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CHAPTER 1:

My girlfriend Beth and I have been dating for a little over two years, the second half of which we have spent living together. In most ways Beth is a really terrific woman, but she is one of the most jealous and paranoid women I have ever met. Some relationships are built on trust. Ours wasn't one of them.

Not that I hadn't given her some reason for jealousy. I was a notorious flirt. I was a very social and outgoing type of personality, and sometimes I probably gave off the wrong signals. Okay, sometimes it was even more than that. I did cheat on her a couple of times, very early in the relationship, when I had no idea how serious it was going to become. But from the time we had moved in together I had been faithful as a birddog. Not that I hadn't been tempted to stray a few times, but I always managed to find the strength to keep my dick in my pants and prevent anything really bad from happening.

Our living arrangement was part of the issue. Beth was a busy corporate executive who frequently traveled on business, and I was an Internet content creator who worked entirely from home. My job was to basically find things to fill up the insatiable appetite of news and entertainment features that web pages required to stay fresh. I worked freelance and I had done everything from creating recipes for apple cobbler for a cooking page to giving women the "Ten Secrets to Having a Healthy Sex Life."

Because Beth was gone a lot, and I was home all the time, it just gave her a chance to fuel her imagination. She always seemed to assume that the moment she left the house some girl would jump out of the closet where I had hidden her and we'd start fucking like weasels on the coffee table.

It could get to be pretty annoying, since I wasn't actually doing anything, but I was getting punished for it as if I had. When Beth came home she always did an inspection of the house and found some supposedly incriminating piece of evidence, like a coffee cup from some coffee place we didn't usually go to, or a towel in the bathroom that she thought looked out of place. She never found earrings in between the cushions of the couch, or lipstick stains on my shirt, but it didn't stop her from believing that they were there if she just looked for them hard enough.

Sometimes that led me to thinking of the old saying "if you're going to do the time, you might as well do the crime." If I was going to be subjected to the Third Degree and the rubber hose treatment when I didn't cheat, then maybe I should at least get the fun of cheating out of the deal.

Aside from the extreme jealousy we really got along very well. That was the frustrating part of it. We virtually never had fights or arguments about anything else, and could always come to a reasonable understanding once we talked things out. I didn't want to let that one stumbling block ruin everything else that we had going. I just kept hoping that if she failed to produce any real evidence of my infidelity that she would finally mellow out and learn to trust me.

The weird flipside of this whole thing is that I trusted her completely. She was the one who was constantly flying off to Dallas, or Cleveland, or Chicago, or whatever, frequently in the company of other men who worked for the company. Sometimes she came home from work very late, or had to run out to the office to deal with some crisis. She was an extremely attractive and capable businesswoman who no doubt had many admirers at the office. Her phone was full of contacts who were mostly male. It didn't seem like too much of a stretch to imagine that some night in Pittsburg she might get a knock on the door of her hotel room and there would be some handsome young executive standing there with a bottle of wine.

Yet, I managed not to dwell on those things, or jump to the worst possible conclusions. It seemed pretty obvious to me that fidelity was of the utmost importance to her so it seemed unlikely that she would be out screwing around behind my back. If she was, then why would she worry so much about what I was doing?

Anyway the craziness took a really crazy turn one night when Beth was getting ready to leave on yet another business trip. Usually her trips were only for a day or two, but this time she was going to some big convention in Miami and was going to be gone for almost two weeks. Apparently there were some conferences or something that she needed to stay for once the convention had concluded and that sounded reasonable to me. I didn't know the whole corporate world very well, being kind of a computer geek who worked in his underwear while munching on a meatball sandwich.

As we were getting ready for bed the night before her trip I suddenly heard a sharp crackling sound, sort of like a bug getting hit in a bug zapper, and then I felt a sharp sting that sort of reminded me of an insect bite. When I looked up to see if Beth had heard the same thing I realized that she was holding something that looked very much like a taser to me and I was dumbfounded.

"What the fuck, Beth? Did you accidentally shoot me with a taser?"

"Well yes, in a way, but not accidentally," she replied.

"I don't get it," I replied, starting to feel a little funny. "What did I do?"

"It's not what you did, but what I want to make sure that you don't do," she said, rather sympathetically as she put the device away and sat on the edge of the bed near me. "I'm sorry darling, but I think it's the only way to be sure."

"Sure of what?" I croaked, my voice kind of breaking in the process.

"Sure that you wouldn't cheat on me," she said, almost sounding like a kindly mother explaining why my allowance getting cut was my own fault.

While this short conversation was taking place major changes were taking place throughout my body. My pajama top seemed to be expanding, as if someone had placed balloons under my shirt and was now pumping air into the them.

"What...did you do to me?" I whined in a higher voice than I had ever known before.

"I did the one thing that I knew would keep you out of trouble," Beth replied. "I turned you into a woman."


CHAPTER 2:

The mechanics of how that zapping device managed to turn a man into a woman were not clear to me at all, although I thought it would make a hell of a story for some webpage. At that moment all I wanted to know was how to get my penis back as quickly as possible.

"When I get home I'll zap you again and everything will be back to normal. But this way I can go off and concentrate on my job without having to constantly worry that you've got some bimbo sleeping in my bed," Beth stated calmly. "You work from home anyway, so nobody needs to know about this. I made sure that you've got plenty of food in the house, and you can always have things delivered if you need to. I'm guessing that you probably don't want to roam around town looking like that, but it looks like we're about the same size so feel free to raid my closet if you're feeling stir crazy."

I begged, and pleaded, and negotiated. I got mad and I cried. Beth was resolved. She was good at being resolved. It helped her in her work. She could take a position and stick to it come hell or high water. Apparently hell had arrived, because I couldn't think of anything worse in this world than being forced to be a woman, even for just two weeks.

Now don't get me wrong, I love women, and I don't just mean that in a carnal way. I wasn't remotely sexist, as far as I was concerned, and I frequently created content for web pages that were oriented to women, even writing from a female perspective sometimes. But manhood is kind of a precious commodity. We men spend a lifetime trying to protect it and to convince everyone else around us that we're masculine and manly. I would never want any of my friends to know that I sometimes wrote under a female penname when I was contributing material that seemed better coming from a woman.

Plus I didn't see any reason why I should have to deal with living in an entirely different body. I didn't know anything about being a woman, really, aside from the things I had written, which were the result of specific research or a heavy dose of my own imagination.

Even so it was impossible not to be a little curious about my new body. We tend to just take our bodies for granted unless we suddenly have health problems or we realize that we're gaining too much weight. Otherwise it's just there all the time providing your brain with a means of getting to the refrigerator when you're hungry.

As Beth finished getting ready for bed I pulled my shirt forward and tried to take a peek at my new tits. I couldn't see much but when I put my hands on them I realized that they must be pretty nice. Then I slipped a hand down into my pajama bottoms and let my fingers kind of run around the folds of flesh that were there instead of my familiar package.

"Jesus Christ! Are you playing with yourself?" Beth suddenly said in disgust. "This is exactly why I can't trust you. Everything is all about sex, isn't it? I walk out of the room for a moment and you start jerking off."

"Is that what you guys call it?" I asked innocently.

"That's not the point," she said moodily as she climbed in bed next to me and pulled up the covers.

We just kind of lay there for a while, not saying anything and not really looking like we were trying to sleep. We both liked to have the TV on at night but nobody had reached for the remote.

"So, ah...since we've got this really unique opportunity I was wondering whether you might want to see what it was like being with another woman," I suggested. "I mean, we're not going to see each other for two whole weeks. This is the last chance we're going to have to be together for a while."

"Seriously? Have I ever given you any reason to think that I might be interested in having sex with another woman?"

"Well, it's never really come up before. But in this case you wouldn't be having sex with another woman, you'd be having sex with your boyfriend who just happened to be in a woman's body at the moment. I thought you might be curious," I said.

"I'm not curious, I'm sleepy, and I have to get up early in the morning. So goodnight."

With that she rolled over and closed her eyes. I just lay there for a while, staring up at the dark ceiling. When I was finally sure that she was asleep I got out of bed very softly and tiptoed into the bathroom.

Taking off a woman's top and revealing her breasts, especially for the first time, was always an incredibly awesome experience. You just couldn't always tell what you were going to see because breasts could look so different from day to day depending upon what the woman was wearing. I had that kid on Christmas morning excitement of unwrapping the gift, and even though it was my own shirt, and my own breasts that I would soon be exposing, I was no less excited. Perhaps even more so.

The boobs that tumbled out of my pajama top were outstanding in every way. The shape, the size, the pertness. Even my nipples looked good, I thought, as I sort of toyed with them between my fingers.

Now the fact that I'm describing my tits before my face may imply that I was stacked but homely, but nothing could be further from the truth. I had kind of a fresh, wholesome, girl-next-door sort of thing going on that made me look younger than I was. Of course I didn't have any makeup on so that probably contributed to the "freshness" of my look.

My hair was longer. Not hanging down to my ass or anything, but it definitely looked like sort of a medium length of female hair. And it seemed quite thick. I wondered if Beth walked in and saw me naked from the waist up like this whether she would change her mind about wanting to try fooling around with me. If I found a half naked girl like this in my bathroom I'd be chomping at the bit to nail her sweet ass.

Fuck! That sounded like Beth's worst nightmare. But that was just a crazy hypothetical. I was never going to walk into my bathroom and find a strange woman, dressed or undressed. Of course having just been zapped into the body of a woman it was a little hard to know what qualified as crazy anymore.

Ironically I was as reluctant to pull down my pants as I was anxious to take off my top. My cock and balls loomed kind of large in my identity and I already knew that they were gone. Staring at my blank pelvis was going to be kind of hard to deal with. I almost felt a pain in my missing prick, like it was a phantom limb, recalling the sensation of it shrinking away.

When I did drop the trousers there wasn't much to see but a tuft of hair. I'd never really thought about it that much but the vagina is kind of tucked away for safety. Even though I was physically smaller than before the absence of my junk made my torso seem even longer.

I touched myself again and let my fingers really explore all around. My asshole seemed incredibly close to my pussy, which of course it was supposed to be, but it was all very new feeling my own body and not recognizing a thing about it.

Looking at the girl in the mirror it was incredibly easy to get seriously horny. At this point I probably wouldn't recognize a picture of myself so I just saw this mysterious hot babe. My fingers got more bold and my probing more aggressive and soon I really was jerking off, as Beth had put it. I had locked the door so that Beth couldn't catch me in the act, but from the sounds I was making I worried that she might hear me and know what I was up to.

Oh, well. What was she going to do about it? Turn me back into a man? This was all her doing. Technically I imagine I could have had her charged with assault or something, although I wasn't about to go public with the information that I had been emasculated in the worst possible way.

But was it so bad? I mean, it felt kind of nifty to masturbate like this, and I didn't even know how a woman was supposed to masturbate. I had to pass on writing articles about things like that because I didn't want to just make the whole thing up out of thin air. There were some ethical boundaries that I didn't want to cross, but I could definitely see the potential of doing a review of sex toys or something. My female-oriented material tended to sell the best so maybe I could turn this torture into a profitable thing.

Despite my lack of experience I managed to get myself off, and the orgasm was so intense and fulfilling that I was kind of mind boggled. That was a lot more than jerking off had ever been.

I had to clean myself up a little before sneaking back in bed. My fingers were a bit sticky and I had gotten kind of wet down below. I flushed the toilet, just to cover my tracks in case Beth had noticed my absence, but she seemed to be sleeping soundly as I got back under the covers.

It might be hell, but maybe I could turn this thing around and find a little slice of heaven.


CHAPTER 3:

After Beth had headed for the airport the next morning I rushed to my computer and immediately ordered a bunch of sex toys. It was purely for research, I told myself. I could write a hell of an article, or maybe even a series of articles based on my experimentation with a wide variety of female pleasure objects.

Then I watched some pornography, which wasn't surprising because I tended to watch a lot of pornography. What was surprising was the way I was responding to the videos. I started with some lesbian clips, and bemoaned the fact that Beth wasn't a little more adventurous, but then I started watching my usual guy on girl type stuff and that's when things started to go sideways.

If you want to watch girls getting fucked by men you have to accept the fact that there are going to be naked men in the video. I've known guys who really couldn't handle that, or didn't want to admit that they could, who claimed to only watch videos of girls masturbating or doing other girls. I couldn't really imagine taking the man completely out of the equation, but he was never anything but a dildo with legs.

I knew quite well that it was difficult for a man sometimes to understand why a woman would find some guy attractive that seemed ugly but I chalked that up to the mysteries of the sexes. Sometimes it made sense, if the dude was charming or rich or looked liked George Clooney or Cary Grant or something, but I had seen women go weak at the knees over some dude who looked to me like he should be fixing my transmission or had just gotten out on parole.

