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		The bed groaned almost as loud as the woman beneath him. Burt answered the sound with deeper thrusts, clutching the headboard with one hand while he pounded his latest conquest. She was almost too hot for him, or would have been before his transformation. Once upon a time, not so very long ago, Burt was a big guy, at least fifty pounds overweight. He wasn't even thirty, and he had been looking middle-aged with his paunch and thick neck and round face.

		All it took was a look in the mirror one morning when he was dressing for work that Burt realized what he'd become. He was one of those suburban types who grew soft in the middle before beginning the slow decline into being a dad or some poor sap house husband who spent all his time puttering around the yard and watching golf on television.

		So, he hit the road. It started with walks around the neighborhood. He and his wife, Sandy, lived in a neighborhood built off one of the main roads, a set of two parallel streets interrupted by cross streets, a half dozen houses on each block. Their backyard looked directly into another backyard, but the houses were nice and the neighbors kept to themselves. The grid made by the neighborhood's design created a nice path for Burt to walk, and then run. As the roll of fat around the center of him shrank and his body developed the ropey muscles of a runner, Burt pushed himself harder.

		When the fall came and, with it, regular rains interrupting his running schedule, Sandy gifted Burt with an annual membership to the gym not far from their house. It was part of a chain, offering classes in yoga and spa days. Burt had little interest in yoga, but he quite liked the women who attended those same classes while he logged more miles on the treadmills.

		He learned that his new and more fit form garnered the attention of some of the women coming out of their sessions, yoga mats rolled under one arm, sweat staining their athletic wear, hair done up in a ponytail to keep extra heat off their necks. He loved these women in their colorful attire, and the way they would sneak a look at his lean body while he hammered out an extra mile. He'd exchange a smile with some of them, and that led to even more daring. When a class was ending, he might take a break and stroll to the juice bar, chat up one of the young women who was getting something cool to drink after a particularly strenuous workout.

		It was during one of these times that he met his current partner. Her name was Jane, and she had a flat chest, but an ass that more than made up for it. She was very tan, and Burt discovered that the tan extended to every part of her. He wondered if she had a home of her own with a private backyard, or perhaps she used the tanning machines at the gym. Either way, he liked the results. With her bush shaved, her pussy was inviting and Burt enjoyed sliding into her while Jane spread her long legs for him. Perhaps it was a function of her sculpted body, but her pussy was deliciously tight. He could smell the sweat from the workout she had before they stole away to Burt's house, and fresh sweat appeared between her small tits, decorated by prominent and very dark nipples. Her brown hair spread around her head like a fan while she bounced on the pillows.

		"You are so fucking hot," he gasped. He was close. The fact that a woman as attractive as Jane would be in his bed inspired a quick orgasm, but he did his best to hold off from cumming.

		"Oh yes, fuck my wet pussy," Jane begged. "I want to feel that nice hard cock all the way."

		That kind of talk wasn't helping his cause much. When he fucked Sandy, she would whimper and coo, but she didn't talk like that. Then again, she wasn't some gym bunny who was practically begging for it, either.

		"I'm going to cum," Burt gasped.

		"Oh yeah, baby. Cum in my wet pussy!"

		He needed no more invitation. He sank his rod as deep into Jane's cunt as he could manage and pumped his load into her. He hoped she was on the pill. He certainly hadn't bothered to slip on a rubber before they engaged in some pretty fine sex, if he did say so himself.

		Once he'd squirted the last of his seed into her, he drew his sticky member out and collapsed onto Jane, kissing her. Her long legs wrapped around him, as did her arms, and he enjoyed the smell and taste of her while they shared a deep kiss.

		"You sure your wife won't be home?"

		He hated her mention of Sandy. He loved his wife and didn't want to think about what his actions might do to her if she ever found out about his infidelities. He didn't worry so much as to stop the behavior, but he wasn't entirely without a conscience. He checked the clock by the bed. It was only two in the afternoon. She wasn't due home for another couple of hours at least.

		"Yeah, we have some time if you want to take a shower."

		"Not exactly what I had in mind," Jane said. She had thin lips that gave her a sly smile. With a tug, Jane rolled Burt onto his back and she drifted down his body between his legs. Her hand slid around his slick cock and gave it a series of slow strokes until it started to thicken again in her grip.

		"You are a naughty girl," Burt said, laughing to himself while he threw back his head on his wife's pillow and stared up at the ceiling. Jane took his hardening rod into her mouth and slurped with an abandon Burt associated with a porn star.

		It was, he decided, a pretty good reward for the day's workout.

		 

		Sandy was running late. The deal closed, which was great, but the new owners wanted to get the paperwork going immediately. Sandy tried to tell them that the bank would be closed, and there were a lot of hoops to jump through before a closing date was set, but they were a young couple and insistent. It would be a good commission, too, so a little burning of the midnight (or early evening) oil wasn't so bad. She could celebrate with Burt later.

		He was home, of course. He worked freelance as a coder, and his schedule was on his terms. Burt enjoyed his work and would spend evenings on the couch with the laptop open across his thighs while Sandy watched a murder mystery documentary on one of the streaming channels most nights. He brought in a decent income, though Sandy's real estate business was starting to take off, too. She could see down the corridor of years, see the kids they would have, the next house they might buy, the quiet and satisfying life they would share with one another. It might be an unremarkable life, Sandy mused, but it would be a good one.

		And then came the weight loss. Sandy was happy for Burt, and happy that he was healthier. Lord knew she could lose a few pounds. Burt assured her that the weight she carried only made her more attractive. That was partially true, by Sandy's standards. She had big tits and a big ass, but the sag of her belly and the rippling of her thighs made her feel less attractive.

		When Burt first started shedding the pounds, they would fuck like newlyweds. He had increased energy and stamina, and Sandy bore the benefits of his renewed energy. He made her cum like she never had before with him. And then it stopped. His overtures toward her dried up as he continued to shape his body into his personal ideal. His hands no longer cupped her massive chest, nor did he settle between her legs with a cooked grin on his face, eyes full of intent. She wasn't a particular fan of blowjobs, finding the act of getting on her knees for her husband demeaning, but she did it for Burt, hoping that her wantonness might seduce him back into more regular lovemaking. Nothing worked.

		When she returned home, victorious at her job, Burt was in his makeshift gym in the garage doing arm curls. He barely looked up when the garage door closed behind her and the engine of the sedan ticked away. Burt had his ear pods in and only glanced up when Sandy passed close by him.

		"I sold the house on Drury," she said, raising her voice to compete with the music playing in her husband's ears.

		"What?" he asked, pulling one of the pods out. His expression was annoyed.

		"The house on Drury. I sold it. It's going to be a nice commission."

		"Good for you," he said. While he smiled and his tone was congratulatory, it was patronizing, too. She was a fly to be shooed away.

		"You want to celebrate?" she asked. She hated how turned on she was by him in his loose gray tank top, stained by the sweat of his workout. His legs looked lean and muscles moved under his tan skin when he shifted his weight. She missed fucking him and she hated she had to pine for what they enjoyed sharing only a few weeks before.

		"Sure, how about we go out to dinner?"

		"I was thinking something a little more private."

		"We'll see," he said dismissively. "I have some work I need to catch up on tonight, but I shouldn't be long."

		That was one she'd heard before. What that meant was that he would delay her advances until she fell asleep. Or he'd come to bed citing a headache from staring at the computer screen too long.

		"Alright," she sighed, and left him in the garage, moving past him to the kitchen where she dumped her purse and keys on the round dining table, and then upstairs to her bedroom with the whirlpool bath. She could get herself off at least.

		She was stripping out of her clothes when the smell hit her. She was sitting on the bed, on her side, and the fragrance stopped her short as she was peeling off her black leggings. She followed her nose to her pillow and inhaled deeply. She didn't recognize the scent, but Sandy knew it was perfume. More, she knew it was not her perfume. She took the pillow with both hands, burying her face in it to get a deeper sniff of it. While her face was hidden in the pillow – the same pillow she slept on! – she screamed into it, muffling the sound of rage and frustration that bellowed out from her. When she tossed the pillow back onto the bed, it was wet with tears. She sat at the edge of her bed, her leggings pulled half-down her claves, the pillow sweet with the scent of another woman, and Sandy sobbed.

		She composed herself when the garage door opened and closed downstairs. He was done with his workout. Sandy didn't want to give Burt any indication she had a clue about his indiscretions. Not yet. Not until she knew for sure. Her gut told her he was a cheating louse, and her heart was shattered. But Sandy had a sharp mind, and that would not be satisfied by a mere aroma. She wanted to see for herself. And she knew someone who knew far more about such things. She would call Lila in the morning.

		 

		"That son of a bitch."

		"I don't know that for sure," Sandy added. "That's why I need your help."

		Lila crossed her legs. Sandy was very aware of the squeak that came with the motion. Lila was covered in black latex below the waist, a corset around her middle covered by a latex jacket to match the pants, if that's what you called the poured-on and leg-hugging apparel. With very pale skin, very red lips, and a flow of ebony hair, she looked every bit the fetish model Lila was. She also did some work as a cam girl, and Sandy knew she did all her own setups. That meant more experience with cameras than Sandy by a mile. And it was always fun to catch up with Lila and see what adventures she was having. Everyone needed at least one exotic friend, Sandy thought.

