upstairs. “Anytime you’re ready boys. Make sure Stacey comes up too,  or none of you get me."



		I stood and pulled my dress down as best I could over my little hard rod. They put their  dicks away. We all went upstairs.



		When I entered the bedroom, Zona was lying on the red satin sheets in black shelf b ra  with nipples hard and out, black garter belt and black lace top stockings with six inch heeled,  strappy stilettos and crotchless panties. All the guys’ jaws dropped when they saw her.



		She patted the bed on my side. “Come here girlfriend. I need you for support.”



		I slid in next to her and laid on my side. My cock throbbed in the air after slipping out from  under my dress. The boys stripped and started to stroke themselves while looking at Zona.



		Zona called Billy over with her finger. “Come here big boy. I want you first.”



		Billy climbed on top of her and slid her legs back so her heels were by her ears. His cock  the size of a can of whipping cream, waved rigid in the air. He slowly touched the purple tip to  her dripping opening. Her nails dug into his hard-muscled ass and pulled him in. I could see  how it stretched her as it filled her up.



		Her head rolled back and her eyes closed. “Oh my God! So that's what that feels like.”



		I whispered in her ear. “Kiss him. Kiss him deep and wrap yourself around him.” She  looked at me as if she wasn’t supposed to kiss him while he stroked slowly into and out of her,  making her leg twitch each time he repenetrated her.



		I whispered, “You’re not cheating. Do it." I nodded and motioned for her to kiss him.



		She looked up at his eyes as he looked into hers. She told him what she wanted the  same as she suggested for me when I would be doing this. “I want you to fuck me fast and  hard and don’t stop until you come and when you’re done..." She looked around his back at  the other two watching and stroking. “...I want you to do the same until all three of you have  come inside of me. When one is done I want the next one right away, and fuck me fast and  hard as you can.” The all nodded while slowly stroking their cocks.



		She looked back at Billy and reached up for his head. He lowered it and she grabbed his  hair. “Now fuck me like a real man does. Fuck me hard and fast.”



		She grabbed him by the hair on the back of his head to bring him to her lips. His thigh  muscles firmed and showed their strength as he rammed his huge cock in and backed almost  out.



		Zona whimpered though their kiss and fluid oozed from her, making the red satin sheets  a dark maroon. I never saw her squirt like that before. Her nipples were hard as rocks as his  hairy chest grazed them with each stroke.



		“Coming! Ungh God!" she cried as she dug her nails into his ass and drove him on. He  went faster and harder and the bed shook, banging against the wall. She came three more  times before he filled her to the brim. Pearly-white juice ran down her bottom to pool with the  rest of the wetness she left.



		He hurriedly got off of her and George took his place. After several minutes she came  four times before he flooded her and Bobby took his place. Bobby lasted fifteen minutes giving  her eight more orgasm’s before he was done. When he rolled off, Zona looked at me. I was  throbbing in the air ready to come any second.



		“Okay little girl. It’s time you had a reward. Turn up your vibrator all the way, get on your  knees, and touch that oozing little thing now.”



		I took the remote from my purse and set it to high. The vibrations made me drip like  a leaking faucet. I looked at my satisfied wife, touched my painted, long-nailed, thumb and  forefinger to the shaft, squeezed it lightly, and gave it a couple of little strokes. I let it go as I felt  the first gush.



		It spurted repeatedly, flailing in the air, until I had squirted more come than I ever had.  My body crumpled onto the bed completely drained.



		10



		I woke up to the smell of bacon cooking. I went in the bathroom and quickly removed my  makeup, shaved, showered, and refeminized myself.



		When I returned to the bedroom, Zona was gone. They were all downstairs.



		I was greeted by smiling welcoming faces when I entered the dining room where they all  were. Bobby was first to talk to me. “Stacey, you sweet thing. Come sit on my lap and I’ll feed  you.”



		I did and he fed me pancakes, sausage, and bacon as we all talked and I felt his hard  cock under my bottom as I sat on it.



		When there was a pause in the conversation. I had to ask them. “So, boys. I hear you’re  trying to get a place together. Why don’t you stay with us until you do? We have plenty of room  and you can stay as long as you like. Of course, Zona, I’ll have to take the old clothes out of  the spare rooms to Salvation Army.



		“Really? You’d want that?”



		“We need to make the rooms available for the men. How could I not? I can’t even imagine  not wanting all of this forever with my wife who saved our marriage, the most perfect woman  in the world, and of course, our hot men.
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		Hey there. This is Zona. I had to add this to the back after Stacey wrote the story so  I could get my two cents in and bring you up to date, so I snuck online one night, when Stacey  was busy with the boys, and I added this to the file.



		The next morning, she did what became a routine for her. She’d wake up before the boys,  springing out of bed, get cleaned up, remade up, dressed, and go from one room to the next  getting her breakfast from them by sucking them off. They loved her for it, and treated her like  their queen.



