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   "I don't Karen, it sounds…wrong…"
 
   "Wrong? How is it wrong? It sounds like the best of everything you keep telling me you want, just without any of the risks."
 
   I looked at the computer screen again, at the big banner at the top of the website, 'Rent A Husband' and wondered how Karen ever found such a thing. When I googled the phrase all I found were other kinds of sites, legitimate sites, places where one hired a handyman, a mover, not sites where one hired… "It's borderline prostitution, Karen."
 
   My wife sat back, crossed her arms and glared at me. “Prostitution? You're really going to make moral judgments? You know, maybe we should just forget the whole thing…this wasn't my idea to start with anyway."
 
   I looked at her, ashamed, tried to salvage some dignity, some self respect. "You said you fantasized about it, too, Karen."
 
   "No, no, no, no, no,” she said quickly, holding up her finger to silence me. “I said I fantasized about guys I saw. Every now and then. Which is something just about every woman fantasizes about. And taking a passing, fleeting interest in a cute guy, just noticing him, is nothing, it’s harmless. YOU were the one who fantasized about me FUCKING guys. There's a huge difference between a woman having idle fantasies about other men and your little cuckolding fantasies. Every woman fantasizes about other guys, but I assure you, most husbands do not fantasize about their wives fucking other guys, cuckolding them. That is your thing, not mine.”
 
   It might have started as my thing, but given that we were looking at websites made it her thing, too. I looked back at the computer screen, just to look away from her. 'Rent A Husband—Providing A Woman Everything She's Missing In Her Marriage.' What was Karen missing? What couldn't I offer her? Lot's of things, I knew, like masculinity, strength, vitality—sexually at least, and that 'alpha' essence that made women swoon. 
 
   "Not to mention the other things that go through that little…sissy mind of yours.” She paused before she said it, giving the word all its dramatic effect.
 
   "Karen!" She knew my love/hate relationship with that word. Yes, I was effeminate, fine, fine, and yes, I had a little thing for dressing as a woman. Okay, a big thing, a very big thing, unlike that other thing of mine, the real 'little thing' the one between my legs, which was often the genesis of my cuckolding fantasies. 
 
   "You know, I'll never quite understand why sometimes that word bothers you so much but other times it gets you so…you know, excited," she said with a wink.
 
   "I…it's just…sometimes you say it like…like it's my fault, Karen.”
 
   "Well it's certainly not my fault that my husband likes to dress up as a girl…something you were apparently doing long before you knew me.”
 
   "I didn't ask to be like this, Karen!"
 
   "No, I understand that, I’m not saying you did. But I didn't ask to learn after I got married that my husband likes to wear lingerie, or that when we made love he fantasized about me getting fucked by someone else like I was a common whore. Yet here we are, dear. I’m not saying I’m not interested in some of it, but we got here because of you, not me.”
 
   I was outright sulking now and she saw it, but let me dangle for a moment. I suppose I deserved it, Karen was right, I may never have been the picture of masculinity before we got married, but she honestly never suspected the truth. Just like she never realized, before we almost divorced, how peculiar my fantasies were. There’s a big difference, she would tell me, from being not very masculine to liking to wear women’s clothes. There was a difference from being perceived as effeminate to actually being effeminate.
 
   "Listen,” she said, "this isn't supposed to turn into an argument. I long ago accepted that you had this other side of you, didn't I?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   “I think I’ve been more than accommodating with our arrangement.”
 
   “You have.” The arrangement? Simple. She didn’t want to know about my cross-dressing, she wanted no part of that part of me, she had no interest in seeing me dressed like a woman. She liked my “softer” personality, my ability to express my feelings, other things that came from the blurring of genders inside me, but she didn’t want anything more.
 
   "So," she pointed to the laptop, "what's wrong with this, then?”
 
   "I don't know, maybe…maybe this isn't exactly what I had in mind."
 
   "Not what you had in mind? Like the fantasy—like you didn't fantasize about cuckolding, or the reality, that you don’t really want it to happen?”
 
   "I'm not sure, to be honest.” That was part of it, of course. It’s one thing to fantasize about your wife with a man, it’s something different entirely to actually plan it, to think about the reality of it.
 
   "Because I think, judging from all that stuff I found on your computer, this is exactly what you fantasize about, isn’t it?”
 
   I blushed. “I don’t know. Maybe.”
 
   “Maybe? Well judging from your reaction whenever I whisper something about it when we're making love, this is exactly what you want."
 
   I thought about some of the erotic, outright dirty, things that had escaped Karen's mouth when we were screwing, her teasing me about my size, my lack of stamina, about the men she fantasized about, etc. And my reaction—instant ejaculation, every single time. No matter what, when we were screwing, every time she said something about it, I would cum immediately. Every time. While it would leave her temporarily unsatisfied, temporarily because she would then depend on my hands or a dildo or my mouth to finish her, she knew all she had to do was whisper something in my ear when I was inside her and I would cum, as if on command. After she found out what I fantasized about, she learned more about the fantasy, and while she would not incorporate my feminine side into our lives, she did play with the fantasy of cuckolding. She learned exactly what she had to say to make my mind race.
 
   Just a simple, quiet comment, and I’d cum instantly.
 
   “I can’t feel it,” she’d say whisper in my ear, knowing exactly how I’d respond. 
 
   Or, “You have the cutest little sissy penis.”
 
   Or, “I want to feel a man inside me.”
 
   “I wish a man were here.”
 
   “Is it in yet?”
 
   Or the one that seemed to make me cum the quickest, no matter how hard I tried not to. “Someday, sissy, you’ll watch a man fuck me.”
 
   Just a simple comment, to make me cum.
 
   Ironically, of course, by making me cum so quickly she’d end up disappointed, or at least she’d feign disappointment. “You…you didn’t cum already, did you,” she’d tease me, “you promised to try to make it last this time.” Well I tried to make it last, tried, but was unable to, with her teasing, with her whispered words. She’d work to make me cum prematurely then complain when I would and I hated it and loved it and thought about it and fantasized about it. She’d complain and tell me that maybe we should make my fantasy reality. My fantasy was becoming hers, more and more.
 
   "Is it just fantasy,” she asked, her voice snapped me out of my daydream. “I hope not, love, because you know it isn't anymore for me. It might have been, it was, at one time, but it's all I can think about now. I swear, every time I see a guy, especially a strong, masculine guy, all I can think about is how I wish he would…" It was her turn to blush now, to look away from me.
 
   "Would what, Karen?"
 
   "I wish he would take me and fuck me and…I'm sorry, but…"
 
   I reached over and touched her arm. "No, it's okay." Okay? Of course it was okay, it was the very thing I fantasized about constantly.
 
   "Jesus, look at me, all warm and wet like a stupid teenager."
 
   "It's okay, Karen, really, I…why this, though."
 
   "I just told you, it’s been on my mind lately, in fact it’s all I can think about and I’ve…”
 
   "No, no, not why the fantasy, I get that, I mean, why this web site, why not just…"
 
   "Pick up some guy in a bar? Honestly, for a few reasons. First, I do this…if we do this…I don't want any emotional attachment to guy, I love you, totally, this isn't about emotional lacking…not that kind anyway, and I'm afraid if…if we did this…and it was with a 'regular' guy, there's going to be emotional confusion. I want things to be clear between everyone.”
 
   "Okay," I said. I guessed that made sense, while both may be dangerous, there was a huge difference between an affair of the heart, with emotions, and simple sex.
 
   "Second, and this is very important to me and should be to you, these guys are all healthy—they are tested, drug free, and all of them have had a vasectomy."
 
   "Your on the pill, Karen, and condoms will…"
 
   "I'm just saying it's safer, that's all," she said. "Medically safer than what's at a bar."
 
   "Fine, fine,”
 
   “Besides, who said I’m using a condom,” she grinned. “Remember, I’ve read all your little fantasies.” I blushed, I knew I had no secrets from her. "There's one more thing, anyway.”
 
   "What?"
 
   She reached over, moved the pointer and clicked on a FAQ link under a picture of a guy named Jake, scrolled down the page to a particular question:
 
   Do you see couples or just women?
 
   Both. Most of my clients are women, but I see couples. In fact, I really enjoy being a companion for a couple who has been curious but a bit timid to take the first step. However, I do not accept every engagement that I am offered. Please contact me to discuss your desires and plans and we can decide if I’m the right man for you…or both of you.
 
   What if my husband or boyfriend is effeminate or submissive or into just watching me with a man?
 
   You're in luck, as you might imagine, I am pretty much an alpha/dominant kind of guy and have experience with cuckolding, role playing, and women with effeminate husbands/boyfriends. Truth be told, with married clients, I prefer women who are married to beta or emasculated males and even enjoy helping them explore their feminine fantasies.
 
   I looked at Karen, eyes wide. "Karen, I never said I wanted to…"
 
   "You didn't have to SAY it, my god, do you think I'm deaf, dumb, and blind?"
 
   "You…you know?"
 
   "I suspected…listen, I'm not saying we have to do that or take it that far, but I know you think about it…and I…sometimes I do, too."
 
   “But I thought you never wanted to see me…you know…like that?”
 
   “I don’t…maybe he understands it better…maybe he can explain it to me.”
 
   
**********

 
   We met with Jake (turns out that's his real name) at a quiet wine and coffee bar the following week as a kind of introduction. He insisted, and quite frankly, I was glad he did because I was totally unsure if I wanted or could go though with this.
 
   Jake arrived before we did and was already seated in a quiet, dark corner, his back to the wall, which actually gave Karen and I as much privacy as we could get in a public place. And it made sense and I realized then, that not matter what, Jake really was a professional and knew what he was doing.
 
   "Karen, Michael," he said standing as we approached the table. "Please, sit down."
 
   His demeanor was easygoing and it was natural to relax around him, so much for the first few minutes I almost forgot why we were here and what we were going to discuss. Almost, anyway.
 
   "So, Karen," he said, changing the topic after we all had coffee, "you're interested in hiring me." He looked right at her, ignoring me for the moment.
 
   "I am…I mean...we are…" Karen said. Her voice was shaking, full of nerves. "I'm sorry, I…we…have been thinking about this for awhile and suddenly I'm scared and nervous and...and...I’ve...we’ve..." She was rambling, something she did when she was like this, nervous but excited, when there was something she wanted but she was almost ashamed of her desires. 
 
   "Karen," Jake smiled warmly, "you're obviously a smart, charming, beautiful woman and I've no doubt if you came back here tonight, and you wanted to, you'd could go home with a man, almost any man here.” Karen blushed. "But you don't want that, do you?"
 
   "No," she said.
 
   "So tell me, what brings you to me, then?" He emphasized the word ‘you’ again talking directly to Karen, implicitly leaving me out of the discussion for the moment.
 
   “Well, Michael wants...”
 
   He interrupted her. “Karen, I didn’t ask you what Michael wants, I asked you what you want.”
 
   She bit her lip, "Well, I don't know, I guess Michael and I…we just thought…I don’t know, maybe this is a mistake…" She didn’t stand up, but she sat upright, almost disconnecting from the conversation.
 
   "Just a second, Karen, hold that thought." He turned to me. "Michael, how long have you been a sissy?" My eyes went wide—how in the hell did he know? 
 
   “I...what are you talking about?” I looked at him with feigned shock on my face.
 
   “About finding out how long you’ve been a sissy, Michael? Answer my question, please.”
 
   I tried to hold his gaze, tried to keep my angered look, tried but couldn’t for long, and finally looked down. “I…I don’t know…I guess as long as I can remember," I said softly staring at my hands. “Five or six, maybe younger.”
 
   "Look at me when you talk to me, Michael," he said in a soft, but commanding voice. "Are you wearing panties now, Michael?"
 
   "No," I said, mouth dry. I was looking at him, but it made me uncomfortable
 
   “Michael,” he said glaring at me, making me wilt from his intense gaze.
 
   “Yes,” I said softly. I knew Karen would be mad so I looked down at the table so I did not have to see her face, but I still heard her sharp intake of breath.
 
   “Michael!”
 
   “Why did you lie to me, Michael?”
 
   "She…she doesn't like me to wear them.”
 
   “It’s not that I don’t like it, Michael, I just…you know.”
 
   Jake looked at my wife as she spoke, looked back at me when she was done. “It's hard for her to imagine, let alone see, her husband in panties Michael, but that will change. Trust me, both of you, that will change.” He turned back to Karen. "One question for you, Karen, then you can go on…when was the last time you were with a man?"
 
   From the corner of my eye I could see Karen glance at me then look back at Jake. “Are we that obvious?"
 
   "No, Karen you're not. Look around…actually, you don't have to look around, but if you did, no one here could tell that. My point is that I can…that's what I do…that's what I like…and I'm good at it, wouldn’t you say? So, Karen, let me ask you again, what brings you to me?"
 
   "I…this sounds terrible, but I…I want a man to fuck me," she blurted out.
 
   "Terrible,” he laughed. “Karen, that's what about ninety percent of the world's women want, believe me, there's nothing wrong with that."
 
   "No, but," she laughed, "most women, you know…"
 
   "Don't hire an escort? More than you think, do. They may have unsatisfying sex lives, they may be too busy with demanding careers or kids. Sometimes a husband or boyfriend arranges it to surprise a woman as a birthday present. Some women just want to try something different, a change of scenery."
 
   Karen nodded.
 
   "Some women have a husband whose fantasy involves watching another man with their wife, they are into voyeurism. Some women may be having problems with her mate like an insufficient organ or lack of stamina or lack of masculinity. Some of these sound familiar?"
 
   "Yes,” Karen said blushing.
 
   “The last one, I assume?”
 
   “It isn’t that I don’t love him, it’s just that...”
 
   “I’m sure you love him very much, Karen, which is why you’re sitting here with me instead of back there picking up a random guy. Or just having an affair. Michael,” he turned back to me, leaned forward, “can I ask you a serious question?”
 
   “Yes,” I said.
 
   “Have you ever made her cum?”
 
   “Yes, of course,” I said immediately with a defensive attitude, “all the time.”
 
   “Yes, yes, I’m sure,” he waived his hand with a dismissive tone. “With your mouth, with your hands...I’ve never met a sissy who wasn’t an expert at making love to his wife like a woman would...but that’s not what I meant, Michael. And you know it. Have you ever made her cum like a man? Ever? Even once?”
 
   I looked down again, but didn’t answer. Of course I hadn’t, not once, not ever. I knew that, Karen knew that, and Jake obviously knew it, too. So there it was, out in the open, no secret, yes, I was that husband, the one who couldn’t make his wife cum. Not like a man, anyway.
 
   “Cuckolding was his idea, Karen?”
 
   “Yes. At first, anyway, I mean,” she started to explain but he cut her off.
 
   “You were angry.” Not a question, not an accusation, a simple statement of fact.
 
   “Yes, I was, I mean…I found these websites and…the things he was looking at on-line...they were...”
 
   He spoke before she could finish, but I knew what she was going to say, having heard it before myself, many time, in fact. “Perverted. Degrading. Demeaning to women. Disgusting. I’m sure that’s what you thought, right? I understand, but Karen, porn like that isn’t marketed to women, you know, it’s geared towards someone like him, someone with feelings of inadequacy, and it’s a particularly powerful fantasy for a sissy. Ignore the porn, Karen, that’s just porn. Instead think of the idea of it, how it resonates with Michael.”
 
   “I suppose...I’m here, aren’t I?”
 
   “Yes, let me finish, though. Michael isn’t satisfying you like a man and that’s something any normal husband would have trouble with. But it’s worse for him, because deep down inside, he’s a sissy. He’s conflicted—he was born a male but he doesn’t think of himself as a man, so when he’s making love to you the way you want, he’s trying to do something he knows he is not capable of. He has trouble pleasing you as a man because deep inside, a sissy knows he isn’t a man. Am I right, Michael? 
 
   “Yes,” I said, “but...” I stopped. What was I doing justifying myself to him, he was a stranger, a fucking escort...a prostitute.
 
   “It’s complicated Karen, he wants to please you, he really does—all sissies want to please their wife or girlfriends. They just can’t. Not like a man can, not like you want. He can’t do the impossible.”
 
   “I know,” she said, “I know.”
 
   “Do you fantasize about a man fucking your wife, Michael? Yes or no?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Karen, what do you want? The same thing, no?”
 
   “Yes,” she said blushing.
 
   Jake sat back, crossed his arms. “Who picked Rent A Husband and who picked me?”
 
   “I did,” Karen said softly. “But you know that, don’t you?”
 
   “Yes. Why us?”
 
   Karen and I didn’t talk about how she picked the specific site; I knew there were many such sites, but I didn’t know why this particular one.”
 
   “No specific reason,” she said, her face reddening.
 
   “Karen,” he prompted her, reached over the table and touched her hand. “You need to be honest with me.”
 
   She bit her lip. “I don’t know...it’s stupid...I mean we talked about me doing it with, I don’t know, a random guy, but I didn’t want that, so I thought about hiring an escort; how fucked up is that? I guess your slogan, ‘Providing A Woman Everything She's Missing In Her Marriage.’ It seemed, well...it seemed less...slutty.”
 
   Jake nodded as if he understood, had heard it before. “And why me?”
 
   “Because you said you liked,” she paused, looked at me, “women with emasculated husbands.”
 