		They grew up in the same neighborhood, and it was obvious from a young age that Lila was different. She was the spooky girl, the one that the boys secretly lusted after, but felt she was too dark for a public pursuit of the girl. Lila liked Halloween, dark clothes, and even darker music. When she developed in high school and began to show off her luscious breasts and a round and inviting ass, she used those assets to tease the boys and get her way whenever she needed. She had a power that Sandy admired, and she was funny. While most saw Lila as a freak with a great body, Sandy knew her as someone with a sly and self-deprecating sense of humor.

		While Sandy went on to college, Lila took a different path, using her beauty as a source of income. The internet gave her direct access to the sorts of people who would pay for pictures and videos of a woman like Lila, sometimes doing nothing more than having tea while dressed in alluring fetish gear, sometimes posing for pictures where she was bound and gagged. While Sandy was graduating from college, Lila graduated from posing as the victim in her pictures and videos to portraying a woman in charge.

		"Men are fundamentally weak because all they care about is getting laid. And that makes them stupid, too, and easy to control. And a controlled man will give you every penny in his bank account just to step on his balls," Lila told Sandy one day. "And if men are that weak and foolish, what would that make me if I allowed it to stand? I'd rather give them a sense of purpose than to let them flounder around."

		And so the pictures of her in cuffs became shots of her standing over a man bound as she once had been. And her income skyrocketed. While Sandy never asked directly, she believed Lila was getting large sums of money from wealthy men to engage in some BDSM sessions. If Sandy thought she had it in herself, she would have done it alongside Lila. But propriety and a taste for the more mundane pleasures in life left her and Lila friends rather than business partners.

		"What do you need me to do? You know I would do anything at all for you."

		"I want to catch him. And I was hoping you could point me toward some cameras that were easy to use and even easier to hide. Something he won't notice."

		Lila nodded and lowered her brow as she considered her friend's request. "I can do you one better. I have a guy. He does all my tech. Give him a window where Burt the Bastard won't be at home for an hour and he'll have you fixed up."

		"I don't want to spend a lot on-"

		Lila waved Sandy's word away with a brush of her black-gloved hand. "This is on me. Keith is one of my boys. He'll only charge for the equipment he uses, and we'll consider that a belated birthday present."

		"Are you sure?"

		"Sandra, it is the very least I can do. I can't stand the thought of that simp making a fool of you. You are too good a person. Fortunately, you know me, and I am not too good a person to help you get the kind of revenge he deserves."

		"I really appreciate it."

		Another wave of Lila's hand. "You let Lila take care of everything, gorgeous. He won't know what hit him. Now, what are we having? I'm starving. I spent all morning spanking a fat bald man and I need some protein."

		Sandy laughed. Maybe it would all be alright after all.

		 

		The pedometer slipped to five miles and Burt lowered the elevation and speed, enjoying the trickles of sweat flowing down his body. He'd hit some weights before leaving the gym, his cardio done for the day. And the treadmills gave him a great view of the yoga class, so he had his eye on another woman who spent her late morning twisting and stretching. She had a bubble ass he admired and, unlike Jane, a good rack to go along with the back end. Her hair was obviously dyed. He could see the roots at the nape of her neck, her blonde hair pulled up in a tight ponytail. Sweat darkened the straps of her gray top. Her yoga pants were a deep purple color and left little to the imagination. Burt could even make out the cleft between her legs.

		She'd looked over her shoulder a few times while she twisted and met his eye. They traded smiles, and the way her gaze lingered suggested she was interested. The fact of her interest still surprised Burt. He understood that he was objectively more attractive now, but the mindset of being a bigger guy, of being invisible to a woman like this gorgeous blonde, that remained.

		While she was milling around with some of the other ladies from the class, Burt made his way to the water fountain between the locker rooms. Blondie was coming over. He made a show of stretching his legs, pulling his foot behind him until it was flush with his thigh while he steadied himself on the wall.

		When she passed by, he gave her a nod. She slowed, then stopped. He saw her eyes slip to his hand. He had the foresight to remove his wedding band and place it in the pocket of his running shorts.

		"You look like you've had a full day and it isn't even noon," she said. Her voice was high and airy, and the way her blue eyes flitted up to his said that she was interested.

		"I try to pack a lot of living into every day. I hope you don't mind me saying, you look amazing. I love a woman who takes care of herself the way you do."

		"Thanks," she said with a giggle. "I like keeping myself in shape. You never know."

		"Never know what?"

		"When you might meet a handsome stranger at the gym," she said, and followed that with another giggle. This was lower, suggestive.

		"How about we go somewhere after a shower? Or, we can go back to my place and we can shower together. Save some water. I'm all about conservation."

		Her eyes narrowed for a second as she weighed the offer. He gambled on a line like that, but he'd gambled correctly. She was the kind of girl who heard a lot of lines. Now it was only a matter of her deciding whether or not she was going to take him up on his offer.

		"Lead the way," she said. "I'm Candy, by the way."

		"Of course you are."

		She followed him back to his house. Sandy would be out most of the day, some open house thing or another. She brought in good money lately, and he wasn't going to question where she was so long as she was making a real go of things.

		Candy followed him into the house and up the stairs. The neighbors kept to themselves, so he didn't worry about them telling Sandy about some strange car parked in their driveway. If he was worried at all, that anxiety was gone by the time he had the sexy blonde in his bedroom, peeling off her top to expose tits that were too perfect to be real. He lifted one in his hand and sucked her hard nipple into his mouth. The firmness of her breast confirmed that Candy had purchased these tits. Or, more likely, some rich guy with a hardon bought them for her. He was fine with reaping the benefits of someone else's open wallet.

		Candy knew what she was there to do. Before he could think to ask, she was on her knees, tugging down Burt's gym shorts and taking his hard cock in hand. She had her fingers around his root and stroked him up to the tip before descending on him. Her lips were inflated, too, more fine work from some plastic surgeon. She went down on him with enthusiasm, his rod disappearing in her mouth and reappearing like the world's sexiest magic trick. His cum would look good decorating the bridge of her nose, Burt thought. He'd try to remember to pull free of her mouth, warm and wet as it was, before he exploded.

		Behind him, tucked next to a house plant on the shelf nearest the window, a small lens watched him, recording the scene while Burt wrapped the blonde's hair around his fists and pulled her close, rocking his hips in and out of her waiting mouth.

		 

		"I'm really sorry," Lila said. She was sitting at her desk where the image of Burt with his cock in the whore's mouth was frozen on the screen. The framing was less than ideal, with Burt and his lady friend on the far right of the frame, her on her knees, and Burt standing over her like some feudal lord forcing the tavern wench to satisfy him.

		Sandy was trying not to cry, with poor results. Her throat was working to keep the sob from escaping. All the work she'd done for them, for him, so that they could lead a life they could both be happy with. Sure, they hadn't been fucking lately, but they were happy. Or she had been until he decided he was going to get buff and start following his dick around to chase any piece of tail he could.

		"Men are only as faithful as their options. I wish it wasn't true, but it is. And he never knew what he had in you, Sandy."

		"I knew something was going on, but seeing it..." She gestured at the screen, her words trailing off. The evidence was right there on the monitor. What more could be said?

		"What can I do for you?" Lila asked.

		It was odd to see the look of care and concern on Lila's face when she was wearing a leather catsuit and spiked heels. The sympathy and strength of her outfit were at odds in Sandy's mind. Maybe Lila could tie Burt up, whip his balls for a while until he promised never to cheat on Sandy again. But what good would that really do? Burt would always be Burt deep down. No punishment would fit this kind of betrayal.

		"I don't know what to do," Sandy said, and now the tears really came. Lila rose and hugged her friend, her arms tight around Sandy while she exorcised the hurt she felt. Lila caressed her back and whispered words of support to her until the tears slowed to a trickle and the big, whooping sobs finished.

		Lila brushed Sandy's pretty hair back from her forehead. It was soft brown and like silk under Lila's hand. Sandy always saw herself as less than, and so there was part of her, Lila was sure, that felt she deserved to be cheated on. That was the part that pissed Lila off the most. He made a victim of Sandy, who was kind to a fault. Who only ever wanted to make the world and those around her better. Maybe...

		"You could always get back at him."

		"What? Like cheat on him? First of all, who would want me, and, second, would he even care?"

		"Stop that talk right now," Lila instructed. Sandy saw a glimpse of the dominatrix in that tone. She could see why men might find it sexy. "You are too good for Burt. You always have been. But I'm not suggesting you cheat on him, not specifically. I have something else in mind. You know the kind of work I do, right?"

		"Yes," Sandy answered, the word coming out slow as she tried to piece together what plot Lila might be forming.

		"I have some tools at my disposal, things that might make Burt regret what he's done. At the very least, he'll never do it again. And then you can decide if you want to divorce him. But first..."

		"I get even."

		"That's my girl," Lila grinned.

		"But how?"

		"By playing to his weaknesses. And what greater weakness than vanity?"

		

	
		Burt swept through the kitchen in his gym attire, a backpack over his shoulder with his water bottle hanging from one side, a change of clothes and a towel within. Sandy was making coffee and waiting for him to come down from the bedroom. She hoped he hadn't noticed that the past few nights she hadn't bothered to try to get sex out of him. She no longer wanted his touch. Even when he would hug her from behind while she was taking makeup off before bed or brushing her teeth, she wanted to pull away from that touch. But she wore a smile and pretended that everything was fine. She realized now that she had been pretending at that for some time.

		"Look at you," she said, admiring him in his shorts and tee. He had lost a lot of weight. His build was slim, the body of a runner. That would work to her favor, she knew. Lila said as much. "You are looking svelte."

