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CHAPTER 1:

I had no idea how really cruel my wife could be. Oh, the love had gone out of the marriage a long time ago, if it ever really existed at all, but we had at least been civil and tried to make a go of it on more than one occasion.

I'm not at all proud to admit it but I've always been kind of a weak person, lacking in what others might call backbone. When I got married I thought I had stumbled into the luckiest situation in the world. My wife Sarah was beautiful...and rich. She already had a gorgeous house with a swimming pool and a fancy car and every other kind of luxury you could think of when I met her, which suited me perfectly as I was just bumming around trying to figure out what I was going to do with my life. I didn't hesitate to sign a prenuptial agreement and was perfectly happy to let my wife control the purse strings.

I got a generous allowance, and we had everything I could want already anyway, and sometimes we traveled for months at a time. I never had to worry about the bills or where the money was coming from to pay for everything. My wife had a trust fund that was part of an inheritance and the money just kept rolling in.

As I said, I'm not particularly proud of my laziness. I know that a lot of men would be ashamed to admit that they just sponged off of their wife with no ambition of their own, but it's a pretty addictive habit once you get used to it. My friends all certainly seemed to enjoy coming over for the frequent pool parties or barbecues that we threw, usually with a pretty elaborate bar setup. We also threw a big costume party at Halloween every year that was always a hit, and found plenty of other excuses for throwing parties whenever we felt like it.

I had suspected that my wife might not be faithful, but I never had any real evidence, and I never tried too hard to produce any. I knew she was flirtatious by nature, and sometimes she got a little tipsy at parties, but I tried to put those thoughts from my mind. It didn't mean that she was actually doing anything behind my back but I knew that she was capable of it.

We seemed to be getting along pretty well, basically living separate lives in the same house, so I was surprised when she invited me to her bedroom one night, something she hadn't done in a very long time.

She told me that she had an idea to infuse some passion into our dormant relationship and I was quite willing to try just about anything. Like I said, Sarah is very beautiful, and while she may or may not have found comfort elsewhere I had always been totally faithful to her, which meant that I was pretty damn frustrated sexually most of the time.

When I heard her plan I thought she was joking. She said she had this pill that could temporarily change a person's gender. She told me that she had always had a fantasy about being with another woman but didn't want to cheat on me, so this was the perfect chance for both of us to have a little harmless fun. I was encouraged to hear her claim of fidelity, even if I still harbored some doubts about it, and I was doubtful that such a drug really existed so I agreed to take the damn thing, figuring that nothing would happen but maybe we'd end up in the sack anyway if I was a good sport about the whole thing.

Much to my dismay it worked like a charm and in a matter of moments my whole body had been transformed into what appeared to be a completely genuine female. I was a pretty cute one at that, with a very sexy body.

"Well, well, well...what a hot little number you turned out to be," Sarah cooed appreciatively as she began to run her hands over my new frame. "What shall we call you?"

"What do you mean?" I asked, startled by the sound of my feminine voice.

"I can't very well call you Adam, can I? That would sort of spoil the illusion. I know, I think I'll call you Eve. It's the perfect name. God created Eve from Adam and now I've done the same. And Eve ended up such a naughty little girl, which I trust you'll have no trouble doing at all," said Sarah as she pulled me onto the bed with her and begin to suck on my nipples.

I felt very naughty, indeed. Like many men I enjoyed watching lesbian porn, and this was way better than just looking at two attractive women having sex. It was the most thrilling thing I had experienced in years.

We made love for hours in a variety of ways that I probably didn't even know existed, and slept in the same bed for the first time in ages. It had definitely done the trick, as far as I was concerned, and I decided that I wouldn't mind trying it again sometime if Sarah was up for it.

"So how long does this thing last?" I asked innocently as Sarah was getting dressed.

"Indefinitely, darling," she replied casually.

"Well then where's the pill that changes me back?"

"There isn't one."

"What are you talking about?" I practically shrieked.

"You silly little cunt. There's no pill that can turn you back. This isn't temporary. This is quite permanent, I assure you."

"You're kidding," I stammered.

"Not at all."

"But why?"

"Because I was tired of you darling. Tired of hiding all my affairs. Tired of living this boring sham of a marriage," she explained as she sat brushing her hair.

"But you could have just divorced me," I pointed out desperately.

"No that wasn't possible. You're forgetting that my grandmother was a very strict old woman with some pretty old-fashioned ideas. She was adamantly opposed to divorce, as silly as that sounds these days. If we divorced I'd be cut off from the trust and there would be no more money. I'm sure none of us wants that to happen, now do we? Especially now," she said with a chuckle.

"You could have just had me move out of the house without legally ending our marriage."

"Yes, but you might have found someone else who could support you and then where would I be? I figured since we were both stuck with each other I might as well have someone around that might be of use to me, or an amusement at any rate. You're going to do whatever I tell you to do, like a good girl, and I'll let you continue to live here and I'll let you have some nice clothes and pretty things as long as you behave yourself and follow instructions faithfully."

"It sounds like you want me to be your slave," I sputtered, tears coming to my eyes.

"Precisely. That's exactly how I want you to think of yourself."

"What makes you think that I won't just walk out of here?" I said defiantly, despite my tears.

"Because I know you too well. Everything is in my name. You have no access to the bank accounts. If you walk out that door you're committing suicide. You wouldn't last 10 minutes on the streets with no money and nowhere to go, especially not like you are now. Don't worry darling, you're still going to have the comfortable life you always had. Why would you want to ruin that for both of us. I've been supporting you all of this time so why shouldn't I get something in return for all of that? It's really a fair trade, when you think about it."

She was right. She did know me. She knew my utter fear of trying to make it in the world on my own. I had become too lazy and content here. I hoped that she was just jerking me around for a while. It was probably some kind of a game and she'd eventually get tired of it and turn me back and things would return to normal. And if it meant some more incredible lesbian sex with her that was a definite plus.

Sarah had never shied away from throwing her money in my face whenever we had an argument. I was used to being embarrassed and made to feel like less of a man for being so utterly dependent upon her. I guess she felt like this was an appropriate way to really rub it in, and maybe it was.

I had no idea what sort of plans she had in mind for me, or how I was going to "amuse" her but there really wasn't much of anything to do at the moment but ask her for something to wear and go eat breakfast.


CHAPTER 2:

We had a small staff that included a cook, and a cleaning lady, and a guy who took care of the yard and the pool. We often brought in additional help for larger parties, but everyone was paid by Sarah so they were completely under her control. They were also professional enough not to ask questions so whatever they thought of the strange woman eating breakfast in one of my wife's outfits they kept to themselves.

"I think we'll go shopping today. Would you like that sweetie? You should have your own clothes," Sarah announced as we finished our meal.

Sarah naturally chose everything that I was to wear and I noticed that she leaned very heavily towards extremely sexy lingerie and very revealing bathing suits. It wasn't the most practical wardrobe in the world, but it gave me hope that she was planning to bring me to her bed again and wanted to see me dressed up like that.

I'm not sure that Sarah really knew what she wanted to do with me at the start. Her trap had worked so now she was forced to think of how I would best serve her. She insisted that I always dress in something slutty, or provocative, or at least revealing. Since she seemed to like seeing me in a bikini I spent a lot of time hanging around the pool, swimming or sunbathing. For the first few days I was mostly eye candy, which made me wonder if my wife was actually a lesbian after all. Perhaps I had been looking completely in the wrong direction when I suspected her of affairs.

She did have me come to her room a couple of times and instructed me to go down on her and lick her pussy, which I didn't mind doing at all, but that was usually about the extent of it and I was dismissed again after that. That reinforced the idea in my head that perhaps Sarah really did prefer women, but if that were the case why wouldn't she just treat me more like the spouse I was instead of some kind of a servant? Despite the cruel trick she had played on me I would have preferred to be her lesbian lover to whatever it was that I was now.

When she gave me instructions to put on a certain sexy lingerie outfit and come to her room promptly at 9 PM one night I got my hopes up that maybe she was warming to the idea of letting me back into her bed on a more equal footing but as I entered the room I found a very naked, very well-built young man lying on her bed. He looked quite comfortable and very much at home.

"Tom, this is Eve. She going to watch us," said Sarah to the man on the bed.

"Just watch?" he asked, sounding a little disappointed.

"This time. She's very shy. I don't want to rush her into anything," Sarah explained.

"Fine with me, but if she wants to do more than that I'm fine with that, too," Tom said with a grin as he leered at me from across the room.

I was told to sit quietly in a chair where I had a good view of the bed. Sarah was wearing a silky dressing gown that fastened around the waist with a belt. She had met me at the door and indicated where I was to sit but as she walked towards the bed Tom got up and took her in his arms. As they kissed Tom unfastened her belt and the gown fell open. I could see that Sarah had nothing on underneath as Tom put his hands inside the gown and held her by the waist.

Tom was very handsome and had a body that looked like it was in terrific shape. I could certainly see how Sarah would be drawn to a guy who looked like that and I felt really bad that I hadn't done more to make myself attractive to her. She was still as beautiful as the day we met. No wonder she was tempted to stray.

As they continued to kiss Tom's hands had moved up to her breasts and after giving them some attention for a while he simply took the top of the robe and pulled it the rest of the way off of her. They continued to caress in the nude, just a few feet away from me, and I couldn't help but be impressed by the physical beauty on display, despite the humiliating circumstances.

Next they got on top of the bed, but not under the covers, so I had a full view of everything as my wife climbed on Tom's rather large cock and began to ride him as he stretched out on his back.

I felt strange little tingles of excitement. I had never seen two people fucking in person like this before. I should have been horrified to watch my wife servicing another man's prick so eagerly, but something about being in this new body made the whole thing seem kind of unreal, in a way. I sort of had the impression that Tom had no idea who I really was. I think he just thought I was some friend of Sarah's. Obviously my wife knew who I was and obviously she wanted me to be humiliated, but it was hard to think of myself as her husband sitting there looking like I did in my sexy lingerie.