   “Yes, yes I do. That brings me to a couple of basic questions, then, Karen. Is he going to be present? Sometimes a woman wants her husband to watch, sometimes she just wants to tell him about it later.”
 
   “He wants to watch.”
 
   “Is that what you want, Karen? Some women don’t, it’s too much, too awkward.”
 
   “He...he can be there.”
 
   “Is that what YOU want, Karen? Do you want him to watch someone fuck you? It’s important, Karen, if you hire me, it’s important for me to know if you’re LETTING him be there of if you WANT him to be there.”
 
   “Does it really matter,” I interrupted.
 
   “It matters very much, Michael.”
 
   “Why? I mean...no disrespect, Jake, but we’re hiring you, so...”
 
   “No, Karen is hiring me,” he said, interrupting me. I lowered my eyebrows. No, we were hiring him. If we hired him at all. He spread his hands, explained. “Michael, I only do business with women, and I know this sounds comical given the business I am in, but think of it like a doctor or a lawyer or any profession...this is, after all, the world’s oldest…profession.”
 
   I laughed at that.
 
   “Anyway, when I take on new business, the woman is always my client, never the man, so it is critical that I understand what Karen wants. If she willing to let you be there but doesn’t want you there, I won’t agree to take her on. Simple as that. I know I sometimes lose business this way initially, but I have more loyal clients. That’s why I’m exclusive about who I take on. So, Karen, are you letting him be there or do you want him there to watch.”
 
   Karen looked at me, then back at Jake. “I want him there.”
 
   “You understand, don’t you, what a powerful effect that will have on him, watching a man fuck you, watching a man make you cum.”
 
   “God, Jake,” Karen laughed nervously.
 
   “Karen, I’m serious, some husbands like to watch their wives with another man—it excites them and enhances the traditional husband and wife dynamic, but what you’re exploring is the opposite; if Michael watches me fuck you it will destroy that dynamic, creating something else entirely. He’ll never see himself as a normal husband, nor will you.”
 
   “I want him to watch,” she whispered.
 
   “Good. One other important thing, you picked me because I accept clients with effeminate partners. Michael’s a sissy, we all know that, even if it’s hard for you to accept, Karen. If you hire me, if I take you on, I’ll do so with one condition. If Michael is going to be there, he must be feminized.”
 
   “Feminized?”
 
   “Yes, Karen, I know you’ve been conflicted about that, but it’s important, I insist on that.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Excellent. Then if you want to hire me, and if I take you on as a client, I don’t want to see him dressed like a male again, understand? It’s time you saw him for what he really is.”
 
   Karen giggled, sat up straighter. “I understand.”
 
   “And you, sissy?” His tone was dismissive, but not one of disgust. He made it clear that he was fine with feminized husbands, liked them, perhaps preferred them, but he also made it clear, with his tone, that he was the alpha male.
 
   “I understand,” I said, looking at him as I answered but quickly looking away.
 
   "He doesn't like that word," Karen said helpfully.
 
   "He says he doesn't like the word, Karen, but I suspect he likes it more than he admits…isn't that right,” he looked at me.
 
   "I…I don't know," I said, intimidated by his gaze. 
 
   "Michael, you wouldn't be sitting here with your wife discussing renting a husband to fuck her if you hated it that much. But, quite frankly, it doesn't really matter to me if you like it or not, what matters to me is that you are one. And that you're here. Which you are. And as I said, if I take your wife on as a client, I do not want to see you dressed and pretending to be a man again. Is that clear, sissy?”
 
   “Yes…yes, Sir.”
 
   “Karen, don’t be afraid to use that word, he likes it more than he admits and the more you use it, the easier it will be for you to stop struggling to see him as a man.”
 
   We sat there quietly for a moment, Karen broke the silence. "So…what do we do now?"
 
   "Well, I'm willing to take you on as a client, Karen, with" he started to say. Karen practically jumped from her seat. "With a few understandings."
 
   "Okay, okay," she said.
 
   "First, you've read my page at Rent A Husband so you're familiar with my rates?
 
   "Yes, yes, that's not a problem, Jake," she said. His rates were high, relatively speaking: $200 per hour, $600 for four hours (a dinner date), or $1,000; but money really wasn't an object for us—we were not Bill Gates rich, but we were well off.
 
   "Good. Second, I don't fuck a woman on the first date."
 
   "You don't," she asked with a hurt look.
 
   He laughed, shook his head. "Don't be disappointed, Karen, that will just make the second date all that much better, trust me."
 
   "What…what’s a first date, then," I asked.
 
   "The first date, Michael, is just that, a date. Karen and I will go to dinner, relax, get to know one another. She's renting a husband, Michael, she deserves a romantic dinner date with a man.”
 
   "What else, Jake," Karen asked, obviously pleased and agreeing to Jake's conditions thus far.
 
   "Just a few more. When we’re on a date, when we have sex, Karen, I'm in charge. This might be a difficult switch of mindsets from what you’re used to with Michael, and given what we’re doing, what you’ll hire me for, I’ll be more aggressively masculine than a regular husband would be, certainly more than you’re used to.”
 
   “O…okay.” She sounded nervous about that. And excited, too.
 
   Jake chuckled. “Don’t be a feminist, I’ll open the door for you, I’ll order dinner for you, I’ll take the lead sexually. For example, what would you do if Michael ordered dinner for you?”
 
   “I’d probably be pissed.”
 
   “But you won’t with me. Here’s one more sexual. What if Michael sat down and undid his pants and beckoned you over and pointed at his erection."
 
   Karen laughed. "Probably that, Jake. Laugh. Or wonder what the hell he was doing.”
 
   "You won't laugh at me, Karen. I'm saying this as a rule I have, but trust me, you won't laugh at me. If I did that I expect a much different reaction, I expect you on your knees taking care of me.” A small gasp escaped Karen's mouth. “You’ll find it liberating, trust me.”
 
   "What…what else, Jake?"
 
   "Michael said you didn't like seeing him feminized; I take it, then, that you haven’t—seen him feminized?"
 
   “No. I was never comfortable with that, and to tell you the truth,” she looked at me quickly, “I’m surprised to find out he’s wearing panties now.”
 
   “I understand, really, Karen. You’re struggling to see him as a man, as your husband but still let him be who he is. But try, I want you to try. I think you’ll find, when he’s relieved of the burden of being your husband, you’ll be able to see him in a different light.”
 
   Karen looked at me with a sheepish frown. "I'm sorry Michael, but…” She turned back to Jake. “I always knew he wasn't very masculine, but…I never thought he would…that he was…you know…"
 
   "A sissy."
 
   Karen nodded.
 
   "While you're my client, Karen, I'll be your husband, I'll be masculine, I’ll be the man, Karen. Let him be a sissy. It’s what he is, let him be it.”
 
   "God Jake!"
 
   "So, that's my last rule…Michael is to be your sissy, not try to be your man, that’s for me. And like I said, I DO NOT want to see him as a male at any time while you're my client. Are we agreed, then?"
 
   Karen simply nodded.
 
   "Excellent, Karen, then you've rented yourself a husband. Michael? Was there something you wanted to add?"
 
   "That's that," I asked, "just like that."
 
   "Just like that."
 
   "I don't even know what that means. Karen?” I turned to my wife.
 
   "What it means, Michael,” Jake answered, “is that on Friday I am taking Karen out on a romantic date. As I'll be picking her up at her house, I expect you to either be dressed more appropriately or wait in your bedroom. Either way, on Saturday, when I come to your house to spend the night…assuming our date goes well…I expect you to be present and feminized."
 
   "Spend…spend the night?”
 
   “Yes, sissy, when I spend the night. When I come over and fuck her I expect to spend the night. Spend the night with Karen and make cum like you never could. Be a real man, a real husband to her. That’s what you want, isn’t it? To be cuckolded like that? That’s why you’re here with her meeting with me, right? That’s what you’ve been fantasizing about for so long? Being the good little sissy, watching a real man fuck your wife. Don’t look so shocked, this is EXACTLY what you want, isn’t it?”
 
   I said nothing, nodded slightly, but that wasn’t good enough for him.
 
   “Answer me. Out loud so Karen can hear it. It’s important for her to hear you verbalize your desires.”
 
   “Yes,” I swallowed.
 
   “Good. Karen, there’s a form on the Rent A Husband website to put your email address. Go ahead and send it to the company and they’ll email you back terms and payment instructions. I’ll pick you up at six on Friday; wear something pretty, we’ll be going to a gallery opening and a nice dinner. 
 
   “Okay,” Karen said. 
 
   Jake stood, prompting us to do the same. “Michael,” he said holding out his hand, “it was nice meeting you. Since we won’t be seeing each other again like this,” he swept his hand towards me and I caught his meaning, he would be seeing a sissy when we met again, not Michael. “I just wanted to say you have a beautiful wife and I’m looking forward to giving her what she’s been missing.”
 
   I frowned, stung just a bit. Karen saw. “Honey, I told you before, I love you, don’t worry, emotionally you are and always will be mine, I’m just,” she laughed, “renting a husband.”
 
   “She makes a good point, Michael, you understand that she’s renting me as a husband, right? To experience something she’s missing, not to replace you in her life, emotionally. I want to make that clear, as obvious as it may sound, I’m a professional, Michael. I thoroughly enjoy what I do and will thoroughly enjoy my time with Karen. She’s a beautiful woman, I’ll thoroughly enjoy having sex with her, but I’m not going to steal her from you, I’m not going to fall in love with her, and when the job is done, that’s it. That’s my promise.”
 
   “I...I know,” I said, though it still hurt a little, as exciting as it was.
 
   “Good. Again, it was nice meeting you. And Karen, till Friday.” He stepped towards her, took her upper arms in his, and pulled her towards him for a kiss on the cheek. While doing it he whispered something in her ear, something that made her giggle and nod, and then he said something else, something that made her look at me and gasp ever so slightly. What did he say to her?
 
   “Karen,” I asked as he walked away.
 
   “It’s nothing, Michael.”
 
   “Karen!”
 
   “I’ll tell you later, I promise.”
 
   
**********

 
   That night, Karen was in the bathroom taking a shower before bed; I was in there, too, brushing my teeth. “Sweetie,” she called out from the shower?”
 
   “Hmmmgggfff,” I mumbled, toothbrush in mouth.
 
   “Why don’t you go to my drawer and pick out something pretty.”
 
   I spit out my toothpaste. “Really? What do you want?”
 
   “It’s up to you, hon, whatever you like.”
 
   “Anything,” I asked, thinking of the pretty lingerie I’d bought her over the years.
 
   “Yea, anything, it doesn’t matter.”
 
   “Stockings, too,” I asked hopefully. She would wear them for me—if I asked nicely.
 
   This prompted a laugh from her. “Sure,” she chuckled, “why not.”
 
   “Okay,” I said, leaving the room, suddenly thinking of the meeting with Jake that afternoon. Rent A Husband. My wife and I were going to rent a husband to give her the things she was missing in her marriage. He was going to be here on Saturday night to help her with the things she was missing, things like amazing sex.
 
   Fuck that, I thought, I mean, I knew I wanted it too, mostly, after all cuckolding was my idea first, not hers. But still, what if I could perform? What if I could provide her with great sex? Would she change her mind? Did I want her to? I didn’t know, maybe I did, she was my goddamn wife after all! All my fantasies about cuckolding were built on a foundation of my own inadequacies, what if I could do better?
 
   How hard was it to be a man in bed? I could do this, I, well, I could think like Jake, think like a man. I mean, half the reason I fantasized about cuckolding, about a man fucking Karen was for the simple joy I would get from seeing her actually cum like a normal woman would with a normal man. Wasn’t that half the reason it was a turn on? The selflessness of wanting my wife to enjoy sex? It thrilled me when she enjoyed it, she always did when I licked her, I just wanted to see her enjoy it with a man. Maybe we didn’t need Jake...
 
   I went to her night side table, opened the bottom drawer where she kept her lingerie, dug around though the neatly folded piles, looking for just the right thing. There it was, just what I was looking for, an elegant slip I bought her for her birthday last year. It was dazzling scarlet silk paired with matching lace on the hem, soft cups and under bust, and a daring lace edged slit that showed off her legs (especially in stockings). The slip had a coordinating pair of silk/satin bikini panties, also with lace edging. And digging around the drawer just a little more, I found a pair of black lace top thigh highs I loved to see her wear to bed.
 
   To be romantic, to set the mood, I also took three candles from the drawer (the sex candles, as we called them), lit them, turned down the lights.
 
   “Oh...oh Michael,” I heard Karen’s voice behind me. I turned to see her in the doorway, a towel wrapped around her body, pleased with the mood and staring at the lingerie on the bed. 
 
   “Do you want me to dress you,” I asked, something I often did when she wore lingerie, though I immediately regretted it, dressing a woman in lingerie wasn’t very masculine—I was already getting off on the wrong foot. A man undressed a woman, he didn’t dress her.
 
   “What,” she said, a confused look on her face.
 
   “Do you want me to help dress you,” I repeated. Fuck, that sounded even more pathetic the second time I said it, what the hell was I doing, I was fucking this up already; maybe I really did want to be a cuckold!
 
   “Dress me...oh...oh, you...you thought...oh, sweetie, maybe if Jake was coming over, but,” she walked up to me and kissed me gently on the mouth and let her towel fall to the ground as she did. Her lips only lingered on mine for a moment, then she kissed my face, softly, kiss after kiss, moved to my ear. “Hon, the lingerie isn’t for me to wear, it’s for you.”
 
   I stepped back from her in shock. “Me?” Not once, not a single time since Karen learned I was a cross dresser, did she let me dress in lingerie in front of her, not once had she seen me in anything feminine. She tolerated me fully dressed from time to time, but never like this, never with her present. Not once. She knew, she tolerated, but she had no interest in participating. “But you never let me...”
 
   “Michael,” she said, “of course I didn’t. No wife want her husband to dress like a woman. No wife wants her husband to be a sissy.”
 
   “But...but I am, Karen,” I said, “I...don’t want to be, but I am.”
 
   “I know, Michael, don’t you think I know? Don’t you think I get that?”
 
   I looked at the lingerie on the bed, the slip, the panties, the stockings; I wanted to wear them so badly, wanted to slip into them, wanted to shed what little masculinity I had, to let the woman, the sissy inside me out. 
 
   “You...you’re sure you want me to?”
 
   “Yes,” she said biting her lip.
 
   “But you just said...”
 
   “No wife wants her husband to be a sissy, yes. That includes me, obviously. A husband is supposed to be a man, supposed to be masculine and strong and dominant, everything a sissy isn't."
 
   "But…" I looked at the pile of lingerie again. “But want me to wear that."
 
   "Yes. Michael. You must see it, don't you? I don't want my husband to be a sissy, that's why I never wanted to see you dress as a woman, as much as I know you wanted to. But you don't have to worry about being my husband, that's what I'm hiring Jake for, he’ll take care of that stuff.”
 
   "Karen," I said as if slapped.
 
   "Sweetie, if I don't have to see you as the man in my life, I think I’ll have a much easier time seeing you as a woman…as a sissy. Let Jake worry about being the man, let him worry about being my husband, you just worry about being my sweet sissy."
 
   "But…" I heard her words but did not believe them.
 
   "That's what you want, isn't it? Isn't that why cuckolding is so exciting to you? So you don't have to worry about being the man? Doesn't that take so much pressure off of you from trying to be something you’re not?"
 
   "I…I thought I could try…one more time, to, you know…”
 
   "Honey," she said touching my face, "you know you can't, you know you'll never be able to, what would be different now? Listen, why don't you get dressed, don't you want me to meet the pretty girl inside you?"
 
   Foolishly, instead of defending my manhood, I tried to resist using the opposite approach. "I…I don't have any of my girl things."
 
   “Girl things? Like what?"
 
   "Like…like makeup or…or shoes…or my," I swallowed, "my breasts. I…I keep all that stuff at the office, you didn't want it here." She smiled, almost giggled. "What? Karen!"
 
   "I'm sorry, I'm just thinking of you with breasts. I've tried to picture it before—I did some research, I presume you have breast forms—but I always pictured my husband with breasts and it freaked me out and now it just seems all different, like I WANT to see it, not hide from it.”
 
   "Different?"
 
   "You're so…I don't know…trim and cute and you have such smooth skin…I guess I spent so much time trying to fit you into my thoughts of an ideal man that I never appreciated the prettiness before my very eyes."
 
   I blushed—holy fuck, my wife was calling me pretty!
 
   "You're pretty as a girl, aren't you? You have to be, with that body.”
 
   "I…I guess."
 
   "When you dress, do you…what's the word…pass? Do you really look like a woman when you wear a wig and makeup…and breasts?"
 
   "I…yes."
 
   "I can't believe I'm saying this, Michael, I swear until we discussed hiring Jake I never could, but…I want to see, I…I really want to see."
 
   "I told you, I don't have my stuff, Karen, maybe tomorrow."
 
   "You don't have a wig and breasts, but you have my lingerie," she waived her hand, "and you can borrow my makeup, I bet that's good enough for today. Heck, I'm sure you can fit into a pair of my heels, if that would make you feel prettier. I mean, I can picture it, Michael, I bet you’re amazingly cute.”
 
