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There are some things I would rather not see
when I get home after a long day at work. Most of my days lack
those things when I return home after a stressful day. While my job
may not require a fancy degree or garner much respect in the
business world, it is more difficult than most white collar jobs on
the market. As I pull into my driveway, I look at the house that my
job as a secretarial assistant has paid for. My small house makes
all of the errands, busywork, and constant sexual harassment worth
it.

There is another car parked in the driveway.
It belongs to my husband. For the past six months, Mark has been
out of a job and unable to find somewhere new to work. That leaves
me as the sole breadwinner of the house, a role that I have
reluctantly accepted in the past few months. I look at his car, and
I notice the layer of dust that has been gathering for weeks now
hasn’t been disturbed. Mark hasn’t gone out for a job interview in
over a month. I was worried at first, but with the extra hours I
have been putting in at work to keep up with the bills, I haven’t
been able to give him the attention he needs.

I didn’t marry Mark for his looks. That is
not to say he is ugly, but he is one of those people you describe
to your friends in ways that dance around physical appearances.
Mark just didn’t look all that manly. He can’t grow facial hair or
put on muscle no matter how hard he tries, and we are nearly the
same height. In heels I look like a giant compared to Mark. But I
married him because of the way he could cheer me up when I was
down, and the way he always had a joke ready for any situation; two
qualities that had recently vanished.

I playfully write ‘Wash Me’ across Mark’s
windshield before heading inside. I try and open the front door,
but it will not yield to my efforts. I stare confused at the door
as I wonder why it has decided to rebuke my efforts. I try again
and get the same result.

Now at work I get multiple jokes week made at
my expense due to my dirty blonde hair. Most people expect me to be
the stereotypical ditsy blonde who gets confused at the drop of a
hat. With my slim waist and ample bust, I am probably not helping
myself in this department, especially with the outfits I wear at
work, but I learned long ago that people are more willing to cut me
a little slack if I lower their expectations and ramp up the sex
appeal. But at this moment I am really feeling like an idiot. It
takes me far longer than it should to deduce that the reason my
door has decided not to open is because it is locked.

For many people, this would probably be an
immediate thought, but in the years I have been married to Mark, we
have always left the door unlocked if one of us is home. To
encounter a locked door when I know Mark is inside is just a
completely foreign concept. As I slip through the dozen keys on my
key ring, looking for the one key I haven’t needed in months, I
wonder just why Mark has locked the door. I know when I had left
the house this morning I had not locked it behind me.

I insert my house key into the lock and turn,
hearing the unfamiliar sound of the metal mechanism disengage. I am
slightly worried as to what I might find inside. I turn the knob
and open the door. As I cross the threshold I call out for my
husband, but only silence answers me. Now I am really worried.

I pop off my heels and move as fast as
through the house as my tight skirt will allow me in search of
Mark. He is not in the living room or the kitchen, but I find empty
bottles of beer in both rooms. I check the laundry room next and
notice that the dryer is open, and my clothes are thrown about the
small space. I check the garage and the back yard, but Mark is
still nowhere to be found. The only place left is upstairs in
either our office or the master bedroom.

I move up the stairs slowly, unsure of what I
might find waiting for me at the top. I have a growing pit of dread
forming in my stomach and a small voice in my head telling me to
just go back downstairs. Ignoring my gut and the voice telling me
to turn back, I continue my slow assent in search of my husband.
When I reach the top of the landing, I see both doors upstairs are
closed. I decide to check the office first, but when I open the
door I am met with no sign of Mark. That only leaves one place
left.

I move towards the bedroom door and alarm
bells are going off in my head. Mark has been out of work for a
long time and I know he had been taking it hard recently. My mind
drifts to dark places as I imagine a hundred different ways I can
find Mark. None of them involve a puppies and rainbows. I push the
door open and close my eyes.