Now the guy in the video I was watching definitely didn't look like George Clooney or any other sex-symbol movie star I knew, and he didn't look like a biker thug. He was just a normal guy with a neatly trimmed beard and a reasonably well-toned body. His cock wasn't even that big by porn standards but for some reason that fucker was making me hot.

I tried to tell myself that it was just the girl, but I could only lie to myself for so long. He actually kind of reminded me of one of Beth's co-workers, which made it even weirder, since for all I knew he was sitting next to her on a plane right now to Miami.

I started rubbing myself between my legs and trying to shift in my chair to get in a better position. The girl in the video was someone I had seen a number of times before, and always thought that she was sexy, but looking at her now I seemed to have a more critical eye. I started comparing my own body to hers and felt kind of smug about it.

For the first time in my life I was watching pornography and picturing myself as the girl, instead of imaging myself fucking her. It made sense, of course, because I was sitting there in a female body, but my brain should know better I thought.

I actually moaned when the guy stuck his cock in the girl's pussy and I stuck a finger in mine. God how I wished that I had those sex toys right now! What it must feel like to have a man inside you. Well, technically I did have a man inside me since I was still a man, and had just been temporarily forced to be in a female body, but I meant a different man actually putting his cock in my temporary snatch.

Needless to say the experience was both shocking and arousing. Hard to say which outweighed the other, but since I kept watching more videos and masturbating my fool head off I'd guess that arousal was the dominant sensation.

I really wanted to get laid. Partly because I was hopped up on porn, partly because I was still pissed off at Beth for pulling this stunt and wanted to get even, and partly because it seemed like the perfect way to cheat without really cheating.

Beth was hoping that I would be embarrassed and shut myself up alone in the house the whole time she was gone. It was like locking somebody up in a chastity belt. And she'd never look for telltale signs of a man having been in the house. Even if she found a cufflink in the bathroom she'd just assume that it was mine. Her radar was only tuned to sniffing out the presence of strange females.

And it wouldn't really be cheating because this wasn't really me. And if I did it with a guy she couldn't possibly be jealous because I'd be back to being a man myself and there would be no chance of anything developing into a serious affair.

So it was settled. Less than two hours after my girlfriend had walked out the door I was planning to get fucked by some man.


CHAPTER 4:

With the looks I had been given I knew that a good percentage of the world's male population would be interested in having guilt-free, no-strings-attached, sex with me. That wasn't really bragging because I would have said the same thing if I looked half this good. That was more a comment on men's horniness than on my physical attraction.

What I wasn't so certain about was how I would go about making this thing come to pass. There were logistics to consider. All of my identification was for a man named Chuck Benson, who I obviously didn't look anything like at the moment. Even if I said that I was in drag on my way to a costume party nobody in the world would believe it. And if I said that my girlfriend did this to me by zapping me with a magical taser they would have believed that even less.

I could always call for a rideshare and get around that way. That would be the safest thing anyway if I ended up doing any drinking. I had no idea what alcohol would do to me in this body. I had always heard that booze effected women differently than men, and I was definitely smaller in stature so that was another consideration.

So let's say that I go somewhere where I can meet horny men. What next? I had never been big on picking up girls in bars, despite my flirtatious nature. That usually manifested itself at parties that I had been invited to, or casual random encounters somewhere. I probably chatted up the cute checkout girl at the supermarket more than a man in a committed relationship probably should, but it was always harmless. I liked the way she laughed and I could usually get her to chuckle at one of my corny jokes.

Maybe it would be really easy. I was trying to be the prey instead of the hunter. Maybe I could just show up somewhere and be picked off for being too dumb to know how to play the game. That probably wouldn't be a turn off to most guys. But while I wasn't planning on playing hard to get I might want to have some say in who I ended up going to bed with.

Then for the sake of argument let's suppose that I got myself to some location where men were likely to be looking for women, and I got hit on by some guy that I wanted to screw, did I want to come back here or take my chances going to some strange man's house in the middle of the night? Should I go buy some pepper spray or something? How would you know when the one-night-stand was turning into some twisted rape and abduction thing? I sort of wished that I had that zapper device that Beth used on me. That would take the wind out of the sales of any man who tried to mess with me. Hell, they probably should sell them as a female protection device. Maybe they did. Maybe that's where Beth got it.

Don't over think it, I kept telling myself. Real life is not like some porno fantasy. I didn't even know how to dress myself as a woman or walk in female shoes. It was easy to picture the big fuck scene at the end of the evening while I was sitting here in the privacy of my home still wearing my male pajamas. Maybe I should take it a little slower and just try strolling down to the park or something. Get used to being out in public like this. I could pop into the liquor store on the way back and grab a bag of chips or something, just to see how people react to me.

That plan seemed safe enough, and if that went well and I decided that I wanted to go out on the town later that night I had plenty of time to figure out what I was going to wear and so on. For a stroll to the park I just wanted some basic athletic looking stuff. Beth wasn't really the athletic type but she did stay in shape taking yoga lessons or whatever it was. It had a funky name like Zuma or Zumba or something like that. She had clothes for that so I went searching for them.

I found the pants pretty quickly and held them up to my body. They looked like they might fit, but I had no way of knowing until I tried them on. It took some effort actually to squeeze into them and when I was done it looked like they were painted on my body. The material seemed kind of stretchy but it clung to every curve and crevice I had below the waist. There was some serious camel toe going on down there.

I pried the pants off and went rummaging through my girlfriend's underwear drawer, which was kind of kinky, but I wasn't doing it for the thrill, oddly enough. I pulled out some pretty basic looking undies and slipped them on. Man that felt nice. And I was so smooth down below. I had actually dreaded taking off my pants and seeing the empty space where my cock once resided, but I had to admit that it was a very clean line and not all clumpy like my shorts usually looked in the crotch. It was also kind of nice not having to worry about situating my balls. That was something I always had to worry about before.

After wiggling back into my workout pants I looked in the mirror and wasn't thrilled by what I saw. Instead of camel toe I now had VPL, or visible panty line as I had learned that women often referred to it. It also made the pants feel kind of funny. They were so tight to begin with that having another layer of material to deal with seemed problematic. It definitely wasn't as comfortable as it was before so I stripped down again and decided to go commando. I'd rather get stared at admiringly for the shape of my cooch than looked down on for my poor fashion sense.

Beth always wore some kind of layered top thing. There was always a sports bra under something like a sweater, that I assumed she probably took off once she was warmed up and doing her Zoobie dance-arobic-whatever. I got a little distracted rummaging through her bra collection and realized that she hadn't worn anything really sexy to bed in a long time. There was a lot of stuff that looked a lot more functional than frilly. When I found the sports bra I managed to get myself into it without too much trouble and found that it fit reasonably well. We weren't a perfect match, as far as body type went, but we were obviously close enough to swap clothes in a pinch.

The bra looked a little too naked to me, and the sweaters I found were too concealing and heavy. Then I found a little tank top thing that covered the bra but left plenty of my stomach exposed and decided to go with that. I honestly couldn't remember ever seeing Beth wear that thing, but I'm sure she would look very hot in it, especially if she didn't bother with a bra underneath. I could picture her perky little nipples poking at the thin material.

Well, fuck it. Off went the tank top and the sports bra. Then the tank top went back on and I was admiring my own perky little nipples poking at the thin material. I was covered, both top and bottom, but you could really see the outline of what I had underneath. Nobody could really object because I was just minding my own business, going out for a jog. If they chose to see something sexual about my workout attire that was their own perverted imagination. Of course if they did so much the better.

Fortunately I could just put on some of Beth's sneakers and it was no different than it would have been if I were wearing my own sports shoes.

I didn't know what to do with my hair or my face so I just opted for the wholesome complexion I had been given and pulled my hair back into a bit of a pony tail. Beth had longer hair and sometimes did that when she didn't want to mess with it or was trying to keep it from flying around. She had some bands that you could wrap around the tail to keep it in place and with a little trial and error I finally got a pretty secure wrap.

When I stepped outside my knees suddenly turned to jelly and my heart started pounding. I actually sat down for a moment on the front step and pretended that I was tying my shoes. It felt like one of those dreams where you're naked and everyone else is fully clothed. That's a thing, right? It's not just me I hope. I was definitely not naked, and I hadn't even made it off my front porch, yet the weirdness of it all was giving me the yips.

There was time to turn back. There was no reason to do this. I had plenty of food in the house and I didn't even need the chips I was planning to buy. What if someone saw me coming out of the house? How would I explain? People would think that I had hot girls in sexy workout clothes coming and going at all hours. They might talk. It might get back to Beth.

Then I laughed. It didn't matter. This was the one time I actually could have women coming and going openly. I could just tell Beth that it was me going out to get the mail or whatever.

I felt much better as I strolled down to the sidewalk and headed for the park.


CHAPTER 5:

I felt a real spring in my step and actually did start to jog for a while but then I soon discovered why women wore sports bras and went back to a normal walking pace. I'd never had all that heft upstairs to deal with and it was kind of freaking me out a little. Even when I just tried to stroll casually my boobs seemed to be in action. My little shirt wasn't providing any support at all.

I passed a lady pushing a stroller and she shot me a very quick glance and then looked away. I pictured her shaking her head in disgust, but I didn't actually see that. The first man I passed gave me much more than a quick glance. I noticed that he went from the tits, to the crotch, and back to the tits again before I was by him. He made no effort to hide his stares but I think it all happened so fast that he didn't have time for subtlety. If I saw a girl walking around looking like this I'd sure as hell not want to miss the opportunity to soak it all up. It would be the highlight of my day.

When I got to the park I had no fucking clue what I was going to do there. Technically what I had on could be considered athletic wear, but I had already ruled out jogging and I didn't have any sort of equipment with me, like a basketball or tennis stuff, so I couldn't just go look like I was practicing my shot or something.

Even so I wandered over to one of the basketball courts where two guys with no shirts on were playing a little one-on-one. I figured them to be about college age, but I wasn't always great at age guessing. They were both tan and fit and looked like they spent a good deal of time outdoors with no shirt on. I casually took a seat in one of the aluminum bleachers that was set up alongside the court and tried to look somewhat bored, like I was just sunning myself for a moment and happened to land in this spot.

The guys noticed me at once and I could see that they were grinning at each other. After they finished their game one of them turned to me and asked if I wanted to play.

"I don't think I'd be very good," I replied innocently.

"Come on, we can show you some pointers the other one suggested.

I shrugged and walked over like it was silly but no big thing. My heart was pounding again and once more I feared that my legs would betray me but I stayed upright and managed to make it to where they were standing.

"I like your outfit," said the first guy.

"I like yours," I replied with a slight smile.

"But we're just wearing shorts," the second man said, not quite so fast on the uptake.

"I know. That's what I like," I said with a slightly bigger smile.

My brain felt so tongue-tied, but somehow my mouth was working like a champ. It was as if I had been doing this my whole life.

We made our introductions and I was happy that I had actually thought about this in advance. When I wrote under a female byline I went by the name Cassandra Martin so I figured I might as well bring her to life now that I had the chance.

"Why don't we see what kind of game you've got baby," said Eddie, the man previously referred to as the first guy.

"I probably suck," I said with another carefree shrug.

"Nothing wrong with that," said Eddie with a wink, further demonstrating that he was the brains of the outfit.

I didn't have to pretend to be crappy, I really was. Like I said, I had always been more of the computer geek type of a guy than a big jock, although I did play a little tennis sometimes. I dribbled the ball with two hands, and my first few shots didn't come close to hitting the rim, but every time I put the ball in the air my shirt kind of hiked up tantalizingly and my boobs were all over the place.

Of course they gave me instructions which involved standing really close behind me and reaching around to show me the proper technique. I could tell that they were aroused by the erections I felt pressing up against my backside but I was aroused as hell too. Feeling a man's sweat on my partially bare back was driving me wild for some reason. I even felt attracted to their smell, although they both obviously needed a shower.

We messed around for a while and they got plenty of laughs watching me fail, and plenty of looks at my butt whenever I bent over to pick up the ball, but then we kind of came to an impasse. They both obviously wanted to fuck me, and I was totally down with that, whichever one it turned out to be, but there didn't seem to be an easy way to facilitate things. We were in a public park in broad daylight and there weren't a lot of bushes or anything one could hide in. The regular bathrooms were closed for repair and I didn't relish the thought of crowding into one of the portable toilets they had set up for the time being.

Then there was the question of which guy would be the one I'd do it with. They both looked good enough to me that I had no particular favorite, so I toyed with the idea of having them play a game of 21 against each other with the winner taking me as the prize. I liked the idea of a little manly competition to see who would nail me. Unfortunately I didn't know how to suggest that without sounding like a crazy slut. What the hell was the matter with these guys anyway? If I were in their place I would have figured out something by now.