   "Karen, I…I don't know…" It felt weird, I never imagined how it would actually play out, dressing for her, because I never thought it would happen.
 
   "Please, Michael, please, I know this sounds selfish, I know I've been saying no all these years, but please, it's like…I have to see it now, I just have to."
 
   For years I hoped and dreamed and fantasized that my wife would let me dress up as a sissy and now she was standing here, naked, practically begging me, and I was reluctant, clinging to the notion I was her husband. "I'm…"
 
   "Let Jake be my husband, Michael," she touched my arm softly, "I want you to be my sissy."
 
   No one thing she said or did made my reluctance fall away, it was everything. I fantasized about her cuckolding me for years, about a man fucking her, about a man making her scream, so the image of Jake doing just that was incredibly powerful. It was her soft, tender touch. The way she looked at me. The pile of beautiful lingerie sitting beside me on the bed. Her soft voice telling me to be her sissy. Everything. Simply everything. My reluctance melted and I agreed.
 
   
**********

 
   I stood in the bathroom, looked myself up and down in the mirror. I was cute, even pretty, though far from as pretty as I would have liked—without a wig or breasts I knew I looked less feminine—but I was without question not even the slightest bit masculine. I missed the shape and silhouette and weight of my breast forms, but the slip clung to me in a way that emphasized what little curves I had. Truth be told, I did look much more feminine than I ever did masculine. And my careful tucking of my limp penis (done first because I knew it would soon swell) made sure that nothing between my legs would betray my gender. Karen's makeup helped too, helped to further soften and feminine my features. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and walked into the bedroom, the heels she loaned my clicking on the floor. Karen was sitting on the bed, also dressed in lingerie—a slate blue satin camisole and French knicker set and nude lace top thigh high stockings similar to mine. 
 
   "Fuck," she gasped, "I mean, holy fuck, you're fucking gorgeous!"
 
   "I…I would look better with breasts and longer hair," I said, trying to justify my appearance. Truth be told, the way I had tousled my hair with gel, it was only breasts I lacked, though the cut of the slip seemed to give the illusion of a small chested woman, not a male, not at all.
 
   "Your hair is fine, sweetie," she said, "I actually really like it, it's cute and feminine and…” I took a step towards the bed, it was awkward standing there with her looking me up and down, but she put her hand up and stopped me. "Wait, let me just look," she said. "Seriously, you are so totally amazing, I mean, I'm not usually attracted to girls, but knowing this is you…wow."
 
   "Karen," I blushed.
 
   "I mean it, Michael…this sounds funny, but it's like I'm seeing you in a whole new way, like…"
 
   "Like I'm not your husband," I said critically.
 
   "Honey, I told you, let Jake worry about being the man, you just…just be a girl for me. That's what you want, that's what you fantasize about, isn't it? Being a girl, being my sissy?”
 
   "Yes," I said, trembling. 
 
   "Letting a real man worry about being the man."
 
   "Karen…"
 
   "Be my sissy…let Jake be my husband. Come here, Michael…I'm sorry, I can't call you that, I…"
 
   "Michelle."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Michelle," I said looking downward sheepishly. "That's my girl name. Michelle."
 
   "Michelle," she said, trying it out. "Michelle. I like it. Michelle. Here," she patted the bed next to her, "sit down next to me, Michelle." Shaking, I walked to the bed and sat. Karen shifted closer to me so her stocking covered leg touched mine. "Whoa," she gasped and jumped back.
 
   "What," I said, concerned.
 
   "Nothing, sorry, nothing," she said moving closer again, touching my leg again with hers, "that just feels, I don't know, electric." I knew exactly what she meant because my own skin was tingling. She reached over and rested her hand on my thigh, started stroking me lightly through my stockings "It's so strange…Michelle…I've never been sexually attracted to women, but…"
 
   I leaned forward to kiss her, caught up in the moment. 
 
   "Wait," she said frowning.
 
   "What," I said, "I thought, you know…"
 
   "I have to show you something first." She reached behind her and picked something up off the bed. Her iPad. "Jake, well, he emailed the agreement to me this afternoon…it's pretty simple, but, well, he said we both have to agree to it."
 
   “Now?”
 
   “Yes, now, before we…yes.”
 
   She opened the cover of her iPad, unlocked it, and showed me Jake's email:
 
                 Karen,
 
                 It was a pleasure meeting with you. As I mentioned, below are the basic terms of our agreement. Please send your credit card information, which will acknowledge acceptance of the terms of the agreement by both Michael and you.
 
                 Jake
 
                 P.S., I really meant it when I said how beautiful you are and I'm really looking forward to having you as a client.
 
   - Rent A Husband Escort Agreement - 
 
   1. The Client hereby agrees to retain the services of both Rent A Husband and the Escort to provide a substitute husband to the Client for the duration of this Agreement.
 
   2. This Agreement may be terminated by the Client by giving notice to both Rent A Husband and the Escort.
 
   3. This Agreement may be terminated by Rent A Husband or the Escort upon seven days notice.
 
   4. For the duration of the Agreement, Rent A Husband, through the Client's chosen Escort, shall perform all duties as a husband for the Client. Said duties shall include, but not be limited to, a minimum of one date per week, a minimum of one overnight stay per weekend, a minimum of one mid-week overnight visit per week on a weekday, where the Escort will spend at least two hours performing typical chores of a husband, and sexual duties at the discretion of the Escort.
 
   5. The Client agrees and understands that one of the key terms of this Agreement is the Escort's providing sexual satisfaction to the Client as if the Escort were the Client's husband. Due to the Client's history of sexual dissatisfaction, subject to the limitations discussed on the Escort's web profile on the Rent A Husband website, and any disclosed by the Client below, the Client agrees to follow the lead, direction, and guidance of the Escort in providing sexual satisfaction while acting as her husband. The Escort shall not be limited in sexual activities by the Client, with the exception that no activity involving drugs, minors, illegality, blood, feces, or urine shall take place.
 
   6. The Client acknowledges that she is legally married to another individual who shall retain all legal rights and obligations to the Client. While the Escort shall act as the Client's husband for the duration of the Agreement, the Client's legal spouse shall remain as such.
 
   7. The Client and her legal spouse further acknowledge and agree that no other individual, including the Client’s legal spouse, shall act as the Client's husband while this Agreement is in effect. The Escort alone shall act as the Client's husband, and the Client shall not solicit or engage the services of any other individual to act as her husband.
 
   8. The Client and her legal spouse agree that her legal spouse may not have sexual relations of ANY nature with the Client during the term of the Agreement unless previously approved by the Escort.
 
   I looked up at my wife when I read number eight. "Karen!"
 
   “I guess he wants me for himself, I mean, you can’t expect a husband to share, can you?”
 
   9. The Agreement becomes effective upon the Client's submission of the Agreement with the retainer as outlined below.
 
   The rest of the first page dealt with rates and payments terms, while the second page contained several additional terms added specifically by Jake.
 
   Addendum Terms:
 
   10. Client's legal spouse, the Sissy, has acknowledged that he is a sissy.
 
   11. When in the presence of the Escort, the Sissy is required to look, act, dress, sound, and appear as a sissy at all times.
 
   12. In addition to the prohibition on sexual relations with the Client, the Sissy shall refrain from any self sexual satisfaction for the duration of the Agreement. The Sissy specifically agrees to forgo any and all activities that would lead to a release or orgasm unless approved in advance by the Escort. 
 
   13. The Sissy shall be present to observe all sexual relations between the Client and the Escort unless otherwise directed by the Escort. The Sissy shall not interfere with the sexual activities of the Client or the Escort.
 
   "There isn't much to discuss," she said, "we either agree or we don't."
 
   "What do you want," I asked softly. I knew what she wanted, I could see it in her eyes, I could feel in in the trembling of her leg touching mine, and I could hear it in her voice. 
 
   "You know what I want, hon," she said. "You?"
 
   Like I wanted it any less. I wasn't about to lie to her—I'd fantasized about something like this for years. I wasn't about to say no, either—not with the realization of my deepest fantasy finally within my grasp. "Okay, I guess," I said.
 
   Karen took the iPad back from me, typed on it. "I'm sending it, last chance." I shook my head no, meaning yes, I was not going to stop her, meaning I wanted it as much as she did. 
 
   It only took me about a minute to regret that.
 
   Karen set the iPad aside, reached over and touched my bare arm. "Well," she smiled.
 
   Misinterpreting her meaning, I leaned forward to kiss her and raised one of my hands to reach for her breast.
 
   "Whoa," she said and moved quicker than I did, the hand on my arm stopping me.
 
   "What's wrong, Karen," I asked.
 
   "Hon, what are you doing?"
 
   "I…I was going to kiss you and, you know."
 
   "Oh, sweetie…we can't."
 
   "What do you mean," I asked, confused.
 
   "The Agreement, we…you…you're not allowed to…you know…"
 
   "To what, Karen?"
 
   She lowered her voice, almost as if she was embarrassed. "To have any sexual relations."
 
   "But…but I…Karen!” 
 
   "Jake's my husband…for now, honey."
 
   "But I thought, I mean, you haven't even, he hasn't done anything yet."
 
   "The Agreement says it took effect when I sent it back just a minute ago, baby, I…I mean…we promised…maybe we should have waited."
 
   It dawned on me that her words and tone were almost fake—she knew exactly what the Agreement said before she pulled out the iPad; she knew exactly the ramifications of agreeing to it before we messed around in bed. "Karen!"
 
   "We agreed, Michelle," she said. It dawned on me I was cuckolded already, before Jake ever stepped foot into our house, before he touched her, before he spent any time with her, she was already his, he already possessed her, he already was in charge of her. And us.
 
   "But Karen," I said one last time, "I just thought we could, I thought you wanted to, you know," I pointed around the room to the sex candles. 
 
   "I did sweetie, but…maybe it's better this way, besides Jake, well…"
 
   "Jake what," I asked narrowing my eyes. 
 
   "Oh, it's nothing."
 
   "Karen, Jake what?" When Karen started to tell me something then stopped only made me want to know even more what she was going to say, she knew that.
 
   "I shouldn’t say, I mean…"
 
   "Karen."
 
   "Well, when we were leaving, remember he whispered in my ear, he told me," she moved her hand from my arm to my thigh. "He told me that I was supposed to make sure you didn't, you know," she lowered her voice to a whisper, "cum."
 
   "WHAT?" I was shocked to hear her say such a thing, even more shocked Jake would have said such a thing.
 
   "He said," she swallowed, "he said that I wasn't supposed to let you cum before Saturday."
 
   "He did not!" Denial was always the first stage of grief.
 
   My wife nodded. “He did, I’m sorry, honey."
 
   “But…but why?"
 
   "I don't know, I mean, I can guess, but I don't know for sure. Listen, don't worry about it, you're not supposed to focus on things like that, those are for him to worry about now."
 
   "But Karen, I just wanted to…to mess around, I don’t even want to have…to do what he’s going to do.” That was a lie, for I certainly did want to cum and I did want to do it inside her, even as a girl, now, especially as a girl.
 
   "I know Michelle, I know, believe me, you look so pretty, I wanted to mess around, too, but, well…we can't, that's all there is to it. We agreed.”
 
   I had a hurt look on my face caused by an emotional crushing inside my chest and a physical crushing in my crotch. 
 
   "Listen, why don't we just cuddle…you know, like girlfriends; there’s no reason we can’t do that.”
 
   "Girlfriends." Girlfriends? I wanted to be her girlfriend, but I also wanted release, inside her, very much NOT like a girlfriend.
 
   "Yea, I mean, you look so cute, I don't know, it would be fun to just, well," she rubbed her hand on my stocking, "to just feel you in my arms."
 
   "Girlfriends," I said again. Girlfriends. She wanted to cuddle like girlfriends. I wanted to cum, she wanted to cuddle.
 
   "Well, if you're not my husband for awhile, I have to call you something…girlfriend is better than 'legal spouse' isn't it?"
 
   "Girlfriends."
 
   "I think that's a big step for me, Michelle, I thought you’d like it.
 
   Karen was still stroking me leg, her soft fingers dancing over the nylon of my stocking, exciting me in a way I never imagined (or always dreamed about.) It was difficult for me to focus on responding because her touch was so erotic, so infatuating, that I wanted her like I never wanted her before. She must have seen the desire in my eyes and reminded me of our agreement.
 
   "No sex, Michelle, just girlfriends. Besides, I, well, you're cute, I'll admit, I just don't know if I'm quite ready to have sex with a girl, even a sissy. Agreement or not, this might take a little time and…cuddling with a girl I can handle, it’s a good way to start.”
 
   I saw her point and didn't necessarily disagree. Up until a few days ago I would have given anything just for the chance to stand in her presence as Michelle instead of Michael. Forget screwing her, let alone cuddling her, all I wanted was for her to accept the one part of me she always rejected.
 
   Not to mention the cuckolding—ahhh, the cuckolding. The thought of her with a man, the thought of her getting fucked, the thought of her having wanton sex. I sighed. Instead of being mad at her for not wanting me sexually, I knew I should be grateful for the giant step she'd taken. For god's sake, I was sitting on the bed with my loving, lovely wife, DRESSED IN LINGERIE!
 
   Dammit, if all she wanted to do was cuddle like girlfriends, what the hell was I doing pouting and putting that in jeopardy. Of course, I knew why it bothered me; it bothered me because she wanted to cuddle like girlfriends, that’s why. Because she wanted to cuddle like girlfriends because she had someone else to be her husband. You could never be her husband, sissy, that’s why you fantasize about her cuckolding you. Be her sissy and let someone else be the man.
 
   Let someone else be the man because you can’t, sissy!
 
   That was the embodiment of everything I fantasized about, everything I thought I wanted. 
 
   I found myself spooning her, my back to her front, the opposite of our usual positions, but then I was her girlfriend, not her husband, not her man. Her legs were intertwined with mine, rubbing against mine, soft nylon gliding effortlessly on soft nylon. "It feels good, doesn't it," Karen asked me as she rubbed her foot over my leg.
 
   "Yes," I whispered, "but you know I've always had a thing for you in nylons.”
 
   She laughed. "That's not what I mean…I mean, this feels good, too, it really does, I suppose I can see why you like them. Nylons. But what I meant, though, is, I don't want this to sound bad, but, doesn't it feel good to not have to worry about being a man?"
 
   "I…I guess," I said, conflicted about how I felt about that.
 
   "Not having to worry about being a husband, just my pretty girlfriend, instead?"
 
   "A…a little…"
 
   "You sound hesitant, Michelle, I thought you'd be more enthusiastic about dressing like this with me, I thought you wanted this?" She sounded concerned, even a little disappointed. 
 
   "I do, Karen, I just…I don't know, I guess there's a big difference between fantasy and reality."
 
   "But being a sissy is reality, isn't it? It’s not fantasy, it seems to me you always told me it's who you are, deep down inside, no?"
 
   "I…I suppose."
 
   "And that you're never going to change—that's my understanding of this anyway, once a sissy always a sissy, right? This never goes away, right, the feelings, the desire to dress like this?" She had one arm under me and ran her fingers over the soft slip where it touched my chest. Her arm was around my waist, running slowly up my satin covered stomach
 
   I shook my head no.
 
   "I wish you had breasts right now, I'd love to feel what they feel like."
 
   "I told you I have breast forms," I looked back at her.
 
   "Do they feel…you know…real?"
 
   "Yes, just like," I lowered my voice, "a real woman's."
 
   "Will you wear them for me? I don't care about a wig, your hair looks cute and feminine the way you have it, but I'd love to feel this," she said and cupped my chest. “I’d love to feel you with breasts.”
 
   "If you want, Karen," I answered and couldn't help but wonder if I was dreaming.
 
   "Where are they?"
 
   "At the office, I can bring them home tomorrow."
 
   "Will you, Michael…Michelle? If I'm going to see your sissy side, I'd really like to see it?"
 
   "Okay," I agreed.
 
   "Hmmm, my husb…sissy with breasts," she said massaging my chest. “I’m serious, I know this sound like the complete opposite of everything I used to say, but that’s all I can think about, feeling them, seeing them, and…can I ask you something else?"
 
   "Sure."
 
   "How do you…I'm not sure how to put this, the front of your slip is so, I don't know, smooth."
 
   "What do you mean," I asked. "You had it folded neatly in your drawer, there weren't any wrinkles in it. Karen giggled. "What, I notice those things,” I said, defending myself. 
 
   "Just like any girl would notice…but that's not what I meant, silly. I meant that you're so smooth here." I felt her other hand, the one draped over my waist move slightly and touch my crotch. "I can't even tell there's anything here," she rubbed, "it's like you really are a girl."
 
   "Oh, that," I said.
 
   “I know it’s not very big, but…”
 
   "I…I tuck."
 
   "Tuck?"
 
   "Tuck, it's…it's what…sissies do to, you know, hide things." I explained to her what tucking was, how I 'tucked' my balls into my body, pulled my organ back, and kept everything in place with tight panties.
 
   "Can it grow when it's tucked?"
 
   “Grow?”
 
   “You know.”
 
   “Oh. Um, no—it can swell a little, but I can't get an erection like…"
 
   “Like a man," she jumped in.
 
   “Right…not tucked, it’s too tight.”
 
   Her hand was resting on my crotch, unmoving, but touching where my penis would be if I wasn’t tucked.
 