"Oh, Tom...you don't know how good it is to have such a big cock inside me," Sarah moaned rather loudly, presumably for my benefit. "You're such a real man!"

She didn't have to twist the knife. I knew I didn't have a cock like that, but it wasn't like I had deliberately chosen to not be well-hung. She knew what my cock was like when she married me, I thought. It seemed kind of pointless to bring it up now when I had no cock at all.

As much as I hate to say it the sight of my wife writhing on that stud's big pole was terribly arousing. I know it shouldn't have been, but it was. I felt like I was getting kind of moist between my legs.

Sarah's large, full breasts were really bouncing now as she leaned back and supported herself on her outstretched arms. She turned her head to look at me and just fixed her gaze on my eyes, I suppose hoping to see utter terror or shame or something. I don't know what she saw in my eyes, or didn't see, but perhaps I wasn't giving her the satisfaction she had been hoping for because she tried to goad me again.

"Doesn't Tom have a big beautiful cock, sweetie? It's the kind of cock that really fills a woman up the way she needs to be filled."

I just looked at her blankly, wondering when this would be over. It just seemed kind of pointless to me. I had suspected that she had affairs, she had admitted it the night she turned me into a woman, now I had seen the evidence for myself. What more did she want? She liked fucking a handsome man with a big cock. That wasn't really all that surprising to me. Maybe she thought I would cry or run out of the room or something, but that wasn't going to happen.

It had been a turn on to see my wife with another man, but that novelty was kind of wearing off and now it just seemed awkward to have me in the same room. As I said before I don't think Sarah really thought this thing out. She always had a tendency to do things on the spur of the moment. She made a lot of impulse buys of things that she didn't really want or need. Something had put this crazy idea in her head and she just did it without working through all of the potential consequences. She knew me, but I knew her as well.

I'm sure Sarah was really having a good time, but I was also sure that she was sort of "performing" for my benefit. She talked a lot more than she usually did and kept looking at me for reactions. When Tom finally ejaculated in her I was dismissed and left without a word.

If her big plot to destroy me was to have me sit in a chair and watch her getting boned by her lovers it seemed like kind of a waste of time to me. Unless she had something else in mind I figured that she'd grow tired of this little peepshow pretty fast. As it turned out, she did have something else in mind.


CHAPTER 3:

Stan Archer was a pretty good friend of mine. We had known each other for a long time and he was a frequent quest in our home. When Sarah sent me to answer the door, and I saw Stan standing there, I assumed that he had come by planning to visit me. Apparently I was wrong.

"Oh, hey there," he said pleasantly, but with a bit of surprise in his voice. "Is Sarah home?"

I was wearing my assigned tube top with no bra and hot pants and I couldn't help but notice that Stan was really checking me out as we stood in the doorway. I was still confused at the moment. If Stan was here why was he asking about Sarah. A moment later I figured it out.

"Oh, there you are darling," said Sarah as she swept into the room. "Well don't leave the man standing out there on the porch, invite him in silly."

I held the door open and watched as Stan and my wife embraced warmly. It seemed pretty obvious that they had done this before. I closed the door and stood there rather sadly as I watched them kiss in front of me without the slightest concern. If Stan wondered who I was he was too busy sticking his tongue in my wife's mouth to ask.

"It's been a long time, Stan," my wife said seductively as she rubbed her body all over him.

"Too long," he replied with a grin.

Then she took him by the hand and they started to go upstairs to her bedroom.

"Well don't just stand there. I'm sure you're going to want to see this," Sarah commanded.

I quietly fell in line behind them as they made their way up the stairs. Sarah explained that I would be watching them and Stan seemed to think it was kind of odd, but he wasn't going to turn down the chance to bed Sarah, so he just shrugged and went with it.

"Eve, this is my very good friend Stan, and I know you're just going to love seeing the way he pleases a woman," Sarah chided me as I was sent to my familiar position in the chair.

They kissed some more and then Sarah got down on her knees and unfastened Stan's pants. Once she had his erection in her hand she turned and looked at me.

"Stan has such a yummy cock. I always love sucking it so much," she grinned.

"And you always suck it so good, honey," Stan tossed in for good measure.

This time it was quite different for me. I had always thought of Stan as a real friend. Sure, he hung out at our house a lot, and he was always friendly around Sarah, but it never seemed to be inappropriate. I started searching my memories to see if there were times where I had been too blind to notice what was going on.

There was that pool party where he kept putting his hands on her waist, pretending like he was going to push her in. It did seem like he was repeating the same joke an awful lot. Then there was the time I had come home early from playing golf when I developed a blister on my hand and found Stan coming down the stairs. He looked a little guilty, at first, but then he offered some plausible explanation for being there and we ended up having a couple of beers and watching some TV. He had probably been banging my wife earlier, but he played it very cool.

That kind of betrayal really hurt. Even more than knowing that my wife was unfaithful. Your friends are supposed to be your friends, and spouses and girlfriends are strictly off limits. That was the "guy code" that we were all supposed to live by. It made me wonder whether Stan had ever been a friend at all, or whether he just used that as an excuse to get in the sack with Sarah whenever he got the chance.

I felt really horrible as I watched his cock disappearing down my wife's throat. Sarah had sucked my cock in the earliest days of our marriage, and I knew that she was very good at it, but it was something that quickly fell out of our routine. I guess it wasn't that she was tired of giving head she had just tired herself out giving it to other men. Men like my "buddy" Stan.

"God, honey, you must have missed me," Stan grunted as he put his hand on Sarah's head. "You're sucking like a total pro. I think I'm going to pop right here in your mouth."

"Go for it lover," she said as she stopped sucking for a moment and looked up at him. "You know how much I love the taste of your cum."

I felt the tears flowing down my cheeks and tried to wipe them away, but they were coming too fast. What did she see in Stan? He always seemed like kind of an average guy to me. That Tom character looked more like a porn star, or something, but Sarah seemed just as anxious to service Stan as she had Tom.

Sarah had obviously wanted to hurt and humiliate me and she had finally done it. Walking around the house in skimpy clothes hadn't bothered me all that much. Even seeing her fuck some strange man in her bed had probably been more arousing than humiliating. But this was too much. It was so unexpected. I wondered how many more of my friends had banged my wife. I wondered whether I actually had any real friends at all.

I felt lower than I ever had at any time in my life. I hadn't just been taken down a peg, I had been smashed to the ground. Sarah had proved her point. I had been too much of a wimp as a man to stand on my own two feet and make something of my life, so now I had to pay for that by suffering whatever indignity she chose to heap upon me.

I should have gotten angry but I just got depressed instead. I spent the next two hours watching my friend Stan and my wife Sarah fuck and suck their way around the bedroom. I was presented with plenty of good angles that left nothing to the imagination. Hopefully now Sarah would see the look of misery on my face and know that she had achieved her goal and this would be the end of it. Unfortunately I soon discovered that was not the case. Not by a long shot.


CHAPTER 4:

Of all my friends I would have classified Thad Randolph as my closest friend. My best buddy. A stand up guy. The kind of man you'd want in your foxhole. So when I was summoned to my wife's bedroom and found him naked, already fooling around with my naked wife, I was even more thunderstruck than I had been with Stan. Not Thad, I thought. Please tell me that it's anybody but him. It wasn't. It was Thad.

I didn't have to be told to sit in my chair, I just went there and kind of slumped down with my shoulders bent in defeat. If Thad was doing my wife then everybody probably was and I was probably going to be subjected to a whole parade of them through this room eventually.

When I glanced over at the bed I saw the two of them kissing while Sarah stroked Thad's erection. I had to admit that he did have a pretty impressive-looking cock. I had no idea. Just one more reason to hate the guy now.

I was wearing a very sexy little outfit with garter belts and stockings and a pushup bra that only covered the bottom part of my bosom. There were no panties with that getup, just the garter belt, and usually putting that kind of stuff on got me in a pretty sexy mood. I don't know if it was the fabric, or the amount of skin I was showing, or the way I looked dressed like that, but dressing sexy always made me feel sexy. Now I just felt like a deflated balloon. I hardly even noticed when Sarah came and took me by the hand and brought me over to the bed. She gently pressed me down on my knees, right between Thad's open legs, and knelt down beside me.

"I think it's time for you to do more than just watch," she whispered in my ear.  "Look at Thad's big cock. So hard and manly. Don't you want to touch it?"

I turned my head to look at her with pleading eyes but she just turned it back to my pal's lap. I was getting a little nervous now but suddenly I felt Sarah's hand reaching under me and beginning to play with my pussy. I was distracted. Caught off guard.

"Isn't she pretty?" Sarah said to Thad.

"She sure is," Thad replied.

"But so shy. I know she wants your cock Thad. I know she wants it desperately, but I think she's going to need a little coaxing.

"Come here baby, there's nothing to be frightened of," said Thad as he pulled me up from the floor and began to kiss me.

Sarah was becoming more aggressive with her finger play and when she started to rub my clit I felt like I was starting to lose control. I was kissing my best friend while my wife toyed with my clitoris. I wanted to be disgusted but I was so damn horny. And kissing Thad felt pretty much like kissing anyone. He didn't know that he was providing me with a double dose of shame, violating both me and my wife. He just saw a pair of pretty lips and a girl dressed up in sexy lingerie. There was no need for a lot of questions. It was obvious what we were all there for.

Next Thad began to kiss my neck and shoulders while he put his hands on my boobs. He let his fingers slide under the top of my bra and put my nipples between them. I'd never been touched like this by two people at the same time, and even though they were people who I should have totally despised I couldn't help the fact that they were making me feel so good.

Then Sarah put her hands on my shoulders and pulled me back down to my knees. She put a hand on my head and pushed it down towards Thad's throbbing member.

"Go ahead and touch it. Doesn't it look wonderful?" she said as my lips were now only about an inch or so away from his erection.