When I open them, I am both relieved and
aghast. Mark is okay, but the manner in which I find him leaves me
shaken. He is lying on the floor of our large bedroom amid beer
cans and bottles. He is on his stomach and it looks like he was
trying for the bed but just couldn’t make it before passing out.
But it is not the drunken husband on the floor that has caused my
reaction. It is what Mark is wearing, and the object he has in his
hand.

I look down in confusion at the man I had
married. Mark was clad only in a pair of pink and white panties and
a matching bra. In his hand was a dildo that I kept in the back of
my closet along with the rest of our small assortment of sex toys.
I have no idea why he had decided to play dress up, and even less
of an idea as to why he had a large plastic dick in his hand, but
it didn’t take a rocket scientist to know that this wasn’t an
innocent accident.

I shake Mark, trying to rouse him from his
drunken slumber. I need answers now. I shake him harder when he
doesn’t respond to my first assault. I watch his eyes flutter and
realize he has raided my makeup as well. His eyelids shine with the
barest hint of green eye shadow and his lashes looked fuller while
few had clumped together under the application of mascara. Mark’s
lips were a dark glossy red. I am actually a little impressed at
the level of skill he has shown in his makeup application,
especially if Mark had been drunk enough to pass out on the
floor.

“Annie?” Mark said as stirred.

“Yes dear its Annie, but who might you
be?”

“Wha? Annie? What is? Where?” Mark pushes
himself off the ground and tries to stand, but his attempt fails
and he settles on maintaining a wobbly stance on his hands and
knees. Mark’s round little ass cheeks peak out from the soft cotton
material clinging to his body. If it wasn’t for the downy hair
covering Mark’s toned legs, one could easily mistake that cute
little butt for a woman’s.

“Annie what’s going on?” Mark asks as he
starts to gather himself. “Why are you home so early? What time is
it?”

“It’s nearly eight at night. I had to work
late today and you scared the crap out of me with the door being
locked. What happened today? And honey, what possessed you to do
whatever it was you were doing?”

Mark looked at me confused and I was
beginning to wonder just how much he had drank before I came home.
I ask again, “Mark why are you wearing my clothes and makeup? And
what were you planning on doing with that?” I point to the cream
colored cock in his hand.

Mark finally notices that his hand has been
wrapped around a fake dick and he tries to throw it across the
room, but only manages a limp wristed toss that send the plastic
phallus bouncing across the floor two feet away. He looks more
embarrassed at his lack of a throwing arm than in the current
situation.

“I don’t know what happened Annie. I remember
waking up and checking my e-mail. Bob sent me something that set me
off. I think I got turned down for another job.”

“So you got an e-mail from your headhunter
and decided the rational response to bad news was to raid my panty
drawer?”

“I don’t remember getting dressed Annie I
swear! I remember getting the e-mail and then I started drinking.
The last thing I remember is coming up here to lie down. Please
don’t be mad at me, I’ve been under a lot of stress lately,” Mark
says with genuine remorse in his eyes.

“You’ve been under stress? I’m working
overtime every day to try and keep the bill collectors at bay while
you drink yourself silly. You’ve been moping around the house for
weeks now. I don’t know what to do with you,” I reply in anger.

As the words leave my mouth, an idea begins
to form. It won’t solve our problems, but at least it might break
the funk our marriage has been in lately. At the very least, it
might prove entertaining.

“Annie please I really am sorry. Just let me
know everything is still fine,” Mark whimpers.

“I’m not mad, just at a loss as to how to
handle this. But I think I might have an idea. Mark I want you to
go start the shower. I’ll be a minute.” I say.

Mark looks at me hesitantly, unsure if he is
off the hook. I make a motion for him to go, and watch as he crawls
halfway across the bedroom before staggering to his feet. When I
hear the shower turn on, I get to work.