Shit, why limit myself? Why not do both of them at the same time? And who needs privacy? I could picture myself squatting down between them as they pulled their shorts down around their ankles. Their magnificent hard ons would pop out and glisten in the sunlight as I took one in each hand.

"I told you I sucked," I would say just before taking the first manly tool in my moist lips.

Okay, that line could use some work, but I could probably say something witty and sultry before sticking their cocks in my mouth. Or maybe I wouldn't say anything at all. I'd just look up at them and smile with my eyes. The kind of look that tells your lover that he's got your undivided attention and that there's nowhere else in the world you'd rather be right now. Jesus, now I was just quoting my "What A Man Really Wants in Bed" article.

Anyway I would slowly stroke them both before choosing which one to put in my mouth first. It would probably be a tough decision because they would both look so inviting. Ultimately I would have to start with one and then I'd feel that hot manhood passing my lips and gliding across my tongue. Then I'd capture it there in a little pocket I'd form in my mouth, providing just the right amount of suction as I began to move my head back and forth; taking some and then giving it back.

By now the other poor guy would be so horny watching his pal get his dick sucked so expertly that it would be all he could do not to blow his load the moment I took mercy on him and received his staff down my throat.

Stroking and sucking. Sucking and stroking. So much cock and only one mouth. I would have to rise to the occasion. Get them close, but hold them back. Let it build. Let it all build up to one gorgeous eruption of cum as the two of them would simultaneously bathe my face with their sticky cream.

"Hey, we gotta' take off, but it was real nice meeting you," said Eddie, snapping me out of my filthy reverie.

"Yeah, if you've got any hot friends bring 'em along next time and we can have a guys against the girls contest," the other guy, whose name I had forgotten already, chimed in.

I waved goodbye rather feebly and realized that something had gone seriously wrong with my plan. There really wasn't much more to do other than walk to the liquor store and get that bag of chips.


CHAPTER 6:

They must be gay or something I thought as I munched on my snack item on my way home. But they sure didn't seem gay they way they were rubbing their big dicks up against me all day long. Something got them hard. Maybe it was each other.

Of course maybe they had the same problem I had in trying to figure out the logistics. On the other hand they would have to be kind of bold to suggest pulling a train on some woman they just met in the park. People were kind of touchy these days and I could see where a man might not want to get in trouble no matter how awesome my nipples looked in this tank top.

And in truth I didn't do that much to encourage them. They might have just thought that I was a dumb bimbo who didn't realize how much I was bending over or nearly flashing my boobs. I thought it was tantamount to doing a striptease in the bleachers but it was my first attempt at seduction and maybe it wasn't as easy as I thought it might be.

I consoled myself with the thought that they would probably both go home and jack off with my image in their head. If only they knew what they could have had.

When I got home I took a shower and discovered that the fancy shower head my wife had us install worked incredibly well between your legs. As the hot jets of water stimulated me below I touched my wet body all over and started pinching my nipples. In my mind Eddie and What's-His-Name stepped into the shower with me and one stood behind me while the other stood in front while we kissed.

How could it would feel having all that slippery warm flesh pressing together, and all those strong male hands grabbing and squeezing and probing me everywhere. I changed the setting on the shower head to the most concentrated spray it had and got it right up between my legs. It felt like a fire hose aimed right at my clit and I cried out.

"Oh, fuck! Jesus! Fuck!"

It was even better than the first orgasm I had in the bathroom. I guess the fact that I had been so worked up by being around two hot sweaty guys really put me in the mood. It was so different than being a man. I could get an instant hard on from the smallest little thing. Just a hint of cleavage, or the way a woman crosses her legs and you think you almost catch a glimpse of her panties. Your dick springs to life and all you want to do is get your rocks off as quickly as possible.

In this female body it seemed more like a turbo charged engine that you needed to let run for a while but once it warmed up it was extra powerful. And the more mental stimulation I got the more intense my pleasure would be once things got really going.

After the shower I just threw on Beth's bathrobe and bummed around the house like that. I made something to eat and tried to get a little work done but I kept popping over to porn sites looking for athletic-looking guys and double penetration videos. I was no expert on the female orgasm yet but I knew that I had to write something about the difference between the way men and women got off. I figured I could write it under both my real name and my female penname, as if a man and a woman were giving their personal experiences, which in a way they would be.

I opted not to go out that night. I think I started having some second thoughts about trying to bring someone else into this. I had ordered my dildos with overnight shipping so tomorrow I would have a big box of toys to play with and I could really focus on writing some material about that. And what did I really need a man for anyway? I was able to produce incredible orgasms with just my hand and a shower head and a little imagination.

And did I seriously want to touch another man's penis? It was easy to fantasize about sucking cocks out on a basketball court but did I really want to put that filthy thing anywhere near my mouth? I was only going to be a woman for two weeks, but I was going to have to live as a man the rest of my life. It might be kind of hard to live with the memory of having done something so foolishly intimate with another man.

Just bring on the vibrators and the butt plugs and the Ben Wa balls and I'd be a happy girl all by myself. Or so I thought.


CHAPTER 7:

When I said earlier that real life was not like some porno fantasy that was before Brad, the insanely hot delivery guy, showed up at my door with a box of dildos. I had slept in a pair of Beth's panties and a t-shirt that came down to about my navel. It was very comfortable, and probably looked sexy as hell, but I honestly wasn't thinking about that when I went to answer the door. The package had arrived a little earlier than I expected, and I was so anxious to get it that I didn't stop to slip on a robe or anything.

When I opened the door and saw Brad standing there with a big box under what appeared to be very muscular arms, and a face like a male model, my jaw just kind of dropped. As it turned out when he saw me standing there with my beautiful titties perfectly outlined under my shirt, and my little panties providing the only other cover I had his jaw just kind of dropped as well.

It was awkward for both of us but I was drawn to him as if I was caught in a tractor beam. I guess I was still sort of a computer geek even in this smoking hot body.

"Could you possibly carry it in for me? It looks awfully heavy and I don't have your big strong arms," I said as helplessly as I could muster.

"Oh, it's really not all that heavy," Brad replied.

"Please," I whined, dragging the word out for all it was worth.

"I'm not really supposed to unless the package exceeds a certain weight amount," Brad stammered, trying to keep his cool.

"I won't tell if you won't tell," I said seductively as I leaned forward and really made my boobs stand out.

"Well, okay, but I've got a lot of deliveries to make so I'll have to do it quick and be on my way."

The fly was walking right into my spider web and I couldn't believe how easily I was pulling it off. The words just came to me like divine inspiration and I delivered them like I was born to speak that way.

"Nice place," said Brad once he had crossed the threshold. "Where do you want me to put this?"

"Well...it's a box full of sex toys," I whispered in a stage voice, as if I was too modest to speak of such things out loud. "You should probably put it on the bed for me. I'm dying to try this stuff out."

Brad looked like he was going to just drop the box and run but he couldn't. He had probably seen the same porn videos I had and dreamed of the day when some horny housewife in her underwear would invite him up to her bedroom. It was one of those once-in-a-lifetime opportunities that you had to seize or spend the rest of your days with regret.

When we got to the bedroom I hopped up on the bed and sat there while he placed the box near me.

"Why don't you open it up Brad and pick one out for me. Wouldn't you like to watch while I give it a spin?"

"Well, really I..."

"Come on. Wouldn't you like to see me putting something big and hard into my wet little pussy?" I purred as I took off my panties and pulled my legs wide open.

He ripped that box open like there was a live animal in there with no air holes and he needed to get it out before it suffocated. Then we kind of rummaged through the box together, pulling out this thing or that before he selected the most realistic-looking cock substitute in the bunch and handed it to me.

I had Brad sit on the foot of the bed while I licked the dildo to lubricate it, as well as to suggest oral sex in his mind. Then I went to work with the thing. I was a little surprised at how snug it felt compared to my fingers and I moaned quite a bit as I pushed it up and down inside me.

For Brad it seemed like it was a combination of agony and ecstasy. He was getting the treat of his career, but he was so close to grabbing an even bigger prize that it was driving him crazy.

"Oh, Brad...this feels so good...but it's just not quite the same thing as a real man. Maybe you could help me with that?"

His shirt came off so fast I think he might have popped a couple of buttons, and his pants were just hurriedly yanked down far enough to get his dick out and his tight butt exposed, which I grabbed as he got between my legs and yanked the dildo out of my cunt.

"Who's Chuck Benson?" he suddenly asked.

"What?"

"The box is addressed to Chuck Benson," Brad pointed out.

"Oh...that's my...boyfriend. But don't worry, he's in Miami for a couple of weeks and this was his idea of how I should keep myself happy while he was gone. But I think I've found a much better way to keep myself happy on my own."

I tugged at his butt to get him going and he did the rest. Once his cock started moving towards my gash there was no turning back for him. I gasped in genuine wonder as he penetrated me, partly because I still wasn't used to such big things being pushed inside me, and partly because he was boning me a lot harder than I had been doing to myself with the dildo.

He was so handsome and hungry and manly and hard. I pulled up my t-shirt so that he could get to my tits and soon he was holding them like they were handles while his pelvis jerked wildly between my legs.

"Oh, Brad...oh, Brad..." I moaned several times.

"Hey, what's your name?" he suddenly asked.

"You can call me Sandy," I replied.

"Sandy, your boyfriend is an idiot for leaving you alone for two whole weeks," said Brad.

"Maybe I'll have to order some new lingerie and model it for you when you deliver it," I suggested.

"Just make sure that it doesn't arrive on a Thursday. That's my day off," he said.

"I won't," I replied just before I began to softly whimper.

When the orgasm started to kick in I grabbed Brad by the face and pulled him close to kiss him. Our tongues met and I jerked my hips harder and harder, feeling things I never knew I would feel. It was better with a man. So much better really that I was shocked. The warmth of his body, the power of his muscles, the sound of his heavy breathing, and his moist lips locked with mine were all so stimulating.

I had tits and a pussy. I had my legs pulled back in ways that I didn't know were anatomically possible, and probably weren't before I had this body. I felt so small and helpless in his embrace, yet I had orchestrated this all. Really all by accident because I wasn't expecting some hunk like this to be standing at the door, and I hadn't deliberately planned to be dressed like a total slut. Yet once the situation made itself clear to me I just went into some kind of instinctive seduction mode and this big strong man was putty in my hands.

I offered him a BJ he'd probably steal a television off his truck. He wanted me so freaking bad, and I knew that feeling so freaking well. That's when I realized how much power I had, if I was willing to use it. It really didn't take that much effort to seduce a man, even one as crazy-hot as Brad. You just had to decide what you wanted and then leave enough bread crumbs along the trail so that he'd follow it right where you were leading him.

"Are you on the pill or should I pull out?" Brad eventually asked when he was preparing to finish.

"Huh? Oh, no don't pull out. Whatever you do don't pull out. I want to feel your hot cum inside me stud."

And I did want to feel that. I had climaxed long and hard and I was delighted to know that my man was going to get the relief he so richly deserved. And I was curious to know how it would feel.

I don't know how much I physically felt and how much I just pictured what was going on inside me, but either way it was a beautiful and delicious sensation. I felt like I was truly a woman now, even if I was only going to be one for a couple of weeks.

I wanted Brad to stay, but he of course had to go, but I did manage to get him to kiss me for quite a long time at the door before he finally bolted for the truck. As I stood there watching him go I suddenly realized that I still had no panties on and that my breasts were totally exposed. I didn't give a fuck. Brad's cum was actually seeping out of my slit a little bit and I proudly scooped it up and licked it off my finger. Then I casually turned around and shut the door behind me. Let the neighbors think whatever they wanted to think. I had just lost my virginity.


CHAPTER 8:

I felt no shame. No remorse. No regrets. I didn't really think of it as cheating on Beth because it was meaningless and it was with a man and I wasn't really myself at all right now. I was Cassandra Martin. What the hell would my girlfriend care if some chick named Sandy was giving it up to whoever she wanted? I hadn't asked for this role, but now that I had it, I figured I might as well play it up to the hilt.

As far as what the neighbors thought I was soon to discover that, or at least what one of them thought at any rate. Beth liked flowers, but had no time or green thumb to care for them, so I had planted a bunch of her favorites in front of the house and along one of the side fences, where it made a very nice display. It was always my job to water them and feed them and whatever so I needed to continue that routine regardless of what body I did it in.

I found some shorts and put on a top that was comfortable and pretty and thought about going without a bra again, but figured I should probably give that a chance. These bags on my chest were surprisingly heavy and the bra did make them both look nice and feel a little more secure.

