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    I sat across from my boss, struggling to keep a grin from spreading across my face.  He had just given me the news I had been waiting on for the past eighteen months, and I wanted nothing more than to jump to my feet and scream for joy.  I suppressed the urge, though, and maintained my stoic expression as I said, “I think that would be great.  I’d love to work from home.” 
 
    “Really?  Oh, that’s a lifesaver, Ross,” she said with a sigh of relief.  “I was afraid you’d take it the wrong way.” 
 
    “Seriously?” I asked.  “Why would I do that?”  
 
    Indeed, the new work-from-home plan I had just been offered was an upgrade in every single way. Not only would I save the time and money I had otherwise spent commuting, but they were also giving me a small raise.  As far as I was concerned, it was a perfect-case scenario, and I couldn’t sign the contract quickly enough.   
 
    Fiona, my boss, said, “Some of your coworkers took this as a sign that the company isn’t doing as well as they thought.  You know how competitive it is out there.  Even the slightest sign that we’re not going to make it to market, and people start to jump ship.  We’ve already lost two senior developers.”  
 
    I shouldn’t have been surprised.  In the software development industry, qualified and talented engineers had the upper hand over their employers.  If I wanted to, I could have gotten a job at any of a half-dozen competing firms.  I would have probably gotten a raise, too.  However, I had always been the kind of guy who valued comfort and familiarity, and this time, it had paid off.  I was getting precisely what I wanted in the chance to work from home.   
 
    “The pandemic was a proof of concept,” she went on.  “Our productivity actually went up when people started working from home, which showed us that we’re wasting our money leasing this place.”  
 
    “I can see that,” I said.  Office space in Silicon Valley didn’t come cheaply, and the rent likely ate up a significant portion of the company’s operating budget.  It wasn’t difficult to connect the dots between eliminating that expense and increased profits, which was why I’d been offered the opportunity to permanently work remotely.  There was even enough to sweeten the pot by giving me a raise.   
 
    “But those who chose to go elsewhere will regret it, I think,” she stated.  “Our profit projections look like they’re going to exceed even our wildest predictions.” 
 
    Left unsaid was that, because my compensation package included stock in the company itself, my own pay would far exceed the small raise I’d gotten.  I asked, “Did you explain that to the ones who decided to leave?” 
 
    “No,” she said.  “If they’re willing to abandon the company over something as ephemeral as rumor, it’s not my job to put everything together for them.  I made the offer.  They refused, and I let them go.  We take care of those who are loyal.  Fuck everyone else.” 
 
    It was a ruthless stance, but I could understand it.  It must have been frustrating for her, seeing people she depended on abandon the company without even a moment’s thought.  For my part, I was glad I wasn’t one of them.   
 
    “I’ll just need you to sign the new contracts,” she said, pushing a file folder across the desk.  I opened it to see the familiar agreements.  “After that, you can gather your things and get out of here.  So long as you complete your assigned workload, everything else can be taken care of via email.  So, this might be the last we see of one another for a while, Ross.” 
 
    I smiled.  “I’m sure we’ll video conference or something,” I said.  “Thanks for this.  It really makes things a lot easier.  I know my wife is going to be excited to have me home more often.” 
 
    With that, the conversation wound down, and after looking through the contract, I signed everything, quickly gathered my things, and left the office for the last time.  I didn’t even have any real friends there, so the various goodbyes were short and succinct, just how I liked it.  By the time I got to my car and started the drive home, I felt like a huge weight had lifted off my shoulders.  Suddenly, everything was looking up.  My life had taken a turn for the better, and I was looking forward to how things might work out. 
 
    The drive home dampened some of my good mood – it was long, and the traffic was heavier than it had any right to be, which was one of the reasons I was so eager to start working from home.  Not having to commute for a couple of hours each day would extensively bolster my free time.   
 
    When I finally got home, I wasted no time going inside and telling my wife, Marsha, the news.  After I did, she threw her arms around me, exclaiming, “That’s great news, baby!  Now, we can spend more time together!” 
 
    Considering that my wife was a beautiful woman with a high sex drive, I couldn’t really argue with her assertion.  Already, I was imagining all the extra sex we were going to have.  And the best part was that it wouldn’t cost us anything.  I was making more money than ever, my wife was happy, and going forward, I would have a lot more free time.  Things were definitely looking up. 
 
    Even as she led me to our bedroom, I marveled at my good fortune.   
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    “C’mon, Ross!” Marsha said, standing before the bed with her hands on her hips.  “We need some spice!” 
 