First I go to Mark’s drawers and find myself
a pair of his boxer briefs. I pull out a black pair from his drawer
and lay it on the bed. Next I take out one of his undershirts and
lay that on the bed as well. The final piece of this ensemble is
lying on the floor where Mark had thrown it earlier. I pick up the
realistic looking dildo and stare at it for a few seconds, admiring
the craftsmanship that went into making the seven inch long
silicone schlong look as real as possible. The thick shaft matched
my light skin tone, and fake veins had been molded on to the
slightly curved rod which ended in a smooth pair of fake nuts. I
place the dildo on top of the other items on the bed.

I move to my drawers next. I pull out a cute
pair of lacy pink panties and a matching bra. I look at the bra in
my hand, 36C, and I become hesitant. This might not work. I put the
bra back into the drawer and continue to rummage. Mark used to love
to buy me new underwear and over the years I had collected quite an
assortment of color and cuts. But he did have the bad habit of
buying bras that were just the completely wrong size because of how
he thought they might look on me later. I finally find what I am
looking for as my fingers close in on a small blue bra with white
lace trimming. A small white bow sits daintily between the tiny
cups. I looked at the tag, 34A. Mark really was terrible at
sizing.

I toss the pink panties back in the drawer
and find a matching pair of sky blue hipsters in my drawer. I run
the soft cotton material through my fingers as I walk back to the
bed and lay down my underwear next to Mark’s pile. One more item
and I am ready. I find an adorable little blue nightgown in my
closet and throw that on the bed as well. My task at hand complete,
I undress and head into the bathroom where Mark is waiting for
me.

I climb into the shower where Mark is waiting
for me. He is sitting on a small tile bench, letting the water
cascade over his legs while he breathes in the steam. When he sees
me, Mark stands up immediately. I can see his face through the
shower steam, and the make-up he had applied earlier was
running.

“Annie I just want to you to kn…”

I place my finger to his lips to cut him off.
“It’s fine Honey. Tonight we are going to have a good time, just
you and I. Don’t worry about Bob. Don’t worry about work. It’s just
you and me.”

Mark relaxed at my words and a small smile
tries valiantly to spread over his smooth face. I moved my body
into the stream of hot water and dip my head back, letting the
strong jets push my blonde hair apart. As I tilt my head back up,
the water rushes over my shoulders, causing a warm waterfall to
flow over my chest. Most of the water takes the easy route and
falls between my cleavage, but a small amount slides over my round
breasts, forming droplets on the tip of my tits before falling
through space to the floor.

“Mark I want you to wash me like you used
to,” I say with a smile.

There is no hesitation in his movement as he
moves to grab the shampoo. I turn around to let him run his fingers
through my wet hair. I feel his small hands massage my scalp as he
works in the lavender scented shampoo. I feel the slippery
scratches of a luffa next as Mark runs the puffball all over my
body. Mark sends shivers up my spine when he maneuvers the luffa
between my legs. He is thorough, making sure to touch every part of
my body before starting over and rubbing me down again. It feels
wonderful.

As I wash the soap from my body, I look at
Mark who is standing in the corner of our large shower. He is
waiting for my command.

“It’s your turn now sweetie. I’ll wash
you.”

I move Mark into the stream of water, making
sure to get him nice and wet before moving him back out. I fingers
briefly make contact with his manly smelling shampoo before
settling on my lavender scented wash. I squeeze a bit of the light
purple soap into my hands before I rub it into Mark’s black hair.
While not hippie long, Mark has always maintained a nice head of
hair. He usually keeps it slicked back along his head, but lately
his hair has been an unruly mess that hangs down over his ears.

Mark doesn’t say anything about my choice of
shampoo, and keeps his mouth shut when I lather up the luffa with
more feminine scented soaps. I run the luffa over every inch of
Mark’s body like he had done to me, stopping for a time around his
cock, which had grown rigid from the attention. When Mark wasn’t
hard, his little dick barely peaked out from the mane of black hair
that surrounded it, but Mark was a grower, not a shower, and at
this moment his dick stretched out six inches from his body. I
watched as it bobbed up and down, keeping rhythm with his
pulse.

“Quite a show you have going on down there
Mark. It’s nice to know you still get hard just from my touch.”