		This type of morning breakfast boosted her testosterone and thus, her arousal, which  made her nearly permanently aroused. She would fill her cage and drip into a rubber  constantly. Her cage was now always elaborately decorated and feminized with pretty ribbons,  and bows and flowers all around it and on it, in colors to match her outfits.



		After her liquid breakfast, she’d go downstairs and make us all breakfast. When evening  came, after Stacey had cooked a nice meal for all of us and made drinks for us, she’d prepare  the bedroom and layout different outfits each night for me to wear.



		The boys loved the attention to detail she paid as she set up each evening with something  special for us. Sometimes it was a theme night and sometimes it was the food, or special  drinks. Other times she’d think of new ways to get them hard for me before they penetrated  me.



		One time she bound me to the bed and blindfolded me. If I guessed who was penetrating  me, they could keep going until they came. If I didn’t, they had to get off and another would  have to be guessed. I think Stacey did that for her fun because she would sneak in the mix  and I could tell it was her immediately of course, and she would cum inside me about as fast  as I could say it was her. Everyone loved how cute she was.



		When I had my period, Stacey would see to it that the boys were never without her as my  substitute, and those nights were especially exciting for her as they all penetrated her and filled  her up. I loved to watch her, as she would lie on her back with her heels by her ears and have  them all fill her.



		She would manage to wait until the last one was done before she’d ejaculate on herself  as the last one pounded into her. She had such good control that way - so much better than  when she was inside of me. I loved seeing her savor each stroke.



		Stacey ended up growing her hair out and had it styled. She had her facial hair  permanently removed. She pierced her ears in three spots on her earlobes and one on the top  of each.



		We bought breast implants for her in a nice 34D. At the same time she had hip and butt  augmentation and permanent eyeliner and had laser hair removal on her whole body. She  never used hormone treatment, so she didn't lose any sexual function.



		She looks gorgeous as ever and has become like the Barramundi fish - started out having  sex with females as a male, and ended up as a female having sex with men. I’m so glad we  were both able to find what we needed.



		We do have sex together alone sometimes and it’s wonderful with her. I love feeling her  inside of me, it’s such a contrast to the real men and she comes so fast and hard, it’s flattering  and cute the way she gets so excited so fast.



		I mostly let her decide if she wants to wear her cage or not, unless I’m trying to build her  titillation up especially high for a special occasion like her birthday, or the anniversary of her  first sucking a cock in that store, or her first filling by a real man.



		Doing so makes it an intensely special occasion for her when she’s finally allowed her



		reward after a few weeks, whether the reward is a gang bang from the men, or just a quick jerk  or two from me and let her squirt freely in the air, or a vibrator on her cage making her fill her  rubber.



		Sometimes after a few weeks of her in chastity and not being allowed to come, I would  tie her hands behind her and tie her ankles then make her stand in the corner of the great room  facing us. I’d turn one of her larger butt plugs on medium-vibrate and leave her there while we  watched TV on the couch and played. This would make her ooze the whole time before I finally  put a vibrator on her cage and emptied her in a couple of seconds.



		She loved the anticipation and the feeling of being on edge for so long and loved to watch  the boys and me on the couch.



		I had two girl friends that were having trouble with their sex lives at home. I gave them  the book and had them meet Stacey. They gave the books to their husbands and told them to  get going on it.



		They did and Stacey has now been helping their husbands achieve the level of perfection  she has, and has been instrumental in their transformations - both physically in appearance  and in poise, mannerisms, speech, makeup, attire, and presentation and mentally - she helped  them drop their paradigms about having sex with men by her having sex with them.



		Those wives are now thrilled with their new girlfriends AND their new ‘real-man’ friends,  which the feminized husbands care for and cater to as well.



		Sometimes we all get together for parties and have a real ball. At the parties, we’d hear  of other friends of friends doing feminization on their guys. I’m sure the parties will keep getting  bigger as time goes on since it seems like it truly is as natural a progression for a human male  as it is for a Barramundi fish. Once feminized, they never go back.



		The website business of ours did take care of itself and grew. That left not much for us to  do except shop and have fun.



		Now this is to all the wives out there.



		Men are so easy. Feminized men are even easier. Once you have them addicted to it,  they’ll never go back, and you can get anything you want including a house full of hot guys to  have whenever you want. It worked for me and we all love how it all turned out. Maybe all  feminized men won’t be interested in pleasing real men, but I doubt they could resist. Either  way, they’d become putty in your hands once they’ve been feminized.



		If things seem stale for you, try something new. Feminize your guy and see where it goes.



		If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review, tell friends about  it, tweet it, or share it in your web community. It would help support feminized males, and their  hot wives. Thanks!



		For the book, “Feminizing Men - A Guide for Males to Achieve Maximum Femi nization.”  that was given to Stacey, or for any of Barbara Deloto, and Thomas Newgen’s, books, go to:



		http:/ /www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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