She kept pressing until the tip of his dick was poking between my lips. I could feel it pressing up against my teeth. Everything seemed to be happening in slow motion. I opened my mouth to protest but that just allowed his prick to slip in and I felt a couple of inches of his manhood gliding across the top of my tongue. There was a cock in my mouth. Thad's cock. The feeling was so terrifyingly strange and kinky. The scent of his manhood was turning me on for some reason. The terrible, awful, wickedness of the whole thing only seemed to add to my arousal.

Thad replaced Sarah's hand on my head so that she could resume fingering me, and he very gently pushed and pulled my head up and down on his rod. After a while she got up again and unfastened my bra and pulled the straps down from my shoulders. It just kind of hung there, as it fell away from my body, exposing my breasts completely. Then I felt Sarah straddling my back and kind of grinding her pussy up and down my spine. She felt as wet and slippery as I knew I was. When she wrapped her arms around my torso and took my tits in her hands I suddenly realized that Thad wasn't pushing my head anymore. He was leaning back, just watching me suck him off while one of my hands stroked his shaft.

"Oh, that's so nice baby," Thad moaned happily.

"You see, the shy one's always take a little longer to get warmed up, but once they do they're unstoppable," said Sarah as she got on the bed next to Thad and offered her tits for his enjoyment before they began to kiss again.

I felt like I really needed that stimulation down below so I took my free hand and started rubbing my pussy frantically. I didn't really want to look at Thad and Sarah but I couldn't help myself. I was too weak. No backbone. I had always been such a pussy. I was so desperate to hang onto my cushy life that I went along with my wife's evil plan, and so desperate for sex that I was willing to give head to my best friend.

I guess there really are no free rides in life. Eventually you have to pay the price and I was paying it big time. Sarah was getting exactly what she wanted. I wasn't being forced to blow my buddy, I was doing it now on my own. Sure, they had given me a push to get me started but once I was feeling stimulated I just kept going. My wife would be able to hold this over my head forever and taunt me with it constantly, as I was sure she would.

All of a sudden Thad's cock started to spasm and I felt warm goo filling my mouth. I panicked and jerked his dick back but that almost made things worse as his cum just shot all over my face.

"Oh...oh, no...no..." I whined as his jizz went into my hair, and my eye, and on the side of my nose, and on my chin.

I just sat there for a moment, his cock still in my hand, as I realized what had just happened. I suppose it was actually the appropriate finish for my act of degradation.

"What a mess you are," said Sarah scolding. "Go get cleaned up and go to bed. We can handle things from here."

I heard them laughing softly as they cuddled up in her bed and I dragged myself to the door. I don't know if they were laughing at me or some other private joke, but I assumed that I was the object of their mirth. I tried to wipe my face but that only resulted in making my hands sticky and spreading the stuff around even more so I gave up and headed off.

Like a zombie I staggered slowly to my room and went into the bathroom where I just stared at myself in the mirror for the longest time. I was a mess. Thad's sperm was all over my face. I could still taste it on my tongue. I felt like such an idiot and a loser. What in the world had made me do that? I was really getting into it just before he slammed me with that unexpected facial.

I had lost my bra somewhere along the line but I didn't care. It would turn up. Right now I just wanted to get in the shower and clean myself up as thoroughly as possible. Not that it really mattered. The cum would wash away. The memory of how it got there would be burned into my brain forever.


CHAPTER 5:

A few nights later I had a strange dream where I was chained to a bed with my legs straight up and pulled back and my arms stretched forward so that my ankles and wrists were bound together. Trussed up like a turkey.

Then a door opened and a line of naked men silently entered the room. It was like every man I knew in the world. I think even my old high school gym teacher was there. They just stood waiting, like people lined up at a deli counter. Some of them stroked themselves slowly while waiting their turn. Stan Archer was the first to climb up and stick his cock in me.

"Man, your pussy is much tighter than your wife's...but I'm guessing it won't be for long," he said with a wink as he indicated the long line behind him.

Each man took his turn fucking me, usually tossing in his own comments or just kind of laughing at me. They all seemed to know exactly who I was and that only made them all the more amused. There was so much cum being pumped into me that it started to spill out and run down my leg. I could feel the bed getting wet under my ass.

When I woke up I felt moist between the legs and for a crazy, half-awake, moment I thought that the dream must have really happened, before I realized that it was just a wet dream. That kind of confused me and pissed me off. How could having every man I know line up to fuck me be even remotely arousing?

Suddenly that triggered a flash of inspiration. A plan of how to fight back. It might have been a terrible dream, but it sure gave me a wonderful idea!


CHAPTER 6:

The next time Sarah paraded my ass in front of one of my friends for another round of sexual humiliation it turned out to be a guy named Johnny Bradley. He actually wasn't a very close friend of mine, more of a golf buddy, but he was a very outgoing and jovial fellow and the sort of person that always made for a good party guest.

Johnny was naked, as the men I was displayed for tended to be, and was kind of propped up on some pillows on the bed. Sarah was standing off to one side with her hands on my shoulders.

"Here she is. This is Eve, who I told you about. Isn't she cute?" said Sarah, as if trying to get two shy teenagers to dance together at a party.

"You can say that again. Come over here sweetie and let me get a better look at you," said Johnny with a wide grin.

"Go on honey, he won't bite," said Sarah as she pushed me in his direction.

I was wearing a very sheer teddy with nothing but panties underneath it. My tits were clearly visible through the material but I guess not clear enough for Johnny because he started to pull it off over my head right away. I just stuck my hands up to make it easier for him then stood silently as he began to grope my breasts.

"Wow, she's really something," Johnny said to Sarah, who was still standing off to the side.

I hadn't said a word so far and just went through the motions of whatever Sarah wanted me to do as mechanically as always but this time I changed the scenario a little. As Johnny toyed with my tits I reached over and started to stroke his dick.

"Oh, Johnny, what an awesome cock you have," I said with wide-eyed delight. "Are you going to put that big thing in me?"

"Would you like me to?" he asked.

"Oh, yes Johnny. I want you to put that big...hard...manly...cock inside me."

In between each of the key words I leaned forward and gave him a kiss. Then I grabbed his head with one hand and really started kissing while I continued to jack him off with the other.

"Hey, I thought you said she was shy," Johnny called over to Sarah between kisses.

"Yes, well...she's...full of surprises," Sarah answered a little tersely.

I couldn't see the expression on her face, but from the tone of her voice I suspected that I was getting the reaction I was hoping for.

My plan was deceptively simple, but I thought diabolically clever. I knew that Sarah wanted to play upon my weaknesses by getting me to reluctantly do nasty things with my old male friends while flaunting the fact that she had been fucking them behind my back all this time. The solution was to pretend to go to the other extreme. Act like boning my buddies was the greatest thing I had ever done. And if I could make it seem like she had my total approval to bang anyone she liked, so much the better. Knowing her as well as I did I knew that would drive her bonkers. There was no humiliation at all if it looked like I was having the time of my life.

After we had kissed for a suitable length of time I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled off my panties. Then I spun around and used my fingers to spread my slit apart for Johnny's inspection.

"Do you like my pussy, Johnny?" I asked very sweetly.

"I absolutely love it babe," Johnny replied as he began to finger me up.

"Mmm...I like it when you touch me like that," I purred.

"What a sweet little pussy," Johnny said almost to himself.

"I want you to fuck me so bad, but I'm not very experienced. Maybe you could teach me," I said as I got on all fours and began to shake my bare ass in his direction. "Come and teach me, Johnny. Teach me how to fuck."

"Well I think that's probably enough for one day," Sarah suddenly interjected. "No need to rush things."

Johnny just ignored her. He was already right behind me lining up his dick with my gash. A moment later I felt it sliding into me and let out a little yelp, which wasn't entirely planned. My virgin pussy was being taken for the first time and it was kind of a surprise sensation.

"Oh, wow...oh, my goodness...it feels so big inside me...and so awesome," I said in my best childish voice.

"Yeah, honey, relax and enjoy it. I'm going to give you the nice fucking you need," said Johnny as he began to thrust a little more aggressively.

I wanted to look at Sarah but I didn't want to spoil the illusion of being completely carried away by the sensation of getting hammered by Johnny. I had to trust my instincts and assume that she was getting pretty hacked off by this. And honestly I was getting pretty carried away by the pounding I was getting. It was like nothing I had ever known before.

"Oh, Johnny...Johnny...fuck me like a dirty little slut...make me your fuck toy!" I pleaded with him.

He was happy to oblige as he reached out and grabbed my hair. I thought it would hurt more when he yanked it back, but it wasn't that painful. I didn't care anyway. It was all for a worthy cause, after all.

"What a squirrely little bitch you turned out to be," Johnny half chuckled half grunted. "I don't have to teach you anything, honey. You're already fucking like a first class slut."

"God yes...yes...fuck me harder Johnny...fuck me..."

This went on for some length of time and I think the line between my acting and my real reactions got pretty severely blurred. If watching my wife getting fucked in front of me had been sort of a turn on, then having her watch me getting fucked was all the more arousing.

Finally Johnny shoved my head down on the mattress as he began to unload inside my snatch. I was gasping for air and yelping and crying out little sounds of delight as he shot several thick jets of cum into me.

"Oh, Johnny...you were just amazing!" I said happily as I remained lying on the bed after he had pulled out.

"Well that was quite enough for this time, I think," said Sarah practically dragging me off the bed and pushing me towards the door. "If you'll excuse me, I'll be right back."

Sarah followed me out into the hall and shut the door behind her. Then she stood for a moment just glaring at me with daggers in her eyes.

"What the hell was that?" she demanded.

"I don't know what you mean," I replied so very innocently.

"You know exactly what I mean. That's your friend in there. Your friend Johnny Bradley just fucked you like an animal in front of your own wife and you were moaning and squealing like a whore and begging him to do it."

"But it felt so good. I had no idea that sex as a woman was so much better. I never would have discovered that without your help. Thank you so much!" I said.

"Go to your room! I'll deal with you later," Sarah said menacingly.

"Goodnight dear. Have fun with Johnny," I said as I kissed her politely on the cheek and skipped down the hall to my room.