		"Yep. Off to get a few miles in at the gym."

		"I have something for you," Sandy said, as nonchalant as she could. "I realize I haven't been as helpful as I could have been while you were losing all that weight, but I want you to know how much I appreciate your effort. And I wanted to do something nice for you."

		Sandy took a plastic bottle from the counter beside the coffee maker and slid it across to her husband. It was thick and green, a smoothie decorated by black flecks of seed.

		"What's this?" he asked, unscrewing the cap and taking a whiff of it. His nose wrinkled.

		"I ordered this smoothie mix. Supposed to be the best for high-energy workouts. It's also supposed to amp the sex drive, so you may not want to drink it before a workout. I can put it back in the fridge if-"

		"No," he said, raising a hand to quiet Sandy. "If you say it's good, I believe you." And besides, he thought, if it did increase his sexual performance, who was he to say no to a gift?

		"Let me know if you like it and I can order some more," she said. Sandy kept the tone light. No pressure. He was sipping it already. At first tentative, and now big gulps of the stuff.

		"This isn't half bad."

		"I'm glad you like it. I'll make sure there's one every day for you. After all, I'm lucky to have a guy like you."

		Burt grinned, awfully sure of himself. "Well, if you say so," he said, but there was a note of agreement in his voice.

		Sandy kept her smile plastered on until he was gone, calling his goodbyes over his shoulder on his way out.

		 

		Burt sipped his smoothie and returned it to the floor beside the weight bench. Good as her word, Sandy had one waiting for him every day since that first morning, and that was over a week ago. He didn't feel quite himself if he didn't have one in the mornings now. They were grainy, and there was some tart taste that wasn't fruit. He couldn't quite place that flavor, but he loved these smoothies. They had him amped for his workouts, and he thought they must have caffeine or something in them, too, because he was a little buzzed after finishing one.

		Today's drink was just about gone, and he was saving the last couple of swallows. He slid the thin bar into the stack of weights and prepared for some curls. His biceps were looking a little stringy the past few days. In fact, he'd noticed some loss in mass in his arms and legs. He was determined to put in some extra reps today to get back on track.

		Burt stepped over the bench to take his position and polished off the last of his smoothie in one great swallow. A little wiggle to position himself and he gripped the weight bar, pulling it toward him with a grunt. The steel cable grew taut and then... nothing. He couldn't seem to move the stack at all. After another straining attempt, Burt rose from the bench to check the weights again. It was no more than he'd done the week before, and now he couldn't get the weights to rise on their runners at all. He removed the slender rod and inserted it again, this time with less weight. He straddled the bench and gave the curl another go, this time managing three curls before his muscles screamed and refused to lift more.

		"What the fuck?" he wondered aloud. He had done more weight than that on his first day in the gym. Now he was struggling to lift no more than thirty pounds.

		Burt lowered the weight to a mere twenty pounds and managed to get through three sets of ten reps. It took more effort than he would have liked. To compensate for his poor weight training performance, Burt spent a little longer on the treadmill, running until his top was soaked with sweat and his tired legs burned with the effort.

		He showered and felt better on the other side of the run. There was a strange car in the driveway on his return home, however. A sleek black sports car, one of those electric ones he knew cost a small fortune. He whistled as he passed by it, the windows tinted too dark to see inside. Sandy's sedan was missing, so he had to assume it was some potential buyer waiting for his wife to get home for a meeting Burt knew nothing about.

		The front door was open, and he peeked around the corner of the door where he was met by the sight of a woman as beautiful as any he'd ever seen. With a punkish streak of purple in her dark hair, legs clad in fishnet, and a corset-style dress to offer a look at her creamy cleavage, Burt hoped she was a buyer. Maybe he could arrange a meeting of his own.

		"Hey there," he said, depositing his workout bag on the dining table. He made a show of stretching for her, showing off the body he knew tempted other women. "Are you here for Sandy?"

		"I am. I'm an old friend of hers." The woman stood, crossing the room with her hand extended to shake Burt's. She moved with an easy roll of her hips, her head gently downturned, her eyes lifted up to meet his gaze. It was the single most seductive look Burt had ever had aimed at him, and he was worried his growing erection would be obvious in the sweats he changed into after his shower at the gym. "I'm Lila," she said, taking his hand.

		"Burt. It's very nice to meet you."

		"Sandy said she's showing a house and would be a little while, but that I should make myself at home. I hope that's alright with you."

		"Of course. Mi casa es su casa, as they say. Always happy to meet a friend of Sandy's. I don't think she's mentioned you before."

		"She's probably a little embarrassed of me."

		"I can't imagine why," Burt said. The flirting was obvious, but he could always explain it to Sandy as being nice to a friend of hers. And if Lila responded to his overtures, it might be a very good afternoon, Burt decided.

		"I think it's because I dress a little different. I like to show off my body, I suppose. You understand that, don't you, Burt? You have a nice body. It's nice when people look at you, isn't it?"

		"Yeah," he agreed. "And your body is incredible if you don't mind me saying."

		"I don't mind at all. In fact, why don't you come over here and sit beside me? We can talk more about how nice a body I have."

		This was all too good to be true, Burt thought. That didn't mean he wasn't going to pursue it. He followed Lila to the couch and sat beside her on the same cushions he sat upon when he and Sandy watched TV at night. He'd fucked four different women on this couch. Today might make a fifth.

		Lila rested a hand on his leg. The sweats he wore were thin, a gray cotton. Lila had long fingernails, wicked-looking and very red. She was slowly dragging them over his thigh. He couldn't help the erection growing beneath the sweats. Burt studied Lila's face, down her neck and to her cleavage, held up by the top of her dress. Her skin was flawless and pale as porcelain.

		"You do think I'm attractive don't you, Burt?"

		"My God, yes," he said in a breathy rush. "You are one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen."

		"That's very nice of you to say. I believe you. I know it sounds vain, but I know I'm beautiful. You don't think that makes me a bad person, do you?"

		Her nails continued that slow back and forth, up his thigh and down again. It drove him mad with want for this pale-skinned beauty. "No, I don't think you're bad."

		"That's good. You are being very good, Burt. Letting me touch you, up and down, back and forth." Her voice was soft, he had to strain just a little to hear her. "And when I touch you like this, you would do just about anything I asked, wouldn't you, Burt?"

		"Yes," he said. His cock was so hard now it was aching. He wanted to bury himself in Lila, to fuck her hard until he was spraying his seed on that sexy black dress.

		"That's very good. Because what I want you to do now is close your eyes and focus on what I'm saying. You can do that, can't you, Burt?"

		Of course he could. He was so horny for her, he would do anything she asked. He sat beside her, his mind's focus shifting between that tantalizing drag of her nails and Lila's soft voice., whispering to him so intimately.

		"Yes, very good. You want to sit and listen because if you listen to me, I can make sure you feel so very good. And you want me to make you feel good, don't you, Burt?"

		"Oh yes, please," he said. It came out less as a statement than a needy moan.

		"Good boy. Now you can rest your mind completely. You don't need to think about anything at all. Let my words guide you deeper and deeper down. Down until you can't think at all..."

		 

		Burt blinked his eyes open. He was staring up at the living room ceiling. He was still on the sofa, and he could hear voices nearby in the kitchen. It was Sandy laughing, and then he heard the voice of the black-clad seductress, Lila. His head was foggy and it took him a long minute to clear the cobwebs in his brain. What the hell happened? One minute he was hard as a rock, and, he thought, about to get down with this Goth sexpot, the next he was asleep on the couch?

		"Look who's awake," Sandy said.

		Burt sat upright on the couch, cradling his head in his hands. It wasn't quite a headache, but there was a strange pressure in his skull.

		"How long was I asleep?"

		"You passed out on me about an hour ago," Lila interjected. "I don't mind. I guess I just have that effect on men."

		Once more the two women shared a laugh at Burt's expense. He didn't like their conspiratorial laughter very much. He staggered to his feet and made his way to the dining area where the women stood.

		"I think I might head to the garage. Get in a workout."

		"Sounds good, sweetie," Sandy said. The way she spoke to him was almost dismissive, like he was some kind of nuisance. That didn't sit well with him, either. "Oh, I have another smoothie for you, though."

		She gave him the plastic bottle and he took it. He was only beginning to think how he didn't really want another smoothie right now when he realized he'd already flipped the top and was drinking big swallows of it.

		"Good boy," Lila said, and the two of them laughed again.

		Puzzled, Burt left them in the dining room and retired to his makeshift workout corner of the garage. The smoothie was finished before he sat on the bench to begin his workout.

		 

		Lila's apartment was on the top floor of an elegant apartment building in the downtown district of the city. Sandy had to park her sedan in a parking garage and take the elevator up, and even then she had to get Lila to buzz her up to the top floor. The doors opened on a short hall, carpeted and lined with wooden stands topped by vases that looked expensive. There was an unmarked door, painted black, with a peephole set in the face of it. The door was left ajar and Sandy pushed into Lila's apartment.

		"I can't believe you've never visited," Lila said, wrapping Sandy up in a long embrace.

		"Being a dominatrix pays pretty good, I guess."

		"The only thing dumber than a man is a man with money," Lila grinned. "No matter how successful they are, they are still consumed by the idea of planting their dick in something wet. I think a lot of them feel guilty for being rich, so they use me to absolve themselves of some perceived sins."

		Sandy followed Lila into the luxurious interior of the apartment, painted in warm and dark colors, and tastefully decorated with modern art and furnishings. Compared to her suburban house, Lila's apartment felt exotic and wonderful.