As I was out watering our little garden our neighbor, Gerald Fergusson, popped up over the top of the wall right where I was watering and really startled me. I kind of gasped and jumped back.

"Sorry about that," Gerald said with a grin. "I was just doing some weeding along the fence and didn't realize anyone was standing over there."

That was probably total bullshit, because I had already seen Gerald watching me from a distance, and I knew that there weren't any weeds along his fence. Whatever. A man's got to think of some way to make an introduction.

"Gerald Fergusson's the name," he said jovially as he reached over the fence to shake my hand.

"Cassandra Martin," I replied. "Though my friends call me Sandy."

"Are you a friend of Beth's?" he asked.

"Well, they're both out of town for a couple of weeks so I'm just house-sitting. Taking care of the cat," I told him.

"I didn't know they had a cat."

"It's an indoor cat so..."

"That explains it."

"Nice flowers you've got there," Gerald commented.

"Well, they're not mine," I reminded him, "but they are very nice. I just hope I don't do anything to mess them up. I get kind of confused by directions sometimes."

I had kicked into full on bimbo mode and it seemed to be working like a charm. I don't know why so many men are attracted to dumb women, but they do seem to be. Maybe it makes them less threatening or maybe they figure that a dumb girl can be talked into anything. Beth was sharp as a tack, and I loved that about her. She was as far from being a bimbo as a woman could get. But Sandy was a little ditzy and that was just fine with me. I may have never actually been a little girl but I seemed to know how to channel that voice if I wanted to.

"Hey, it's really not that hard. Maybe you'd like to come over and I could give you a few pointers. I don't like to brag but I do have a bit of a green thumb."

"Sure, if you don't mind," I said cheerfully.

"Don't mind at all. I love showing off my...handiwork, to someone who can really appreciate it."

I knew what I was doing, but I hadn't thought it through at all. Gerald was a moderately attractive middle-aged man and had always been very friendly. Being a bit older we didn't really bond as drinking buddies or anything, but we talked gardening sometimes, or borrowed each other's tools. He had been divorced for about ten years now and hadn't remarried, and I honestly had no idea what his social life might be like.

He was obviously trying to put a move on me, but it was kind of hard to imagine that he really expected me to do anything. He had a daughter in college, so I couldn't be that much older than she was, and I was a total stranger, as far as he knew. A guy like Brad might have the confidence to go for hot chicks spontaneously, but I figured Gerald probably just wanted a little female company. He could stare at my ass or maybe catch a peek at my bra if we bent down to look at the soil or something.

I naturally had to pretend that I didn't know anything about him or his garden, which was very impressive, as I already knew. He told me all kinds of basic things that I knew quite well already but I acted like he was the Dalai Lama slipping me the secret to life.

"Maybe I should write this down," I said dumbly as I put a finger to my lips.

"I could do that for you and slip it in the mailbox sometime, or we could go in the house right now and I could jot it all down," Gerald suggested.

"That might be best. I don't want to mess anything up."

So I followed Gerald into his house and sat on a stool in his kitchen as he wrote down these important gardening tips. He offered me a drink but I went for lemonade because...well...it just made me seem all the younger, and I was guessing that was exactly what he wanted.

"You're so pretty. You should be an actress or a model," he said as he took the seat next to mine and pulled it even closer.

"Oh, I've thought about it," I said wistfully. "But I don't know. Do you really think I'm pretty enough?"

"Of course I do," he said as he slipped out his seat and stood behind me resting his hands on my shoulders. "You're any day as pretty as the girls I see on television these days."

"You're just saying that."

"No, I mean it. You've got that old fashioned innocence about you, yet you're obviously a very sexy young woman underneath. You're sort of like the perfect idea of the girl-next-door."

"Well, I guess for now I am the girl-next-door," I tossed in for good measure.

He was caressing my shoulders by now and I wondered how far he was planning to take this. I was actually pretty impressed by his boldness. I hoped that when I was his age I'd still be brave enough to lure young women with shoulder rubs and lemonade.

The stool I was sitting on was one of those kinds that swiveled and all of a sudden I was spun around to face Gerald as he sort of pushed his way between my legs and started kissing me. I didn't see that coming and kind of pulled away in confusion.

"Mr. Fergusson, we've only just met," I protested.

"I know, but I can't help myself. You don't know how lonely I've been since my wife left. And you're only going to be here a short time. I know I'm a lot older than the boys you probably go out with, but let me show you that some of us more mature men have real experience that younger guys don't."

He kissed me again and this time I kissed him back. He had gotten my curiosity aroused. He had played me with an aggression I never anticipated, and that was kind of sexy. I had heard plenty of older men brag about how their maturity and experience and whatever meant that they could do some sort of amazing tricks in the sack, but I figured it was mostly a desperate attempt to make their fading manhood seem relevant. I had never wanted to end up being one of those guys, but Gerald had thrown down the gauntlet so I figured I'd let him show me what he had.


CHAPTER 9:

"What I really love about girls like you is that they don't know how attractive they really are," said Gerald as he helped me pull my top off.

I did know how attractive I was but I had played the modesty card earlier so I could see where he was coming from. He let me sit on the stool in my bra while we kissed some more and I was beginning to wonder whether that was all he planned to do. It wasn't.

"I'll bet you want to feel what I have in my pants," he suddenly said as he reached for his belt and unfastened it. Then he unzipped his Bermuda shorts and took my right hand and actually placed it inside his trousers. I was kind of shocked to find that he wasn't wearing any underwear.

"Don't be shy," he continued. "I'm sure you've felt a man's pecker before."

With nothing to hold it back his cock was now completely free and hard as a steel pipe. It was of pretty good size too, I noted. Maybe that was the key to Gerald's confidence. He knew he had a serious piece of wood and figured that he needed to get it out as quickly as possible.

"Do you like it?" he asked hopefully as I slowly stroked his rod.

"It's very big," I replied while staring down at it instead of speaking directly to Gerald's face.

"They say that size doesn't matter but that's not really been my observation," he said with a very slight chuckle. "Most gals seem to enjoy a nice slab of meat."

Wow. My neighbor Mr. Fergusson was talking about his penis as a "nice slab of meat" while I stroked it and looked upon it with enough salivation to think that I might really want to devour it.

Gerald unfastened my bra and pulled it off of me. Then he leaned down a little to squeeze my breasts and suck on my nipples while I continued to wax his shaft. My panties felt so wet that I almost thought that I had peed in my pants. It was kind of a weird feeling, but everything else that was happening was weird too so I guess it was just par for the course.

Gerald had a polo shirt on which he had me pull off of him. I could see that a lot of his chest hairs were gray, but his upper torso was really firm, even if there was a slight paunch developing around his waistline.

"Let's trade places," Gerald suggested.

I hopped off the stool and he grabbed my spot and his shorts fell down to his feet as he did. His cock was really jerking and twitching now and I wondered if he was just going to ejaculate right there on the stool.

"Do you like sucking cock Sandy?" he asked in a very fatherly way.

"I've...never tried it," I responded truthfully.

"Oh, then you're in for a real treat. Just kiss it first. It won't bite you."

I felt myself bending over and my head moving inexorably towards his throbbing member. A hand was gently placed on the back of my head and helped to guide me the rest of the way down. I kissed the tip of his dick and then kissed it again before I started to kiss it all over. I tried a little licking as well before I finally took the plunge and let some of it glide into my mouth.

"Mmmm...good girl Sandy. You're such a good girl," he moaned contentedly.

I was glad that he had called me by my name because I had kind of a creepy feeling that he was playing out some sort of weird father/daughter thing in his mind. Or maybe he was just thinking about his daughter's cute friends from college or something. I guess it really didn't make any difference since I wasn't actually anybody's daughter and he hadn't actually said anything to suggest that he had those kinds of thoughts.

"Oh, yes, baby. You like having daddy's big cock in your mouth don't you?"

Okay, that was a little more suspicious but lots of guys referred to themselves as daddy during sex, especially if it was an older man/younger woman situation. I was okay with it as long as he didn't tell me that he used to secretly watch me get undressed when I was twelve or something.

Now that I was doing it I was discovering that giving head wasn't quite what I expected. Ironically it was probably the idea I liked more than the actual act of doing it, although I didn't mind that at all. There was something so raw about it and I knew that men could see what was going on so much easier than a woman could probably see a man licking her pussy. She could probably just see the top of his head but with a cock sticking out a guy could watch his woman with her lips around his pole and she could look up at him and it was all playing out so nicely from the male perspective.

I'm not misogynistic in the least, nor am I into power trips, but I have to admit that looking down and seeing a woman sucking your cock does make you feel kind of powerful. I suppose that part of that is the fact that the man is getting his stimulation directly, and unlike the porn classic Deep Throat, where the star supposedly had a clit in her throat, a woman has to stimulate herself if she wants to get off at the same time.

That suddenly made me think that it might be nice to finger myself while I blew him so I quickly tugged at my shorts, which were held up with an elastic waistband, and pulled them down enough to get my hand in my wet panties. As it turned out they weren't as wet as I thought they were, but they were definitely moist. It was just a feeling that I wasn't at all used to yet.

Just as I was beginning to get myself going Gerald suddenly got up and shoved me forward so that I had to grab the kitchen counter thing with my hands. Then he got behind me and started spreading my butt cheeks with both of his hands. He moved pretty quick for an older guy I noticed.

Suddenly a thumb went right up my asshole and I cried out and he removed it immediately. It didn't stay out for long as he popped it back in again and repeated the process many times. I had some anal toys I had been planning to experiment with but I hadn't gotten around to that yet so this was a new experience for me, which made it all the more exciting.

"Someday when you're ready for it I'll give it to you up that tight little hole, but not right now. Right now daddy's going to fuck you like the naughty little slut you are," Gerald announced as he leaned over my back and spoke in a harsh whisper.

Then he did just that, and the cock I had been sucking on was now plowing into my box like he was working with one of his garden tools. He honestly wasn't that big but he sure felt like a fat rake handle with my back arched and my butt sticking out. Then the hair pulling started and I clung to that kitchen counter for dear life. My shorts and panties had only been pulled down far enough to give him access so I couldn't really spread my legs that much for support. His cock was driving me forward, but my hair was pulling me back. I gripped the counter as tight as I could and moaned and cried loudly.

"Tell your daddy how much you like it," Gerald demanded.

"Yes, daddy, I do like it," I moaned, momentarily caught up in whatever game he was playing.

"You like the way your daddy fucks you," he said for repeated emphasis.

"Yes I do, daddy, I really do," I practically wailed.

"Good girl," he said sweetly as he released the grip on my hair and I felt my neck practically snap in response.

Then he started sounding very sweet and gentle, running his hands across my back, or letting them cup my breasts, all the while telling me what a good girl I was and how beautiful I was and how brave I was.

I think I may have lost my mind there for a moment or two. I had started out feeling more like a smug observer of the human condition, fascinated to see what this old guy had up his sleeve, but fuck if he didn't push my buttons. One minute I was sipping lemonade and the next I had a thumb up my ass.

For a minute there he was getting kind of scary with the hair pulling and the savage pounding and demanding responses from me, but then he turned all kindly uncle on me and I ate it up with a spoon. He was treating me like I was some inexperienced teenager, but of course I was really inexperienced as a woman. Did he sense that in me. He obviously knew that I was up for whatever he wanted to do, having offered only the smallest of token resistance to his advances, but I wondered how he could read that so clearly.

When I got my second dose of cum in my pussy I didn't have the same cocky satisfaction of knowing that I had manipulated the poor delivery man into doing my biding. I really hadn't planned on doing anything too sexual with Gerald, but he gave me my first multiple orgasmic experience...and some accurate but not too necessary gardening tips.


CHAPTER 10:

When I thought about it later I realized that Gerald might have been trying to cater to my fantasies more than his with all that "daddy" talk. "Daddy issues" is kind of a pop psychology catch-all phrase that usually implies that a woman who had a bad relationship with her father in childhood is constantly trying to find a surrogate in all the men she meets. In more recent times it's become kind of a role playing thing with some people, although it often does involve older men taking a dominant role with younger women.

And on the other end of the spectrum studies have shown that a heck of a lot of women have had some kind of erotic fantasy about their fathers at some point in their life. Rather than looking for a substitute for a horrible or absent parent there's a kinky desire to be bedded by someone who reminds a woman of her beloved father without actually doing anything incestuous.

Whatever Gerald's motive it worked out well, as far as I was concerned. Obviously I didn't have any sort of discernible daddy issues, one way or the other, because I hadn't grown up being anyone's daughter. Cassandra was a woman without a past of any kind. That was liberating, because I didn't have any baggage, but it was also difficult because I didn't have the experiences that a woman of my age would have.