A moment or two later I heard a door slam and I almost felt sorry for poor Johnny, even if he was a philandering asshole. He had one very pissed off bitch on his hands right now.

I felt like I should get an Oscar for my performance, but I knew that it was only partly an act. It certainly had been at the start. But physical stimulation of key erogenous zones is a powerful trigger mechanism and no matter what I thought of the circumstances and the participants involved, once the right buttons were being pushed I kind of went into autopilot.

That honestly didn't bother me. There was no reason why my female body wouldn't enjoy sexual contact with men. That was the way things were designed by nature, even if my body hadn't been produced in the traditionally natural way. It was very real now and appeared to be very responsive. That was a weapon I could use to my advantage, if I needed to do this kind of thing again.

I felt incredibly happy to have seen my plan work so well. I had gotten the upper hand on Sarah for once. She obviously thought it was odd that I had turned into a little hussy so fast, but the fact that I hadn't totally been faking it must have thrown her for a loop. I'm sure she could tell that I had really had an orgasm. A man might not recognize faking it, but I figured that she would. That's probably why she was so angry. Her virginal husband was getting off right in her face with the man she had brought over to fuck. I think I was probably a hard act to follow.

So Johnny Bradley was screwing my wife just down the hall. Big fucking deal. Once you get over the initial shock of discovering infidelity does the number of times it happened really matter much?

That crazy dream had really been the key for me. The more I thought about it the more I realized that I had been enjoying the experience, despite all logic being against that outcome. In the dream I had been literally trapped on the bed, restrained and helpless, while every guy in town shot his wad in me. But I wasn't crying or screaming or struggling to break free. I seemed to be genuinely enjoying every second of it, as my wetness seemed to confirm.

The helpless victim of a nightmare was what Sarah wanted me to be. It was the logical reaction to things. By flipping the script I took away her power to shame me and turned it against her. With any luck this would be the end of her stupid game and she could turn me back to a man, if that was secretly within her power, as I still suspected it might be, or at least we could come to some sort of a truce and just live our own separate lives. But if she wanted a war I was ready to give her one.


CHAPTER 7:

It had been quite a while and I hadn't been invited to her bedroom, and I hadn't noticed any gentlemen callers in the house either. Sarah went out sometimes, but I noticed that she was never gone for too terribly long, and never spent the night away from home. If nothing else it looked like I might be putting a dent in her sexual escapades, which pleased me.

I had called Johnny and thanked him for the lovely time and hinted that I might be interested in seeing him on my own sometime. Then I did the same with Thad and Stan. I just wanted to plant the seed of rebellion any way I could.

Our gardener/pool boy, Armando, looked like the kind of pool boy you only see in porn movies. He was a ripped hunk of a man and I knew that Sarah had hired him specifically for that reason. I always noticed that he seemed to work with his shirt off an awful lot, even when it wasn't all that hot outside. He seemed to keep the yard looking nice and the pool was always clean so it never really bothered me all that much that he was probably eye candy for my wife. Knowing what I knew now I had a strong suspicion that he was more than just that.

I started hanging out around the pool a lot more than I usually did, especially if I knew that Armando would likely be working out there and sometimes I'd bring him a cold drink or a clean towel and we'd have a little friendly chat before I went to sunbathe, which I often did with little or nothing on.

I knew that Sarah was keeping an eye on me and I knew that she would have to notice my flirtatious behavior towards our gardener and I knew that she would be very unhappy about it. So far I hadn't done anything more than flirt and flash a little skin for his benefit, but Sarah probably couldn't be sure about that and it was probably another bee in her bonnet.

We seemed to be in kind of a strange stalemate. I was basically just living my life as I used to live it, only wearing very different clothes. As I said before I don't think Sarah ever thought this through before doing it, so now she had to come up with new ideas on the fly.

Since she her attempts to degrade me with sex had blown up in her face spectacularly she tried degrading me in general. I was issued a skimpy little maid's costume, that no domestic worker would ever wear in real life, and I was assigned various menial tasks to perform around the house, with the strict warning that if I failed to do them I would have my allowance cut off.

Once again I thwarted her hostility with cheerfulness. I went around the house happily dusting and cleaning with a smile on my face. Whatever she wanted me to do I did without hesitation or complaint. I'm sure she thought the outfit would further emasculate me but I just thought it made me look hot. I think our real housekeeper was actually worried that she was going to be replaced because I was doing such a bang up job as a maid, and looked so fucking good doing it.

After a few weeks of doing that Sarah gave up and told me not to interfere with the housekeeping anymore. But that actually wasn't the end of my service career.

Sarah decided to throw a cocktail party and thought that the reason her original plan hadn't worked was because there was virtually no one around to see me reduced in status and dressed so provocatively. I would work the party, in my skimpy little outfit, as a cocktail waitress. I would be paraded around in front of all our friends as a humble servant, and a potential object of harassment from any number of the male guests who would be in attendance.

Obviously she wanted me to fuck up and spill drinks all over everybody, or trip in the absurd high heels that she had me wear, or be reduced to tears by all the ass pinching dickheads who would no doubt take my attire as a welcome mat for any lewd suggestions.

I had worked my ass off learning how to walk in heels and practiced carrying full trays around when Sarah wasn't there to see me. She never would have expected her lazy ass spouse to do anything other than take the path of least resistance, but I felt pretty comfortable about handling my duties responsibly and professionally, something she could never have anticipated.

When the big night arrived I was at my station, perky and cheerful as can be. I handled every order flawlessly, and navigated the crowded room with a large tray full of glasses and never spilled a drop. The bartender she had hired for the event assumed that I had been waitressing for years and seemed very impressed by my skill. He also seemed very impressed by my uniform and kept hinting that we should get together after the party was done.

Sarah had certainly been right about one thing, men were all over me that night. I got my ass pinched and squeezed so often that it started to feel like my butt was a pin cushion. And then there were those who liked to "corner me" whenever they could. They were the more bold types. They waited until my tray was empty so that they could cut me off on my way to wherever I was going and lean casually against a pillar or a wall or whatever was handy, making sure that one arm kept me in place. That usually led to all kinds of well-rehearsed pickup lines.

"Hey cutie, why don't we slip off and find a more quiet spot and get better acquainted?"

"When you get off tonight I'll bet you'd rather do it with some company."

"If you get tired of serving all these people I'd be happy to provide a little service for you."

"I'll bet that short skirt comes in handy for hot quickies in the closet, and I think there's a closet right over there with our name on it."

It was amazing how free some men felt with putting their hands on me. The quick brush of a cheek or a hand resting on my hip for a moment. I took it all in stride and remained cheerful and polite throughout it all, much to the chagrin of my increasingly frustrated wife.

Then there were those like Stan, Thad, and Johnny that I had been in touch with on my own. They were all there and I went out of my way to be chatty and flirty with all of them every chance I got, especially when we were in view of Sarah.

A pretty girl in a sexy maid's outfit does not have to do very much to get a lot of male attention I quickly discovered. I was a little surprised that nobody ever seemed terribly interested in knowing exactly who I was or why I was hanging around this house all the time, and even more disappointed that no one seemed terribly concerned about the fact that the real me hadn't been seen in quite a while. On the other hand I had learned that most of my so-called friends had been stabbing me in the back anyway, so I wasn't too heartbroken over their lack of concern about my whereabouts.

Sarah, however, was very concerned about the amount of attention I was drawing, and by extension, taking away from her. It was her party after all. No hostess wants to be upstaged by a cocktail waitress. Yet she couldn't really blame me for anything. I was doing my job professionally and cheerfully. I'm sure she heard a lot of compliments about me as a waitress, and probably overheard some of the lewd talk about me as an object of lustful desire.

When the evening was through I volunteered to help clean up but Sarah just told me to go to my room, so I did. I had toyed with the idea of taking the bartender up on his offer, or possibly slipping off with one of the guests, but I decided that this time it was better to play it cool. Let Sarah stew with the image of the happy housemaid again.

I would just wait and see whether she tried to escalate the conflict or back down completely.


CHAPTER 8:

Her next moves seemed to be pretty petty in nature. She took the TV out of my room, so I just went and watched it in the den. When she took the TV out of the den I went and watched it in the living room. She tried taking the TV out of the living room, but since she watched more television in there than I usually did she ended up putting it back.

She started getting worried about leaving me alone in the house so she would frequently drag me along on whatever errands she was running. I guess she was afraid I'd screw the gardener or something, but actually if I did screw the gardener I'd want to do it when she was most likely to see it.

For a while she tried taking away all of my clothes and making me walk around naked whenever I was home. I just took that in stride. I had a fine body and didn't mind showing it off to anyone. More than a few startled delivery guys got quite an eyeful when I opened the door to sign for packages. It just gave me more opportunity to flaunt my body in front of Armando.

When she tired of that I got my clothes back but I still walked around the house nude sometimes just for the hell of it. I liked being naked. It was very natural and freeing. Then one day Thad called me and asked if there was a time we could get together on our own. I knew that Sarah had a hair appointment coming up so I took that opportunity to drive over to Thad's house where we had a couple of drinks before getting down to the real business at hand.

I had a huge advantage, when it came to dealing with my old friends, that had nothing to do with sex appeal at all. I knew these guys really well. I knew their favorite sports teams and could talk trivia with them all day long. I could quote lines from their favorite movies. I could discuss the latest plot developments in their favorite TV shows. I knew what they liked to eat and drink. Sarah really only knew them casually as friends of her husband who liked to fuck her every now and then. I was just as fuckable, but I could be a real buddy as well. One of the boys. Different and fascinating. Not like most girls.

When Thad started kissing me I went right for his pants and got his dick in my hand. He had only seen me as a shy and scared virgin, more or less forced into having oral sex with him. I was determined to show him a very different girl, even if Sarah wasn't there to see it. I was going to drive a wedge between her and her lovers, one hard cock at a time.

"You seem so different this time," Thad noted as he toyed with my breasts.