Mark tries to move under the jets to wash the
soap from his body, but I stop him with a firm hand on his chest.
“Not yet sweetie. We aren’t done cleaning you up yet.”

A mischievous grin grows on my face as I grab
my pink razor from the soap dish. I hand it to Mark. “I want you to
shave every spot that you like me to shave. Armpits, legs and bush.
When you are done, come meet me in the bedroom.”

I say nothing else as I step out of the
shower, leaving Mark staring at the girly razor in his hands. Two
towels hang by a hook just outside of the shower door. One pink,
the other green. I grab the green one and wrap it around my body
before heading towards the bedroom.

Now dry, I move towards the bed and to the
two sets of clothes lying on top. I pick up the boxers from off the
bed and slide them up my smooth, hairless legs. The front of the
briefs are a little loose, but otherwise they fit me fine. I pull
the white tank top over my body, noting just how small the shirt
is. The tank top is so tight, it pushes my C cups against my body,
diminishing the curves of my tits.

Last, but certainly not least, I pick up the
dildo. I pull open the front flap on the boxers and slide the
dildo’s back end through the hole, pressing the fake balls into my
soft skin. When I let go, the fake dick stays in place, supported
by the tight material of the boxers pressing against the fake
balls. Curious to see just how crazy I look, I move to the closet
and stand in front of the full length mirror attached to the
door.

I am a sight to see. From the waist up I look
mostly the same. My melons being crammed into the small shirt make
my rack look smaller, but there is no hiding the round tits mashed
underneath the tank top. I can see my light pink nipples through
the cotton material as they stand erect, exited by the prospects
the night offers. My face is likewise unchanged. My silky blonde
hair falls down my back and around my shoulders while stray stands
of hair cross over my face and in front of my pale blue eyes. I
smile at the sight of myself. My mirror image smiles back.

The real change is below my belt. While my
toned legs haven’t changed, and my round ass can be seen straining
against the small pair of briefs I have on, and the large creamy
cock protruding from the boxers looks both out of place, and right
at home in its present position. I decide that my current look
needs to be toned down just a bit, so I grab a pair of Mark’s khaki
shorts and pull them up. With the fake dick pressed against my
body, it is hard to tell that I am hiding a surprise underneath the
shorts. Satisfied with my current look, I sit on the foot of the
bed and wait for Mark to finish in the bathroom.

Mark leaves me waiting for a good twenty
minutes, and I begin to get annoyed. My annoyance drifts away when
Mark finally emerges from the bathroom. Wrapped in the pink towel
that I had left on the hook, I can see that Mark spent the majority
of his time alone in the shower doing what I have asked of him. His
armpits are smooth, as are the parts of his legs that I can
see.

“Drop the towel and let me look at you
sexy.”

Mark releases his grip on the towel and lets
it slide free off of his small frame. Now fully nude in front of
me, I can see that Mark hasn’t missed a spot. I giggle at the sight
of his manhood. Though Mark is now twenty-eight, his slight build
and lack of pubic hair make him look like a teenager. I watch Mark
blush and his shoulders slump at the sound of my giggling.

“Ohh quit looking so sad sweetie. I have a
fun night lined up for you. Now come over here and get dressed.” I
pick up the panties and bra that I had left on the bed earlier and
handed them to Mark.

“Annie no! I told you it was a mistake
earlier. Why are you doing this to me? Isn’t it enough that you
have been wearing the pants lately anyway? I just want to go to
sleep,” whined Mark.

“Ohh stop being a little pussy and get
dressed. I’m just having fun with you.”

Mark, looking dejected, grabs the female
underwear from my outstretched hand and starts putting it on. I
felt my clit grow hot and my nipples perk up as Mark slides the low
cut cotton panties up his newly smooth legs. My stomach flutters as
he snaps the waistband of the panties over his hips. I wanted to
grab him and pull the panties right back down as he sways his hips
back and forth, testing the new underwear. I stop myself from
acting on my urge, intent on carrying out my plans. I watch as he
slips his arms through the straps of the bra, before fastening it
clumsily behind his back.