   She chuckled softly. 
 
   “What,” I asked, defensive.
 
   “Nothing, I…I like it like this, that’s all. Smooth, I mean, and I just thought, well, I always wished you were bigger never thinking that there’s an advantage in you being smaller than average."
 
   "I guess."
 
   "I'm sorry, does that bother you?"
 
   "What?"
 
   "Being small," she asked, rubbing me through the slip and panties.
 
   "I don't know, some maybe."
 
   "I can feel it moving, like…oh!"
 
   "What?"
 
   "It's like, I don't know how to describe it, it's like…pulsating…do you like it when I play with your," she leaned over so her mouth was on my ear…"sissy clit."
 
   My eyes went wide and I looked at her over my shoulder. She giggled. "I did some reading up. If what I read on the internet is to be believed, sissies get so excited hearing what a small, little sissy clit they have."
 
   "Oh, Karen," I moaned, shaking in pleasure.
 
   “Do you, Michelle?”
 
   “Do I what,” I asked, voice shaking.
 
   “Do you like me telling you what a small little sissy clit you have?” I didn’t answer, I just breathed, heavily, felt my head, the room spin. "It's so different, men like to hear how big they are, how wonderful their cocks are, don't you think?"
 
   "I…I guess," I mumbled.
 
   "I mean, I'm sure my husband Jake will want to hear how big his cock feels inside me, how good it feels when he fucks me." Karen rubbed me until the straining of my swollen clit was too much to bear. "But the site I was reading said a sissy likes to hear how LITTLE she is…can you believe that?"
 
   "I…I don't know," I said, dizzy.
 
   "You don't know? It’s a simple question. Do you get excited if I tell you that your have a small penis? Does it excite you hearing small your sissy clit is? That I can hardly feel it in my hand?" She squeezed my crotch for emphasis. “Let alone inside me. It’s a simple question—do you get excited hearing me tell you how small you are?”
 
   "Karen, I don't…" The truth was that of course I got excited, that nothing made me swell faster or cum harder. The truth was that unlike any normal man, I loved hearing I was small, especially from Karen.
 
   “Well what about when I tell you I can't feel it inside me? That you've never made me cum when you've been inside me. What about then, Michelle, does that make your sissy clit swell? I mean, it feels like it,” she said, her hand on the very thing that was swelling. 
 
   "Uuugh," I mumbled incoherently. I breathed heavily, almost at a pant. 
 
   "Do you know how much I want this now? I did after meeting Jake, I wanted him, but it's so much more now…I don't just want Jake to fuck me, I want to cuckold you, I want you to watch, I want my sissy there watching a man fuck me.”
 
   "Oh, Karen," I said, "fuck, fuck."
 
   "Yes," she gasped too, clearly as overcome as I was, “That’s what I want, my sissy watching him fuck me. Does that make your sissy clit swell? Thinking of Jake inside me, fucking me, making me cum?”
 
   “Yes, Karen, yes.”
 
   “He’s going to make me cum, Michelle, you know that, don’t you? He’s going to fuck me and make me cum and I can’t wait.”
 
   “Karen,” I groaned, shaking, a plea to say more, to say anything, to humiliate me, chastise me, torment me, rub me. A plea to tell me what she wanted Jake to do to her, to tell me how badly she wanted him, to tell me and rub me until I could cum. And she understood, she knew exactly what I was asking.
 
   “No,” she said softly, “no.” She moved her hand, then she took it away from my crotch. “Jake said no.”
 
   “Please, Karen,” I begged, “please, he won’t know.”
 
   “It doesn’t matter, don’t you see, he’s my husband and a wife does what her husband tells her. And he said no, Michelle, he said you can’t cum, he said you’re not allowed to cum, so no, Michelle, no.”
 
    
 
   **********

 
   Friday night, Jake was to pick Karen up at the house. She wanted me dressed as Michelle; she reminded me that Jake didn't want to see Michael ever again and that even if I was hesitant to have Michelle meet him, I still should be properly dressed. "I think Jake was right, hon," she told me Friday morning when she asked me if Michelle was going to bring clothes home, "he's my husband now and you should dress like this," she waved at my 'boy clothes' I was wearing to work "only to go to the office."
 
   “I don’t know, Karen, are you sure?" I was still having trouble reconciling her refusal to see me dressed as a woman with her now seemingly full hearted embrace of Michelle.
 
   "After last night? Oh my, yes. Wear something…pretty and feminine…you have things like that, don’t you?
 
   "Yea," I said blushing, "I can bring something home."
 
   "Bring all of it home, hon, I want to see all of it, I want you to keep all of it here, now.”
 
   That evening, Karen was surprised, to say the least, at my wardrobe when I spread it across the bed. It was heavy on lingerie, of course—I was a typical sissy—but my clothes included several skirts and blouses, a couple of dresses, and half a dozen pairs of heels. "My goodness, Michelle, look at all of this," she said staring at the clothes. "I think you have better lingerie than I do."
 
   She reached down and fingered a pair of white satin lace trimmed tap pants that were resting on top of a matching camisole. "This is beautiful, and…is that a garter belt," she reached over and picked up the piece she was looking at, a black crisscrossed pull-on six strap garter belt that coordinated with a sheer black bullet bra that made my breast forms look like real breasts and sheer control panties that happened to perfectly control my sissy clit. “God, this is beautiful. Michelle, I swear if my husband wasn't taking me out on a date, I'd stay home and make you play dress up for me."
 
   "It's nothing," I said, "just some stuff I bought."
 
   "Nothing? Look at this stuff, look at this," she said and held up the garter belt in front of herself. "Who wears this stuff anymore, this is amazing!"
 
   "It's from a web site that sells classic lingerie—garter belts like that, amazingly feminine lingerie, 100 percent nylon stockings..."
 
   "Will you wear this?"
 
   "What?"
 
   "This set, this bra and panties and garter belt. And stockings. Wear this tonight."
 
   "I don't know, Karen, I'm not sure if I'm ready to." I was still a little uncomfortable with all this, almost like it was going too far, too fast.
 
   "Hon, don't think like a male, like a lost husband, think like a girl, like a sissy, please, will you dress up tonight? Even if you don't want to see Jake until tomorrow night, I don't think Michael should be here at all. Please, be Michelle, please.”
 
   "You want all that?"
 
   "Are you kidding? Of course I want all this, all of this," she swept her arms over my clothes. "Even if you have better lingerie than I do," she laughed. “It’s like…something opened, and I want it all now, all of it.”
 
   
**********

I'm not sure who was sexier—well I was, Karen clearly was, though I know I gave her a run for her money and the difference may only have been that I wore a blouse and skirt while she wore a cocktail dress. And of course she was a real woman and I was simply a sissy. But still.
 
   I had put on the set she asked me to wear—the black sheer bra fitted with my c cup breast forms, the tight panties that tucked my sissy clit and gave the illusion that I really was a girl, and the crisscross garter belt holding up black nylon stockings with a grey welt. Over, I wore a black, above the knee pencil skirt and an elegant grey satin blouse. I accessorized my outfit with a pearl necklace, a double strand pearl bracelet, and pearl earrings, and completed it with black sling back pumps. 
 
   But Karen was prettier, Karen was sexier, Karen was everything. She wore an A-line banded knit little black dress over nude hose, and black open toe pumps.
 
   "You, Michelle, are simply adorable," she told me kissing me lightly on the lips. As she did, we heard the doorbell ring. "That must be my Jake," Karen said, "my husband." She must have seen the look on my face. "Oh, don't be too jealous, sissy, we're just going to dinner tonight."
 
   "I know, Karen, it's just…"
 
   "Shhh, I know, I know, just…you're my girlfriend, my sissy, Michelle, not my husband, think like that, and tomorrow night…"
 
   "Yes…"
 
   "Tomorrow night, you get what you want, what we both want.”
 
   Karen kissed me softly on the lips again, squeezed my hand, and went out to answer the door. I looked around the bedroom, it felt strange, I wasn't quite sure what to do while he was here picking her up or what I was going to do for the evening while my wife…my girlfriend…was out on a date. 
 
   I was about to sit down on the bed just to think when I heard Karen call me. "Michelle."
 
   I froze, didn't answer her. 
 
   "Michelle, can you come out here for a second before we leave."
 
   Come out there? There was no way I was going out there, I told her I didn't want Jake to see me tonight—I'd leave that for tomorrow if I could even bring myself to do that. But Karen would not let me off so easily—I heard her walking back down the hall towards the bedroom. 
 
   "I'm sorry, Michelle, I know you said you didn't want to meet my husband, but he insisted.” She said it loudly, meant for both Jake and me to hear her.
 
   "Karen," I hissed.
 
   “Please, honey,” she whispered then raised her voice again. "He just wanted to say hello, Michelle, he’s heard so much about you, what am I supposed to tell him no?" She grabbed my hand and pulled me with her. Before I could literally dig my heels in, Karen had dragged me to the living room where Jake was standing.
 
   "Jake, this is my girlfriend, Michelle, Michelle, this is my husband, Jake." I just stood there, looking at the ground, afraid to look up at either Karen or Jake.
 
   "Hello Michelle," Jake said.
 
   "Hello Jake," I responded. Karen let go of my hand and went to stand next to Jake. 
 
   "Well it's nice to finally meet you, Michelle, I always like meeting my wife's girlfriends, especially the pretty ones I hear so much about.”
 
   I looked up at him, at them, they were both smiling. "Thank you," I said. He was handsome, more so today than before. He wore a grey wool suit with a blue shirt, no tie, and next to Karen, arm around her waist, he looked, well, they looked like they belonged together, the handsome man, the pretty woman, husband and wife. He even wore a wedding ring on his finger.
 
   Except I was her legal spouse, not him. I was her…her…her…I took a step, just moving side to side, naturally. I took a step and felt it, the subtle tug of the garter strap at my stocking. And that reminded me what I was, that tug. Her sissy. Her sissy! In fact, I looked as natural feminine as he did masculine, as much like a girl as he did a man. Jake leaned over and whispered something in Karen's ear. She grinned, nodded. He whispered something else, this time she blushed, glanced quickly at me, and shook her head no. "Good," I heard him say, knowing what he had asked her. 
 
   "Well, we should get going, Karen, we have reservations in half an hour. Michelle, it was nice to meet you," Jake said, "maybe we'll run into one another again."
 
   "Will you still be here when I get home, Michelle? I'll probably be gone for about four hours."
 
   "I suppose, yes." Four hours was the length of Jake's first 'date' with Karen, the number of hours we paid for.
 
   "Good," Karen said, walking over to me and kissing me lightly on the cheek. "By the way," she said softly into my ear, "I emailed you the Agreement. Read it over while I'm gone, especially the parts I underlined and super especially paragraph 12." She took a step towards Jake, thought better of it, and leaned back into my year. "Oh, and make sure you're wearing something pretty for bed when I get back."
 
   
**********

I sat down at the kitchen table, laptop in front of me, and opened up my mail program. While waiting for it to retrieve my email, I looked down at the front of my blouse, at the swell of my breasts, at my stocking covered thighs. I couldn't believe I was actually sitting at my kitchen table dressed like Michelle, acting like Michelle, thinking like Michelle. I couldn't believe I was doing it with my wife's encouragement and permission to be a sissy, to be myself. 
 
   All while she was on a date with her 'husband.' It was simply the embodiment of all my fantasies, every single one. My email pinged, first in my inbox was a forwarded email from Karen, the terms of the Agreement, the Rent A Husband Escort Agreement. She had highlighted and bolded some things.
 
   To: Michelle
 
   From: Karen
 
   Date: October 14
 
   FW: Rent A Husband Escort Agreement
 
   Michelle,
 
   Please read this carefully while I’m gone—just as a reminder for tonight and tomorrow. I expect you to embrace every one, but especially the highlighted sections.
 
   Love, Karen
 
   Begin Forwarded Message:
 
    
 
   - Rent A Husband Escort Agreement - 
 
   1. The Client hereby agrees to retain the services of both Rent A Husband and the Escort to provide a substitute husband to the Client for the duration of this Agreement.
 
   2. This Agreement may be terminated by the Client by giving notice to both Rent A Husband and the Escort.
 
   3. This Agreement may be terminated by Rent A Husband or the Escort upon seven days notice.
 
   4. For the duration of the Agreement, Rent A Husband, through the Client's chosen Escort, shall perform all duties as a husband for the Client. Said duties shall include, but not be limited to, a minimum of one date per week, a minimum of one overnight stay per week, a minimum of one mid-week four hour evening visit per week where the Escort will spend at least two hours performing typical chores of a husband, and sexual duties at the discretion of the Escort.
 
   5. The Client agrees and understands that one of the key terms of this Agreement is the Escort's providing sexual satisfaction to the Client as if the Escort were the Client's husband. Due to the Client's history of sexual dissatisfaction, subject to the limitations discussed on the Escort's web profile on the Rent A Husband website, and any disclosed by the Client below, the Client agrees to follow the lead, direction, and guidance of the Escort in providing sexual satisfaction while acting as her husband. The Escort shall not be limited in sexual activities by the Client, with the exception that no activity involving drugs, minors, illegality, blood, feces, or urine shall take place.
 
   6. The Client acknowledges that she is legally married to another individual who shall retain all legal rights and obligations to the Client. While the Escort shall act as the Client's husband for the duration of the Agreement, the Client's legal spouse shall remain as such.
 
   7. The Client and her legal spouse further acknowledge and agree that no other individual shall act as the Client's husband while this Agreement is in effect. The Escort alone shall act as the Client's husband, and the Client shall not solicit or engage the services of any other individual to act as her husband.
 
   8. The Client and her legal spouse agree that her legal spouse may not have sexual relations of ANY nature with the Client during the term of the Agreement unless previously approved by the Escort.
 
   9. The Agreement becomes effective upon the Client's submission of the Agreement with the retainer as outlined below.
 
   Addendum Terms:
 
   10. Client's legal spouse, the Sissy, has acknowledged that he is a sissy.
 
   11. When in the presence of the Escort, the Sissy is required to look, act, dress, sound, and appear as a sissy at all times.
 
   12. In addition to the prohibition on sexual relations with the Client, the Sissy shall refrain from any self sexual satisfaction for the duration of the Agreement. The Sissy specifically agrees to forgo any and all activities that would lead to a release or orgasm unless approved in advance by the Escort. 
 
   13. The Sissy shall be present to observe all sexual relations between the Client and the Escort unless otherwise directed by the Escort. The Sissy shall not interfere with the sexual activities of the Client or the Escort.
 
   Each underlined term was a punch, but not to my gut like it might have been to any real man, but to my groin. Each underlined term was an erotic slap, a tease, a reminder that I wasn’t a man, couldn’t be a man, and didn’t want to be. Each bolded term was a double slap, maybe triple, a reminder I was a sissy, a reminder I agreed, was prohibited, from having sex of any kind with my wife, even prohibited from having sex with myself! Sex was within the control of Jake, the man of the house. I don’t know why she wanted to show me these again, they only served as a reminder that I was a sissy and I was going to be cuckolded. But of course, that’s exactly what she wanted me to remember, that even if she wasn’t going to fuck Jake tonight, she was tomorrow. At our house. In our bed. In front of me.
 
   The email reminded me, as if my clothes did not, as if Karen gone with him did not, that my fantasies of being a sissy cuckold were about to become a reality. I was a sissy and my wife was going to fuck a man and there was NOTHING I wanted more. Nothing.
 
   Later that night I prepared to dress for bed, looked at the lingerie I had brought home, wondered what I should wear for Karen to look pretty and soft and feminine, and I wondered how I could ever be her husband again. I knew this thin with Jake was just a thing, that we were just living out a fantasy, but what would happen after? How could my wife ever see me as a man again after she saw me as a girl? How could she ever see me as her husband after she was with Jake? And worse, did I want her to?
 
   I looked over the lingerie had has spread out on the bed, and couldn't help but think that thought again—did I WANT her to see me as a man? Did I want to be a man? Was I a man? That moment I was thinking about my wife out on a date with Jake, with her 'husband' as it were, and I felt the pressure in my panties, the swelling of my boy clit at the thought of Karen on a platonic date with a man. I knew untucked I would have swollen fully until my penis was erect and bobbing, ready to erupt the instant I was inside Karen's warmth. I might not have a vagina, like a woman, but I was no man.
 
   Because, the thing was, I DIDN'T WANT TO BE INSIDE HER! I didn’t want to be a man for her. I didn’t want to make one more pathetic attempt to please her like a man. No. NO! I wanted Jake inside her, I wanted a man to fuck her, I wanted a man to make her cum. I wanted her to experience, sexually, the pleasure I couldn't give her, that only a man could. 
 
   That only Jake could.
 
   I knew deep inside I could never please her like a man, there wasn’t just a physical impediment, there was a mental one, too. I couldn’t please her like a man even if I had an eight inch cock because I would cum ten seconds after I entered her. I couldn’t please her as a man even if I could last all day because I was just too small. And I couldn’t please her as a man because deep down inside, I KNEW I WAS NOT A MAN.              
 
   Looking at the lingerie, I was worried that free, that if my sissy clit was available and exposed, I'd push myself on her, I'd beg, I'd try. And I knew I couldn't have that—she didn't want it, I didn't want it, and Jake forbid it. I was not her husband, I was not her man, and everyone knew one simple truism: 
 
   Sissies Do Not Fuck Women.
 