		"Make yourself at home."

		"It's really beautiful," Sandy offered.

		"This part is. Down the hall is where I do my best work. Lots of cuffs and leather in there."

		"You should record it and sell the videos."

		"You think I don't?"

		They shared another laugh and Lila joined Sandy, sitting across from her in a leather seat, two glasses of chardonnay between them.

		"How is our boy doing?"

		Sandy considered the question while she sipped her wine. It was robust and delicious on her tongue. It had been two weeks since Lila's visit to her home and Burt was consuming two of the smoothies a day now. What he didn't suspect was what he was ingesting along with some guava and protein. He was now several weeks into an intense regimen of hormone replacement therapy.

		"Good. He still hasn't said anything to me, but it's obvious he's changing. The rough edges are smoothing out. He's not growing facial hair much at all anymore. The hair on his head is getting full and really pretty. I can tell that his ass is filling out, too. It's not a total transformation, but I can see lots of little signs that the hormones are doing their job."

		"Wonderful," Lila said, nodding. "Has he said anything about erections or the lack thereof?"

		"No, but he hasn't been coming to me for sex for some time. If he's having sex at all, he's not doing it at home, at least not according to the cameras. I did catch him checking out his chest. I think he's getting a little tender around the nipples, too."

		Sandy was grinning wide, her round cheeks full and bright with color. She had a beautiful face and bright green eyes. Lila hated that her husband had made her feel less than beautiful, but Lila would change all that. In the process of putting Burt in his place, she could raise up Sandy, too. Perhaps even make her see herself as Lila saw her. And then... Well, that was putting the cart before the horse. There was much work to be done.

		"I need some more time with Burt," Lila announced. "I think it's time we moved to the next step. His body is behaving as it should, but his mind needs to catch up. I want to make sure you are good with that before I proceed. We are entering territory there may be no coming back from. Some of the changes in Burt's mind will be tougher to reverse. We can stop the hormones right now and he'll be back to himself in a few weeks. It's up to you, Sandra."

		Sandy finished her glass of wine in a single swallow. "Fuck him," she proclaimed. "He'd still be cheating on me if you hadn't stepped in to help. And not just me. No matter who he was with, he'd be pulling the same shit."

		Maybe it was the wine that had her cursing like a sailor. Or maybe it was the comfort in being with Lila, unafraid to allow herself to be free with her language. They'd always been able to communicate without a filter. Sandy chided herself for being so distant from Lila for so long.

		"I guess it's time we introduced Burt to the finer things in life," Lila said and refilled Sandy's glass of wine.

		"I can't wait to see the results."

		And on that, they toasted.

		 

		The yoga class was about to end, Burt saw. He was logging a full five miles that day, and his eyes were on the sexiest examples of women who were folding up their mats and chatting with their neighbors after a sweaty session. Normally he'd be half-erect watching them, but he could hardly get his cock to stir, even when he imagined these women stripped of their exercise gear, kneeling before him in worship of his lean body and the tool between his legs. Most days, all he had to do was think of a woman's mouth wrapped around his cock and he'd be instantly hard, but not today. And not for several of the days that came before.

		Every time he entertained these fantasies, his mind would slowly shift its focus to Lila, Sandy's friend with whom he'd spent a mysterious afternoon. He still couldn't puzzle out what had happened between them, or if he'd simply fallen asleep after a workout. And then there was the way his body was betraying him. Not just his dick's reluctance to grow to its usual hardness, but his entire being felt weaker, softer, smaller. He was picking up extra weight on his hips and his ass, not to mention a certain sagginess in his chest. He was still exercising, but Burt had to resign himself to the fact that he was only able to manage smaller weights. Still, he made up for the weight with repetition, toning his body, but it stubbornly held onto these new deposits of fat.

		He was embarrassed when he went to the shower after his workout, feeling misshapen and out of sorts, so he hurried through a wash and put on his sweats and a tee before heading out the door with his gym bag in hand. Maybe he'd go home and rub one out. If he couldn't get Lila off his mind, he'd use that image he held of her as the source of his imagined pleasures.

		"You look like you had a good workout," Lila said.

		She'd been waiting by the front door, leaning against the brick with one black boot against the wall. How she balanced on the other platform heel was a mystery to Burt, but he wasn't going to argue with the results. She was in some kind of rubber jumper, showing off a lot of leg and clinging to her torso. Elaborate silver jewelry decorated her hands and ears and a hoop hung from her septum. She wasn't the kind of girl he normally fantasized about, but there was no denying his suddent want of her when Lila appeared before him.

		"Are you stalking me?" he teased.

		"Maybe a little. I hope you don't mind. I managed to get the name of your gym out of Sandra. I wanted to spend a little more time with you. One-on-one. Would you be interested in a little private time, Burt?"

		"Are you sure about this? I mean, you're friends with my wife and-"

		"You're not the kind of man who lets a little thing like marriage get in the way of a good time, are you?"

		Burt chuckled and allowed his eyes to roam Lila's body once more, soaking in the fetish outfit and the generous helping of skin she displayed. He wanted her badly.

		"Who am I to refuse a beautiful woman?"

		"Obedient, too. I like that. Want to follow me back to my place?"

		"Lead the way."

		He recognized the electric car parked opposite the gym from his driveway and hurried to position his more modest SUV behind Lila's car. She kept her speed slow enough for Burt to keep up. He saw they were headed further downtown, and he imagined her apartment was all chains and whips. A freaky woman like Lila, who knew what she was into? Whatever her kinks, he was going to enjoy this. His frustratingly soft cock was now at full attention and ready for the dark beauty.

		He joined her in the elevator of her apartment building and watched her punch in a code to send the car all the way to the penthouse. Rich, too, if the electric sports car hadn't given it away. Alone in the elevator, Burt slid an arm around Lila's thin waist and pulled her close. She had a wicked smile, and he could see her mind working behind her dark eyes.

		"You are such a good boy, Burt. I bet you'd do just about anything I asked you to, wouldn't you?"

		"Yes," he sighed. He buried his face in her neck, inhaling deeply to take in the scent of her hair. He kissed her warm flesh, following her pulse to her ear where he sucked in her lobe.

		"I want you to get on your knees for me. Don't worry, no one will get in. No one will see you. But I want to see you staring up at me."

		There was a moment of hesitation, but only a moment. He lowered himself to his knees and stared up at Lila. She took his head in both hands, sidling close.

		"That is so sexy, Burt. I like you staring up at me like that. And I like how close your mouth is to my pussy. You want to lick my pussy, Burt?"

		"God yes," he gasped.

		"Good. Ah, here we are."

		There was a soft tone and then the doors slid open. Burt turned and rose, following Lila out and to the massive black door at the end of the short hall. Part of him expected to see a crowd of people waiting, watching, when the doors opened, an audience assembled to humiliate him. But there was only Lila and the quiet of the elegant hall.

		She opened the door and ushered him in. It was a richly-furnished place. Burt wondered if he could turn this into more than just a fling. One of the things he enjoyed about Sandy was that her income meant he didn't have to work every day, and she didn't seem to mind being the primary earner in the household. And Burt certainly was not above being a kept man. The idea pleased him, actually. If he could find a woman who was a little more fun, maybe not quite as chubby as his current partner, he could make a nice boy toy for a woman of means. A woman like Lila, perhaps.

		"I'll get us a drink. Bourbon alright with you?"

		He strolled into the living room and settled onto a long leather sofa. The coffee table before it was glass and steel. A few magazines and a vase with long dry stems extending from its mouth decorated the surface. The magazines were mostly art and architecture digests, but he saw one that appeared to be aimed at alternative fashion and pin-up style models.

		"That's fine," he answered, making himself at home. He crossed his legs, hiding his hardon. "Whatever you have. I'm sure it's good."

		"Everything I own is good," she replied, making her way to Burt with a whiskey glass in each hand. She gave one to him before easing onto the couch beside him. "I am a woman who knows what she wants."

		"And what do you want?"

		She smiled over the lip of her glass. "At the moment, I want you, Burt. I want to touch your body."

		"That sounds good to me.'

		"Quiet. No more talking."

		She liked to be in charge, Burt decided. Fine by him. He'd follow her instructions all the way to her delta. He wondered ` how she might taste, and if she'd want him to fuck her once she came. He'd been with women like that. A little oral pleasure and then he could do all he wanted.

		"You look a little softer around the edges than the last time I saw you," Lila said. She placed her drink on the table and leaned against Burt's body. He was very aware of the heat of her, the brush of her thigh against his own.

		"I haven't been feeling myself lately," he explained. "I guess the gym days have been lighter than usual."

		"Don't make excuses. I like it. I think a little softness is nice."

		Her fingernail pressed against his scalp, twirled his hair.

		"But you're not soft where it counts, are you?"

		Before he could answer, Lila's hand moved across Burt's lap and took hold of his cock through the sweats. The soft cotton caressed his member as she moved her hand up and down in teasingly slow strokes.

		"No, you're not soft at all here. You have a nice big cock, Burt. And it's all for me right now, isn't it?"

		"Yes," he managed. He was afraid he was going to cum in his sweats while she held him. He wanted Lila so damn bad, and her touch and the low voice she used when she was talking to him like this conspired to draw a climax out of him before he wanted. He wanted to see her covered in his cum, maybe on her lips, or over those perfect tits of hers.

		"Good boy. And with every stroke I make, it's more mine, isn't it? My cock to do with as I please. And your focus is all on your cock, and how my hand moves to stroke it. So if that's true, you must feel like doing anything to please me, too. Would you like to please me, Burt?"