I knew, for example, how much Beth had to work harder than the men at her company to get anywhere. Every place she had ever worked at seemed to have a glass ceiling. And there were a lot of deals and "casual" meetings that went on in a "boys only" atmosphere, like in the sauna at a country club, or an unscheduled get together in someone's hotel room that nobody invited her to. She had been battling pretty much her whole life to be taken seriously and to have genuine equality. I worked at home so I didn't know shit about that first hand, but it was obviously a big thing that shaped her life in ways that transcended office politics.

And of course the whole growing up, and growing tits, and discovering that you like boys thing usually took years of development. I had all of that almost from the moment my girlfriend had tasered me.

So what kind of woman was I? Was I daddy's little girl who needed an older man to show me the way, or was I that frisky vixen who teased the hot delivery guy into my bed? And of course my first attempt at getting banged had failed miserably, despite the suggestiveness of my attire and my first attempts at making myself available to men.

I worried a bit about the fact that I had fucked the neighbor. He had lived in that house for ages, and Beth and I had no plans to move in the near future, so it was very likely that I was going to see a lot of him for a long time, mostly when I was a man. I might see Brad again, but I could always use a different delivery method if I wanted to avoid him.

While I was in this body the idea of seeing someone I knew who had boinked me didn't bother me very much, but I wondered if I would still feel the same way once I was back as a man. It seemed like it might be very hard to look at a guy the same way once you'd had his dick in your mouth. But was I ever going to look at any guy the same way now that I had done what I had done, and felt the way I felt? Not that I thought that I was going to turn gay when I went back to being a man, but it seemed hard to believe that I would just forget about the way that hard cocks and masculine bodies had turned me on so much.

Ultimately there wasn't much point in worrying about that now. I couldn't help being attracted to men as Cassandra, and I had already done things that would be hard to ever get out of my head. I might as well just keep doing them while I still could and hope that I didn't end up needing years of therapy to recover from it later.

Having reconciled myself to the idea that I probably couldn't do any more psychological damage to myself than I had already done it seemed like a good idea to just get laid as much as I could in the time I had left as a woman. That might have just been a rationalization to justify my slutty behavior, but it worked for me because I really didn't want to stop screwing around.

Having gotten a couple of experiences under my belt I figured it was time to try dressing up a bit and going out to a singles bar or something to see how it felt being picked up by a guy. My flirting hadn't all been perfectly executed, but I hadn't been tongue-tied or shy, so I figured I could chat it up with a man over drinks and not make a total fool of myself.

I poked around in Beth's closet but couldn't find exactly what I was looking for. Beth had a lot of really professional-looking business attire, and some nice casual things, but she hadn't been dating for years and we didn't go club hopping or anything as a couple, so she didn't seem to have anything with the "wow factor" that I wanted. It appeared that I would need to do a little shopping.

It seemed crazy to buy clothes for myself that I would only be able to use for another week or so but my appearance had become very important to me. As a man who worked at home jeans and a t-shirt were pretty much like my daily uniform. I'd get dressed up a little more if Beth and I were going to a nice restaurant or something, but I never gave that much thought as long as it was clean. I also hadn't been dating for a couple of years now, since I was in a steady relationship, so the idea of dressing to try and attract a member of the opposite sex wasn't very fresh in my mind. Now I really wanted to look great, and I wanted to project an image of sexy availability without looking like some cheap streetwalker.

The first thing I discovered when I strolled into a women's clothing store was how overwhelming the selection was. Even picking out underwear looked like kind of a daunting task. As a man it was basically boxers or briefs, and I didn't really care about the color. With panties you had thongs, and hip huggers, and Brazilian high cut, and all sorts of other variations. They could be silky or cotton or smooth or trimmed with lace, all in a wide variety of colors. You could buy sets that matched bras and panties, or buy each individually. You had to think about what function your underwear was going to be used for and what you would be wearing over it. You might need a strapless bra if you were going to wear a top that had bare shoulders. If you were wearing a light colored dress dark panties might stand out too much if the material was thin and slightly transparent. And of course there was the question of whether you were looking for your own comfort or hoping to arouse someone else by your selection.

It seemed like it would be best to work from the outside first. Find the outfit I wanted to wear and then get the lingerie that worked with it. But that was no piece of cake either. Did I want a dress or a skirt and a top? A dress could mean almost anything, from something that looked like a long woolen sweater to the slinkiest little nothing that barely looked or felt like you had anything on.

Although my head was swimming from the choices I got kind of a kick out of the idea that I had so much to choose from. I don't know exactly how long it took to make my selections but I kept popping into the dressing room to try on all kinds of things that caught my eye.

No matter how long I looked or how many things I tried on I just couldn't narrow it down to one outfit so I ended up coming home with a lot more stuff than I had planned on getting, but I figured I could probably use it all before my time was through.

Where to go was the next question. As I said before, Beth and I weren't big on the club scene so I really had no idea where people went to hookup. Fortunately the Internet was full of helpful suggestions on that front. There were people like me who got paid to compile "Where to Go for a Night on the Town" lists, and lots of individuals who had personal comments about the best watering holes, so I picked a place and hoped for the best.

Not only was I going to be getting dressed up for the first time I also wanted to crank up the cosmetics a bit. I had been practicing with Beth's stuff since I became female, and I felt that I could probably apply makeup without looking like a clown or a Kabuki dancer, but I went all in and had my hair and nails done professionally.

Once I got it all pulled together I looked at myself in the mirror and realized what a transformative effect all of that was. I didn't really look like the girl-next-door, unless you happened to live next to a Kardashian or an Instagram model. I looked mature and sexy but young and flirty at the same time. In other words I had the exact look I was going for.


CHAPTER 11:

"Hey, I'm Randy."

"Hi Randy. I'm Sandy."

"Randy and Sandy. I like that. Can I buy you a drink?"

"Why not? I'm over 21."

"Well not much over I'm guessing."

"Thanks, but you haven't seen me without my makeup on."

"Maybe I'll have a chance to in the morning."

"Slow down cowboy, you haven't even gotten me that drink yet."

"Don't go anywhere, gorgeous. I'll be back in a flash."

That was basically how Randy and I ended up hitting the sheets that night. I had sized him up pretty quickly and decided that he was attractive enough to want to get naked with him, otherwise I wouldn't even have accepted the drink. He hadn't said anything particularly witty, but he had kept up with my lame banter, so if he didn't make an ass of himself while we drank he was pretty much assured of getting to put his dick inside me later.

It was actually pretty easy and mildly amusing. I didn't get out that much these days, and as I mentioned earlier I tended to be a pretty sociable person by nature. Beth tended to talk about her work a lot, but I was comfortable with just shooting the breeze about nothing in particular. In my line of work I had to keep on top of pop culture so I knew a hell of a lot about recent movies, popular TV shows, and celebrity gossip, so it would take a lot more than a couple of drinks to run out of conversation.

I chose to take him back to my place because it seemed slightly safer that way for some reason. Going to a strange man's apartment sounded kind of wicked and alluring, but it would be easier for him to have the duct tape and zip ties stashed away there. When we got home I even went to the trouble of pretending to have a quick phone call with my mom, just so that he knew that I had time stamped my whereabouts.

After all the indecision I went through in selecting what to wear, and all the time and expense I put into making myself look extra pretty, it was all really just for a couple of hours of being on public display. Randy was a quick worker and my new dress was soon on the floor. My underwear lasted a little longer but it disappeared in due time as well. And I had a feeling that my stylish hairdo was going to get more than a little mussed somewhere along the line.

Randy was a breast man. From the first kiss he had a hand on one of my boobs. He got the top of my dress down so that he could work my titties long before I ended up removing it entirely. My bra didn't offer much of a deterrent to his pawing either as he simply pulled it down in front and had a clear path to my hooters.

The man did know what to do with them, he wasn't just good at ogling them. I loved the way he would put a hand under one of my boobs and press up while he had my nipple between two of his fingers. Once at the top he would squeeze my nipple with those fingers and release it slowly as his hand went back down. He had a great feel for just the right amount of pressure.

He wasn't that big on sucking my nipples, the way a baby would nurse, but he had this kind of open-mouth kissing thing that he did to my whole areola that was kind of wet and wild. I loved just looking at my tits in the mirror, but in the hands of a skilled breast man like Randy, I absolutely adored the fact that I had them.

For the sake of full disclosure, and not trying to put anyone down, I would say that Randy was a pretty ordinary-looking guy. By that I mean that he didn't have any particularly distinguishing features. He wasn't flabby, but he wasn't ripped. He wasn't pale, but he wasn't tan. He didn't have a huge cock, but he didn't have a small one. He could have been anyone you passed on the street or stood in line behind in the grocery store. He had pleasant features, a nice smile, and he was very neat and clean. The odds were probably against us ever meeting in life, let alone copulating fairly soon after that introduction, yet here we were.

I obviously wasn't in love with the man, I wasn't swept off my feet by anything in particular, and his body didn't drive me wild with lust. And yet none of that really seemed to matter much. His bare skin still felt wonderful pressed against my own. With my eyes closed I could have been kissing anyone. As I became more and more aroused by our foreplay I was just as anxious to feel his cock inside me as I was with the hot delivery guy.

It was a little surprising but not a shocking thing to discover. I had only contemplated the idea that men could be sexually attractive for a few days out of my entire life so I was still trying to get a handle on it. I knew exactly what my "type" of woman was, but on the other hand I had been with girls that didn't fit the type at all and still had great sex with them. Skill, enthusiasm, and personality could all make the experience much more enjoyable. Now I was seeing that the same was probably basically true with men. Randy could have been any number of men in that bar. There was nothing special or magical about our attraction yet here we were having some pretty damn fine sex.

I guess I always looked at sex as a combination of the greatest time killer in the world, an emotional human bonding experience, and great bodily relief. Obviously the emotional bonding was much better with someone you knew and cared about, but even two strangers who are just lonely, or bored, or horny can find some warmth and contentment in the act.

We started fooling around in the living room, then went up to the bedroom and fucked in a couple of different positions before Randy gave me his sperm. Then I was perfectly happy to curl up and chat with him for a while, this time a little more personally and without the stress of trying to impress each other. He had no big secrets or confessions. He still seemed like a pretty average Joe, which was fine, because we made each other feel good, which was the whole point of the exercise.

If I were actually a woman, and interested in more than meaningless sport fucking, I wondered what kind of a man I would want as a boyfriend. Probably someone like Beth, ironically, if he wasn't as jealous and paranoid. We had a really good relationship and it was hard to picture how much better a one I could have, despite the fact that I was lying in the afterglow of just fucking a stranger who picked me up at a bar. I suppose I could fantasize about meeting some rich guy who would spoil me rotten and take me on fabulous trips all over the world on his yacht, but that wasn't a world I knew anything about or particularly craved anyway.

When Randy left in the morning, after a wakeup BJ, I realized how crazy relationships could be. It seemed like sex with someone you loved was the absolute best, but even sex with a random stranger could turn out to be pretty satisfying. If you were only in a relationship for the sex it was probably doomed from the start. I felt quite confident that no matter how much I got laid before Beth came home that I would love her just as much and not feel the temptation to continue being a slut once I was a man again. But of course people will tell themselves just about anything to justify having an orgasm.

I didn't fuck someone every single day of my two week adventure, but I carved quite a few notches on the old bed post and kind of hated to see the whole thing winding down. I still had a dress I hadn't worn yet so I decided to hit the club scene one more time before Beth returned. It was to be my farewell to womanhood.


CHAPTER 12:

Harry was a total stud. Not as handsome as Brad the delivery guy, but his incredible body sort of distracted my attention away from his face anyhow. He was so fucking cut, with his six pack abs and his bulging arms, and his slightly banana shaped cock that just made me want to put whipped cream all over it and top it with a cherry. He could split me with that big banana any day of the week.

He also seemed like a really nice guy. Friendly and laid back with just enough swagger to show that he knew he was something, but not to the point of being obnoxious about it. He obviously knew that he could get a lot of women, and a lot of women obviously knew that he could have them. Even so there had been some of the obligatory social bantering to set up the fornication that we both knew almost at once was a foregone conclusion.

With Beth returning tomorrow night this was likely my last time with a man, probably ever, and I wanted to go out with the best bang I could get. While I squirmed on all fours on our living room rug, while Harry humped the living daylights out of me, I felt like I was well on the way to accomplishing that goal. Goodbye pussy! I was sure going to miss it. Maybe Beth would have another long business trip and zap me again, but I couldn't count on that.

"Oh, God yes! Fuck me like it's the last night on Earth," I begged, as it sort of was, for me anyway.