   I had already decided what to wear to bed, a pretty and lacy pink chemise with black lace trim around the V-neck that hit at mid-thigh. I was going to wear it over the bra, breast forms, and panties I wore, simply removing the garter belt and stockings. But I knew it wasn't enough to keep temptation away, that free like that I would never resist touching my sissy clit, that I needed one more layer of protection between my dirty mind, my body, and Karen.
 
   I knew exactly what I needed—a pair of nude control top pantyhose. Not only would they be perfectly tight and controlling—getting to my tucked penis through the panties and pantyhose would be near impossible—they would feel wonderful against Karen's body.
 
   So when Karen came home from her date with Jake, with her husband, I was in bed (our bed?) wearing my lingerie, wearing my hose, my breasts, sitting like a girl, legs tucked under me, flipping through one of Karen's woman's magazines, most intrigued by articles about sex, about pleasing a man. My masculinity was gone, replaced by femininity, my maleness was gone, there was only female, there was only soft, there was only girl, there was only sissy.
 
   Finally, I heard the door, heard footsteps coming down the hall. “Michelle," Karen said when she walked into the bedroom. She looked so happy I swear she floated rather than walked.
 
   "Karen," I said softly, just looked at her, thinking I wasn’t her husband, I was her sissy, I wasn’t her man, I was her girlfriend. "How…how was it? Your date?”
 
   "Oh Michelle,” she gushed and walked to the bed, “it was wonderful! He's so…I don't know how to explain it to a…well you'll understand, you're a girl…he's so masculine and assertive and strong and I simply wait to…to…”
 
   "What?" I knew what, but I said it anyway, though she didn't answer they way I thought she would.
 
   "You know it's Jake's birthday tomorrow, right?"
 
   "It is?"
 
   "Yes, I'm sure I mentioned it." She walked into her closet, undoing her dress as she went.
 
   “No, I don't remember," I called after her.
 
   "I'm sure I told you, well, it doesn't matter, really…" After a minute she came back into the bedroom dressed for bed. She was wearing a champagne chemise, satin over her breasts, the rest chiffon; she still had her hose on (they were pantyhose, like mine, not thigh highs). "Oh," she looked down at her body, "you have hose on, I thought I'd keep mine on, too," she said, then lowered her voice, talking to her legal spouse, not her girlfriend “he said we're not supposed to play, I know, he reminded me again tonight, but we can cuddle again like last night.” She sat down on the bed next to me, rested her leg on mine. 
 
   "Anyway,” she said in her girlfriend to girlfriend voice, “it's Jake's birthday tomorrow and I, well, I wanted to get him something special, something he's been bugging me for."
 
   "What," I asked, trying to keep to my role as her girlfriend. 
 
   "Well, I shouldn't even ask…"
 
   "What, Karen?"
 
   "Well you know how men are and he's mentioned this so often and then he saw you today and it all like clicked.”
 
   "Karen, what is it?”
 
   “It’s too much to ask, god, Jake’s such a typical man, you know how they are.”
 
   “Karen!”
 
   "Michelle, Jake's always wanted to see, you know," she blushed and touched my arm, "two women like, kissing and stuff, and I thought, well, maybe…maybe we could put on a little show for him tomorrow for his birthday." She saw the look on my face. "Michelle," she touched my leg, started stroking me through the hose, “honey, don't have to DO anything, guys are like all visual, I just want to turn him on, some fantasy, I figure watching us kiss and make out and mess around will get him all excited and then you can kind of just step out of the scene. I mean…I don't usually think about this, but sleeping with you and cuddling was kind of fun…I'm sure kissing would be, too, especially if it turns Jake on."
 
   It struck me she was role playing, setting up the scenario for tomorrow when Jake was here, and up until this moment I really didn't know what that was going to be like. Kissing her dressed as Michelle, acting like Michelle, being Michelle sounded, well amazing. What did I care if Jake watched or if it turned him on? Hell, thinking of Jake fucking Karen DID turn me on, getting him turned on and that much more into it was good, right? "Just kissing each other?"
 
   "And messing around a bit, yes, like girls do. And then when he's ready to burst, well, I want him all to myself!"
 
   Naturally. This was plan I had fantasized about, mostly. Not the kiss Karen like a girl in front of him part, but certainly the turned on man fucking my wife while I watched part. It made sense, a fantasy scene explaining why we would all be together—a wife giving her husband the gift of watching her kiss another woman to turn him on but not really wanting to share the guy with the other woman. 
 
   "What do you say, Michelle?" She was now actively rubbing my leg with hers, sliding her nylon covered skin against mine, turning me on, seducing me. She knew this, she had to know this, and I didn't care. “We’ll just mess around till he’s ready.”
 
   “And I’ll just back away?" I asked. I was hesitant, naturally, already wondering how that transition would happen.
 
   “You’ll know when,” she said, “trust me, just back away and…you can even watch…if you want.” She grinned, and in sotto voice said, “And you’re going to watch, sissy, you’re going to watch every second of it, everything he does to me.”
 
   “Okay,” I said without thinking, the answer coming from my groin as well as my brain.
 
   "Oh Michelle, thank you so much," she said, "I mean, you don't have to, I could do other things for Jake that would turn him on just as much…and I still might…but I know he'll love it…and so will I.”
 
   She was just looking at me now, something in her eyes. “What?”
 
   “I never thought I'd say this about a girl, but I think you kind of turn me on."
 
   She pushed me back onto the bed and ended up on top of me with her breasts pushed against mine, straddling one of my legs so her hose covered crotch rested on it. She had one hand to the side of my chest, stroking it, the other resting on my crotch.
 
   "Why didn't I let you do this sooner," she asked rubbing her hand on my chest, on my breast.
 
   "Do what?" I was breathing heavily, turned on, amazed
 
   "Be a sissy.”
 
   I gasped as she kissed me, as she pressed her lips to mine with genuine passion. “Dress like this, be a girl, be yourself,” she said between kisses. “All this time trying to push a square peg in a round hole, all this time I'm trying to make you be my idea of the perfect man…when I should have seen what was right before my eyes. You were never going to be a man, I should have let you be my sissy.”
 
   "I…I really turn you on?" It was a stupid question, of course I turned her on. I could see it in her eyes, sense it in her breathing, feel it in the heat pressed against my leg, smell it even. 
 
   "My god, Michelle, yes! I don't know how to explain it, like I said, maybe it's something mental, hiring Jake has let me stop trying to see you as my husband and just let me see you as the person I love. And actually seeing you like this, as Michelle, it…it's amazing. I struggled seeing trying to see you as a man just as you struggled being one, when all this time I could have had this if I just let it be.”
 
   I looked up at her, worried she was blinded by something—maybe her desire for Jake, for a real man—and not seeing something fundamental about me. "But Karen, this is me, do you get that, I…I can't just stop this, I can't EVER be a…a…"
 
   "A man?"
 
   "I…sometimes I want to, Karen, I try…for you…but…"
 
   “This is the real you, isn’t it?”
 
   "Yes!"
 
   “This is what you want, to wear pretty, feminine lingerie?" She ran her hand down my stomach, over the chemise.
 
   "Yes, Karen."
 
   "Having breasts?" I nodded as she rubbed her breasts on mine and kissed my neck. "Here's words I never thought I'd speak to my…to you…”
 
   "What?"
 
   "It feels so good feeling your breasts rub against mine."
 
   "Fuck, Karen!"
 
   "No, no, sissy, no fucking,” she whispered in my ear. “Fucking is what Jake's going to do to me, because this little thing certainly can't." Her hand was down between my legs, rubbing over my tucked, flaccid organ. I was pulsating, I could feel it, blood running through me, through it, but tucked it would not, could not grow. "I've always been so disappointed by it, always, every time, but you know that. But now…it turns me on, incredibly, Michelle, thinking about it, not as a cock, not like Jake, but as a soft, little sissy clit."
 
   "Ohhhhh," I moaned as she touched me.
 
   “I used to get mad at you, it was bad enough that you were so…small.” I gasped again, that taunt so powerful, so oddly powerful. It didn’t really matter how small or big I was, it didn’t matter if I was average, slightly above, or below, to my mind, to a sissy’s mind, being called small, true or not, was so powerful.
 
   “I love how much that turns you on. Like I said, I used to get mad that you were small and I used to get mad at how quickly you’d cum, but…”
 
   “But?”
 
   “But now Jake is my man, sissy, and this soft and little and feminine sissy clit is mine, all mine…all mine." She was rubbing her pussy over my leg, through the layers of nylon, she slid so easily, was so hot, so turned on.
 
   "Take…take it out, please, Karen, please,” I said. I wanted more. I NEEDED more.
 
   "Take what out, lover?"
 
   "My…" I almost said penis, but caught myself. "My clit, my…my sissy clit."
 
   "Take it out? But why, Michelle, it's not going inside me, you know that, right."
 
   “Yes, yes.”
 
   “It’s not ever going inside me like a man. Not. Ever. Again.”
 
   "Yes, I…I don't want that, Karen,” I said. It was true, mostly. Part of me wanted that, of course, a very small part, but that was overshadowed by the part, the overwhelming part, that wanted just to be her girl. And girls did not put their clits inside other girls. They rubbed, the kissed, they licked, they touched. They did not fuck. That was left for a man to do. A man like Jake. Men fuck women, sissies do not.
 
   "Take it out and touch it, then? Rub it? Like a clit?" She was still rubbing me through the hose, doing that, rubbing it like a clit.
 
   "Yes, please, yes."
 
   She suddenly stopped moving. I could hear her panting, but she hadn't cum, I could tell that, too. She was panting like she was frustrated, like the times she wanted to cum, desperately, and couldn't, when I couldn't make her. "Karen, what’s wrong?”
 
   "No. God. No. No.”
 
   “No, what,” I asked, trying to hump her, finding only air.
 
   “Jake…Jake said no, and if I don't stop now I…I won't be able to. And he said no, I’m sorry, he said no.”
 
   "Karen, please," I begged, humping the air, trying to get her hand to touch me again.
 
   "No, sissy, no…tomorrow…we can make love tomorrow while he watches, tomorrow, sissy, tomorrow…we can make love tomorrow to turn him on so he…so he gets hot and fucks me…that's what I want, that's what we'll wait for."
 
   "Please, Karen," I begged one last time, "please touch me, please."
 
   "No. He said no. My husband said no. No, no, no. We can't…I want to as much as you do, I want to make love to you like a girl, but we can't, not yet, not yet. Tomorrow, for Jake, before Jake…tomorrow."
 
   "But Karen, please.”
 
   “No,” she said again, “no. Just kiss me."
 
   "What?"
 
   "Kiss me. We can do that, Michelle, kiss me. Kiss me and cuddle me and let me fall asleep again with my sissy in my arms.”
 
   “But…”
 
   “It’s what you want, sissy, it’s what you want.”
 
   
**********

 
   Tomorrow came. Of course it did. 
 
   Tomorrow came when I woke up next to Karen, pantyhose covered leg entwined with pantyhose covered leg, her hand cupping my breast as she slept. 
 
   Tomorrow came when she woke up, which she did as soon as I stirred, opened her eyes and looked at me. 
 
   Tomorrow came when she squeezed the hand touching my breast through the slip and bra. 
 
   Tomorrow came when she smiled, opened her mouth, and spoke. "This feels so good, Michelle."
 
   "What?"
 
   "This," she squeezed, "waking up holding your breast. Waking up next to my pretty girl." She looked down bashfully, "Waking up to my sissy, waking up dreaming of this,” she squeezed again, “instead of that,” she said, looking down at my crotch.
 
   "Ohhh," I sucked in a breath.
 
   "How long have you dreamed about this, Michelle?"
 
   "Oh, Karen…"
 
   "How long have you dreamed about being a woman with me? Be honest."
 
   "Longer than you can know, Karen."
 
   "How long have you dreamed about being my sissy?"
 
   "Karen…"
 
   "I should have realized it years ago, Michelle, I…" She suddenly turned serious, "I'm so sorry."
 
   "Karen, this isn’t your fault.”
 
   "No, Michelle, I mean, I spent all this time trying to make you my ideal man when you never could, when this…"
 
   "Karen," I said, as serious as she was, "we haven't even…you don't know if you're even…"
 
   "Into it? Attracted to you? Turned on? Happy? That's the thing, don't you see, that's what I missed. That's what I understand now.”
 
   "What is?"
 
   "I was never attracted to Michael, don't you get it, I was never attracted to you as a man, but now, as a girl? As a sissy? I…”
 
   I frowned, confused, even hurt. "But you married me."
 
   "That's the thing. That's why I was so foolish to resist this. I married you because I love you and the thing that bothered me, that I always had trouble with was trying to love you as a man. I know it's hard to explain, but seeing you like this, it's like it just clicked. I married you because I love you and I guess deep down inside I love this part of you, I was just too blind, too stupid to see it."
 
   "You love me like this?"
 
   "Yes, Michelle, a thousand times yes. This is so the real you, and seeing you like this confirms every feeling I’ve ever had about you.”
 
   "You always said you weren't attracted to girls, though."
 
   "Well, no, not quite. I mean, I always said women are more attractive than men, but that I wasn't SEXUALLY attracted to women. I'm sexually attracted to men. Women are prettier, yes, but sexually, I like men."
 
   Now I was more confused than ever. "But last night you seemed, well, excited. Do you like men or not?"
 
   "Sexually? Yes."
 
   "Women?" 
 
   "Sexually? No."
 
   "So how can you be sexually attracted to me then, Karen? That's what I don't get."
 
   "Because you're not a woman, Michelle, you're a sissy."
 
   Click.
 
   "Because you have that sissy clit."
 
   Click.
 
   "Because you're this soft, demure creature."
 
   Click.
 
   "Because Jack makes me realize you'll never be a man."
 
   Click.
 
   I started to respond, but she stopped me. "Do you want to be that? Do you want to be my husband? Do you want to be a man? Can you?"
 
   "No," I said softly. I didn’t want to even if I could. Which I couldn’t.
 
   "Is this what you want to be? Deep down inside, do you want to be a sissy?"
 
   "It…it’s…I don’t want to or not want to, Karen, but it’s who I am, so yes, I guess. Yes. But is that what you want?"
 
   "Before Jake, no, it disgusted me. Now, my god yes."
 
   "You're attracted to him."
 
   "Yes, totally yes. But sexually, Michelle, not…not like this," she nodded at me. "I want him, yes, I admit it, but sexually. I want him to fuck me, god do I want it, but I don’t want him…like this." I bit my lip, shifted, felt my leg slide against hers, the nylon glided over nylon. "I…I don't have to, I mean, I want to, but I…I don't have to if you don't want to go through with it. I want to, but…”
 
   I still said nothing.
 
   “Do you want me to, too, Michelle?”
 
   I nodded slightly.
 
   "To cuckold you."
 
   "I…"
 
   “Do you want Jake to fuck me?”
 
   “Yes,” I said softly. “But I…”
 
   "You don't have to explain, I understand, I really do."
 
   "I just feel, I don’t know, more jealous than I thought I would, but strangely, that turns me on, too. And I feel, I don’t know…”
 
   "Emasculated?"
 
   I nodded. "I don't understand it, I guess."
 
   "It's a common fantasy for sissies, isn't it? The feeling that you're not man enough to satisfy a woman—because you're not—so you fantasize about me with a real man, a man who can satisfy me. And you wane me to because you want me to be happy.”
 
   "Yes," I whispered. 
 
   "And that makes you feel even more emasculated…and feminine…even less able to please a woman."
 
   "Yes."
 
   "Let me just come right out and ask one more time, then. Just answer right away, the first thing that comes to mind. Do you want Jake to fuck me?"
 
   "Yes," I said without hesitation.
 
   "Do you want to be my sissy?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   “Answer without thinking…do you want to be cuckolded?"
 
   "Yes, yes," I said, starting to shake.
 
   "Do you want to go through with this tonight?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "You're sure?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "You want him to fuck me, you're sure?"
 
   "Yes."
 
   "We can never take that back, you know."
 
   "I know, Karen, I know, but I'm sure."
 
   "So am I, so am I."
 
   
**********

 
   We laid in bed for some time, just cuddling. After coffee and bagels, Karen got out of bed and got dressed to go shopping before Jake came over later that evening. "My husband will be home around six," she told me, we should be ready for him then.
 
   "What am I supposed to wear," I asked, not even thinking how ironic it was that my first thought was what to wear. Such a girl, such a sissy thought!
 
   "I'll take care of that," Karen said sitting on the bed next to me, resting a hand on my thigh, "you just make sure you're showered and shaved and smell pretty and have makeup on by four when I get home."
 
   "I don't even know what to wear for that, Karen," I protested.
 
   "It doesn't matter, sweetie, naked is fine. It’s my idea to do this for my husband, so I’m buying us both things to wear for him," she said with a kiss. "Well, maybe not completely naked," she lowered her voice again, her differentiation between talking to her girlfriend and her legal spouse. “We don't want this little thing getting out, do we," she touched my crotch, "so at least tucked away panties."
 
   "Okay," I said with a forlorn look. 
 
   "What," she asked, her hand still pressed on me, "it is little, isn't it?"
 