		"Fuck yes."

		"Good boy. And now what I want you to do is to follow all that pleasure down. Down, down, into the place where only my voice exists..."

		Burt chased her whispers into the darkness, where all there was was Lila and her hand on his locus of pleasure.

		 

		He snapped to again, only this time he wasn't asleep on the couch. And he wasn't alone. Lila was there with him, beside him on the sofa. The one thing that had changed was that he was nude now, and her fingers were wrapped around the sensitive skin of his cock instead of rubbing him through the gray sweats. His eyes fluttered up into his head with the measured strokes and his fingers gripped the edge of the couch.

		"You did so well for me, Burt. Are you happy and horny for me?"

		"Yes," he moaned. He was awash in need, so horny he was shaking. And he wanted to take Lila, to mount her, to drive his cock into the pussy she kept hidden away from him, but he couldn't make himself move from his half-reclined pose on the couch, much less assert himself like he most wanted.

		"Very good, Burt. You may put your clothes back on and leave now. I'll be seeing you soon."

		Burt's mouth opened as if he was going to argue, but then his jaw snapped shut and he collected his clothes, conveniently piled at his feet. Once he was clothed, he turned again to ask Lila what was happening or to demand some kind of satisfaction. He was left with nothing but this raging arousal after their encounter, after all. But he couldn't find the voice to air his grievances and so he left without another word.

		Lila watched him go, smiling at his quiet obedience. He was just as simple-minded as she hoped, and now she and Sandy could have even more fun.

		 

		Burt banged the heel of his hand against the steering wheel, roaring at the drivers ahead of him, at the boner that refused to go away and was left woefully unattended, at the very clouds in the sky. He was frustrated and upset and, most of all, confused. What the hell kind of game was Lila playing with him? Was this something she and Sandy dreamed up? He'd find out, one way or another. He was nobody's fool.

		The SUV raced through traffic, moving in and out of the passing lane. Burt was home fast. His body hummed with unspent sexual energy. Sandy's car was in the drive, and that had him revved up even more. It had been a while, but he was going to show his wife what it was like to be on the receiving end of his lust for Lila.

		Sandy was in the kitchen, mixing up some more smoothies for him. She gave him a sweet look when he came barreling through the door. He was breathing hard, primal and hungry. His wife was in a top that showed off her big tits and a skirt that billowed around her thick legs. He was going to flip up the skirt and bend her over the dining table. He wanted to feel the heft of her breasts in his hands while he plowed her from behind. He was marching toward her, intent on fulfilling his fantasies.

		"Hey, honey," she said. Her voice was sweet and innocent. "I thought you might like some more of your yummy drinks for your workout later. Oh! You look all worked up. Why don't you get on your knees for me?"

		And just like that, the head of steam he built up from the drive home to his entry into the main room of the house evaporated. He made his way to his wife and instead of grabbing her roughly and spinning her around, he fell to his knees, just as he had with Lila.

		Sandy could not have predicted the way her body would respond to this. Perhaps it was because of the weeks of living with Burt's infidelity, of feeling like she was less than acceptable in her husband's eyes. Perhaps it was because she was uncovering some desire she never knew she had. Whatever the reason, when Burt dropped before her on the floor of the kitchen, there was an immediate and exciting response in the middle of her.

		"Want to eat my pussy?" she asked in that same sweet tone.

		"Yes," he answered quickly.

		"Why don't you ask like a good boy?"

		"Can I please eat your pussy, Sandy?"

		Burt was surprised at his words, at how needy he was to do just as Sandy asked. He was achingly hard, and he knew only by doing as Sandy told would he find his release. His wife lifted her skirt, bunching it in her hands and drawing it slowly up her robust legs. Burt was shivering, watching the slow reveal of his wife's body until he saw her delta, the puff of flesh shaved smooth over her slit. The very sight of Sandy's pussy sent him past his limits, and at the same time his mouth found her slick lips, Burt came, erupting inside his sweatpants.

		Sandy ran her fingers through Burt's hair, bunching it in her hands, noting how thick and lustrous it was becoming. She rocked her hips against her husband's face, spreading her juices over his lips and cheeks, marking him as her own. She felt an animal desire for him, his ego reduced to nothing, his desires restricted to what she demanded. It felt good to make a toy of him, and even better to have him between her legs, on his knees, in a place of utter submission. She would test his limits of obedience soon, but after. She wanted to feel his tongue dance over her clit. She was making high, chirping noises, encouraging him to continue his assault on her button until she was gasping, pressing his face hard against her soft flesh until he was gasping for air.

		Her shoulders heaved as she sucked in big breaths, her heart racing from one orgasm, and her body promising another. She didn't forgive him, not yet, but she decided she liked this new version of her husband. If he wasn't a good man, he could be a useful one.

		

	
		Sweat coated Burt's body as he pushed himself hard. He was doing over seven miles at a session, now. There was almost no more fat on him, save for those odd places it was pooling. Now that he'd grown used to the deposits on his hips and ass and even those on his chest, he was starting to feel a little bit of pride in his changing shape.

		Part of it, too, was how Sandy spoke about her friend, Lila. The name of the sultry friend came up over and over. Burt was beginning to wonder if Sandy and Lila might be having some kind of affair. And that would simply not do, not after the rekindling of his passion for his wife.

		It all stemmed from that day when he came home and ate her out, right there in the middle of the kitchen. He made her cum several times, and then they'd retired to bed where she rode him like a cowgirl. She was bigger than him now, and her generous curves and ample flesh turned him on in ways he wouldn't have imagined before. He was fed up with the notion of the gym bunnies he saw piling out of their yoga and pilates classes. He wanted women like his wife, full-figured and joyously curvaceous. And it wasn't just women like his wife. He wanted his wife. And the idea that her attention might be drifting from Burt to Lila had him refocusing his workouts.

		Sure, Lila was mysterious and darkly pretty, but it wasn't past Burt to have a similar shape. If there was a physical component to his wife's new obsession with her old high school friend, Burt could compete. The changes in his shape were alarming at first. Now, they offered him a way to keep Sandy's gaze on him. He scoured the internet for exercises designed to enhance a female shape. Squats, some toning for his arms and waist, he could make himself almost as luscious and feminine as Lila herself.

		It didn't bother him that he was sculpting his body in a way that would make it harder to define himself as a man. None of that mattered. All that he cared about was making his wife happy. If he had to lose some of his masculinity to accomplish that, that's exactly what he would do.

		He gave up the treadmill for some squats. His ass was not only getting more round, it was firm, too. A tasty peach that his sweats showed off. He'd even caught some of the other guys in the gym checking his ass out, before they realized he was a man, and not another bimbo. Even some of the girls appraised him with something akin to jealousy. That pleased him, too.

		Burt turned up the music in his AirPods and went for another set of ten squats, proud at how all his hard work was paying off.

		That effort made Sandy's quick departure on his return all the more frustrating. He had hoped for a taste of her, or maybe she'd ride him again once he showered. She didn't like him "gross and sweaty like some construction worker." She liked him showered and smooth-faced. His facial hair was thin these days, barely worth shaving at all, but Burt made sure he met the requirements Sandy set forth.

		"I'll be home soon, sweetie," she said, patting his cheek like he was a particularly needy child in need of patronizing attention. "You can make yourself ready for me. When I get home, we can have a little fun."

		"That sounds wonderful," he purred, leaning into her hand resting on his cheek.

		She was out the door quick, snagging her purse from the dining table, and shut it behind her, leaving Burt standing alone in the house, wondering what he was supposed to do with himself. In a matter of a few days, he'd grown used to her direction. When she told him to work, he did, and when she ordered him to the gym for some more work on his changing body, he did that, too. Left to his own devices, he felt a mild panic.

		He wondered if Lila might tell Sandy about his visit to her apartment, how he'd ended up naked on her leather sofa, how hungry he'd been for Lila. This was before Sandy reminded him how perfect they were for one another by her assertive sexuality, but that wouldn't be much of an excuse if Sandy came home, furious at his betrayal. He'd managed to get away with fucking all the sluts from the gym, and maybe a bar or two, but Sandy's friend might display less discretion.

		What could he do? If Lila told Sandy that they'd had an affair, or whatever it was that happened between them – that part was still fuzzy to Burt – he couldn't possibly explain it away. Worse, it might drive Sandy further into the arms of her seductive friend. He had to do something to make sure Sandy never wanted anyone but him ever again.

		He was pacing the house, moving aimlessly from room to room, his worry growing. There was one solution he considered, but it was daring. If his more feminine body wasn't enough to keep Sandy home, maybe he could adopt a more feminine nature. Not only physically, but his clothes, too. He could use Sandy's makeup, even, just as a temporary measure to see if it was something she might like. And then, if she did, he could have a few things of his own. That thought aroused him. Having a closet full of ladies' clothes to show off all the work he'd done at the gym sounded hot. He'd always wanted to be a trophy husband. What was the difference if, instead, he was a trophy wife?

		 

		The waiter was cute, Sandy thought. He had a mild build and soft face and a brush of curly blonde hair piled on top of his head. She wondered what his tongue might feel like on her pussy. She'd been thinking lots of lewd thoughts lately, and not only ones aimed at her husband.

		"He's not bad, is he?" Lila said after the waiter had taken their order. "I saw the way you were looking at him. You don't have to be shy around me."