“Give me a little turn. Let’s see how you
look!” I say as I twirl my finger in the air.

Mark spins around slowly with his arms out at
an angle. I admire his new look. With his hairless body and small
physique, Mark looks more at home in my cast off clothes than he
looks in his own. The small bra hugs his chests nicely, managing to
give Mark some small boobies. But there are a few things lacking
with his look, and I move to fix them.

First I grab a hair clip from my dresser. I
snap the clip into place above Mark’s left ear. While his hair
still leaves much to be desired, the clip with a small flower on
one end gives him a more feminine appearance. Now I tackle the more
pressing issue. Mark’s tiny cock was marring his otherwise smooth
feminine front. I slide the panties down to his knees, and as I do
so, I feel Mark’s hand at the back of my head.

“No you idiot, I’m not blowing you right now.
Get your hand off my head!” I yell.

His hand withdraws while mine grab his hard
shaft. I move to position myself better, and grab his dick from
between his silky thighs. I jerk his dick backwards, almost causing
Mark to fall over from the motion. I notice that one of his nuts
wedged itself inside of his pelvis with the tug. Curious, I
investigate where his testicle has gone. I find it nestled safely
inside of his body. I am a little surprised at what has happened,
but I remember Mark telling me once that when boys are young, their
balls drop, and sometimes from either cold or fear, they can ascend
back up into the body. I grab Mark’s other nut and push it against
his groin until I feel it slide back up inside of his body, joining
the testicle already hidden. Mark squeals a bit as I make his ball
disappear, but says nothing. I pull his dick back between his legs
once more and pull his panties back up.

I admire my handiwork. Where before, there
was a misshapen lump of manly flesh trying to protrude through the
front of the light blue panties; now there is only the smooth
feminine triangle one would expect to see on any woman. A quick
glance at Mark’s pantied ass leaves no doubt that my adjustments
were a success. From all angles, Mark looks completely female from
the waist down. Not only female, but quite attractive at that.

“You look pretty good Mark. If I didn’t know
you were hiding a surprise between your legs, I wouldn’t hesitate
to call you a woman. There is still one slight problem though. Mark
isn’t a very girly name now is it? I want you to pick a nice name
for yourself.”

“Ohh come on Annie this is too much! Please
can we just forget this and go to bed. Please!”

I move quickly to stop more of my husband’s
whining. With as much force as I can muster, I push him against the
foot of the bed. As Mark tries to recover, I manage to land half a
dozen hard slaps against his round little ass.

“No no no stop! OWWW! Stop please stop I’ll
be good!” screams Mark. “I’ll be good I promise!”

I let Mark stand back up as I sit back down
on the bed. “Give me a name now!”

“Rebecca,” Mark says in a small voice.

“Hmm. I like that. Rebecca. Becky. Yeah that
will work. For the rest of the night you are my Becky. Do you
understand?”



Mark nodded but said nothing.

“I want you to say it. I want you to tell me
your new name.”

Blushing, Mark opened his mouth. “My name is
Rebecca. You can call me Becky.”

I smile at Becky. “That’s my good girl. Now
Becky I have a job for you. I want you to come over here and unzip
my shorts. I’m sure a pretty girl like yourself will be able to
figure out what to do from there.”

Mark, now Becky, drops to her knees and tugs
down the zipper of my shorts. As Becky slides the metal pull
downward, the plastic cock being contained by the material pops
free.

“No Annie I’m not doing this!”

I pop Becky across the mouth and grab her by
the head. “Open up and suck or I will make tonight really
unpleasant for you. It’s not even real Becky. Quit being a
pussy.”

Reluctantly, Becky opens her mouth, forming
an O with her soft lips before sliding the plastic penis down her
throat.

“Good girl.”