I was really working up to a fantastic orgasm when the sound of something heavy falling on the floor completely pulled my attention. I had figured that it was just my body shaking but maybe we were having an earthquake. Then I looked up and saw Beth standing there with her suitcase on the floor, and her jaw right there with it.

"Oh...my...God," Beth said in a hoarse and raspy voice.

"Oh, shit," I replied as Harry just continued to fuck me.

"I got a chance to get out of there early so I thought I'd take it and come home," said Beth, almost sounding genuinely apologetic.

"Ah, Beth, this is Harry. Harry, this is...ah...my roommate Beth," I said as casually as I could muster while getting seriously drilled from behind.

"Nice to meet you," said Harry very cheerfully. "Would you like to join us?"

"Um...no thanks. I'm kind of tired from my trip so I think I'll just go up and unpack, but don't let me stop you by any means."

Beth picked up her suitcase and hurried up the stairs as quickly as she could go. I felt like the biggest moron in the world, but how was I to know that she'd come back early? I was planning on a long night with Harry but under the circumstances I figured I should get him out of there as soon as he had popped his wad. Harry was laid back as ever and didn't seem to mind getting rushed out the door. He'd probably had to make faster exits than this in his life.

When he was gone I went nervously upstairs to see what horrible fate awaited me. Beth looked amazingly calm as she was already in bed with the TV on.

"Sorry about barging in on you like that," she said.

That just made me all the more suspicious. The most jealous woman in the world just caught me actually cheating on her and she was playing it off like it was no big deal.

"Look, if you're going to hit me or shoot me or something just get it out of the way. I can't stand waiting for the other shoe to drop," I said stoically, hoping that she wasn't really going to shoot me.

"No, it's no big deal. It's my fault for not calling you and telling you that my plans had changed."

I started to get undressed but kept my eye on Beth in case I saw her reaching for a weapon under her pillow. I went into the bathroom to clean up and figured this would be a good time for her to spring her trap, if she had one, but there was nothing I could really do about it one way or the other. I just put on a t-shirt and panties, as I often did, if I put anything on at all, and went back out to face the music. Beth appeared to just be watching TV so I crawled in bed and waited.

"You know I sort of wondered whether you would be curious enough about your new body to actually do something like that," said Beth.

"But the whole idea of changing me into a woman was to serve as a chastity belt," I reminded her. "If you thought I might be tempted to have sex this way, why would you have changed me at all?"

"Oh, I guess seeing you as a woman with another man doesn't really bother me, for some reason. To tell you the truth...it actually turned me on."

Beth would be knocking my socks off if I had any on. I was stunned. Flabbergasted. Amazed.

"You mean because Harry was so good-looking?" I asked slowly.

"No, that wasn't it, although it was interesting to see your taste in men. It was seeing the way you responded to him that got me so aroused. You look really hot getting fucked by a guy, you know that?"

I didn't know it, but I definitely assumed it. It was nice to have confirmation, but considering it was coming from my paranoid girlfriend none of it made any sense.

"Well if watching me getting fucked made you horny why didn't you stay and watch?" I asked suspiciously. "Harry invited you to join us."

"I didn't want to intrude, I just wanted to watch, and like I said I was pretty beat from my trip so I really did think it was best to just hop in bed and try to get some sleep," Beth explained, as if it was the most logical thing in the world to say.

"Beth, I know you better than that. There is something that you're not telling me," I stated firmly.

Beth suddenly broke down in tears and threw her arms around my shoulders.

"I feel so ashamed. Please don't hate me," she cried.

"Of course I'm not going to hate you, and I'm hardly in a position to be shaming anyone."

"God, I just can't believe I'm saying this," Beth sobbed.

"Saying what?"

"I cheated on you in Miami."


CHAPTER 13:

It took a while for that to sink in, but then I was tempted to laugh. Beth was still weeping on my shoulder so it didn't seem appropriate to interject that kind of levity.

"Was that the first time you cheated?" I asked.

"Of course! How can you ask that?" Beth said, sounding genuinely shocked.

"Well, I've never asked you that before. All those trips out of town, all those late nights at the office, always surrounded by all those good-looking guys. You could have easily cheated on my a hundred times by now and I would have had no way of knowing. I just never pressed the issue," I said.

"Why not?" she asked.

"Because I trusted you."

That send her into another fit of tears and I tried my best to comfort her. This was not at all the way I thought this evening was going to go, before or after Beth caught me in the act.

"I'm so terrible. All the grief I've given you about it and then I go off and do something like...that!"

"Well, what did you do exactly?" I inquired.

"Those conferences after the convention that I thought were supposed to be business meetings turned out to be just some extra playtime for the boys. They had a couple of adjoining suites and a parade of cocktail waitresses, and hookers, and other assorted strumpets passing through and being passed around the whole time. Of course they were also discussing some pretty important projects when they weren't getting their dicks sucked, and it was strongly suggested to me that it would be very good for my career to loosen up and be a good sport. That basically meant sleeping with every guy there over a period of several days. So that's what I did," Beth confessed in the saddest tone of voice I had ever heard from her.

"Wow. I thought I was being a slut," I joked. "And don't start crying again. I mean that in a good way."

"I tried to be a good sport. I acted like it was just good-natured fun, but I was seething inside. Nobody directly said that I had to have sex to advance my career or keep my job or anything like that, but it was so painfully obvious that my career would suffer if I didn't. I tried to get through it but one morning I woke up and realized that I had an MBA, and that a lot of these men were my juniors at the company. The hookers at least got paid when they were done. These jerks expected me to go get them coffee. I got up, packed my things, and came home. That's why I was early."

Since Beth was being honest I opened up and told her everything I had done, from parading my nipples around the park, to Harry's big banana cock up my cunt. She looked surprised, and interrupted me to ask questions a couple of times, but on the whole she seemed to take it really well.

"So you really enjoyed being this Cassandra character?" she asked.

"Sandy to my friends, but yes, I loved every filthy minute of it," I replied with a smile.

"And you still have that big box of toys?"

"Oh, yeah. I hadn't hidden them yet since I wasn't planning on you being home so soon. It's right over there," I indicated.

"Go get one you really like."

I wasn't quite sure what she had in mind but I figured that maybe she wanted to try some of this stuff for herself. She could have the whole box now that I didn't have any use for it anymore. I selected a really cool gadget that had the head of a rabbit and these ears that you could kind of wedge in the folds while you stuck the main dildo part inside you. It rotated at various speeds and I thought it was a very clever design. Both cute and functional. Mine was a very pretty shade of purple.

"Take those panties off, bitch. I'm going to go to town on your wicked little snatch," said Beth as she waved the toy in my face and then turned it on.

That wasn't all she turned on because I was seriously aroused by the thought of making love to my girlfriend as a woman. I had wanted that from the very start. I quickly pulled off my panties, opened my legs, and waited for Beth to bring Mr. Rabbit to life. Soon the naughty bunny was doing wonderful things to me.

"Show me your boobs," Beth instructed.

I grinned and pulled up my shirt.

"They are nice, I've got to say," Beth commented as she gazed at my bosom.

"So are yours," I replied.

"Do you have anything that straps on?" Beth suddenly asked.

"No, I didn't think that was something I would ever need. But I can certainly order one...if you don't mind Brad making the delivery."

Although she was tired from her trip we stayed up kind of late that night, enjoying each other's womanly bodies. For someone who had been so reluctant to try any lesbian thing at all she was definitely the aggressive one with me now. I actually had a hard time getting her to let me do anything for her, but she finally let me use a hand vibrator on her box and I was able to get her to cum at least once before we went to sleep.

I had been joking about ordering a strap on dildo, but apparently Beth wasn't. In the morning, when we were eating breakfast, she laid another huge surprise on me.

"Do you think you'd like to stay a woman a little while longer?" she asked as I looked up at her from my bowl of cereal.

"Sure, why not? I can work just as well this way, and it's actually opened up a whole bunch of new ideas for things that I can write as Cassandra Martin."

"Would you still want to have sex with men?"

"Honey, you're home now. I thought we had a pretty good thing going last night. Didn't you enjoy it?"

"Yes, I did, somewhat to my surprise. I think I had kind of an anti-lesbian bias going because that's what men have always accused me of being when I didn't put out for them. I was a strong woman who was good at her job so that was the typical label they wanted to slap on me. I do want to explore this some more, especially once we get that strap on thing, but I'd also like to explore the idea of watching."

"Watching...me...getting fucked?" I asked slowly.

"Yeah, if that's something you might be into," Beth replied quickly.

"Well, sure...I don't see why not," I said with a shrug. "It might be pretty hot to have you watching me getting nasty. Although wouldn't that make you like a female cuckold or something?"

"Who cares?"

"If you don't I'm sure I can find plenty of men who wouldn't care either."

"Okay. Then I guess I won't change you back right away, but if you decide that you want me to, I'll do it as soon as you ask."


CHAPTER 14:

So life was taking another weird an unexpected turn. Beth had been passed around a Miami hotel room like a snack tray, the two of us had gone all girly on each other, I was going to stay Cassandra for a while, and happy to do so, and Beth wanted to watch while some stud gave me a thumping. Two weeks ago I thought I was just in for a long dry spell of sleeping alone, but instead it turned into a nonstop fuck fest. Not the way I ever imagined I'd fuck, but better in a lot of ways.

Beth had even given me permission to be with other men even if she wasn't watching, since her work schedule greatly limited the amount of her free time and she didn't want me to just sit around all horny and bored. My how things had changed now that I had a pussy.

I had planned to take her up on that by scheduling my next dildo delivery on a day when I expected Brad to be working the route. Fortunately I came to the door with a robe on, and nothing under it, and was planning to reveal myself at the appropriate moment but a kind of perky young woman was holding my package instead.

"Ah...Brad not working today?" I asked as casually as I could.

"Oh, he doesn't work for the company anymore," the girl replied.

"Is that so? What happened?"

"Well...I shouldn't really be telling you this, but he kind of got in trouble."

"In trouble how?" I inquired, starting to feel a little nervous.

"Apparently he was having sex with women all along his route. He'd been doing it for years but nobody knew until somebody's husband came home and caught him in bed with his wife," the girl whispered conspiratorially.

"Is that right?" I said in mock surprise, fastening my robe a little tighter. "I never would have guessed it."

"I suppose that's why they assigned a woman to his old route. Figured it would be safer that way. But don't tell anyone I told you."

"It'll just be between us gals," I said as I took the package and slunk back into my house.

I was sad for Brad, because I hated to see him fired, and I was sad for me because I hated to not have his cock inside me again, but I was also a little miffed that he had played so innocent with me when he was obviously the neighborhood Casanova on wheels. I thought I was so clever getting him into my bed but it sounded like he was the clever one...until he got caught.

There was a lot of mythology about chastity belts but they definitely existed and were used by men to keep their wives from straying, or being raped, while they away. It's often associated with the Crusades but there's not a lot of evidence to support that. They were also used as a medical treatment for masturbation, when that was considered a form of mental illness. If it was then I must be crazy as a loon, because I had sure as hell masturbated often.

I kind of laughed when I thought about all those husbands and boyfriends who probably wished that such a device was common these days with horny delivery men lurking around every corner.

Fortunately for me I was now in some sort of strange, open, bi-sexual, voyeurism/exhibitionist kind of relationship, at least for the time being. Everything was turned upside down. Instead of being fanatically jealous and desperately afraid that I was going to be with someone else Beth was now saying that she got turned on by the idea of watching me do it. Even if I didn't like girly sex as much as I did it would almost be worth turning female just to be free of all the suspicion and paranoia in our relationship.

When Beth got home she seemed very pleased that the strap on dildo had arrived and I helped her get into the contraption. The straps kind of reminded me of a horse harness, but they seemed to hold the cock firmly in place and Beth actually liked the way she looked wearing it.

"Oh, yeah, now that's what I'm talking about. Come and suck it you bad girl," Beth said wickedly as she stood by the bed with her hands on her hips.

I had practiced giving head with one of the more realistic looking dildos in my collection so I knew that it wasn't going to taste anything like a real man, but Beth seemed to be totally into the idea of having a dick so I was happy to play along and show her how much I had learned about the art of giving head.

"Yeah, bitch. Suck it," Beth growled.

It kind of freaked me out but I figured she was just trying to sound like a man in a porno. I hoped she wasn't using this as a way of trying to get out all her anger over how she had been treated in Miami. That didn't sound like Beth, but Beth was definitely a changed woman since that trip. I kind of felt like I was getting to know her all over again, which was funny, since I was the one who had so obviously changed the most.

When she had me finally get in bed I lay on my back and opened my legs but she flipped me over and went for the backdoor immediately.