"Well, I felt like I was intruding on you and Sarah. I don't like being the third wheel," I said as I continued to stroke him.

"Yeah, I don't know what got into her head. She just kept pushing me about it. I had to meet this girl, I had to meet this girl, on and on and on. It seemed to me like you weren't totally into it, which was kind of a turn off, but Sarah was very persistent, for some reason."

"Oh, she has to have her little games, I guess. I didn't mind sucking your cock, really. I just didn't need an audience."

"Well we're alone now, honey," Thad pointed out.

"So we are," I said as my head dropped into his lap and his cock slid into my mouth again.

As I said before the initial shock of my wife's indiscretions had worn off surprisingly fast. I willingly accepted any blame that might be fairly attributed to me for not keeping her satisfied, or for not being sharp enough to spot the issue sooner. And I accepted the fact that men tend to think with their dicks a lot of the time. If one of my friends had a hot wife who wanted to fuck me I don't know that I would have been such a pillar of strength that I would have refused. I had a very strong suspicion that Sarah had been the instigator in most, of not all of these affairs.

That didn't exonerate these men, but the fact was that we had been friends because we had things in common and got along well together. I didn't see why that had to change simply because I had tits and a pussy now. I knew better than to trust any of them too much, but maybe it would be fun to hang with my old crew casually with the pleasant addition of some fornication thrown in for good measure. Friends with benefits.

As I sucked Thad's cock this time I found that I was enjoying it quite a bit, even without someone stimulating my vagina or my clitoris. I liked the control I had and I knew how much it impressed men to see a woman who seemed to enjoy giving head. Sarah hadn't created a slave, she had created a rival, and I was determined to make it more difficult than ever to win any of these men back to her bed.

"Ah...yes baby...yes...that's so fucking nice," Thad said as he gently stroked my hair instead of pushing my head up and down on his prick.

I assumed that Thad would cum in my mouth again and I was prepared for it this time. To my surprise he had me lie down on the couch with my legs back as he got between them and started to lick my pussy. That felt really nice and I began to think that this friends with benefits idea might turn out to be surprisingly beneficial.

For someone who had never been hung up on the whole macho thing adapting to womanhood hadn't been as hard as it might have been on someone else. I had lived a pretty cushy life so the thought of being soft and pampered came rather naturally to me, but I had also discovered a tougher, more disciplined side to my nature now. I was never this ballsy back when I actually had balls.

Sarah had tried to dish out every punishment and humiliation she could think of, but I took it like...well...like a woman, I guess. Quietly, and stoically, while I plotted my counter attack. Naturally it helped that I discovered how much I enjoyed feeling pretty, and how I thrived on the attention of men, and I was certainly learning to enjoy their company as bedmates.

When Thad finally started fucking me I really opened up for him and welcomed his manhood into my body with real joy. Don't trust him, just enjoy him, I reminded myself. And man, was I ever enjoying him on that couch!

He put his sperm deep inside me this time, instead of all over my face, and I felt a really wonderful sensation as he jerked off inside me. It wasn't so much a physical sensation, but a mental one. I liked the idea of receiving a man's seed like that. It felt so incredibly natural and womanly. My body, like all women's, had been built specifically for men to feel a powerful urge to put their semen inside of me. It's why there were six and half billion people on the planet I guess. The design worked really well.

I hurried home, but assured Thad that we'd get together soon. Despite my efforts to make it a quickie things had dragged out a little longer than I had anticipated and Sarah was waiting for me impatiently when I got home.

"Just where the hell have you been?" she demanded, like a mother who had just caught her teenage daughter sneaking in at 3AM.

"Just out," I replied casually.

"Out where?"

"Nowhere special. I just went for a drive," I told her. "It's nice to get out of the house sometimes."

"You were with a man, weren't you? Don't lie to me. You were off whoring around with some guy!"

"Maybe," I said with a shrug.

"Go to your room and stay there you filthy little slut!" Sarah practically screamed at me.

"Nice to see you, too, darling," I said as I kissed her on the cheek and danced away to my room.

I knew she hated that. I could picture her wiping her cheek off and glowering at every step I took. There would no doubt be repercussions from this day, but I figured I could handle whatever she tried to do to me. It was worth it to get the lovely fucking I had gotten from my old buddy Thad. Nice that we could be friends again, at least in a way. I looked forward to getting together with the rest of the gang soon.


CHAPTER 9:

Sarah took my car keys, which didn't surprise me. That was just the sort of thing she was likely to do. It was a drag, but not insurmountable by any means. I'm sure there were any number of men who would gladly give me a lift, or I could always call a rideshare service or something. I had no intention of being a prisoner in that house unless she literally chained me to wall.

I could usually count on two different kinds of punishment from Sarah. There was the kneejerk, reactionary kind, where she took something away from me or made a spur-of-the-moment decision, or the calculated kind, where she actually put some thought into how she was going to screw me over.

Taking my keys was reactionary. She might stick with it, or she might change her mind sometime and give them back. I could usually anticipate when something like that was going to happen, but I never quite knew what to expect from her more developed master schemes.

As I figured, the lack of a car didn't slow me down much. Nobody minded giving me a ride wherever I had to go. It was actually a handy excuse for getting together with my old friends. It usually led to sex, or at least some kind of heavy necking, but sometimes we just hung out at a sports bar and had a couple of beers while we watched a game or something.

Then there were the guys I didn't know, or didn't know well, who had slipped me their phone number at the party I had been working as a waitress. I had no idea if any of them were Sarah's lover or not, but I figured if they were on the guest list there was a good chance that she had either fucked them, or wanted to. I figured there was no harm in winning them over to my side, just in case.

It was easy for me to be a fun girl to hang out with, which is often more appealing to a guy than a woman who's just attractive. I didn't have to go out of my way to badmouth Sarah, or anything like that, but whenever something negative about her slipped into the conversation my little circle of studs always seemed very sympathetic and jumped to take my side.

I was always very vague about my relationship/friendship with Sarah. Everybody knew that I lived in her house but the arrangement was never quite clear, and I didn't try too hard to clarify it. Stan, Thad, and Johnny had all seen me invited into Sarah's bedroom, to either watch or participate when they were there, and the guys from the party had seen me working as cocktail waitress. They knew that Sarah had some kind of control over me and I think they suspected that she was some kind of a dominatrix and I was her submissive, which probably just made me all the more interesting and desirable in their eyes.

In a way it was a shame that Sarah hadn't just gone down that route. I had genuinely enjoyed making love to my wife again when we were both females. It was nice to sleep in the same bed again. I probably could have played the role of her sex slave, if she had shown me any kindness at all, but she had been horribly mean to me from the start and never seemed to let up. It seemed especially unfair to punish me when she was the one who had been dishonest and unfaithful in our marriage. If she thought I wasn't man enough for her so she had to take lovers why single out my friends except to be able to hurt me even more later? This whole thing was unnecessarily spiteful. She didn't have to love me, but there was no reason to hate me either.

When Sarah figured out that I must be communicating with people using my phone she took my phone away. I just went out and bought one of those pay as you go phones and hid it somewhere where I knew she wouldn't be likely to find it. When I called all the guys and gave them my new number it was just another opportunity to make Sarah seem petty and jealous.

I'm sure my newfound resourcefulness must have baffled Sarah completely. The old me never had this kind of tenacity. I had always been quick to throw in the towel and accept whatever fate came my way. Now I was not only able to defend myself I was able to fight back, but I think Sarah just couldn't wrap her head around that notion. She had known the old me for too long and refused to believe that I could have changed so much.

Our annual 4th of July pool party and barbecue was coming up and I figured she'd have something in mind for me, and boy, did she ever!


CHAPTER 10:

Our parties usually tended to be a mix of people. Her friends, my friends, married couples, people from the neighborhood, but for this particular party the guest list was surprisingly one-dimensional. It was men only, with Sarah as the queen bee and belle of the ball. I was not on the guest list and I wasn't even serving...well...not serving drinks anyway.

It appeared to be a gathering of her lovers, past, present, and hoped for future. Thad, Stan, and Johnny were there, along with a couple of my other friends, who I hadn't identified yet as part of Sarah's entourage, and Tom was there as well. It was sort of like one of those murder mysteries where all of the suspects are brought together before the detective reveals the identity of the killer.

Sarah was definitely in her element, chatting, flirting, showing off her terrific body in a very revealing bathing suit. I'm not sure what the men thought. It was obvious that this was Sarah's show and that they were expected to compete for her attention, but it made for kind of an odd social setting.

I watched the whole spectacle unfolding from a distance and waited for my big role in the shindig. Sarah was trying a new strategy and I suppose I was as curious as she was to see how it would all work out.

"Well boys, I have some very special entertainment for you tonight," Sarah announced before excusing herself for a moment and going to retrieve me.

When Sarah came back to the pool area she was leading me by a dog leash attached to a collar around my neck. That collar was the only stitch of clothing I had on. She let me walk upright until we got near the pool again and I was told to get on all fours and crawl behind her, which I did without protest. The looks we got from the startled guests were priceless. Nobody saw this coming.

I was led right into the middle of the crowd, which sort of fell into a semi-circle around us. Sarah had me stand up and she took the leash off my collar. All eyes were glued to my naked body but I just stared blankly and impassively into space.

"I think some of you already know Eve," said Sarah rather smugly as she scanned the faces of the men in that circle. "She used to be very shy around men but I think she's done a remarkable job of turning that around. So much so that I can offer her to you all for your complete enjoyment. She's so fond of men now that she just can't seem to get enough of them. Feel free to use her as you like."

With that Sarah stopped at the bar to get a drink and went to the other side of the pool and stretched out on a lounge chair. It appeared that she figured if she couldn't stop me from sneaking off to be with guys then the best thing to do was overwhelm me with them. I think she figured I was bound to end up humiliated one way or the other. By serving me up like a snack item from a tray she reduced me to something less than human, and once I'd been passed around for everyone to abuse they'd see me as nothing more than a worthless fuck hole.