I keep my hands on the back of her head and
help guide her mouth over my fake prick. We continue this
theatrical performance for a few minutes. Watching my feminized
husband slide my big cock in and out is making me horny. I push
Becky down hard against my dick, making her take the entire thing
down her throat. She comes up coughing. I pull the dick from my
pants and leave it on the bed.

“Time for you to really get down Becky. Get
these boxers off me and get to work!”

I lift my hips off the bed, allowing Becky to
pull the boxers down. Once they are on the floor, I pull her close
to me and throw my legs over her back. With my legs pinning her
against the bed, Becky can do nothing as I slide my wet pussy
towards her waiting face. “You aren’t getting up until you make me
cum sweetie. I suggest you do a good job.”

Becky goes to work on my downstairs. I am
surprised when I feel her tongue slide over my clean asshole,
making little circular motions with the tip before retracting. When
I feel her tongue again, it is tickling the bottom of my wet,
waiting lips. The tongue moves upwards, slightly parting my folds
before pulling away again. Becky’s tongue returns a second later
and searches quickly for my clit. She makes contact and begins
licking me in a sensual series of circular motions. At the same
time, I feel her hand slide up and meet my waiting pussy.

Another surprise. Instead of just
concentrating on my slick folds, Becky has brought out all the
stops. With two fingers sliding deeply inside of my wet pussy, I
feel her pinky push against my other hole. My ass won’t give, and I
feel the hand slide away. It returns a moment later and begins to
thrust into me again. This time her pinky is slick. Becky has used
my own juices as lubrication. The pinky slides into my ass with a
little effort.

With her tongue roaming all over my button
and her hand plugging both of my holes, I feel pleasure building in
me at a rate I had never experienced with Mark. My nipples felt
like glass and beg to be set free of the scratchy cotton top I was
wearing. I pull off the tank top and immediately start to twist my
sensitive little pink top hats. As I lightly squeeze and twist my
tits, Becky picks up speed. Her tongue darts in quick motions
before circling my clit, over and over. Her hand presses into me
with a constant speed.

I feel the blissful waves build. My clit
grows hot and pulses from the feelings down below. My stomach
muscles tighten and I curl my toes behind Becky’s back. The
pleasure continues to build. I try and keep the wonderful feeling
from spilling over as long as I can, but soon the dam holding the
pleasure waves at bay cracks. A second later the dam fails
completely and my body is flooded with a torrent of ecstasy. My
tummy muscles seize and relax as the energy flows outward from my
clit. I pinch my nipples tightly, causing a second, smaller wave of
pleasure to flow from my button. I feel my pussy flex, trying to
grab onto Becky’s fingers, while my tight little asshole tries to
expel the intruder nestled inside. My legs tense so hard I am
afraid I might pull a muscle.

I begin to moan. “Ohhh… That feels so good.
Becky you are amazing.”

I wait until the last bits of the body
rocking orgasm subsides before lifting my legs to release Becky.
She stands up and is smiling from ear to ear. I can see my pussy
juices glistening on her chin before she wipes her mouth in the
crook of her arm. I can tell she is pleased with her performance,
and I agree wholeheartedly that she should be proud.

I lie on the bed and catch my breath for a
moment before I say, “Now it’s your turn.”

I lay Becky down on the bed with me, and kiss
her deeply. Our tongues meet in her mouth, and I can taste myself
on her lips. My hands slide up her flat stomach before coming to
rest on her bra. I give her tit a nice squeeze, and am saddened
when the gesture doesn’t produce a reaction. Not letting that
hiccup take me out of the moment, I run my hairless legs against
Becky’s, rejoicing in the feeling of our silky smooth bodies
rubbing against one another.

My kissing starts to slowly track down my
partner’s feminine frame as I slide my body off of the bed. I can
tell that Becky is expecting me to reciprocate and attempts to prop
herself up with her legs wide open. While I am planning on giving
Becky some pleasure, it isn’t in the way she is expecting. I push
her back down onto the bed and slide her panties down her legs. It
was time for me to pop Becky’s cherry.