   "Yes," I agreed, feeling the pangs of humiliation I always felt thinking about what was between my legs.
 
   "And we certainly don't want a little sissy clit out, do we?"
 
   "No, I suppose not."
 
   "That wouldn't be very ladylike, would it?"
 
   "No."
 
   "Then panties, Michelle, tuck it away where it belongs, where it can do no harm…and worry about the rest when I get back, just be ready."
 
   
**********

 
   I was ready by four, showered, fresh, smooth, soft, feminine. I wore panties as she asked, a pair of white satin briefs with lace edging and a short robe, too, and was happy to have my sissy clit tucked safely between my legs. Where it belonged. Where it could do no harm.
 
   I thought about that all afternoon, what she said about my sissy clit, tucking it away where it could do no harm. But what harm could it do? Seriously? What harm could my little sissy clit do? The same thing it always did, I assumed, it could leave a woman unsatisfied. Like I did to Karen every time we screwed. Was that the harm? Tease a woman and leave her wanting? But wasn't Karen doing that to me, isn't that what she did to me last night?
 
   Of course, but the difference was that I was a sissy.
 
   How many times did I look at online porn where sissies were teased and denied, where sissies were left unsatisfied, where sissies were left begging to cum but not allowed to? How was that different? Why was it different if I was left unsatisfied?
 
   Because you’re a sissy!
 
   Being denied made me feel more feminine, made me feel emasculated, made me feel more desperate to serve, to please. Because I was a sissy, being denied actually satisfied me.
 
   Being denied just left Karen frustrated and disappointed, wanting more, wanting real sex, wanting a man.
 
   That was the difference between a real woman like Karen and a sissy like me—we both craved something, but something very opposite, very different. Deep inside, in a secret place, she craved to be fucked, but deep in my own secret place, I craved to be denied.
 
   Karen arrived home just after four; I was sitting in a chair in our bedroom waiting for her, a book in my hands, though I was not focusing at all. Thinking of making love to Karen as a woman made it difficult to focus. Thinking of Jake watching us from the chair occupied made it nearly impossible to focus. Thinking of Jake on the bed fucking my wife made focusing on the book laughable.
 
   "Michelle? Michelle?" Karen called out my name—my feminine name, my sissy name—and walked into the bedroom carrying a large shopping bag from Noir, a luxury lingerie boutique that catered to the well groomed women of our area, women who thought Victoria's Secret was for the masses, who wanted things ordinary woman (and sissies) could only dream of.
 
   "Noir," I said, eyes wide as I cast the book aside. "That must have cost a dollar or two."
 
   She shrugged her shoulders. "I wanted to surprise my husband—what's a couple of dollars. Or thousands ."
 
   I raised my eyebrow—a couple of thousand dollars? It wasn't the money, we could afford it, it was the thought of what was in the bag, what a couple of thousand dollars at Noir bought. What amazing, delicate, feminine lingerie awaited her, awaited me in the bag.
 
   "Do you want to see what I picked out for us, Michelle? I have to admit, all I could think about all afternoon was getting you into something pretty, something sexy, and," she lowered her voice, "teasing Jake until he can't stand it anymore."
 
   I nodded, not trusting my voice. Did I want to? There was nothing I wanted more.
 
   "Well you're going to have to wait a few minutes, I need to shower and freshen up for him—then I'll show you what I bought and we can dress each other and get ready for the show." Karen started towards the bathroom. "He's going to go crazy, Michelle, I'm so glad you agreed to do this, I…"
 
   "What," I asked when she stopped.
 
   "It's been so…so long…I thought I'd never…I'm just so excited and I hope you…"
 
   "I am Karen," I said before she finished.
 
   "Sweetie," she smiled continuing her walk to the bathroom to shower and get ready.
 
   She was back in twenty minutes, showered, fresh, made up, hair dry and resting playfully on her shoulders, wearing a short satin robe like mine. Her makeup was heavier than usual, sexy, seductive, even naughty. She had the Noir bag on her hand, set it on the bed next to us, carefully removed two tissue paper wrapped bundles from it. "Close you eyes, sweetie, I want your pretty lingerie…your pretty sissy lingerie…to be a surprise."
 
   I closed my eyes and listened to her tear open the tissue paper, take things out, and arrange them on the bed. "Okay, you can look now."
 
   The bed was covered in black with a hint of pink. Closest to her hand was a black satin bra with décolletage in all the right places—delicate see-through lace neckline trim and baby pink bows that added a sweet feminine touch. Next to the bra was a pair of matching brief panties with the same see-through lace around the legs and a wide garter belt with six straps, silky fabric, vintage stitching, and the same pink bows. I hardly knew where to look next—at the package of vintage black nylon stocking, the black pump heels, or the sheer baby doll that was meant to both cover and reveal it all. 
 
   "Oh, Karen!"
 
   "He's going to love it, isn't he? Here, we should start with these," she said and picked up the panties. Her words gave me pause—she may have meant he was going to love seeing two women together, but she also may have meant something more specific, that he was going to love seeing ME dressed in lingerie. She may have meant that a MAN was going to love seeing ME, not just her, but me. While her goal was to turn him on to fuck HER, I couldn't help but realize I too was dressing in sexy lingerie to turn him on. 
 
   I was fucking getting dressed to turn a man on!
 
   "Seeing you, you mean? He's going to love seeing you?"
 
   She paused, looked at me. "Well that, too, I guess, but I meant you. He's going to love seeing YOU, sweetie, you get that, don't you? He’s going to love seeing you.” She said clearly meaning me, her sissy, not me, her girlfriend, but finished with an emphasis on sissy. “You're going to turn a man on tonight, my pretty little sissy is going to turn a man on."
 
   "I…" I never thought of it quite like that, quite such a stark description of what was that reality. I knew she would turn him on, even that we would, but this was me, this was ME turning a man on. 
 
   "Don't worry about that now, sweetie, we need get you dressed." She paused and looked down at my pelvis. "You know, we're going to need to be careful switching panties, we don't want to lose that smooth, feminine look."
 
   "What," I said and looked down.
 
   "When you take your panties off, are you going to, you know," she lowered her voice, "swell?"
 
   I looked back up at her; she was right. I was already swelling, there was already a pulsating between my legs—as soon as I pulled the panties down, my penis, my clit, was going to do its best impersonation of a cock. "Yes," I said in shame.
 
   "Can't have that little clit running wild and leaving a bulge in your panties, can we," Karen said. "You don't want that either, do you?"
 
   "I suppose not."
 
   "Well we're going to have to, I don't know, um…" She held the black panties out again, twisted, turned, started to point.
 
   "I could," I started to say and moved my hands.
 
   "Yes, of course," she said thinking the same thing as I did. "Just reach behind and…"
 
   "Hold myself…"
 
   "Between your legs and I'll…"
 
   "Help me put on my panties," I asked.
 
   Karen looked at me, her eyes wide, everything clicking into place for her, everything about what was happening seemed to make sense to her. "Yes, Michelle, I'll help you put on your panties."
 
   "Oh, Karen," I said softly.
 
   "I know, Michelle, I know, I know. I can't believe I'm saying those words to my…to you…and I mean them, I really do."
 
   "Karen, nothing's ever made me happier," I said.
 
   "Just wait till this evening," she giggled.
 
   "Karen!"
 
   "I know, if I don't watch my mouth, you're never going to fit into these," she said holding the black panties up for emphasis. She took a step towards me, whispered in my ear before kneeling down on the floor. "Now hold that sissy clit carefully."
 
   I reached behind me with one hand, down the waistband of the panties and pinched my penis, my clit, between my fingers and pulled backwards. I could feel the blood pulsating through it, wanting to grow and swell, wanting to pretend it was a cock, but unable to, trapped physically by the panties and mentally by my desire to be a woman, a sissy, a girl. 
 
   "Ready," Karen asked. I nodded and she reached up and took the waistband of my white panties in her hands and slowly lowered. "Oh," she gasped in surprise.
 
   "What," I asked startled almost losing my grip.
 
   "Nothing…I mean…I can't even see it, it's like you don't even have…"
 
   "It's still there, Karen."
 
   "I know, love, I know, it's just I'm seeing you in a whole different light and without your…well…you look so feminine and…and even if you let go I…I really don't know how to explain it," she said and looked up at me. "I guess all I can say is that I was always so disappointed in you as a man and…and…I should have accepted you as a sissy, as a woman a long time ago and I'm sorry."
 
   "Karen, what do you have to be sorry for. I'm the one that's a freak," I said, "I'm the one that's…that's a sissy."
 
   "Yes, but I'm the one that rejected you for what you are, don't you see? All this time I forced you to try to be a man and got mad at you when you didn't live up to my expectations and, dammit, do you know how fucking hot you're making me? Not as a man, but like this, as a sissy?"
 
   "Karen…"
 
   "No, I was disappointed by this all these years," she touched me between my legs, "because I wanted you to be a man and now I see you…I see you as a girl…as a sissy…and it makes me so goddamn…so goddamn excited all I can think about is I was such a fool…"
 
   "Karen, please, you're going to make me cry," I said and touched her hair with my free hand.
 
   "I'm going to make myself cry, Michelle," she half laughed. "You're sure…"
 
   "About this?"
 
   "About being a…a girl?"
 
   "Yes," I said with a bashful look.
 
   "Not just a girl, but a…a sissy, too?"
 
   "I've always been sure, Karen."
 
   "And letting me…"
 
   "Yes," I said before she finished her thought.
 
   "Let me finish…about letting me fuck a man…about letting me cuckold you…emasculate you like that?"
 
   "Yes," I said. I didn't know how to explain it, but that was it, the emasculation I felt thinking of Karen getting fucked by a man, the emasculation of a man making her cum, the think I never was able to do when I fucked her. Simply put, there was nothing that made me feel more like a sissy…not just a woman…but a sissy, than fantasizing about a man fucking Karen.
 
   “Honey,” she said holding the panties still, “there’s...there’s no going back...”
 
   “I know, Karen,” I said, “I know.”
 
   “You’re sure,” she asked opening the panties up for me to step into. “Because I’m dressing you in panties, there’s no going back. I...I won’t be able to see you in any other way than...than a sissy. I...I mean it.”
 
   “I’m sure.”
 
   “Well then,” she said with a nod, “let’s get you into these.” She moved the panties to my feet and without hesitating, I stepped into them, carefully holding my penis, my clit, back between my legs as my wife pulled the panties up my legs and up my hips and tugged them into place so I was held snug and tight. “God,” she said and touched the front of my panties lightly, making me jump. “This really is like seeing you so...so differently. Come on, I want see you in the rest of this,” she said standing.
 
   For the next few minutes, Karen finished the physical transformation of me from her disappointing, unmasculine husband to her feminized sissy. She helped me into the bra and placed my breast forms carefully into each cup. She fastened the garter belt around my waist and let the straps dangle down my legs, and in one of the most erotic things I ever experienced, she put my stockings on for me, pulled each nylon up a smooth leg, one then the other, and carefully fastened them to the garter straps.
 
   Last, she set the black pumps on the floor and sat on the bed to watch me step into them before handing me the baby doll to slip over my head. 
 
   “You are so beautiful, Michelle,” she said as she touched my leg and toyed with a garter strap. “You know, a girl really should wear her panties over her garter belt, but then, there’s nothing down here that’s going to come out tonight,” she said as she touched me softly between the legs.  I jumped at her gentle touch, but it was the words she spoke next that made my mind lurch and race. “Or any other night…sissy.”
 
   “Fuck,” I moaned as I tried to keep my footing in the heels.
 
   She smiled, enjoying the power she had, the control, enjoying my reaction her to otherwise humiliating words. “I told you, I don’t want this inside me…sissy.”
 
   “Karen…” I was breathing heavy, panting.
 
   “Never,” she said slowly touching me between my legs. “Never. Ever. Again.”
 
   “Ohhhh,” I finally moaned as I lost control of my mind and thoughts and fantasies.
 
   “Kind of ironic,” she said as she continued to rub me and tease me.
 
   “What,” I asked, touching her shoulder with my hand to steady myself.
 
   “You’re more turned on by me telling you I don’t want you inside me than you ever were when I told you that I did want you inside me.”
 
   “No, that…that’s not true,” I said, part of my brain did not want to hear that, did not want to admit that could be true. Part of my brain clung to the illusion I was a man, a male, her husband.
 
   “It’s not, sissy? Are you sure? That seems easy enough to prove or disprove, I mean, it’s just a matter of your reaction to what I tell you I want. Like does your sissy clit jump and throb more if I tell you I want this inside me, that I want you to fuck me instead of Jake?”
 
   “Yes, it does,” I said, again that small part of my brain trying to answer and assert itself.
 
   “Huh. What about if I tell you I don’t ever want this little thing inside me again.”
 
   “Ohhh,” I moaned again despite desperately trying to hold it.
 
   “What if I tell you I never want you to fuck me?”
 
   “Please,” I begged, feeling the throbbing between my legs.
 
   “See, now I feel you throbbing, sissy, and that’s what’s so ironic.”
 
   “Karen…”
 
   “I love you, I really do, I love you and want to kiss you and touch you and make love to you like a woman, Michelle, just not with this, not with this, not ever again. I want a man inside me, Michelle, not a sissy, I want a cock, not a clit, I want Jake inside me, not you. Not you. I want him, not you, not like that. I want you, terribly, just not like that, not ever like that again.”
 
   
**********

 
   A few minutes before six, a few minutes before Jake arrived, before her ‘husband came home’ Karen arranged me on the bed in the master bedroom, lit some candles, and explained what she planned. We had shared a bottle of wine, to take the edge off my nerves, which helped, because the moment was almost upon us.
 
   “Jake will be home in a few minutes,” she said slipping a pretty black sheath dress over her lingerie. “When he gets home, I’m going to tell him his present is upstairs,  bring him up here blindfolded, and sit him down there,” she pointed to a leather club chair in our room.
 
   “And then,” I asked.
 
   “Tell him he can take off the blindfold and watch while you and I make love,” she smiled. “Don’t worry,” she said anticipating my question, “he’ll know what to do.”
 
   “Yea, but shouldn’t we, you know, tell him, I don’t know.”
 
   “He’ll know what to do, Michelle, trust me. Just wait for him to make his move, pull back, and sit where he was and...and watch.”
 
   “Watch,” I said already thinking of Jake with my wife, Jake touching her, Jake fucking her, Jake making her cum.
 
   “Just watch,” she said, “just watch him fuck me, just watch…just watch.”
 
   She finished fastening her dress and I was disappointed that she had covered up the lingerie she wore, a playful, retro style sexy sheer black nylon mesh bra, panty, and garter belt set with a neon pink lace trim along the edged, stockings, and heels. But I knew I’d see it soon again, see it, touch it, kiss it. At least until Jake took over. It would be mine, first, at least until he wanted her.
 
   Arranged on the bed, my baby doll making a seductive first layer and, I knew I looked feminine, I felt feminine, and with a man soon to be coming to my house, a sissy. “Karen, I’m scared,” I said as the minutes until six went by. “I mean…a man’s coming to our bedroom.”
 
   “I know, Michelle, but don’t tell me you’re excited, too.”
 
   I bit my lip. “I am,” I said, more excited that I’d ever been in my entire life.
 
   “Don’t tell me your clit isn’t throbbing, mine is.”
 
   “It...it is, of course, but…”
 
   She took a step towards the bed. “I’m going out there now, Michelle...”
 
   “Yes.” God she was so beautiful, so soft, so sexy, so feminine.
 
   She touched my shoulder, looked at me with the most tender eyes in the world. “I’m going to get my husband.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “And he’s going to come up here and watch us before he fucks me, Michelle.”
 
   “Yes, Karen, yes.”
 
   She whispered. “Before I cuckold you.” I heard a noise, Jake! Karen heard it too, turned towards the door. “He’s home,” she said, her voice full of the excitement she must have felt, the excitement I too felt. 
 
   “Karen,” I looked up at her from the bed, “I…I want this…I want you to be, well, happy. I want you to be…satisfied.”
 
   “You’re sure?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, “sexually satisfied.”
 
   “I love you, Michelle.”
 
   “I love you, too, Karen.”
 
   “I’m going to go get him now, okay?”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   
**********

I waited on the bed with little patience, dressed as I was, turned on as I was, dying to touch and kiss and lick Karen, I was practically wild with lust. And then I thought of Jake. I thought of a man in our bedroom watching us, Jake, pretending to be Karen’s husband, watching her make love to another woman. I thought of him getting hotter and hotter and harder and harder, until he couldn’t take it anymore and traded places with me and...and fucked my Karen. I thought of...
 
   “Careful, Jake,” I heard Karen say two seconds before they entered the bedroom. And there they were, my wife and her lover, my wife and her rented husband, my wife and a man masculine in every way I was feminine. 
 
   My wife and the man, MAN, who was going to fuck her.
 
   He was wearing a light blue dress shirt with an open collar, black slacks, black shoes, and looked, next to Karen in her black dress, black hose, like, well...like he belonged with her, like he actually was her husband, like he was the man she was destined to be with, the man she belonged to. Karen was leading him carefully by the hand—he was blindfolded—and once she got him into the dimly lit bedroom, stopped suddenly and turned to him. “That’s good right...,” she started to say but he didn’t stop fast enough and bumped right into Karen. And whether by accident or design or some of both, she bumped into him and he ended up with his arms around her and pulled her towards him and kissed her deeply and confidently and passionately.
 