"Yeah, baby, yeah...ride that big cock," she said in a super deep voice.

"You're really getting into having that thing in front of you," I gasped, my face now planted in the mattress.

"Don't you like it this way?" she suddenly asked in her regular voice, sounding genuinely worried.

"I love it, I love it. I just didn't know you'd love it this much."

She fucked me hard and long that night. Of course she didn't have to worry about trying to maintain her erection so we basically went until I finally begged for mercy.

"Wow, that was amazing," said Beth as we both lay in bed trying to wind down from our marathon session.

I was amazed but more from what I was beginning to suspect than from all the orgasms I'd had. I had a feeling that Beth had discovered a sense of power having that cock strapped on her, and she really enjoyed it, especially since I really enjoyed the way she took charge in bed and dominated me. She wasn't taking out her anger or frustration on me, she was just discovering a new side of herself that she didn't know she had. It probably wasn't all that surprising considering that she competed with men all the time and it had spilled over into demeaning herself in a desperate bid to level the playing field. Being leered at and objectified all the time must have made her resent the "boy's club" atmosphere in the workplace. Fucking me with a strap on wasn't going to change any of that or get her a promotion but there was probably some psychological shit going on there that made her enjoy feeling sort of like one of the boys for once.

It was all fine with me. After two years of being together a little spice in our love making was probably a good thing. Soon it would get even spicier.


CHAPTER 15:

Beth was serious about wanting to see me getting boned, even though we were continuing to enjoy our strap-on fueled lovemaking. Of course it was one thing to catch somebody in the act and feel a little turned on by it, it was quite another to plan the event in advance and sit through the entire thing as a spectator. I sort of suspected that she would bail out at some point.

We had chosen my "date" for the evening using an online hookup service. Together we narrowed down the choices and the final selection was mine, since it was my orifices that were going to get stuffed. The lucky "winner" was a guy we only knew as Bud. From his pictures he appeared to be in Harry's class of stud material. He was big, built, and well-hung. He knew that Beth would be in the room with us but not participating and he was all in favor of it. He even agreed to let Beth take pictures, as long as he got copies of the photos.

There were no real preliminaries. Beth and I met him at the door and invited him in. She was fully dressed and I was in a robe concealing a lingerie ensemble complete with garter belt and stockings. I took Bud by the hand and led him up to the bedroom with Beth following right behind us. Once there Beth took a seat in a chair somewhat off to the side and I dropped my robe to the floor.

That appeared to be all the starting signal that Bud needed. He put his hands around my waist and kissed me before turning me around so that my back was pressed up against his front as he began to run his hands all over my body.

"So you're really just going to sit there and watch?" Bud asked Beth who just nodded her head in reply.

Bud just shrugged and grabbed my tits.

"We're going to have some fun, baby. Give your girlfriend a real show," he said.

My bra came off in a flash. I hadn't even realized that he had unfastened it. I'm guessing that he probably had a lot of practice.

"Now that is one nice rack, honey. And all real. None of that fake shit that never fools anybody anyway," he commented as he continued to fondle my breasts. "Aren't they pretty?"

"Yes they are," Beth kind of croaked in response.

"I'll bet you've got pretty tits too, baby. Maybe you'll show me before we're done here," Bud chuckled. "You know I've done this before a couple of times, but it was always a husband or boyfriend who wanted to watch. Sometimes they jacked themselves off while it was happening. If you feel like you have to play with your pussy you just go ahead and do what you feel you have to do."

Bud was obviously an old hand at this cuckold business, and he seemed quite interested in coaxing Beth into a more participatory role, but I had no idea what was running through her mind. When Bud turned me around and pushed me to my knees I couldn't see Beth anymore but I could feel her eyes boring into the back of my head.

Bud pulled his dick out, which looked even bigger in person than it did in the photos, but I suppose it was bound to seem larger when it was only an inch from my face. I did what I was naturally expected to do and began to blow him.

"If only you could know what it feels like to have your girlfriend's lips wrapped around my cock," Bud said to Beth as he put a hand on the back of my head. "She's pretty good at this, she must have had a lot of practice. Does it get you hot seeing how hungry she is for it?"

"Yes," I heard Beth reply softly.

"I thought so. Why don't you pull up the chair and get a better view? Don't you want to see the look in her eyes when she stares up at me?"

I heard the sound of the chair moving and glanced over to see that Beth had positioned herself quite close to us. More than that she had her phone out and was just about to take a picture of me with Bud's cock in my mouth. That inspired me to really go after his meat with reckless abandon and soon I was doing things that I didn't know that I could do.

"So do you girls trade off and one does the fucking and one does the watching or is this babe just the slut of the family?" Bud asked.

Beth didn't answer but I would have been fine with being called the slut of the family. I honestly had no idea how I would feel watching Beth get fucked by another man but I assumed that I would rather be part of a three-way than just be a spectator in a chair. Maybe Beth would come to that same conclusion and we could all have a hell of a party.

I blew Bud with all the skill and passion I could muster but he showed no sign of slowing down. Somewhere along the line he took his hand off my head and removed his shirt. I looked up at his manly chest and knew that I had to have him in my pussy soon but I knew that he was calling the shots and that I'd probably have to wait until he was good and ready to take me.

"Jesus that's some sweet cock smoking," Bud sighed to no one in particular.

It was the first time that I felt like he wasn't just toying with me and that I might actually be getting him off. It made me redouble my efforts and the hand went back on my head. I stole a peek at Beth and saw that she was sort of touching one of her breasts through her top. Apparently Bud wasn't the only one who was beginning to appreciate my BJ prowess.

"Oh, baby I'm going to have to get in that sweet snatch of yours soon or I'll bust a nut all over your pretty face," Bud grunted eventually.

Perhaps it wasn't the language of love but it was the lingo of porn, which I spoke fluently, so I appreciated the compliment that was intended.

"I wondered how long it would take before you fucked me," I pouted as I pulled at least six inches of his cock out of my throat.

"Don't worry, you're going to get plenty of fucking you horny little bitch," Bud said with a laugh as he picked me up and slapped my rump. "Now get on the bed and show me what you want."

I almost giggled with delight as I hopped up on the bed and stretched the upper part of my body out flat on the mattress while sticking my ass up in the air and resting on my knees. My arms were out in front of me and my head straight down. I knew that my pussy must be delightfully exposed this way and that he would probably enjoy the view. I hoped that Beth would like it too.

Apparently Bud had stripped naked while I was still in my garter belt and stockings. It was a fine arrangement because there was nothing in the way of my girly parts but I still had some hot lingerie on which I figured any man would enjoy. Bud got behind me and gripped my hips tightly, then we were off to the races.


CHAPTER 16:

"Oh, my God, oh, oh, oh, oh...oh, my God, what the fuck...uh...uh...uh...fuck, fuck, fuck!"

I won't swear that's a strict transcription of what I said as my second orgasm hit me, but it's as close as I can recall. Actually there aren't any words to really describe some of the sounds I was making. I had stayed down for the most part, but Bud pulled me up for a while, and now I was back down on the bed.

Beth had moved her chair again and for a moment I thought I saw her putting her hand in her pants, but I didn't have much time to look. Maybe it was my imagination.

"I don't know what you two have going but your girl sure does love having a cock in her cunt," Bud shouted over to Beth.

That was so true. As much as I loved Beth and enjoyed feeling her do me with her dildo there was just something about having a man inside me that pushed all of my buttons and drove all of my senses to their breaking point.

Bud's cock may not have been made of latex but it seemed to be just about as resistant to ejaculation as any dildo might have been. I have no idea how long he had been going, and no idea how much more I could take, but I was in the zone and couldn't have stopped if I wanted to. Finally nature came to the rescue and Bud announced that he would soon shoot is load.

"Do you want to lick my cum out of her pussy?" he asked Beth, who shook her head no. "A lot of guys do, I thought you might want to. Turn over honey. Your girlfriend should at least see you getting a cum bath."

I quickly rolled over on my back and propped myself up on my elbows. Bud straddled my torso and began to stroke himself rapidly. Even that didn't bring him off right away so I stayed there, full of anticipation, while I stared at his cock and waited.

Finally he began to pump his cum all over me. He wasn't kidding about me being bathed in it. It hit my tits, my neck, and my face. I instinctively stuck out my tongue like I was trying to catch a snowflake and got a salty glob of goo that I gobbled up immediately. He made a complete sticky mess of me which felt like a reward for all my efforts and endurance.

"Fuck," I panted as I looked at him in admiration. "That was...I don't know what that was...fuck."

"You're a serious piece of ass honey. Next time I'll let you be on top if you want," said Bud with a wink. "I'll bet you can ride a cock like a professional jockey."

I just lay there in a daze as Bud got dressed and Beth showed him to the door. Maybe he thought that Beth and I wanted to get it on, or maybe having drained his balls he was in no mood to stick around waiting for another go, but I was kind of anxious for Beth to come back and tell me what she was thinking. When it took a while I started to wonder whether Bud had coaxed her into fucking down in the living room but soon she returned and explained that she was downloading a bunch of pictures to his phone.

"How many did you take?" I asked.

"I don't know. Quite a lot probably," Beth replied as she sat on the bed and began to clean the cum from my body with moist towel she must have grabbed from the kitchen when she was downstairs.

"Was it what you were hoping for?" I asked.

"Oh, yes. Very much so."

"I guess it must have been if you were taking so many pictures."

"Is this how you like doing it?" Beth asked.

"Do you mean with you watching or being used as a fuck toy?"

"Both, I guess," Beth said with a laugh.

"If you get off on watching that's great with me. And as for being a fuck toy I think it's a blast sometimes. But I've only been a woman for a few weeks. Everything I try still seems new to me. It's all just kind of a game when you're doing it with strangers so I just play along and see what happens."

"I love you so much darling," Beth suddenly said as she grabbed my head and kissed me.

"And I love you," I told her when I got the chance to speak.

Then we just lay on the bed spooning while Beth pressed up against my backside and held me tight. Nobody spoke for a while until Beth broke the silence.

"I have kind of a confession to make. There's something on my mind that I've hesitated to bring up but now I feel like I have to."

If she was going to confess some more infidelity she certainly picked a good time to do it I thought, but it turned out she had something entirely different on her mind.

"I've had that gender changing device for a while. I was actually planning on using it on myself. It's something that I've been thinking about for a long time but I couldn't stand the thought of ending our relationship and I wasn't about to ask you to try being gay for me," Beth explained.

"Hold on here, you're saying that you bought that thing so that you could turn into a man?" I asked carefully, not wanting to have any confusion at all about such a thing.

"Yes. You know how dedicated I am to my career and how frustrated I've been by the way I've been treated. I think what happened in Miami was kind of the last straw. I thought that I could move to a new company and start fresh there where nobody would need to know that I used to be a woman. Then I'd see how far my skill and brains could take me. I was willing to give up sex if I had to, but I hated to give you up. That's when I came up with my plan to turn you into a woman to see how you'd like it."

"Holy crap!"

"It was so sneaky and wrong of me to do it but I was feeling desperate and I couldn't imagine that you would volunteer to change. I just couldn't bring myself to ask you to try it so I just went ahead and did it and hoped for the best," Beth said, sounding genuinely sorry. "I gave you a lame explanation but knowing how jealous I've always been I figured you'd believe my story."

"What did you think was going to happen? I asked.

"Pretty much what did. I told you before that I figured that you'd be curious about being in a woman's body and it was only natural that you would want to experiment with it. I didn't know if changing your gender would also change your sexual orientation, but I was happy when I found out that it did. Then actually seeing you with a man made everything sort of click into place. On the one hand it was my worst nightmare come to life, but on the other I was turned on by what I was seeing. It was the look on your face before you realized that I was standing there, and the way you were responding to his touch. I loved seeing you that happy and fulfilled. That's when I started to believe that you might be willing to stay female if I turned myself into a man and that we might be able to remain as a couple and find a way of making everything work."


CHAPTER 17:

We talked into the wee hours of the morning and tried to figure out whether what we were thinking about was totally insane. I would just remain Cassandra and Beth would use the taser on herself and become a man, and then we would see how we felt about each other physically with our genders reversed. Hopefully we'd still have a strong physical attraction but Beth said that she was willing to stay as a couple and let me find my pleasure with other men, whether she watched or not, if that was the only way we could remain together.

Apart from the sexual things I could see myself living as a woman without too much trouble. I was already living kind of a traditional housewife role, taking care of the home while my partner was at work. None of that would change if we made the switch. And it certainly wouldn't hurt my work since I'd be in the unique position of actually having life experience as both a man and a woman to draw on as inspiration for things to write about.