I pick up the discarded dildo from off of the
floor where it had fallen after rolling off the bed. I give it a
few quick licks to lube it up for what I was planning next. I look
across the bed, letting my eyes play over Becky. It was hard to
maintain the illusion of my female playmate right now. With her
panties off and on the floor, her dick had escaped and was now
pointing straight up. While measuring in at an inch less than the
one I was holding in my hand, it was still very un-ladylike. Ohh
well, there wasn’t much I could do about it right now.

I grab one of Becky’s hands and pull it to
her hard dick. I make her stroke herself. While Becky is
distracted, I line up my plastic prick and ram it home.

“Holy fuck!” screams Becky in a high pitched
voice. “What the fuck are you doing!”

“Keep stroking yourself and lay back. I
promise you will like it,” I answer as I push Becky back down on
the bed.

I move the dildo back into position and once
again attempt to slide the seven inch cock into my partner’s tight
ass. While her hole resists at first, it relaxes and allows entry
to my handheld dong when she starts to pump her own dick harder and
faster. I watch Becky as she works her member up and down in a
fast, repetitive rhythm. I try and match the speed with my dildo,
allowing it to slide in and out of her tight ass as fast as I can
manage. I spit on her taint and rub the saliva onto the fake dick
jammed in her backside. The extra makeshift lube lets me push and
pull the dildo more quickly.

I continue drilling Becky with my dick drill
for a few more minutes, unable to gauge just how close she is to
climax. I don’t have to wait long however. In a voice that
certainly sounds more feminine than Mark’s, I hear Becky moan and
watch as thick globules of sticky white cum shoot from the tip of
her shaft. I watch as they fly through the air before landing on
her tight little tummy. The semen forms little rivers and pools
across Becky’s belly as she continues to squirt her juices all
over. I pull the dick from her ass and toss it on a towel.

“I told you it would feel good. How did you
like getting fucked like a girl?” I ask, genuinely curious.

“It felt great Annie. I’m sorry I doubted
you. I won’t do it anymore,” Becky answered, again in a higher
register than Mark’s.

“Well you have one more task left Becky. You
didn’t get the full experience of sucking a cock earlier,” I say as
my fingers scoop up the sticky wet mess on her belly.

I bring the pool of spunk up to Becky’s lips
before I say, “Open up. Make sure you swallow like a good
girl.”

Without any resistance, Becky opens her mouth
and lets me drip her own load down her throat. I watch as she lets
the sticky goo slide around on her tongue, and she licks my hand
clean before swallowing. I am impressed by this attitude
change.

“Time for bed sweetie,” I say as I move
towards the bathroom. On the way I pick up the discarded blue
panties and toss them at Becky. I give her the nightie as well.
“I’ll be back in a minute.”

When I return from the bathroom, I see that
Becky has gotten dressed like I expected. She is lying on my side
of the bed. The side with no nightstand. I have always hated that
side. I climb into bed and position my naked body against hers. My
hand slides down to Becky’s crotch, and I am pleased to find a
soft, smooth front, instead of a tiny prick pressing against the
cotton underwear. I hug Becky around the waist and kiss her on the
back of her head, breathing in the soft smell of lavender coming
from her hair.

As I drift off to sleep, hugging my adorably
dressed partner, I couldn’t believe how much I had enjoyed the last
few hours. More importantly, I want this new facet of our
relationship to continue. I hug Becky tighter and close my eyes. I
feel relaxed and happy.

“I love you Annie,” says a girlish voice in
the dark.

“I love you too Becky,” I answer, drifting to
sleep with a smile on my face.
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from too much partying the night before an important match caused
her soccer team the match and a chance at an Olympic medal. As
punishment, her team chooses her as the nominee for a sexy bet
between her team and her nation’s Men’s team. The Men’s team has a
plan for poor Nikki, and it’s one she will never forget.
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the last weeks of Catholic High School until one morning when she
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bonding over trying to solve Jamie’s lactation problem ends up with
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