		"I have been feeling so... well, horny. Ever since that day he came home from the gym and ate me out, I get so excited at the least little thing. I wasn't sure how I would feel about it, but watching him become so much softer, so much girlier, has me sweating."

		"I'm glad you're enjoying it. I think you're ready for what he's going to become."

		"What he's going to become? You mean this isn't the end of it? He's already soft and compliant. That's what I wanted. I wanted a husband that was not going to run around on me. And having him so obedient is wonderful, too. But I don't know that we have to go any farther."

		"This is just the beginning, Sandra."

		Sandy shifted in her chair. The way Lila insisted on using her formal name and not her nickname made her feel even warmer. Her pussy was in dire need of some servicing. She had never considered being with a woman seriously before, but Lila was so sexy, so powerful. Maybe a little fling wouldn't hurt. And she was giving off some serious vibes that Lila wanted it, too.

		But things had probably gone far enough with poor Burt. If she could freeze him just this way, she would. He was devoted and aroused by her, and isn't that what every woman wanted?

		"I think he would be even better as a sissy slave for you, Sandra. Unrecognizable as a man, a perfect slut slave for you. Obedient, silly, and airheaded, focused on making his body perfect for you, and I can help shape his mind. Make him the slut he's always been."

		"I don't know, Lila, he's-"

		"You should rest easy and free, Sandra."

		The trigger sent Sandy into a quiet stare, her eyelids lowering to half-mast, her mouth drooping open. Lila took in a breath. There was something so deviously sexy about seeing Sandy in trance like this. Her mind was open, waiting for Lila to give it the nudge she needed.

		In the beginning, Lila lured Sandra into a trance to make her just a bit more agreeable when it came to Burt. And Sandra had been oh so willing to drop for her. She had such a trusting nature. And Lila inserted a trigger for her, just a little something in case of emergency. Lila should have known the price of temptation. Where it began with little nudges to make her more accepting of Lila's plot, the hypnotic siren discovered she was more attracted to Sandra than she imagined. And how bad would it be if she gave a further nudge to make Sandra more receptive to the idea of being with a woman?

		Once that was done, Lila found that she used the trigger more and more, molding Sandra into the woman she desired, a partner in crime as it were. If she pushed a little more, Sandra would be perfect, if not wholly who she had been before. What was the old saying about absolute power and its corruptive properties?

		"Sandra, I think you should think about Burt being completely subservient to you. That would be sexy, wouldnt it?"

		"Yes," Sandra agreed, her voice dreamy.

		"And it's okay if you want me, Sandra. I want you to want me. Being with me would be so exciting, wouldn't it?"

		"Yes," she replied in the same soft tone.

		"Then listen to me very carefully, Sandra, and I'm going to tell you how we can everything we want."

		The wine flowed at dinner, and Sandy felt woozy and happy. Her head buzzed. She chalked it up to the wine, unaware that Lila had been playing in her brain for much of the meal. The check came, and Lila moved into the seat beside Sandy, taking the check and placing a hand on Sandy's.

		"I'll take care of us," she said.

		Sandy giggled at that. It was a fairly transparent double entendre. Not that Sandy minded. She was so wet and had been for most of the dinner. She could barely peel her eyes away from Lila, over the way the black vinyl dress clung to her, or the cut out in the top of it to show off the skin beneath. She imagined what it would be like to taste that skin, and to feel Lila's pussy with her fingers, to know if she was as wet as Sandy.

		"I was wondering," Lila said, bending to speak low to Sandy, whispering directly in her ear, "if you would like to come back to my apartment. I'm sure your husband will be fine for an evening. A little anticipation might be good for the soul."

		"What would we do?" Sandy asked. She knew, of course. There was no mistaking the curl of Lila's lips as anything but suggestive.

		"I would lick that sweet pussy of yours until you scream. And then we can figure the rest out. What do you say, gorgeous?"

		"I say hurry up and pay the check."

		 

		Burt grew more anxious as the sun went down and then frantic when the clock turned ten and Sandy was still not home. Lila had Sandy in her clutches, no doubt about that. But two could play at that game. If Sandy wanted a sexy woman, that's just what Burt would give her.

		He had to plumb some of the drawers in the bathroom, looking for the things he had never imagined using on himself. There were the razors, of course, and the lotion that followed. One long bath with his focus on his legs and chest and stomach, and he rose from the water with barely a hair on his body below his neck. He shaved his face, too, but that was smooth. He found his skin was soft all over, and his hair grew finer than it had since he was a teenager.

		After the bath and the ensuing creams applied to his body, Burt could not deny the slinky and girlish urges. He could feel it in the way he walked, and how he carried himself with more delicacy. And that was before he applied the makeup. Thanks to some YouTube tutorials, Burt managed to achieve most of the look he had in mind. With a little contour on his cheeks and his eyelids given a smoky and sultry look, he went to work on his lips, making them very red and drawing a line around them as the very sexy woman on the video showed him.

		He didn't pause for reflection. Propelled by his feminine momentum, he rifled through his wife's clothing, looking for something that might fit. He was smaller than her, a fact that delighted him, so he had to make do with some of the smaller dresses she had hanging in the closet, using a belt to cinch his waist. The dress he chose was dark, a slimming color on Sandy, and with the belt defining his shape and the greater pronouncement of his shapely ass, he looked very ladylike indeed. A spin in the mirror had his heart soaring, and he couldn't wait for Sandy to arrive home. If he was going to fight for his wife's attention, he was sure as hell going to do it with some style.

		 

		Lila had Sandra's head spinning again, whispering to her of all the wonderful, horrible things they might do to Burt, and how perfect it would be for them to do it together. While she further shaped her friend's mind, Lila removed her top and then freed her massive breasts from the confines of the bra. Sandra was full-bodied and gorgeous, and Lila buried her face in Sandra's fragrant skin, kissing and licking the caramel tips of her breasts. Sandra moaned beneath her touch, urging Lila on.

		Her skirt was loose and it was easy for Lila to pull it down Sandra's legs, exposing a simple pair of white satin panties. That would never do. And so Lila whispered new thoughts, new ways of thinking for Sandra, in which Sandra would find more daring clothes preferable to her boring old wardrobe.

		Lila understood she had gone past simple suggestions, now. She was reshaping Sandra in the image she desired, and that turned Lila on, too. Her friend was becoming a perfect partner, even if it meant Lila had to erase what existed before. While she kissed the swell of Sandra's belly and gave her more instructions on what her new life would be, Lila removed the plain panties and found Sandra's pussy, hot and inviting.

		Fingers spread her lips and stroked them, dipping into her hole to gather the sweet juices within. Lila used this natural lubrication to ease her fingers inside. Sandra was rocking her hips, urging Lila's fingers deeper. Lila climbed Sandra's body without removing her fingers, meeting Sandra's mouth and sucking her friend's tongue into her mouth. Lila's fingers explored Sandra's depths, danced over her clit, and weaved a spell with her touch until Sandra was bucking, gasping, pleading for more.

		Lila kissed down her body, over the mounds of her breasts, the roll of her waist, to the beautiful core of her, and Lila ran her tongue slowly up Sandra's slit. She felt her friend shiver and plunged into Sandra's pussy with her tongue before licking up to the swollen nub of her clit, sucking it into her mouth and flicking her tongue over the swell of nerves.

		"More!' Sandra cried, resting her heavy calves on Lila's shoulders. Sandra was no longer merely accepting of Lila's advances. Now she was winding fingers into Lila's dark hair, riding Lila's tongue toward the inevitable climax.

		The urgency of Lila's attention grew until she was gasping between licks, and Sandra exploded, hips rising, hands cupping her bounteous chest while Sandra's hips slowly ground into Lila's mouth.

		"Holy fuck," Sandra panted, "that was incredible."

		"Oh, my sweet girl, we are only getting started."

		 

		Sandy took an Uber home. After the drinks and the ensuing sexual exertions at Lila's place, she didn't trust herself to drive. Her head swam with a blend of worry and elation. She had never been with a woman before, and it disturbed her how much she liked it. She was tempted to tell the driver to turn around, to go back to Lila and fall asleep in her arms. She wasn't sure if she'd ever felt as wanted and beautiful as she had with her friend. But if she pursued that path, where did that leave her relationship with Burt? She was equally turned on by his submissive nature. Was there a world in which both things could sit alongside one another?

		Was she a real estate agent with a suburban life, or was she something else? Some sexual libertine with a girlfriend on the side and a marriage in which she was the dominant partner, and her husband was feminine and submissive? That thought sparked new arousal, but could she trust these feelings?

		She muttered a thanks to the driver and made her way up the drive to her front door. Burt's SUV was there, and Sandy wanted nothing more than to shower and find her way into bed with her husband. Maybe have him rub her feet, but no more than that. Her pussy was well-used and in need of no more attention that night.

		"Burt?" she called ahead of her, shutting the front door behind her and tossing her purse on top of the dining table.

		There was no answer, which suggested he'd fallen asleep. It was almost two in the morning. The feminine man probably needed his beauty sleep. The thought inspired a chuckle while Sandy made her way up the steps to their bedroom. She stopped outside the door. It was half-closed and she could see light from one of the lamps on the end tables on inside. She pushed the bedroom door open and found Burt was not asleep after all. Not only had he waited up for her, he'd reimagined himself in her absence.

		When she left home, he was a man with feminine aspects. This version of him could hardly be called a man at all. She could see the shine of his smooth legs extending from the black dress that was too tight on her, but looked gorgeous on Burt. He was lying on his side, head propped on one hand, staring at the door as it opened.