She had only seen me getting fucked by a man once and probably assumed that I would run in terror at the sight of so many horny guys all lusting after me at once, but as always, she had totally underestimated me.

"Well, guys...isn't anyone going to buy the lady a drink?" I said seductively as I snapped out of my trance and came to life.

Immediately there was a rush to put a glass in my hand and I laughed as I downed a couple of quick drinks. I had a feeling that I would probably need them before this night was through.

"Now it doesn't seem fair that I'm the only one naked here," I pouted as I put my hands on my hips and struck a pose. "Come on boys, let's get those trunks off. I want to see some cute butts and swinging dicks!"

When nobody moved right away I lunged for the nearest guy and tried to pull his swim trunks down, giggling like a fool and practically tackling him in the process. That lightened the mood and pretty soon I was surrounded by naked male flesh.

"Thad, glad you could make it...Tom, I've seen what you can do, I sure hope I get to feel it...and you're Frank, right? I certainly hope that we can get better acquainted."

I was working my way through the entire crowd. As I stopped in front of each man I stroked his cock while saying hello, and then kissed him before moving on to the next guest. I'm sure this was not going at all the way Sarah had planned but she had sent this top spinning and it was going to be hard for her to control where it went. But I could control it...at least up to a point.

I figured that I could probably count on my friends to go along with whatever pace I chose to set but the guys I didn't know so well were more of a dangerous variable. I was in a very vulnerable position here, made even more so by the fact that I had urged everyone to get naked and had made a point of stimulating all of them briefly. Sarah had presented me as a piece of meat, like something on the grill that they could enjoy and then discard once they'd had their fill, but I had no idea how seriously anyone might take that proposition.

"Now here's how we're going to work this. You're going to choose up sides and play a little game of water polo. I do love to see men competing. I'll reward the winners in a suitable fashion. But nobody has to really lose. The side that doesn't win can run down to the end of the street, buck naked, and I'll give them a nice consolation prize. But no cheating! All the way to the end and back," I said, making it all sound very official and organized.

I knew we had the equipment for water polo, although nobody ever used it. It was packed up in a storage bin near the barbecue and I assigned a couple of my buddies to fetch it out and set it up. I was counting heavily on the fact that these guys had virtually all been frat boys at some point in their lives and this was just the kind of thing they would remember from their rowdy misspent youth.

The guys picked sides and I served as the "referee" and even though everybody knew that they were probably going to get their dick wet either way, the battle was pretty fierce. You get a bunch of naked men together and the penis judging starts. Add in the fact that they were performing in front of two sexy women, and that the losers would have to make an embarrassing dash in the buff and you would have thought that they were all competing for a spot on the Olympic water polo team.

Sarah just sat there, frozen like a statue. I noticed that she was drinking rather heavily. She could see yet another one of her plans crumbling right in front of her, but it was her party and she was the hostess, and she had set this thing up. If she wanted to save face she was going to have to sit there and endure whatever happened.

"You know I wish I could take some home movies of this," I said rather sadly during a break in the action. "But somebody took my phone away so I don't have a camera anymore."

I'm sure Sarah felt the resentful glances that came her way from those who knew perfectly well who had taken away my phone. I didn't name any names. I didn't have to. Some gallant gentleman offered me his phone and I began to tape the action, narrating it like I was a sports broadcaster. I had watched a lot of sports in my years as a couch potato and I knew how to mimic those guys perfectly.

I kept the match deliberately short because I knew they were interested more in what was going to happen afterwards, but I think I managed to tire them out a little in the process. I was going for quantity over quality tonight and didn't need anyone to prove their stamina.

I congratulated the winning team with hugs and kisses and had them all stand around me in a circle. By putting them in two teams I had at least cut their numbers down to a more manageable figure. The losing team was going to watch the winners get their prize before making their epic run to glory, so I handed one of them the phone and told them to keep shooting. Once I had my "team" all around me I squatted down and prepared to get busy. It was probably going to be a fairly long night.


CHAPTER 11:

What ensued was what I believe people in porn refer to as a "blow bang." We created a human wheel, with me as the hub and all of those erect peckers as the spokes. It was a little intimidating at first, but it seemed like the best way to handle it was to work at a very brisk pace.

I reached out and took a cock in each hand and started to stroke it vigorously. Then I would go back and forth, sucking each cock for a while before grabbing another one and repeating the process. It was really hard to keep track of whether I was spending too much time with one man and neglecting another, but since I just kept moving and changing all the time I think everyone was getting taken care of. When I wasn't directly servicing a man he tended to just stand there and stroke himself, waiting for his next turn, and enjoying the show. Some of the guys were pretty quiet but others were caught up in the spirit of the thing and offered their own running commentary.

"Look at her go! I've never seen anything like it!"

"Yeah, you suck it girl. Suck that big cock."

"You look so hot with my dick in your mouth honey."

"Fuck, you're making me so hard!"

Suddenly I stumbled on a way to get things done even quicker by leaning my head back and letting the guys all press in tighter so that their cocks were just inches from my mouth. I sucked dick forwards, and backwards, and sidewise, and upside down. Whenever a man would cum he'd usually just do it on my face. Sometimes it went in my mouth, and sometimes it just went wherever it went. One guy ejaculated from his own stroking and shot it all over my tits.

Once a man had finished he might stick around for a little while and have me suck is fading prick clean, but usually it meant that it was time for him to step out of the circle and eventually I was down to just one man standing. It turned out to be Tom, and he gave me a pretty serious throat fucking, but I was happy to receive it, and the cum that went with it, knowing that this would particularly rankle Sarah.

"You guys were all fantastic!" I said as I got to my feet on slightly shaky legs and offering them a round of applause.

"You were the one doing all the work baby," someone called out as I was handed a towel from somewhere and offered my own standing ovation.

"All right gentlemen, you know the deal," I said to the envious losing team. "If you want your prize you're going to have to earn it."

Not one man refused to take the run of shame. Fortunately it was dark and most people on the street were either throwing parties of their own or attending ones, or off at some other function for the holiday. We lived on a cul-de-sac and there wasn't that far to run, but it took a bold man to let it all hang out like that.

While they were on their journey I jumped into the pool to cool off and clean up a bit. Several guys jumped in with me and we splashed and fooled around a bit while we waited for the next shift to come on duty. I felt bad that Armando would have all that jizz to deal with in his normally spotless pool, but I was more than happy to make it up to him any way that he saw fit.

When the other guys were assembled I took my spot and repeated the performance I had just given. It went pretty much the same and I was a cum covered mess again, but it was really kind of a rush to do it. Putting a man's penis in your mouth is usually about the most personal thing you can do, but under these conditions it took on a very impersonal feeling, which was fine. It made it seem less serious and more like a party game.

When that was finished I had pretty much run out of ideas. It was Sarah's golden opportunity to redeem herself and win back some support from her harem by being a good sport, but she didn't take it, which just made her seem kind of stuffy and prudish.

There was a big fireworks show at a nearby park that could be clearly seen from our yard, which was usually kind of the grand finale to our 4th of July parties. I knew it would be starting pretty soon and presumably everyone would begin to head for home after that, but I was still a little worried about how I was going to keep everyone entertained until then.

"Hey guys, there's plenty of booze left in the bar, and the fireworks are going to be starting soon, and maybe we can get some more fireworks of our going too, but I'm really starving. I didn't get to eat while you were all enjoying that lovely barbecue so I'm going to see if I can scrounge something up. Just make yourselves at home and I'll be back in a jiffy," I announced.

I went over to the barbecue area and filled a plate up with salads and side dishes and sat at one of the picnic tables that had been setup for the hungry guests who had chowed down earlier in the evening. While I was eating I looked up to see Sarah hovering over me with a look of passionate disgust on her face.

"You really are a filthy little whore, aren't you?" she snapped.

"I'm just trying to do what you wanted me to do," I replied casually as I continued to eat.

"I wanted you to be fucking humiliated you worthless piece of shit!"

"Sorry. I guess I was having too much fun. You know, if you lightened up and joined in you might have a good time. There's plenty of cock to go around."

"You stupid, silly, cunt! You're fucking with the wrong woman!" Sarah screamed as she picked up my plate and hurled it across the yard before stomping off in a rage.

"Oh, well," I said with a laugh as I returned to the pool. "I wasn't that hungry anyway. I guess we'll just have to carry on without her."

"You're something else," said Thad, who was stretched out on a deck chair.

"I hope you mean that in a good way," I said as I sat next to him and put an arm around his shoulder.

"I just can't figure you out."

"Maybe you shouldn't try."

"You're so beautiful, and vivacious, and full of life, but you're obviously living under some kind of a cloud here. I can't tell whether you and Sarah are friends, or enemies, or lovers, or what," he said with a genuinely perplexed look on his face.

"I wouldn't worry about that. I guess we're sort of like an old married couple sometimes," I joked.

"Why aren't you married?" Thad inquired.

"Who says I'm not?" I replied.

"Oh, wow, I think maybe you're right. Trying to figure you out is too much work for my brain, especially when I'm a little drunk."

"Not too drunk to get it up, I see. I've only been sitting here for about a minute and a half and you're already sporting some serious wood."

"You seem to have that effect on me," said Thad with a grin.

"Good. Mind if I put it to use?"

"Please do."


CHAPTER 12:

I swung myself over the deck chair and sat down on Thad's hard cock. It felt really nice to get something in my pussy at last. I was really turned on giving all of those guys head, but I needed both of my hands free to grab cocks and couldn't take care of myself. Now I just slid my pelvis back and forth on his crotch while he gently toyed with my boobs.

Then it just kind of built from there. As the fireworks began to go off above us men just sort of appeared around us. Someone appeared behind me and put his dick up my ass, and someone else appeared next to me so I took his cock in my mouth. Then another guy appeared on the other side of the chair and I turned to suck him off, while stroking the other fellow.

Unlike the frenzied circle suck this was much slower and kind of dreamy. I knew that Thad was in my pussy the whole time but I completely lost track of who else was doing what to me when. Sarah was long gone, and knowing her she had taken a tranquilizer and passed out by now, so she didn't get to witness the final act of the play she had orchestrated, but I didn't care.