   “Oh, Jake,” she mumbled when his lips found hers, so taken in was she by his sudden kiss, “Jake...wait...wait...your surprise,” she said and pulled back just slightly, pushed him away slightly more. My mouth dropped open watching him so casually kiss her and possess her. 
 
   “I don’t need a surprise, Karen...”
 
   “Please, Jake, wait...just wait...trust me, you’ll like it.” She took a step back from him, looked over her shoulder at me, then back at him. “Take my dress off, Jake,” she said, “just reach down and pull it over my head. I think you’ll like what I’m wearing for you.”
 
   Jake smiled, clearly pleased with what he heard. “Is that my surprise, Karen,” he asked. 
 
   “Just part of it, Jake, and not even the best part.”
 
   “Really,” he asked. I’m sure if he wasn’t blindfolded, I would have seen him raise an eye. “Someone is trying to be a tease, Karen.” He reached for her, though before he took off her dress, he turned her around so she was facing me and pulled her back to him by her hips, pulled her ass tight against him. “Two can play at that game, you know, maybe I don’t want a surprise, maybe I just want to take whatever I want. Now.”
 
   “Jake,” Karen moaned softly as her eyes fluttered.
 
   “Something you want, Karen,” Jake asked as he pulled her tighter back to him and moved his hips slowly. “Something you haven’t had in a long, long time?”
 
   I watched silently, afraid to speak, to breath, afraid to make a sound. I watched as he lowered his hands down the sides of her dress, found the hem, and let his fingers dance on the nylon covering her thighs. Slowly, he raised the hem, uncovered her stocking tops, her garter straps, then exposed her panties. “How long has it been since a man touched you, Karen?” His fingers were close to her, but not touching her; if she moved forward even slightly she would have touched her panties, her pussy, but his arms squeezed her back to him, kept her pressed against his waist, against his cock. “How long has it been since a man touched you, Karen,” he asked again, moving her dress upward. “How long?”
 
   Karen opened her eyes, looked at me, answered. “Too long, Jake, too long.” 
 
   I wondered, suddenly, if this was going to go too far, too fast, if Jake would ever see his surprise, if I would even get to touch her first, kiss her, taste her one last time before he had his way with her. Part of me wanted to say something, wanted her to stop, wanted my turn first, but I couldn’t speak, couldn’t begin to stop the seduction of my wife. I just wondered if she’d be strong enough to stop it.
 
   Jake continued to lift her dress upwards, let his fingers touch her bare skin as he did so. He lifted the dress up, exposed her panty covered ass to the front of his trousers, and she pressed backwards and gasped. “How long since a man was inside you, Karen? How long,” he asked as he pulled the dress up over her head and dropped it to the ground.
 
   “Jake,” she shook, “Oh, God, Jake...”
 
   He ran his hands over her body, over her breasts, over her stomach, over her hips. “How long since a man fucked you, Karen, since a man made you cum?”
 
   I knew if I hadn’t been there, that would have been it, she would not have stopped, she would have let him fuck her right there, right then, blindfolded, standing. She needed it and wanted it and would have let it happen. But I was there and she looked me in the eye as she answered his question, looked at me, stared at me. “Too long, Jake, too, too long.” She wanted him, I knew it, needed him. And she would have him, just not yet. “Your surprise, Jake,” she said and broke away, somehow broke away, disappointing him, her, and me. “Here, let me,” she said and reached up for his shirt and started to undo the buttons, slowly and seductively; she even leaned over and kissed his chest as she undid his shirt.
 
   “Your turn to tease again, Karen?”
 
   “Maybe,” she laughed. She stopped unbuttoning his shirt halfway down his chest. “You’re going to have me, just not yet, not yet.” Now she took him by the waist, pushed slightly until he was standing in front of the chair and carefully sat him down. 
 
   “Are you going to finish?”
 
   “Finish?”
 
   “Undressing me.”
 
   “Not quite yet,” Karen looked at me and smiled. “I told you, surprise first.”
 
   “Fine,” he grinned, “fine, we’ll do it your way…for the moment.”
 
   Karen stood and walked to the bed, carefully sat down next to me, put on hand around my waist, and pulled my head onto her shoulder with the other before resting it on my stockings. “Jake,” she said, “you can take the blindfold off, but don’t you dare get up yet.”
 
   Jake reached up and undid the blindfold, let it drop to his lap. 
 
   “Happy Birthday, Jake,” 
 
   “Oh, Karen,” he said as he looked at the two feminine creatures sitting on the bed in front of him. “And hello Michelle. Karen, Karen, Karen, you are, without question, the best wife ever.” He leaned forward, started to rise. I tensed immediately, something Karen surely sensed with her arms around me and on me.
 
   “No, Jake,” she said, “no, no, I told you, don’t you dare.”
 
   “What am I supposed to do when there are two beautiful women sitting on my bed?”
 
   “What are you supposed to do, Jake? What have you always told me you wanted to do? Watch us make love until you’re so excited you can’t stand it anymore.” 
 
   Without waiting for any response from Jake, Karen leaned over to me, put her mouth on mine and kissed me deeply. “Karen,” I moaned softly as I returned the kiss and got lost in the velvety sensations of my wife’s soft lips on mine. 
 
   “Michelle,” she whispered through each kiss, “Michelle, Michelle, Michelle, my sweet Michelle.” I couldn’t believe how powerful her touch was; my nerves exploded everywhere she touched me as she dragged her fingers across my body through the sheer baby doll. 
 
   “Michelle,” she whispered as she kissed my face and my neck and my ear, kissed and licked and breathed heavily on my skin. I felt my stomach turn and twist, realized how excite I was, how the hormones racing through my body made my stomach almost float.
 
   “Michelle,” she whispered as she cupped one of my breast forms in her hand and squeezed it gently, massaged it, as I would hers. I knew from experience the breasts felt real, even if they were not, that the sensation for Karen was no different than if she cupped a real breast on a real woman. And for me, just the same, mentally, my breast forms became breasts—Karen was not just squeezing a lump of silicone, she was touching flesh, touching real breast. And her touch connected my breast to my groin, with each squeeze, I felt a jolt of erotic sensations in my groin, felt my hidden organ pulse. The panties held me tight, the panties denied me the ability to grow erect like a man, like Jake, instead there was a slight swelling as blood tried to rush in, a dull throb, an urgent need. 
 
   But a different need.
 
   As Michael, trying to be a man, I would feel my penis grow and throb and desire to do one thing with it—thrust it into my wife. Even knowing how it would end, even knowing the disappointment, that’s still what I wanted every time. I would have wanted Karen to reach between my legs, pull out my erection, and guide it into her.
 
   But this was a different need. I didn’t want that now, not at all, not remotely. I wanted Karen to reach between my legs, surely, but not to pull out an erection and certainly not to fuck her. I wanted her to reach between my legs and touch me, gently, to rub me, sensuously, softly, slowly. I wanted her to touch me as I would touch her. I wanted her to find a clit, a sissy clit, not a penis, not an erection, not a cock. 
 
   Karen didn’t have to read my mind to know what I wanted, she was a woman, after all, a woman who knew what another woman wanted, even if the woman was a sissy. She knew I wanted, needed to be touched. She knew I needed to feel her soft caress between my legs, rubbing my clit through my panties. She knew, of course she knew. And she obliged. 
 
   As she kissed me, I felt her hand on my stocking covered thigh, felt it move up my leg, and over, towards my aching groin. I felt her hand slip between my legs and she touched me while she kissed me, gently, tenderly, just two fingers lightly rubbing me through my panties, caressing me like a woman. “You’re my girl now, Michelle, and after tonight, you’ll always be my girl. My sissy girl. Always.”
 
   “Oh, Karen, that’s all I ever wanted,” I said, eyes closed as I kissed her, influenced by the sexual feelings, the emotions of Michelle, and the tender kisses of Karen.
 
   “I want him to fuck me, Michelle, I want it so bad.” I felt it when she said that, the movement of the bed, the dip he made when sat next to her. I flinched, ready to move, ready to take his spot in the chair, ready to watch a man fuck her, ready to watch her husband have her. But I didn’t move, I couldn’t move, not with her hand still between my legs caressing my trapped clit through my panties, not with her other hand on my breasts, not with her lips kissing mine, and not when she reached to her chest, pulled her bra down exposing her breasts, and reached up and pulled my mouth to her. “Stay here, Michelle, stay here.”
 
   She was kneeling on the bed now, placing my mouth on her breast, running her hands through my hair. Jake was sprawled on the bed next to her, kissing the bare skin of her hip and side. Karen’s hand left my panties and found its way to Jake’s hair as Karen caressed him like she caressed me. Jake’s right hand was on the bed between us and as I moved to better lick Karen’s breast, my stocking covered knee momentarily brushed skin and sent a shudder through my body, startling me enough I would have jumped if I wasn’t so focused on licking Karen.
 
   “Oh, Jake,” Karen moaned softly as Jake kissed his way up her side to her neck and behind her, “do you like your present?”
 
   “I’ll show you how much I like it in a few minutes, Karen,” Jake said he kissed my wife’s neck. I was about to back off, I sensed how turned on Jake was, and Karen too, and wanted to move back, to watch. But as I was about to move, Jake undid her bra while still kissing her neck and let the bra fall, freeing her breasts to my mouth. And as I sucked and licked, Jake reached around Karen and took her breasts into his hands and held them and lifted them and fed them to me. “That’s right, Michelle, lick her breasts, oh that’s so hot, so hot.” 
 
   Was it? Was it hot? Yes, it was the hottest fucking thing in the world—I was being fed Karen’s breasts by a man, Jake was holding them and lifting them and feeding them to me and as much as I wanted to stop and back away, I couldn’t, I just couldn’t. Karen pulled me up so I was on my knees, too, kissed me while he played with her breasts, touched me, his hands on her breasts, her hands on mine.
 
   “Undress me,” Jake said.
 
   “What,” Karen said, breaking off her kiss with me.
 
   “I want the two of you to undress me,” he said.
 
   My eyes went wide—the two of us? I looked up at Karen, surprised, confused, scared; she just looked back at me calmly, like she knew what he was going to say. “Karen,” I mouthed.
 
   She moved her mouth to my ear, whispered. “I told you you just had to watch, so I can’t make you do anything, Michelle, but I want you here with me, I want you next to me when he fucks me, please. And so does he.”
 
   “Karen,” I whispered in response. “He’s a man!”
 
   “And you’re a girl, you’re a sissy. Please, Michelle, please, just…please.” Without waiting for me to say anything, Karen turned to Jake and resumed her earlier unbuttoning of his shirt, undoing the next button slowly. “She’s shy, Jake, I…I…when I asked her to, you know, do this, I…I told her she didn’t have to do with you.”
 
   “You told her.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I didn’t tell her anything of the sort, did I?” he said in that voice, that strong voice, that man’s voice, that dominant voice.
 
   “No, Jake,” Karen said. She leaned forward and kissed his chest, the bare skin exposed by his half-unbuttoned shirt.
 
   “Take off my shirt, Michelle,” Jake said staring me right in the eyes. “Go ahead.” Again, his voice did not allow much room to question. I didn’t want to, but I moved forward carried by the command of his voice, by his raw power, his utter alpha aura. And the sight of my Karen leaning forward licking his skin. I didn’t want to, but I reached to him, hands shaking, took the fabric, and undid the next button. Immediately, Karen moved lower, licked down his chest, licked the skin and muscles revealed. Another button, and Karen licked lower.
 
   As I reached for the last button, I saw it, the bulge; if not for my nerves I would have seen it sooner, but there it was now, inches from trembling hands. Cock, Jake’s cock. My brain took a beat to catch up to my hands, I was already undoing the last button by the time I realized it was cock, realized my hands were so close to him, to it. Neither Jake nor Karen reacted like I did, though. Jake, as soon as I undid the last button, peeled and tossed his shirt away. Karen just licked his chest and stomach, planted kisses everywhere on his taut torso.
 
   “Undo it for me, Michelle,” Karen said looking at me beside her between hungry kisses on his stomach.
 
   “What?”
 
   “His belt, Michelle, undo his belt for me.” She was running her hands over his stomach muscles, touching him, kissing him, licking him.”
 
   “Karen,” I hissed softly.
 
   Her face was near mine; she broke her kiss off his chest and planted her lips on mine, kissed me deeply and passionately, but it wasn’t her lips that made me do it, they helped, but it was a different touch, something soft, between my legs. It was her foot, her nylon covered foot, and it found its way between my legs and was now pressed against my soft panties. “Please,” she said between kisses, rubbing me gently, “please, please.”
 
   “Karen, I…I can’t…” His belt was too close, to near the bulge, the outline of his cock in his trousers.
 
   “Please, Michelle,” she said softly, rubbing me between my legs, letting her nylon covered foot do the majority of the persuasion as she rubbed my trapped mound. There really wasn’t anything I could do, not with such a beautiful woman next to me, not with the slight buzz of the wine, and certainly not with her foot urging me on.
 
   Jake said nothing during this, he merely knelt there on the bed with his hands on his hips watching the drama play out. Karen too abandoned her begging and went back to her kissing—kissing Jake’s chest—though she kept up her constant toying with my trapped penis. So I sighed and accepted, I had little choice, I sighed and reached for Jake’s belt.
 
   I tried hard to focus on what I was doing, or undoing; paramount in my mind was not the unbuckling of Jake’s belt but of making sure my fingers did not touch his skin—or lower. But it was hard to completely focus with Karen’s massaging of me and with her needy kisses of Jake’s stomach, and it was hard to see, too, with her hair cascading over all of us. So it was inevitable that while trying to undo his belt my fingers would touch his stomach, my skin would touch his. And it was just as inevitable that I would jerk away, overcompensate, and instead press against the bulge. 
 
   “Ohhh,” I jerked, this time back from him so I would touch neither.
 
   “Everything okay,” Jake chuckled.
 
   “She’s just nervous, Jake, I told you she’s never been with a man, just with other girls,” Karen assured him, “I’ll help her. Here, Michelle,” Karen said taking his buckle and holding it motioning for me to do the same. Shaking still, staring still, I raised my hands once again to Jake’s belt and, fingers half intertwined with Karen’s, unbuckled Jake’s belt and unfastened his pants. “You do the zipper, Michelle,” she said scooting back.
 
   I wanted to balk, to undo his zipper I was going to have to move closer and it was unavoidable that I would press against the bulge, against his cock. I wanted to say no, to tell her that this was enough, that I wanted to retire to the chair and just watch. I wanted to, was going to, but when she moved her foot moved and was no longer pressed between my legs, and in its place was her hand and she rubbed me and encouraged me and urged me. “Please, Michelle, you can do it.” I sighed, I might be able to do it, might, maybe. She leaned over to me and whispered in my ear, “please, sissy, please, I can tell you want to, I can feel how excited you are.”
 
   That broke my hesitation and I reached up with both hands, my left to hold his pants and my right to grab the zipper. My left was pressed on his skin, I couldn’t help it, and my right was pressed against the bulge as I slowly lowered the zipper down, rubbing against the length through his pants, down every inch of the cock separated from my hand by just his pants and boxers. “Good girl, good girl,” Karen encouraged me, “such a good girl.”
 
   With his pants undone, Jake backed up off the bed and somehow, with masculine grace, removed his pants and stood there before Karen and I wearing just his boxer shorts, a thin layer of blue cotton the only thing hiding his cock. Karen scooted forward, though she kept her hand between my legs, and sat on the edge of the bed in front of him, her face level with his crotch, stroking me while staring at him. “Sit with me,” she said.
 
    
 
   Again, her touching me propelled me forward, towards her, towards him, and I sat next to her, knowing what she was about to do to him, wanting it, to watch it, even if not this close. But here I was. Karen started to reach for his boxers with her right hand, her left was still on me, but stopped and leaned over to me. “Take it out.”
 
   “What!?”
 
   “Take it out for me, Michelle, you know you want to.”
 
   “Karen,” I hissed softly, as if he couldn’t hear us, “no.”
 
   “Just reach in and take it out, sissy so I can suck it.”
 
   “Karen,” I protested yet again. 
 
   Karen rubbed me faster, using her soft hands against my soft mound, whispered in my ear again. “You know you fantasize about it, sissy, don’t tell me you don’t, I KNOW what you look at online, I KNOW what you dream about, I KNOW, sissy. Now take it out for me so you can watch me suck a real man’s cock.” She was right about what I looked and fantasized about, we both knew she’d found things in my browsing history that might not be exactly like what was happening but were close enough.
 
   “Karen,” I begged, though my hands were moving up towards him, doing what she wanted, what I wanted, even as I was still trying to say no. 
 
   “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do,” she whispered softly in my ear, kissing, licking, rubbing. “I mean it. But I know you want to, I know you want to get his cock out for me, I KNOW you want. If I’m wrong, it’s okay, go sit and watch, but I know you want to, I KNOW it.”
 