		"Welcome home, my love. I hoped you wouldn't mind if I raided your closet. I needed something pretty to wear."

		Even his voice was in a higher register, more feminine than she would have imagined he could sound.

		"You look beautiful," Sandy said. There was wonder in her voice. Beneath that wonder, something darker. Her well-used pussy was heating up again at the sight of her husband buried beneath the woman lying on the bed before her. The larger question raised in the moment was whether this version of Burt would be as soft and compliant as the one to which she'd become accustomed. A test was in order, she decided. "But I don't think a girl like you should be on the bed, do you? Not without permission."

		Burt's cheeks flushed with embarrassment and he scurried off the end of the bed onto the floor. He settled, kneeling, at Sandy's feet, looking up at her expectantly.

		"I'm so sorry. I just wanted to surprise you."

		Sandy stroked his cheek with the back of her hand. "You did fine, dear. You look like a wonderful slut now. Your makeup is perfect for a sissy like you."

		The words piled out of Sandy unbidden, words she barely knew that she knew.

		"And that's what you are, isn't it? My sissy slut to do with as I please?" She was turning herself on further with the questions.

		"Yes," Burt replied. "Anything you want."

		"Correct, slut," Sandy said. "Anything I want."

		

	
		Sandy was growing to enjoy her sessions with Lila. This afternoon was spent in Lila's penthouse, looking out the tall windows at the downtown district below from the comfort of Lila's sofa. A bottle of champagne and a pair of flutes sat on the glass table and the women were nude and pleasantly tangled with one another. Lila was brushing Sandy's hair with her fingers, her head resting on the pillow of Sandy's left breast. Both were slick with sweat after an enthusiastic round of lovemaking in which they had used mouth and fingers alike to get the other off.

		"What are you thinking about?" Lila asked. The silence was easy between them, but now Lila looked up into Sandy's face.

		"Burt. Although hard to think of him as Burt anymore. He hasn't acted like anything close to a man in almost a month. All he does is shop and go to the gym. If you didn't know, you would never guess he was a man."

		"Is he?"

		"What do you mean?"

		"I mean," Lila said, crawling further up Sandy's body to kiss her before continuing, "Burt is not really a man at all anymore. All he wants in the world is to be a pretty girl for you."

		"Mmmm, yes he does," Sandy purred. "I haven't lifted a finger to do a single chore around the house in weeks."

		"Nor should you, my love. You are a queen. And Burt is your sissy, isn't that what you called him?"

		Of course it was. Lila inserted the word into Sandra's brain herself. Along with the desire to make of Burt a perfect sissy slave.

		"Yes. He looks like a total bimbo, too. He's having his hair bleached today. I can't wait to see the results."

		"Exactly," Lila continued. "So I think it's time you started treating him like that. I bought you a gift. And one for Burt, too."

		"You didn't have to do that," Sandy said, rising in her seat as Lila peeled herself from her lover to cross the room and duck down a hallway. Sandy watched her go and admired her firm backside and the sway of her ass when she moved. She was sex made flesh as far as Sandy was concerned, and strong and smart to boot. Sandy counted herself lucky to have a partner like Lila and wondered where this relationship was headed before deciding she didn't care all that much. She only wanted it to continue.

		Lila returned with a large gift bag in her hand. It sagged in her grasp, suggesting some weight inside. Sandy was curious about the contents but equally intrigued by the abundance of pale flesh Lila displayed. The dominatrix took a seat on the edge of the sofa by Sandy's legs. Sandy brushed the top of Lila's thigh with a warm caress.

		"I got something for you and something for the sissy. This," she said, and removed the first object from the bag, "is for you."

		Lila was holding a dildo by the hilt. Black straps with silver buckles dangled from the base of it.

		"Is that what I think it is?"

		"This is a little something that you can enjoy with your sissy. I'm sure he hasn't been properly fucked like a girl. Or am I mistaken?"

		A sly grin spread over Sandy's face. "No, you are not mistaken. What else did you have for me?"

		Sady took the strapon from Lila while the latter fished in the gift bag for the second gift. This one had a similar array of hoops and buckles, but there were smaller and silver metal.

		"I definitely don't recognize that," Sandy said.

		"This will keep your sissy in line for as long as you like." Lila turned the object so Sandy could see a metal tube, curved with a rounded end. Its use dawned on her when she saw the holes made for a small padlock. "It's a cage, my dear, and it will keep his little cock from getting any bigger than this."

		Sandy clapped her hands around the strapon in delight. "I love it! Oh, that little slut is going to be in for a treat tonight!"

		Lila savored Sandra's joy at the promise of furthering her husband's humiliation. "Would you mind if I came along? I won't get in the way if you don't want me to."

		Sandy's brightened. "I wouldn't mind at all. In fact, I insist."

		 

		Lila drove her car, leaving Sandra's behind. Sandra didn't protest, nor did she raise the issue that she would be without her only means of transportation. She was at ease with Lila taking the lead, as Lila programmed her to be. While they drove from the city into the suburbs, Lila rested a hand on Sandra's leg. Sandra squirmed happily in the passenger seat and took Lila's wrist, guiding it to her naked pussy under her red skirt. The bag containing Sandra's new toys rested between her feet on the floorboard. Lila's eyes flitted to it and back to the road. Her fingers curled against Sandra's pussy, stroking her slit up and down with a light touch. Sandra murmured happily beside her.

		This, Lila thought. This was what she wanted. A partner like Sandra and a world in which they enjoyed one another merely driving through the night streets. The realization made her greedy for it and aided her in burying any lingering guilt she might have about twisting the thoughts of her new lover. By the time they were coasting into Sandra's driveway, Lila had no more reluctance. She knew what she wanted, and she knew how she was going to get it.

		Sandra followed her from the car to the door, opening it and stepping aside to allow Lila to enter first. While they were equals, in theory, Lila couldn't help her assertiveness, and Sandra was willing to let the gorgeous dominatrix lead while she followed. Her devotion to Lila was born of affection, no matter how hypnotically-aided that affection might be.

		"Where is our girl?" Lila wondered, standing in the middle of the main room. From there Lila had a view of the kitchen and dining area and the living room and could see down the hall to the guest room and utility room doors. No sign of the feminized man anywhere.

		"I'm sure he's upstairs," Sandra said. "Probably fussing over his makeup or trying on clothes. God knows he doesn't work anymore."

		Lila smirked. That was fine. Burt could earn money in ways besides his programming job. By the time Lila was through with him, he wouldn't be able to add without using his fingers and toes.

		"Burt?" Lila sang, calling up the stairs. There was a moment of silence and then the sound of footsteps coming down the hall and down the steps to the wide main floor of the house. She was prepared for seeing Burt looking more womanly, but even Lila was shocked by the transformation.

		Burt was wearing a pair of white shorts and a salmon half-shirt that left his belly exposed. His skin was tanned artificially, but the bronze color looked good on him. His waist looked thinner, but perhaps that was only an effect of his ass having widened and become deliciously toned, as inviting a rear as Lila had seen. And he had small but noticeable breasts that jiggled on his chest when he bounced down the steps. His hair was blonde, shaggy, and only at his neck, which gave him a curly bob. His makeup was expertly applied, dark and dramatic around his eyes, his lips pink and full and glossy. If Lila didn't know there was the remains of a cock tucked between his legs, she never would have suspected. He made a genuinely attractive woman. With his arms slender and muscular and his belly taut, he looked every bit the bimbo gym bunny she imagined he would be.

		"Hi Lila!" he said in a high voice, "Hi, Sandy! I was just trying on these new shorts. What do you think?"

		Sandra opened her mouth to speak and Lila halted her, using a trigger that stopped both of them in their tracks. "Wait where you stand."

		Both stood frozen, Sandra behind her, Burt perky and grinning on the bottom step of the stairs. The control she had over husband and wife thrilled her and urged her to take further advantage of that power.

		"Sandra, watch how I treat Burt. The thought of you doing the same will turn you on, won't it?"

		"Yes, Lila," Sandra answered behind her, voice soft and accepting.

		"Good. And Burt, you have done so very well. You make me and your wife proud, and I know how much that pleases you. Being pleasing to me and to Sandra is the most important thing in the world, isn't it?"

		"Yes, Lila," he answered, his voice a carbon copy of Sandra's dreamy response.

		"Good boy. What you are, Burt, is a sissy. Say it."

		"I am a sissy," he said, his smile returning after the words passed his lips.

		"Good boy. And that means you will do anything in the world to look, act, and feel more feminine. Isn't that right?"

		"Anything..."

		"Very good. And what Sandra and I most want is a bubbly, beautiful bimbo. Can you be a silly, stupid slut for us, Burt?"

		"Silly and stupid..."

		"And sexy. Don't forget that."

		"Silly. Stupid. Sexy." There was a hint of erotic thrill in that whispery voice, too, Lila knew. He was getting off on the changes being made to him.

		"Good boy. And the only thing a silly, stupid, sexy slut like you wants more than big, strong men at the gym is pleasing your wife and me. Say it."

		"I love big, strong men. Almost as much as my wife and you."

		"Every woman is superior to you, Burt, and you will do anything they say unless it contradicts an order from me or your wife." Lila continued, too far past caring to edit herself now. "When you address a real woman, you'll call her Miss, except for Sandra. She is your Mistress. Your owner. You will do anything she asks without question and it will make you so hot to obey her. Say it."

		"All women are better than me. I will call them all Miss. Except for my wife. She is my Mistress. It makes me so hot to obey her."