Nobody was remotely disrespectful. I felt sort of like a queen, or a goddess, sharing my body with my adoring followers. There was something rather beautiful and ritualistic about it, as strange as that may seem.

The frat house had turned into a temple and everyone wanted to worship at that deckchair altar. I think I probably kissed as many men as I blew. Everyone had witnessed something really strange and unique. The sort of thing that virtually never happens in real life. I had embraced and expressed the joy I felt in my female sexuality, and nothing is more appealing to a man than that. He might think that he wants to bang a piece of meat and toss her aside, but finding a woman so eager to please, yet in complete control of the situation, is a rare gem.

I took their cum as an offering and I made sure to personally bid everyone a warm farewell before they departed. Whatever their allegiance to Sarah had been before I'm pretty sure that they all left as converts.

I was sore, and tired, and drenched in cum as I finally made my way back to my room, but it had all been worth it, as far as I was concerned. Sarah's hatred had energized me like nothing ever had before. It was all so silly and pointless. We had a marriage of convenience based on our desire to retain a comfortable lifestyle. If she had just told me she was bored and wanted to see other men I'm sure I would have knuckled under without much of a fight. But instead she chose to go to war, and that war caused me to think on my feet, and find clever solutions to problems, and to display a type of intestinal fortitude that I never knew I had.

I took a long hot bath and relaxed my weary muscles. After that I was ready for a very deep and restful slumber. The morning would bring its own new challenges and I wanted to be rested refreshed to face them, whatever they were.


CHAPTER 13:

"You are not to leave this house without me," Sarah informed me as she was giving me her reactionary punishment. "And I am not leaving you alone for an instant."

I just sat calmly and listened to her as she cut off her nose to spite her face. It wasn't quite like being chained to the wall, but it was getting remarkably close. If Sarah went out for any reason I went with her. If she was home she kept an eye on me to make sure that I stayed put. I think her paranoia was finally getting the better of her because this was just as much a punishment for her as it was for me.

She didn't invite men over anymore because she was afraid that I would steal them away, which I probably would try to do, not that there were as many suitors as before anyway. She was still a very beautiful woman and could meet other men with no trouble, but by dragging me along as an anchor that made socializing kind of difficult. She certainly didn't want me as a "wing man" so it was kind of hard to really get anything going with me tagging along wherever she went. It also meant that I couldn't go out and run errands for her, like before. She had to go herself and take me with her.

I have no idea why she cared so much about who I might be fucking or not fucking, but it had become an obsession with her. I wondered whether she was heading for a nervous breakdown or something. I just rolled with it. I kept in touch with my friends using my hidden phone and waited for this particular storm to pass. Eventually she would have to see how stupid this idea was and back off again.

Finally she was getting so desperately horny that she arranged a tryst with one of her old lovers at the yacht club where he kept his boat moored. I was given strict instructions to stand by the railing on the dock and not move until she was done. Then she strolled over to her lover's yacht and disappeared on deck somewhere. I was close enough that she could see me if she looked for me but far enough away that I wouldn't be noticed by her lover. There was nothing to do but stare out at the harbor and wait for my wife to finishing fucking her partner for the day.

"Do you like yachts?" said a man who had come and stood next to me.

"I can take them or leave them," I replied.

"That's a funny attitude for someone who's at a yacht club," he pointed out.

"I'm a funny person, I guess."

"I thought maybe you were thinking about buying one, the way you seemed to be studying them so intently."

"Nope. I'm afraid my allowance isn't big enough to cover that kind of expense."

"I'm Dan Pruitt, by the way," he said, extending his hand.

"That's funny. I know a very famous author who's written some of my favorite books who goes by that name," I said as I shook his hand.

"You'll have to loan me one of his books sometime."

"I don't think that will be necessary. I've seen your picture on the book jackets, and I've seen you on TV."

"Well you have the advantage of me because I don't think I've ever seen your picture or seen you on TV, and I have a feeling I would have remembered that," he said with a smile.

"Just call me Eve."

"Just one name? Like Madonna?"

"Something like that."

"Well Eve, with just one name, what brings you here if you're not interested in yachts?" Dan inquired pleasantly.

"I'm waiting for someone to finish copulating in that boat right over there," I said as I pointed out the vehicle in question.

"Standing guard?"

"No, staying put so that I don't get into trouble," I said mysteriously.

"This becomes more intriguing by the minute," said Dan with a chuckle. "Stern father? Jealous husband?"

"Complicated female roommate."

"Even more intriguing. Are you the designated driver or something?"

"No, she took the keys to my car away from me. She doesn't like me going out on my own."

"That does sound complicated," Dan commented as he rubbed his chin. "So how am I going to be able to take you out to dinner?"

"You're a clever man, I've seen the intricate plots you devise. I'm sure you'll think of something. Here's my number. Call me and we'll plan my escape," I said as I jotted down my info and handed it to him. "Please do call me Dan. I'd like to go to dinner with you very, very much."

"I promise I'll make that happen."

"Good. Now you better disappear. I don't need to be chained to the walls."

"Why don't you just come with me right now if the situation is as bad as all that?" he asked.

"Like I said, it's complicated. And it's a long story. And I think I need to let it unfold at its own pace."

"Sounds like a real page turner."

"It is, believe me."

Dan kissed my hand and took his leave and I felt something inside me that I hadn't felt in years, and that I had never felt in this body. From the moment I heard his voice something clicked in my head and stirred in my heart. I had actually been thinking about one of his books, that I was just in the process of reading, as I was staring out at the water. I didn't tell him that. He might not have even believed me, but I felt like there was something more than luck or random chance at work here. I felt like Dan Pruitt hadn't just stumbled into my life by accident, even if that really was the case.

When Dan called me we talked so long that I started to run out of minutes on my phone so we had to hastily plan our date.

"So why don't I just come pick you up and you walk out the door and get in my car?" Dan suggested.

"Wow, I was expecting something more intricate and clandestine than that," I joked.

"Would you be putting yourself in any physical danger?"

"No, nothing quite that dramatic. You know, I suppose that probably is the easiest way. There's not much more she can take away from me at this point anyway."

"Then I'll be there at seven."


CHAPTER 14:

I got dressed for my date and went to wait near the door as it got closer to seven. There had been no sign of Sarah up until that point so I was hoping to make my exit cleanly and pay the price when I got home but suddenly I heard her angry voice behind me.

"Just where the fuck do you think you're going?" asked Sarah.

"I'm going out to dinner with Dan Pruitt, the author," I replied calmly.

"Like hell you are!" Sarah shouted. "I absolutely forbid it!"

"Now let's get something straight here, darling. You're not my mother and you're not my master, you're my wife. And if you want to keep all of this then you need me as much as I need you. Now I'm going to go out on a date with a man that I met only because you made me stand around waiting for you to get humped by some guy at the yacht club. And if you want to explain to my date why I'm not allowed to leave my own house feel free to do so, because I just saw his headlights pull into the driveway," I said with calm but firm defiance. "No? Well then have a pleasant evening and don't wait up for me. I might be back rather late."

With that I walked out the door and practically floated to the car. I had waited for years to have the guts to stand up to Sarah like that, and I knew that she really had no recourse. She might try the reactionary move and tear up my clothes while I was gone, or trash my room, or try to lock me out, but unless she was going to get a locksmith over in the middle of the night that didn't seem too likely.

I felt so relieved as I settled into my seat next to Dan in his car. So happy and free. I'm sure the dinner would have been excellent anytime, but that night it tasted like the best food I had ever eaten. The conversation just flowed as easily as it had on the phone and pretty soon it was time to figure out what was going to happen next.

"Well, I'd invite you to my yacht, but I already know that wouldn't likely impress you much, so maybe we better just go back to my place," Dan suggested.

So off we went, and soon we were standing on the veranda looking out at the lights of the city below, sipping wine and chatting away like crazy. I hated to spoil the mood but I felt like I needed to get some things off my chest.

"Look Dan, I feel like there's a real connection between us, and I don't think there's a very convenient time to lay this on you so I'm just going to be up front about it," I announced rather solemnly.

"Okay. Should we be sitting down?" he said with a laugh.

"No I think we're fine right where we are. For starters you should know that Sarah's not my roommate. She's my wife," I told him flatly.

"I see. Well, I know lots of people are having same sex marriages these days," said Dan, trying to process what this might mean.

"No, it's not as simple as that. You see, when I married Sarah I was a man."

And so I told him the whole crazy story, leaving out nothing, not even the 4th of July gangbang. At the start I think he was just amused by my ability to tell an imaginative story, but as I kept going I think he started to believe me, or at least started to think that I believed my story. Then I yielded the floor at last and let him talk.

"Man, that's a hell of a story," he said with a grin. "But there's something I don't really understand. I can see why you might want to hang on to your established lifestyle, and I can certainly understand why you would want to get some revenge, but since it sounds like you're living like a virtual prisoner in that house, with nothing to call your own, why do you still bother staying there?"

"Think about it Dan. I don't own anything. I don't have any money. I don't even have a car to sleep in."

"It sounds like you have a lot of...friends with benefits. It's hard to imagine that one of them wouldn't take you in until you got on your feet," Dan pointed out.

"But how am I going to get on my feet? I don't really exist. Legally I'm a man named Adam Schaeffer. Even if I made it to a homeless shelter, or something, how would I ever get a job? A legal one, anyway. I suppose I could turn tricks on street corners, or something. That would pay cash and wouldn't require any paperwork, but then what? What's the future for a girl with no documents and no experience and no work history and no money? And those friends of mine all stabbed me in the back at some point, remember. I suppose I could shack up with one of them for a while, or be passed around from guy to guy, but those aren't men that I want to have any sort of deep and meaningful relationship with. A beer and BJ is about as far as I want to take it."