   She might know it, but I didn’t. I may have read about it, may have fantasized about guiding a man’s cock into her mouth or her pussy, but that was a far cry from actually doing it. In my fantasies, the cock was secondary, an intimate object I pushed into her like a dildo or a vibrator. The cock belonged to a nameless, faceless man, it was certainly NOT the cock of a real man kneeling on our bed anxious to fuck Karen. Now, though, she wanted me to reach in an touch a cock, a real cock. Hard, warm, big, throbbing. She wanted me to reach in and touch it, to touch a cock.
 
   “Please, I want it so bad,” she said sitting up, even as my hands moved to his waist, even as my right hand took the waistband of his boxers between my fingers and the left passed between my right and his chest, as it reached in and sought his cock.
 
   “What do you want, Karen,” Jake asked, his voice startling me.
 
   Karen looked at me, then looked up at her lover, her substitute husband. “I want your cock, Jake,” she said, her voice shaking with excitement. “I want your cock.”
 
   As she said this, my left hand found him, found the erection, the throbbing cock inside his boxers and instinctively wrapped around it. I don’t know if his cock was big, as compared to other men, but I knew it was big as compared to me. It was thick and long and warm and throbbing and feeling it in my hand was a completely different feeling than the feeling of holding my own.
 
   “Is his cock hard, Michelle,” Karen asked out loud. Jake was moving ever so slightly, and since I was only lightly grasping it, his movements effectively made me stroke his cock ever so slightly, in and out it went, cock gliding through my palm.
 
   “Yes,” I said, unsure what to do with it, with him, unsure what to do with the erection that somehow wound up in my hand. Karen did, though. She reached forward and took his boxers in her fingers and lowered them over Jake’s cock and my hand so this organ, this throbbing cock that she wanted so badly was out and free and staring both of us in the face.
 
   It was humorous, though none of us commented at the time, but all three of us gasped. Jake, presumably because his cock was free and a soft hand was wrapped around it, and Karen and I both at the sight of a cock, a real, hard, erect cock. And that’s when Jake took control of the situation, the scene, everything.
 
   “You’re practically drooling, Karen, just how long’s it been since you’ve had a cock in your mouth, Karen,” he asked her, emphasizing ‘cock.’
 
   “Years,” she said, staring, licking her lips.
 
   “And what about you, Michelle?”
 
   “I…I never,” I stammered, my eyes too focused on the cock in my hand.
 
   “But you’re thinking about it, aren’t you?”
 
   “What? No, no!”
 
   “Oh, but you are, Michelle, you’re thinking what it will look like in Karen’s mouth, but also wondering what it would feel like in your mouth.”
 
   “No.”
 
   “You are, Michelle, I can tell by the way you’re looking at it…and by the way you’re stroking it.”
 
   “I’m not, you’re…” I started to say that I was doing nothing, that he was moving in my hand, but when I looked he was still, his hips unmoving, standing there, like a statue. It was my hand that was moving now, it way my hand moving up and down his cock, it was my hand stroking him, it was my hand moving up and down his cock.
 
   “I’m what?”
 
   “You’re…” I tried to stop, tried to let go, but couldn’t. As if by it’s own accord, my hand continued to move up and down Jake’s cock, slowly up toward the head, back down towards the shaft. “You’re…” But it wasn’t him, it was me, slowly, up and down, up and down, the movements of my hand on his hard cock matched by the movements of Karen’s hand on the throbbing, but soft organ between my legs.
 
   They both spoke, Jake first, but Karen right after, in concert, as if planned. Jake above me, loud, commanding, Karen next to me, in my hear, soft, encouraging. 
 
   “It feels so big and hard, doesn’t it, sissy,” he said, calling me for just the first time that day a sissy. His words raced through me, electrified me. 
 
   “You feel so little and soft, sissy,” Karen said right after.
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “Real men have cocks, sissy,” he said eyes fluttering from the pleasure I was bringing him, especially when I responded by stroking him faster
 
   “Sissies have clits,” Karen said rubbing with me increased tempo.
 
   “You know what Karen wants, don’t you?”
 
   “I want his cock,” she whispered in my ear
 
   “You know what Karen wants to do, don’t you?”
 
   “I want to suck his cock,” Karen whispered again
 
   “You want it too, sissy.”
 
   “No,” I said, stroking his erection, staring, mouth open. “No.”
 
   “You want to suck cock, sissy.” Jake announced.
 
   “No,” I said weakly. 
 
   “I want you to suck his cock,” Karen whispered.
 
   “Nnnn,” I said even weaker, unable even to finish the word.
 
   The moved at once, on cue, Jake sat back on the bed, propped up on the pillows, Karen moved to his side. I was left with a decision, stay still, let go of his cock and stay on the edge of the bed, or follow. I couldn’t decided, but my hand didn’t move, didn’t let slip my grip on him, and led by my hand, by my eyes, by my own watering mouth, I ended up on the bed between Jake’s legs, his cock thick between my fingers.
 
   Karen wasted no time, the second we all came to rest on the bed, she looked at me, wet her lips, bent down and licked the head of his cock as if I was offering it to her, which in a way, I was, holding it still, holding it for her. She licked her way around it, got it all wet, licked her way around again, one more time, and then took the bulbous head into her mouth.
 
   My wife—she’s not your wife—took Jake’s cock in her mouth. SHE TOOK COCK INTO HER MOUTH. 
 
   “Ohhh,” I let out a small groan seeing the cock in her mouth, seeing her move her head up and down, watching her take a third of his seven plus inches into her mouth. I was transfixed. Karen was sucking cock, she was sucking a man’s cock! I felt her hand on my back, rubbing me, encouraging me, and then she took her mouth off and pulled my mouth to hers and kissed me, deeply, wetly, and all I thought as she kissed me was she had a fucking cock in her mouth, the cock that was less than an inch from us, so close to both our faces. We were kissing, a kiss between a woman and her sissy and a cock.
 
   She broke the kiss off and again began licking the head, again took it into her mouth, but this time, pushed my head with the slightest of pressure. It was hardly enough to move me, physically, but psychologically she might as well have shoved my head forward. She let the head slip out of her mouth, looked me in the eyes, and whispered to me. “Lick his cock.”
 
   I tried to say no, but no words formed. I didn’t want to move, or so I thought, but her gentle pressure broke my resistance and I found myself closing my eyes and opening my mouth and sticking out my tongue and…licking the shaft of a man’s cock.
 
   I licked from his balls all the way to the head where Karen met me with another deep kiss, this time with the taste of cock on both our mouths. He was hard and pulsating against my tongue, musky, a masculine scent and taste, very different from Karen’s sweet, feminine taste. I wanted to be disgusted. I wanted to be revolted. I was fucking licking a man’s cock. I wanted to hate it!
 
   But I couldn’t. I didn’t. The romantic atmosphere was too much, Karen’s kisses were too much, the wine was too much, being Karen’s sissy was too much, seeing Karen suck his cock was too much, and Karen’s stocking covered foot, once again between my legs rubbing me and encouraging me, was too much. I wanted to hate it, but I didn’t, I loved it.
 
   Jake said nothing, he didn’t need to, so easily did he push us to where we were. When Karen broke the kiss she took his head directly in her mouth and I licked his shaft up and down, once, twice, turned my mouth sideways and kissed it, kissed it again, then licked up his pulsating shaft, higher, higher, until I reached the head of his cock, Karen’s hand both leading me and following me, upward, higher, until my mouth hovered over him and I opened and took him into my eager mouth. I took him up and down, only a third of it in my mouth, though it felt like more. Up until it was almost out, then down again.
 
   “Teeth,” Jake groaned.
 
   “It’s her first time,” she said to Jake. “Careful, love,” Karen said softly to me, “watch me, like this.” She took him into her mouth again, using her lips to protect him from her teeth, and swallowed half, two thirds of him, up and down, sucking, swallowing, each time going up, letting me kiss and lick again from his balls up then down as she took his cock further into her mouth, sucking him faster and faster, making him groan.
 
   “Your turn,” Karen said crawling up his body kissing him passionately, taking my head in her hand and pushing my mouth to the top of his cock again. 
 
   Part of me rebelled, of course it did, I was licking cock, sucking cock, tasting cock, enjoying cock, and it was wrong, completely wrong. But another part of me, the overwhelming part, was lost in the eroticism, lost in the hunger, lost in the need to please him, to taste him, to suck him. The same part that wanted Karen to fuck him wanted to suck his him. And so I let Karen’s hand push my head down onto him, I opened my mouth and mimicked her, careful with my teeth, sucked him, sucked his cock, up and down, deeper, deeper into my mouth. Just like Karen did, I sucked, taking more and more of it in, letting her push me down farther and farther while she kissed him deeper and deeper. 
 
   I looked up, saw Jake playing with her breasts as they kissed, looked down as I took his cock in my mouth again, still guided up and down by Karen’s hand on the back of my head.
 
   Then her hand was gone, she broke off the kiss and moved, climbed over him, straddled backwards, facing me. I looked up at Karen, Jake’s cock deep in my mouth, locked eyes. Oh fuck, this was it, oh fuck, oh fuck. “Guide him in me, sissy, hurry,” she begged.
 
   We had already gone over the waterfall, nothing could ever be the same again, but just in case, helping a man’s cock into Karen took things farther still. I did what she said, ashamed at my disappointment to have Jake’s cock slip from my mouth, ashamed at the realization that I wanted his cock, too. But more, I wanted to see his cock inside her, fucking her, making her cum.
 
   Holding Jake’s cock, my hands were shaking, not out of fear, not now, but out of excitement, need, lust. 
 
   “Please, please, please,” Karen pleaded, her eyes locked on mine. 
 
   I placed the head of Jake’s thick cock, wet from my mouth, against the opening of Karen’s pussy, soaked from her own excitement, held it there, steady, waited, watched. Ever so slightly, Jake moved his hips upward and Karen lowered herself, so just the tip, just the head of his cock parted her lips and entered her.
 
   “Ohhhhhhh,” Karen moaned immediately. I looked up again at my wife, her eyes were half closed, rolling, unfocused. Both held there for a moment, letting enjoy the sensation, but only for a moment, as Karen relaxed her leg muscles and went lower and lower and impaled herself on Jake’s cock. “Ohhhhhh, Jake,” she moaned, “Jake, Jake.”
 
   Only halfway down on his cock, she paused, smiled, raised herself; the top half of his cock was wetter, covered with a milky white substance, Karen’s juices, Karen’s wetness, Karen’s cum all over him. Then he disappeared into as she lowered herself all the way down, took all of his cock into her. “Oh, Jake,” she moaned again.
 
   I thought she would fuck him, continue, but she wasn’t quite done with me. After a pause with him deep inside her, she raised herself up again, all the way up, and his cock popped out of her, this time completely covered in Karen’s cum. She looked at me, didn’t have to say anything, just a simple glance from my eyes to his cock and I knew what she wanted, knew what I had to do, knew what was impossible to resist. Something deep inside me took over when I opened my mouth and took Jake’s cock back into my mouth. Something primal, animalistic. Something from instinct, from intrinsic need.
 
   I just had to have his cock in my mouth.
 
   Karen’s sweet taste was the icing, Jake’s cock the cake, her wetness was the ice cream, his cock the cone. And I did not miss a single drop. I licked and sucked and slurped his cock, up and down and all around. The part of me that was revolted by it was gone now, there was no self-doubt, I had to, just had to have his cock and attached it with hunger, with sexual frenzy. 
 
   Until Karen finally put her hands on the side of my head and stopped me. “Careful, he’s mine,” she said softly. She moved off him onto the bed on her back. “Next to me, darling,” she urged me. We were side by side, on our backs, kissing and touching; Karen was lightly toying with my panty covered, I with her bare, wet pussy. “Jake,” she whispered his name, to me, not to him.
 
   “Yes,” I said without hesitation.
 
   “I want him,” she said, kissing me softly, “oh god, I want him.”
 
   I felt the bed move, felt Jake moving towards the end, at Karen’s feet.
 
   “I want his cock.” Her eyes and her face had a look of lust and need, yet at the same time, a look of seeking forgiveness.
 
   “I know, Karen.”
 
   “I need it.” I felt Jake move.
 
   “I know.”
 
   “I want it.” Her legs spread.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “I want him.” Jake was hovering over her.
 
   “Yes, Karen, yes.”
 
   “OHHHHHHHHHH,” Karen groaned, tensed, pressed down between my legs as Jake entered her. He wasn’t fucking her yet, simply entering her, slowly, carefully, filling her, teasing her and her eyes begged for more.
 
   He started slowly at first, simply rocking his hips, small sections of his cock going in and out of her, teasing her, gently…almost professionally. I glanced at his face, watched him watch her, judging from her reactions what to do next. He massaged her breasts, leaned down, kissed as he rocked, as her legs spread around him and his cock continued to move slowly in and out of her pussy. He was prone, his legs stretched out, rhythmically pumping, in, out, in, out to the time of Karen’s moans.
 
   I felt him shift, move his knees up. He pulled all the way out of her, so when he thrust, the length of his cock thrust not into her, but rubbed over her wet clit, through my fingers.
 
   “Ohhhhhhh, fuck,” Karen moaned, shook violently as an orgasm washed over her. He repeated, entered her, pulled out, rubbed his cock against her clit again and my fingers, drove her to orgasm again and again.
 
   As Karen moaned, as her head moved from side to side and came off the bed, as she shook and shivered from pleasure, his eyes narrowed, he grunted, and for the first time he did not look like a professional, for the first time he did not look like a man hired by a woman to meet her needs, to tease her and lead her to places she only dreamed of. No, for the first time he looked like a man overcome by his own lust and his own needs. He looked like a man who wanted to fuck a woman, not to make her cum, not to put her needs first, but a man, a strong, dominant man who was going to fuck because that’s what HE wanted. He looked like a man who was going to take what he wanted—Karen—take her, have her, possess her.
 
   “Jake,” Karen said, the word mumbled, grunted. He took her stocking covered legs in his hands, pushed them up to her chest, drove into her. “Oh, fuck, Jake, fuck, fffffuck,” she moaned, “ffffffuckkkkk.” She kept her hand on my mound, on my clit, pressed every time he entered her, let go every time he pulled back, until he started fucking her too fast, too hard and she simply surrendered to the pleasures of sex with a man.
 
   Jake held her legs down, drove into her like a piston, fucked her with abandon, with intensity and stamina I could never match. Karen kept moaning his name, over and over, “Jake, Jake, oh Jake,” and I knew, I just knew, that I was never, ever going to fuck her again. Not now, not after this, not after Jake. I was her sissy, now, not her husband, I was her soft lover, not her man. Not now. Not after Jake.
 
   “Harrrrrrr,” Jake grunted as he pulled all the way back, held for a moment, then thrust into her as hard and as deep as he could. He did it again, back, hold, thrust, hold. “Harrrrrr!” I knew what he was doing, knew what was about to happen, knew I should yell stop, knew I could not, knew it had to happen, it had to be finished. He looked at Karen, his face almost in pain. He might be able to stop, might be able to pull out, now, he might be able to hold for a second, two, but no more. 
 
   Karen looked to me, only for an instant, then at Jake. “Finish,” she whispered, rubbing her clit, “please, finish, it’s what husbands do.”
 
   Jake grunted again, pulled back, pushed in for a final thrust. “Ohhhhhhh,” he grunted, holding himself inside her. “Ohhhhh, ohhhhh.” She shook with him, she came with him, his cock inside her, his cum erupting into her, enough to take her over the edge again. He held there, held inside her, driven by his biological urge to cum in a woman, deep, to fill her; as he held there, I knew his cum continued to erupt, to spill into Karen, she knew, too, moaned, continued to orgasm, to revel in pleasure.
 
   A minute passed, maybe more, with him holding her legs, his cock inside her, holding her while waves of orgasm continued to wash through her. And then he started to withdraw, slowly, pulled himself back from and out of her, rubbed his wet cock over the outside of her pussy, over her clit, made her cum again as he did. I watched his do it, saw the tip of his cock, the last dribble of cum squirt softly out of it and onto Karen’s lips.
 
   “Michelle,” Karen whispered to get my attention.
 
   “Huh?” I stared at his cock, covered in his cum, hers, at her pussy, her trim hair wet, sticky, white.
 
   “Lick me.”
 
   “Karen?”
 
   “Lick me,” she said softly.
 
   “Karen, please.” She was wet, soaked, his cum all over her, inside her.
 
   “Lick me,” she whispered, rubbing her clit. I looked at her, my mouth open. Lick her? It’s what sissies do? Lick women? Lick messes? Lick cum? That’s what sissies do? “Lick me,” she said again, “please, lick me, it’s what sissies do.”
 
   I moved before I could think, moved before I could argue, moved before I fled. I moved down her, between her legs, where Jake had been. Men fuck women, it’s what they do. Husband cum inside women, it’s what they do. But not sissies. Sissies lick women, it’s what they do, sissies suck cock, it’s what they do. Sissies lick cum, it’s what they do. 
 
   He was her husband; he fucked her. 
 
   I was her sissy; I licked her.
 
   All of it. First off her, tentatively, slowly, hesitantly. But then from inside her, too, my tongue in her, sweeping, my mouth slurping. And finally, from under her, great drops of it falling out of her into my mouth. Cum, Jake’s cum, her husband’s cum.
 
   It’s what sissies do.
 
   It’s what I did.
 
   It’s what I would always do.
 
   Jake was her new husband now, I was her sissy.
 
   Her sissy.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End.  
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