And I could easily see how Beth might be very good at being a man, especially if it helped her achieve her business goals, which I knew were very important to her. She had a lot of ambition and drive and there was no telling how far she could go if she didn't have so many roadblocks put in her way.

As for the sex we'd just have to see how it went. Maybe we'd be one of those cuckold couples that Bud had talked about and Beth would watch me getting pumped by some stud while she stroked her dick in the corner. Or maybe it would be more like it was when Beth was doing me with the strap on, except that she wouldn't have to strap anything on anymore. Hell, maybe we'd end up doing both.

There were definitely legal implications. People who would have to be notified, documents that would have to be changed, but Beth said that she had looked into that already and would handle most of the paperwork. It was a lot to absorb all at once, but I was excited to at least give it a try.

It was Friday night, and we were both pretty bushed by the time we wrapped up the conversation, so we decided to use the rest of the weekend as a trial run. I'd zap Beth with the taser and she'd become a man named Kevin, since she had already picked that name out for herself, and we'd try to carry on with our lives as normally as possible. I was actually pretty excited by the plan and anxious to see what my new boyfriend would look like.

The elephant in the room was still the question of jealousy. As a woman Beth had no trouble with the idea of me being with men and even got a thrill out of it, but as a man how would she feel? Would her old jealousy and possessiveness come back, or even intensify, or would she still be comfortable with her newfound attitude? If we hit it off in the sack I didn't think that I would require a stable of men to bone me on the side to be happy, but there would have to be trust between us if we committed to a monogamous relationship. That jealousy was the only thing that really stood between us, and probably the reason I hadn't proposed to Beth yet. I had kept hoping that something would change, I had just never expected that it would be our genders.

In the morning Beth handed me the taser and explained how it worked. I told her what it felt like to be zapped so that she'd be prepared, then got ready to pull the trigger. It was a weird thing to do because I didn't like pointing what seemed like a weapon at her, but I knew what it really was and what it was supposed to do so I just took aim and let it rip.

Beth had taken all of her clothes off first so I got to actually watch the process as it happened. That was almost weirder than having been zapped myself and feeling it happen. It was like being in a movie where somebody morphs into something except that this wasn't Hollywood magic it was real life.

Then Kevin stood before me, naked as a jaybird, and I couldn't help but grin. I thought he looked very attractive, with a strong jaw line and handsome face, lean body, and great hair. Even flaccid I could see that there was something pretty nice hanging between his legs. He actually had the perfect look for a young executive on the rise.

"Well hello handsome," I said as I walked over and put my hands on his waist. "You come here often?"

"All the time he," he replied in his new masculine voice, which I thought was very sexy. "I practically live here."

"I'm Cassandra, by the way, but you can call me Sandy."

"Pleased to meet you Sandy, I'm Kevin."

"Well Kevin, would you mind if I touched your cock?"

"Not at all. Please help yourself."

I reached down and took his dick in my hand, which I noticed was getting hard already. That seemed like a good sign. It looked like Kevin may have taken a fancy to me. Then we stood kissing for a while as I stroked him into full hardness. I was naked too so there was no need to fumble around with any clothing. We could get right to the good stuff.

"Nice cock," I said as I glanced down at the stiffy in my hand.

"Thanks. I just got it. Hope it works okay."

"Well, we should take it for a test drive," I suggested as I got on the bed and indicated that he should join me.

I pushed Kevin down on his back and swung my body over him. If he was anything like the tiger he was as Beth with the strap on he'd take charge of the situation soon enough, but I had a feeling that he would still be a little shaky on his legs right now and thought it best that I get the ball rolling.

I tried to look for Beth in his face, but only the eyes were the same. I'm sure that's the way it was with me, but knowing that a part of Beth was still inside him made it easier to see him as my lover and not as a total stranger.

Lowering myself very slowly onto his cock I kept my eyes firmly locked on his. I could see the wonder and fascination in that look and it made me smile. Trust me, there's nothing like that first fuck after you've changed your gender. It's so familiar, yet totally different being on the other team.

I started by riding him in an upright position and I noticed that he was gazing at my boobs as they began to gently bounce and sway. At least that seemed typically male.

"You're staring at my tits," I pointed out.

"Hard not to. They're amazing. Lean forward so that I can feel them."

He was starting to find his confidence already so I did as he asked and soon my bosom was getting a good groping.

"This is incredible," said Kevin.

"I know. In so many ways," I replied.

Then I stopped talking for a while and just enjoyed the sensation of my virgin boyfriend's cock inside me for the first time.


CHAPTER 18:

We had planned to just spend a normal weekend at home to see what it felt like but we barely got out of bed the whole time. Even when we did we ended up showering together or fucking in some other part of the house. Kevin appeared to be a very virile and horny man, which I saw as a very good thing, although it did kind of mess up the whole idea of trying to keep things casual.

On Monday morning I zapped him back into being Beth, and I was kind of sad to see him go, but I knew he'd be back. There was no question that we had hit it off spectacularly well as lovers, and I knew that I could be perfectly happy with him as my one-and-only, but there was still the jealousy issue hanging over us.

Changing on the weekends became our normal routine for a while, and we did manage to more or less conduct ourselves like ordinary people instead of newlyweds. Not that the passion was gone already, quite the contrary, but we both made a concerted effort to give this experiment a fair chance.

"I think you should fuck someone else while I watch," Kevin said out of the blue one evening as we lay in bed cuddling.

"Really? Why? You're man enough for me baby," I replied as I put my hand on his chest.

"I want to know how it makes me feel. I want this jealousy thing behind us for good and I can't think of any other way of proving it without seeing you with another man. I mean our living situation is going to be the same as it was. You'll be home all day while I'm at work and I'll be going out of town on business trips. I don't want to have those horrible suspicious feelings anymore. All that stress of wondering what was going on behind my back. It would be so much nicer to have you send me a photo of some guy's cum dripping from your face while I was in my hotel room somewhere."

"That's so romantic," I said, not totally in jest. "But it should be a two-way street. If you need to bang some cocktail waitress to prove that you're one of the boys you should do it. I'd much rather be in an open and honest relationship than one full of doubt and guilt."

We went back to the web and picked out another candidate for our next kinky experiment. We decided not to use Bud because it would be kind of hard to explain why there was a guy named Kevin instead of a woman named Beth sitting in the chair watching but we found a reasonable substitute with no trouble. In some ways it made it easier with Beth being a man because it fit the cuckold fetish more normally and there were plenty of studs volunteering to bang a hotwife.

My stud for the night went by the name Snapper. I had no idea why he was called that and didn't bother to ask. People often didn't use their real names on a site like that anyway.

We greeted Snapper at the door, as we had done with Bud, and I again concealed my lingerie under a robe. This time I had a corset on that left my breasts exposed and kind of pushed them up in a way that I thought made them look even better than usual. Snapper seemed quite happy with them once my robe was off and we were into the thick of things.

Kevin was wearing slacks and a button down shirt, because Beth had never really been into the whole jeans and a t-shirt casual thing that I gravitated towards. He was seated in a chair, as Beth had done, and I looked at him a few times before things got hot and heavy but he always just smiled at me so I turned my attention to Snapper's big dick.

Snapper seemed to be a positions guy. He'd fuck me for a while on my back, then he'd flip me over and do me from behind, then we'd end up against the wall somehow. It was sort of like being in one of those porn clips where you know that someone is telling the people to do this or that.

This time there was no question that our performance was being appreciated by the audience as Kevin quite visibly had his cock out and I would see him stroking it very slowly as Snapper and I fucked our way around the bedroom. At one point Snapper was actually holding me upside down while I sucked his cock and he licked my pussy. It was the most athletic 69 I had ever seen, and kind of scary too, because I didn't want to fall on my head.

Snapper wasn't as talkative as Bud and didn't try to drag Kevin into the conversation very much. Of course with Beth I'm sure Bud had been hoping to tempt her into joining us, or at least showing him her tits or something, and with Kevin it was all about the watching. On the other hand when Snapper gave me a thick cream pie Kevin did come over and lick it up from my gash. Perhaps the fact that Beth had experience with cum in her mouth made it easier for Kevin to do something that a lot of men would never do.

After Snapper was gone Kevin and I did have some pretty intense sex as he reclaimed me as his own.

"That was so hot," said Kevin after he had put his own cum inside me.

"Do you mean what we just did or the whole thing?" I asked.

"Both," he replied, much as Beth had done when I asked whether she was asking about how I liked my experience with Bud and the fact that she had been watching us. "I just can't believe how turned on I get watching you being fucked by someone else. I always thought that I'd absolutely die if that ever happened but somehow seeing it in person has completely changed me. You look so incredibly happy, and that makes me happy."

"But you make me happy on your own baby," I pointed out.

"Even so, the important thing now is that I know I'm not going to be the jealous bitch I used to be."

"Honey, I don't think you ever going to be any kind of a bitch now," I said with a laugh. "Those days are going to be behind you soon. I'm the bitch of the family now."

"Yeah...my bitch, no matter how many men you fuck, and don't you forget it."

"Of course dear, whatever you say," I said with a smile just before I kissed him long and hard.

If licking another man's cum out of my pussy was what Kevin needed to confirm that he was a changed man then I was glad that I could do my part in the process. Of course, like I said before, people will tell themselves just about anything to justify having an orgasm.


CHAPTER 19:

When the permanent change was finally completed for both of us, from a legal standpoint, it wasn't quite as big a transformation for me since I had remained female from the moment I first got zapped by that taser. Kevin had been switching back and forth between being Beth and his male self, so it was a big relief to know that he didn't had to switch ever again.

Having legally transitioned he was able to use his previous work experience to land a new job, and his old company apparently gave him a glowing recommendation without mentioning the gender change, so Kevin was able to go to work in an environment where nobody would ever know that he used to be a woman and would probably never have any reason to even suspect it.

Our various friends and family members all took the news a little differently but nobody totally flipped out. It would probably take a little time for people to get used to the change, but we were still basically the same people inside that we had always been. Changing bodies hadn't erased our minds or our past.

One thing that definitely changed was our wardrobe. Kevin was a much better dresser than I ever was as a man and he didn't have much use for my old clothing so that was all given away to charity. I started out keeping most of Beth's clothes but over time my own taste became more clearly defined and a lot of her old stuff was replaced by my new stuff. I tended to like showing a little more skin than Beth did and Kevin seemed to like the way I showed off my body.

We didn't make a big deal out of the cuckold thing. Ironically, having put the whole jealousy business behind us, we didn't seem in any hurry to sleep around with other people, although Kevin did send me a text from the road once where he asked me to find a guy to blast cum all over my face and send him a picture of it, which of course I did. The sex we had after he got back from that trip was incredible and I had a feeling that I might get little requests like that in the future.

The biggest change for us came when Kevin proposed to me and I accepted. Having not worked for his new company for very long we would have to wait a while before he could take the time off for our honeymoon, but that just gave me more time to plan the wedding and obsess over the idea of being a bride. If picking out a dress for a night out was hard trying to choose a wedding gown was damn near impossible. They all looked so beautiful.

Needless to say it was another new experience that gave me plenty of stuff to write about and opened up some new opportunities for me with bridal blogs and so on. It was a fun time, but a little stressful, although I knew I was making the right decision. Having removed that cloud that used to hang over our relationship there was nothing standing in the way of our happiness now.

It was such a funny thing to think that this all started when I thought Beth had turned me into a woman as a form of chastity belt to keep me from cheating, when secretly she was hoping that I'd run out and get laid and like it, which of course I did. So instead of a fanatically jealous girlfriend I was going to have a very open-minded husband who actually got aroused by me being with other men.

Of course who knows how things might have turned out if Beth wasn't that jealous. She might have kept her secret desire to be a man all to herself, and I probably would never have known what it was to be female, and I would never get to walk down the aisle in a stunning gown...that I still hadn't quite settled on yet.

When I felt the sting of the taser and realized what had happened to me I thought I was being punished in the worst way possible. Instead it was the start of a wonderful new life with a terrific man that I absolutely loved with all my heart. I would endure that pain a thousand times to get this happy ending. Fortunately I don't have to, because it did kind of sting, and I've always been kind of a pussy...even before I had one.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

This idea was sparked by the real life misadventures of a friend of mine and his insanely jealous wife. She was even worse than Beth. If a chair was moved half an inch from where she left it she would accuse her husband of having had sex in the chair while she was gone. Like the couple in my story she went to work every day and he worked at home so she had plenty of time to worry about what he was up to. Needless to say that marriage didn't work out, but I could picture that woman coming up with some kind of scheme to make sure that her husband was faithful while she was away. In my story the chastity motive is actually sort of a smoke screen, and love triumphs and all ends well, but that's why fiction is often much better than reality, even if it's foundation is closely based on real life incidents or people.
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