		"Perfect. Now you wait right there, slut."

		"Yes, Miss."

		Lila turned to Sandra. Her tone and face softened looking at her chubby, gorgeous girlfriend. "Did you hear everything I told your husband?"

		"Yes," she said, the word escaping like a sigh.

		"Would you like me to change any of those instructions?"

		"No," Sandra said.

		"Good. I have one last suggestion for you, my love. I want you to be happy being my lover and partner. And to get off on seeing men feminized like your husband. The only man you need is one in a dress to serve us both. How does that sound?"

		"Perfect," Sandy moaned.

		"When I wake you, neither of you will remember these instructions, but they will be part of you, and all the suggestions I have given will feel completely natural. One... two... three... wake."

		 

		Sandy knelt at her husband's feet, which was a change of pace from their usual routine. She was there not for etiquette or pleasure, at least not directly, however. She was fitting him with the cage Lila had so generously furnished. Lila sat on the bed, watching while Sandy finished the delicate work of fitting Burt's shrunken penis into the cage and locking it with a small padlock. She would keep the key on her keyring, along with the car key and the house key. It was nice to have her hand around his flaccid member and hear Burt coo and squirm while attempting to remain perfectly still, as he'd been instructed.

		"There," Sandy declared after snapping the small padlock shut, "you don't have to worry about that nasty little cock anymore. I can worry about that for you. Besides, you're not really using it, are you, sissy?"

		"No, Mistress," Burt beamed. "Thank you for helping me."

		Sandy gained her feet and took Burt's face in her hands to kiss him. He was a gorgeous slut, she had to admit. While the kiss deepened, Sandy allowed her hand to drop and she gave his nipple a firm pinch, which made Burt hop and giggle as he returned his Mistress's kiss. He was stripped nude at the moment, save for his new cage, and Sandy had to admit to herself that he had never looked less like a man. That, too, pleased Sandy. More men ought to be locked up and made pretty like Burt. He would certainly never treat another woman as he had Sandy. He was probably too stupid now to get away with it, even if he tried.

		"That feels tickly," he giggled after Sandy released the cage and left the padlock swinging.

		"You look very pretty with it on. How about a proper thank you?"

		"Yes, Mistress," Burt said eagerly and fell to his knees. Sandy lifted her dress and Burt kissed her pussy, hands behind his back as Sandy taught him. She didn't like to let on that he was arousing her, just in case some lingering part of the old Burt saw that as some kind of sexual power. Then again, there didn't seem to be much of the old Burt left in this vapid slut. Burt was running his tongue along Sandy's labia, eyes rolling up in bliss.

		"Enough," Sandy declared. "You have me a little turned on, you naughty sissy. I think you're going to have to bend over like a good little whore for me."

		"Yes, Mistress," he repeated, more excited.

		In a practiced motion, Burt bent over the bed and lifted his ass, his feet planted on the floor while his head turned to watch Lila seated on the bed beside him. Lila idly offered a finger, and Burt happily sucked the offered digit while Sandy moved behind him. He could hear the bedside drawer open and the buckles of the strapon winding around his owner's waist. This was still a new experience for Burt, but his heart was already speeding up.

		The first time Sandy used him that way, it had been awkward and a little painful. They both learned a lot from that encounter. Lila had been there to watch then, too. Now, Sandy was generous with the lube as she readied her dark phallus for entry. She learned that Burt liked his ass used best when she had him bent over like this, perhaps it teased his prostate in the right way.

		He was slurping at Lila's finger like he was giving an enthusiastic blow job when Sandy entered him. Lila watched with joy at the world she created for them. Sandy locked eyes with her old friend-turned lover, and Sandy dropped her a lewd wink.

		"Say please, slut," Sandy ordered.

		"Pwease," Burt sang around the finger occupying his mouth.

		"Good sissy," Sandy said in praise. Her hips had to adjust slightly for the phallus to aim against his tight little knot, and then she pressed into it, opening him with a firm push. She left the tip lingering in him a moment and then pushed deeper, watching as his ass opened up to accept her dildo. He moaned loud around Lila's finger and closed his fists, drawing the bedsheets up in his grip. The sounds he made were primal, lust given voice.

		Sandy moved deeper until her hips were flush with his backside, the strapon planted as deep in his sissy hole as it could go. She held it there while he twisted with pleasure and the feeling of being filled by a cock. In Burt's broken brain, this was what he was meant for, to please his wife and, by extension, her gorgeous lover, and to be a servant to cocks in all their forms.

		Sandy rode him faster now, fucking him the way Burt had used her for so many years, only she was the one getting the lion's share of pleasure. Seeing her husband reduced to this feminine form, to watch him beg with his every spasm and every sigh for more of her rubber cock, that was true bliss. And then her gaze drifted from the back of Burt's blonde head to Lila, watching her with unmasked pride.

		"Don't look too smug," Sandy said, voice broken by her thrusts. "You're next."

		Beneath her, Burt came and Sandy gave her sissy's ass a smack for good measure.

		

	
		The house on Fairway was empty now. The FOR SALE sign wasn't in the yard long before the tile was swapped with one that read SOLD. Sandra was good at her job, even if it was her last day in the real estate game. One of the benefits of selling your own house was the ability to close quickly. And now that it was emptied, gutted of the furniture and decorations that made it a home, Sandra looked at it objectively. It was a house that looked like any other in the suburban neighborhood, and that notion brought with it a pang of sadness. To be the same as everything else was to live a life of nondescript mundanity. Once, it had been all Sandra wanted. Now...

		She flipped the keys on her finger, marching back to her sedan in black boots that came to her knee, elegant and enticing with their spiked heels. Her leather skirt and the white blouse were not too extreme for the business at hand but would look just as fitting when she returned home to Lila and Burt, who she had taken to calling Betty now that he had given up any shreds of masculinity.

		While she left the suburb's sprawl, Sandy thought of the life she gave up to the bonfires of the past. The only regret she held for this loss was for not having shrugged off such a boring life before, and she matched that thought with another. She silently thanked Lila for dragging her out of the darkness and into the light of this new life.

		She had the code for the elevator now that she and Lila lived together, and rode it up to the penthouse, tapping the toe of her leather boot on the way. Checking her phone, she saw it was almost one in the afternoon. Lila would be finishing with her client. That would not delay Sandra's arrival. After all, it was only a man that Lila was with, and so deserving of no more respect than if Sandra interrupted a training session with a disobedient dog.

		She opened the penthouse door and strolled down the hall of the spacious apartment to the playroom. That was where Lila conducted her business. Sandra spent a lot of time in there lately, serving as apprentice dominatrix to Lila. It happened that Sandra was quite adept at being a dominant woman, especially to those men who preferred to be feminine. That description fit today's client, a fairly wealthy businessman in town who liked to be called Diane when he was with Lila, and to be dressed in a maid's outfit while serving Lila as any good servant would.

		When Sandra opened the playroom door, he found Lila impaling Betty's ass with her own strapon cock while the client watched. He was a little pudgy, and short, but he didn't look half-bad in the fishnets and white lace skirt, Sandra thought. Even better if he was on his hands and knees licking the tip of Sandra's boot, but that could be arranged at a later session.

		"Hello, my love," Lila said, grunting with the effort of properly fucking Betty's round ass.

		"House is done," Sandra said, passing by the restrained maid and caressing the sissy's cheek. "I am now officially yours. How's our girl?"

		"Tell her, slut," Lila ordered.

		Betty was cuffed to a leather-upholstered bench in the middle of the room, a high triangle with the top shorn off to allow for her torso to rest comfortably atop it. The bondage horse rocked with the force of Lila's pelvic assault.

		"My ass is the best pussy I'll ever have," Betty groaned. "I love it being filled with cock."

		Sandra clapped her hands, delighted. "And what about you?" she asked the restrained maid, "Are you looking forward to being a brainless sissy slut like our girl?"

		"Yes, Miss Sandra," the maid answered. "I'll do anything."

		"You bet you will," Sandra teased. Then, to Lila, she said, "I'll put some coffee on, honey. I think this may go into extra innings."

		 

		The client dressed quickly and left. Once his urges were satisfied, he didn't linger. He left with his head down, ashamed. There was no such shame in Betty, not anymore. She was in a tight pink latex minidress that showed off her well-sculpted body. She'd done some laser removal, so her legs were smooth and shining with almost the same intensity as the light reflecting off her dress.

		At present, Betty was at Sandra's feet, licking the bottoms of her soles, her agile tongue threading the spaces between Sandra's toes while she worshipped. Lila sat beside Sandra on the couch, handing a cup of finely ground coffee to Sandra and patting the top of Betty's head as she settled beside her deliciously chubby lover.

		"We got a tip," Lila announced.

		"He will, too, next time." They laughed over the double entendre. "I do feel bad, though."

		"For what, my love?"

		Sandra nodded at Betty, mindlessly attending to Sandra's bare foot. "You don't have one of your own. And there's no trouble having two when we have one already. Betty makes such a wonderful prop for the sessions, but she's even better at all the chores around here."

		"What are you getting at?" Lila asked, scooting closer into Sandra's embrace.

		"I was just thinking," Sandra continued, wrapping her arms around her lover, "that we could always make room for one more. A matching set of sissies. What do you think?"

		"I think it sounds like heaven," Lila answered, and leaned in for a kiss.

		As the kiss turned more passionate, Betty was shoved away, where she sat on her knees and watched her owners make love, her brain free of all thoughts except one: My Mistress.
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