"You do have a way with words," Dan said. "And your story is truly remarkable. I think you should consider writing it as a book. You'd obviously have to change the names and the subject matter is a little too hot for mainstream publication, but I think it might do very well in the erotica genre. I'd be happy to help with that any way that I could."

Now it was my turn to guess whether he was being serious or not. I kind of got the feeling that he was, which sort of floored me, as he was a best-selling author and I had never written anything in my life.

"Are you just saying that because you want to fuck me and think that getting my hopes up will give you a better shot?" I asked directly.

"No. I mean, yes, I do want to fuck you, but I think you want to fuck me, too, and you're probably pretty tired of doing it with some ulterior motive."

"Oh, yes. I want to fuck you so bad because I think you're handsome, and I really like you, and I admire your talent, and I feel like we belong together somehow. Please fuck me because you like me and because my body drives you wild with desire."

"Well I haven't seen your body yet, so I can't honestly judge that yet," said Dan with a wicked half smile.

I reached behind my back and unzipped my dress, shimmying a little to make it fall to the floor. Then I removed my bra and stood with just my panties and stockings on for his inspection.

"Well there's no doubt about it now. I do like you and your body does drive me wild with desire. So I suppose there's nothing to do but fuck."

Actually we found plenty to do before getting around to the fucking part. As we embraced and kissed Dan sort of got gradually undressed in stages until he was down to just his shorts. We each took off our underpants and kissed some more before I finally turned around and bent over the railing on the veranda.


CHAPTER 15:

As Dan slid his member into me from behind I felt the usual thrill of being penetrated, but something else, as well. I felt like a woman falling in love with a man for the first time in her life, I suppose because that's what I was. Nobody was watching. I wasn't trying to prove anything or counter somebody's moves. I wasn't even doing it just because I was horny and thought it would feel good. I wanted this man inside me, part of me. I hadn't known him long but I felt like we had known each other forever. As if we had known each other in some former life and were just now being reunited.

"Do you ever look at all those twinkling lights down there, and realize that each one represents a window, and wonder how many people are having sex right now behind those lights?" I asked out of the blue.

"I hadn't...but I imagine now whenever I look out there that's what I'll think about. That and you bent over my veranda asking weird questions while riding my cock," he replied.

"I told you I'm a funny person," I reminded him.

"That's true. I guess I'll have to keep on my toes around you," he said with a chuckle.

"And I'll have to keep on my knees around you."

"Well you do seem to have the dirty mind of an erotic novelist, that's a good sign."

He cupped my breasts in his hands and started to pound me a little harder and pretty soon I forgot all about saying weird things. I didn't feel like a queen or a goddess. Just a woman making love to a man, overlooking a million twinkling lights that may or may not have represented people fucking behind various windows. I said I didn't say weird things, I didn't say they stopped popping into my head completely.

When Dan started to cum inside me I wondered whether he would make me pregnant someday and be the father of my children. Not tonight, of course, but sometime down the line. I had always been such a lazy and irresponsible person who could barely keep track of where the TV remote control was, let alone try to take care of another human life, but I knew I was different now.

Dan was finished but still inside me as we both tried to get our breathing under control. I touched my stomach and tried to imagine what it would feel like to know that you were carrying a child around in there.

"Do you like children?" I asked.

"Is this your way of telling me that I should have asked about birth control before we started?" he replied a little nervously.

"No, nothing like that. I was just thinking about how weird it was that women could make babies."

"Under the circumstances I suppose that's quite logical," said Dan as he finally pulled out and turned me around, embracing me in the process. "Would you like to make a baby someday?"

"I don't know yet. I don't even know if I can for sure. Sarah put me on the pill but I don't know if she knows. Would my body still drive you wild with desire when I was all fat?" I asked.

"Darling, women always say that and the answer is always the same. Pregnant women aren't fat, they're pregnant, and I'm sure I would adore you all the more. Especially if I was the one who got you in that condition."

"I think I believe you," I said after scanning his eyes deeply.

"Good. Now why don't we continue this discussion in bed, where I'm sure we'll be more comfortable?"


CHAPTER 16:

"I think you should move in with me right away," said Dan as we lay basking in the joy of having just completed another wonderful sexual encounter. "I know it's awfully quick for that kind of big decision, but I don't like the idea of you living in that toxic environment any longer."

"Darling, you seem to be forgetting the fundamental problem that I'm not a legal entity. Moving in with you without the means of being able to support myself someday if I had to seems kind of risky. God knows I'd rather live here with you than go home, but I don't want you to just be my sugar daddy."

"No, I haven't forgotten, I've been giving that some thought. A writer can publish under whatever penname they want. As long as Adam Schaeffer reports the royalties on his taxes it doesn't matter what name is on the book cover. And as far as legally transitioning you to Eve Schaeffer that's what lawyers are for, and I have a very good one. I could have him start working on that right away."

"When did you have time to think this all out?" I teased. "We've been fucking almost constantly from the moment we got to your house?"

"I did go to the bathroom, remember. I do some of my best thinking in there," he replied. "And I wouldn't just be your sugar daddy. I'm serious about helping you with your book. I'd rather think of myself as your mentor."

"And I'd rather think of you as my lover," I said as I rested my head against his chest.

"I don't see why I can't be both."

I didn't either. I loved him and I trusted him and I knew that we were right for each other. It sounds foolish and impetuous to think that you can just tell about things like that right away but I did know somehow. At least there was a plan. A direction. A goal that seemed more productive and creative rather than just being defensive and vindictive. It was a toxic environment in my house and even if Dan was nothing more than my sugar daddy, I could probably do a lot worse.

Sarah was waiting for me in the living room when I got home. It looked like she hadn't slept all night. Dan was in the car and I was just coming back to pick up what few belongings I had.

"Don't think for one second that you're going to get away with this," Sarah said maliciously.

I just ignored her as I went into my room and realized that there really wasn't anything to gather up except my wallet and my secret phone and a couple of other documents.

"Where do you think you're going?" Sarah demanded as I headed back for the door.

"I'm leaving Sarah. I'm moving out and moving in with Dan. And even though I don't know if you deserve it, I'm giving you fair warning that I just might marry the man someday so you'd better start developing a backup plan for what you're going to do when your money is cut off. You have plenty of assets. The house, the cars, your jewelry, the savings and investments. If you scale back your lifestyle you can probably live pretty comfortably for quite a while, but you should give some thought to the future now because things with Dan and I are moving pretty fast. And you're still a very beautiful woman. Maybe you can meet some rich guy at the yacht club who will take care of you."

"Like you did?" she snarled sarcastically.

"Well, yes, now that you mention it. I guess that's exactly what I did," I said with a shrug. "And I have to thank you for that again because I never would have met him if you hadn't made me go with you. And I suppose I should thank you for turning me into a woman, because it was the best thing that has ever happened to me in every possible way. I'd say that we could still be friends, but I don't know if we ever were friends. But we're both free now to do what we want with whoever we want. If you want to sleep with my old friends, be my guest. I don't care now. I'm way past the point of caring about whatever you try to do to hurt me."

"Just a minute," Sarah shouted as I was about to open the door. "Those clothes aren't yours. I paid for them."

"That's right, you did," I said calmly as I stripped off every piece of clothing on my body and left them on the floor. "I don't want anything of yours."

With that I opened the door and casually strolled to Dan's car buck naked. Then I got in and fastened the seatbelt across my bare breasts.

"Well, you said that you didn't have much stuff to take with you. I guess you weren't kidding," Dan joked as he started up the car and pulled away.

"I think you might have to buy me some clothes somewhere along the line," I suggested.

"I don't know. I think I like you this way. Maybe I should just keep you naked all the time."

"I've done it before I'm sure I could do it again," I replied.

"In the meantime would you like something to cover up with?" he offered.

"No, I feel just fine this way. I like being naked. But if you can't keep your eyes on the road because you're staring at my tits or something I can cover up."

"I'm sure I'll have plenty of time to stare at your tits in the days ahead so I'll concentrate on driving...the best I can."


CHAPTER 17:

There were quite a few legal hoops to jump through, especially when it came time to divorce Sarah so that I could marry Dan, but like he said, that was what lawyers were for. I have no idea whether Sarah heeded my advice and adjusted her lifestyle but I didn't feel terribly worried about it one way or the other. I had no desire to hate Sarah. We had enjoyed some good times together at the beginning, even if they hadn't been very sincere, and she had inadvertently turned my whole life around for the better.

I found that I enjoyed writing, and I did have the dirty mind of an erotic novelist. I often wrote in the nude, which amused Dan to no end, and sometimes I got so charged up about what I was writing about that I'd reach in a drawer in my desk and pull out a vibrator that I kept handy for inspiration. That also amused Dan but he could see that I took my work very seriously, even when I needed little masturbation breaks along the way.

I tried to keep in touch with some of my old friends, who now knew that I had been Andy Schaeffer while they were banging me, but things were kind of weird and since I wasn't offering those fringe benefits anymore they seemed less inclined to pal around. That was okay. I was meeting a lot of new and interesting people anyway.

As it turned out I did like yachts, and Dan and I took quite a few trips on his swanky tugboat. I always wondered whether I'd run into Sarah at the yacht club but I never did. As time passed I pretty much stopped thinking about her at all.

When Sarah made the crazy decision to turn me into a woman I suppose it was inevitable that we would both end up paying a price for that. She ended up losing her inheritance, and I ended up losing my manhood. Considering how things turned out for me that seems like a very small price to pay, indeed.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I've explored the wife turns husband into a woman theme a couple of times before but I sort of liked the slant that this one takes. Usually the married couple ends up coming back together or getting closer because of the change, but this time I wanted to think about what would happen if you tried to humiliate someone but it totally backfired on you. It's kind of short but I think it did what it needed to do. I don't like to pad things out just to reach some arbitrary page count or something. In fact I've been in kind of a shorter story phase lately. With some books I'm sailing along and realize that I probably need twice as much time to tell everything, but I've also had these ideas floating around that were a little more compact. I hope the quality justifies the lack of quantity in pages.
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