    “And you think the answer to that is for me to…crossdress?” I asked, eyeing the schoolgirl outfit she’d laid out for me.  She’d bought the thing from some specialty kink shop online, and it looked like something a porn star would wear.  The skirt was little more than a strip of tartan fabric, and the white blouse didn’t cover much more, either.  On top of that, it had come with thigh-high stockings and a pair of ridiculous high heels.  Beside it was a lacy, white lingerie set that included a push-up bra and a skimpy thong.   
 
    “It’s called roleplay,” she said.  “And I think it could be fun.  Besides, it might help with your little problem.” 
 
    I looked away in shame, inwardly groaning as I tried not to think about the issues to which she’d referred.  I had been working from home for a little more than two months, and on the surface, everything was great.  I had almost twice as much free time, and Marsha and I had never been closer.  In fact, we’d been having so much sex that I just couldn’t keep up; more than once over the past couple of weeks, I’d been unable to perform.   
 
    Marsha, for her part, was completely supportive.  She’d told me more than once that it wasn’t a big deal, saying that it happened to lots of guys.  But my masculine pride just wouldn’t let it end there.  I had been stressing about it more and more, lately, which only made erections harder to come by.  I was backed against a corner, and I’d even considered going to see a doctor about it.  Perhaps I could get a prescription for a bottle of those infamous blue pills; that would solve the problem, right? 
 
    Never had I expected to have such a problem, especially when I was barely past twenty-five.  Maybe when I was in my fifties or something.  But not now.  It was more than a little frustrating, and I was desperate for a fix.  So, in an effort to get past the problem, I’d suggested that Marsha and I share our fantasies with one another.   
 
    I had been more than a little surprised at her answer – she got off on the idea of her husband – me – dressing as a woman.  More, she had this elaborate fantasy about fucking me with a strap-on while I called her “daddy”.  Obviously, she’d been extremely anxious while telling me all of this, so I didn’t want to judge her too harshly, but…well, it freaked me out a little.  By comparison, my fantasy was that we could have a threesome.  I wasn’t really serious about it because I’m admittedly a bit vanilla in that respect.  But she’d pressed me until I blurted out the first thing that came to mind.   
 
    Marsha mistook my non-judgmental attitude for agreement, and she had taken it upon herself to buy the outfit and the strap-on without even asking if I was okay with it.  So, now, I was staring down the barrel of participating in a fantasy that in no way appealed to me.   
 
    “How would it help my problem?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, I did a lot of research,” she said.  “And everything I read said that…uh…prostate stimulation is really effective with, you know…your kind of problem.”  
 
    It took everything I had not to let out a groan.  Was she really doing it for me?  Maybe.  Or perhaps she was just marrying her fantasy with a solution to my issue.  What kind of a person would I be if I refused her?  Besides, I was secure enough in my masculinity that I could wear a skirt in the privacy of my own bedroom, right?  As to the strap-on…well, I prided myself on being open-minded.  I couldn’t really make that claim if I refused her just to protect my sense of manhood, could I? 
 
    “Okay,” I said.  “But if I don’t like it…” 
 
    “If you don’t like it, we’ll stop,” she said quickly, a grin spreading across her face.  “No questions asked.  But I think you’re going to love it!”  
 
    She sounded so excited that I just couldn’t help but smile.  More than anything, I just wanted to make her happy; it was the reason I’d agreed so readily to working from home, and it was also the reason I found myself grinning right back at my wife.   
 
    The truth was that I knew Marsha was out of my league.  She was gorgeous, confident, and had always had her pick of men.  By contrast, I was short, slight, and nobody’s idea of ideal masculinity.  Aside from my decent-looking face and my earning potential as a software developer, I didn’t really bring much to the table.  So, I always felt like I had to go the extra mile just to keep Marsha interested.  Rationally, I knew it wasn’t true.  She’d proven time and time again that she loved me just as much as I loved her.  But insecurity is rarely rational, and I had the former in spades.   
 
    “Come on!” she said.  “Let’s get you ready!”  
 
    Suddenly, I found myself being led to the bathroom.  “W-what are we doing?” I asked.  “I can get dressed in the bedroom…” 
 
    “Oh, there’s more to it than just putting on a skirt, Ross,” she said. “Or wait – we can’t call you that now, can we?  How about…Rose?”  
 
    Rose.  I hated it.  But I couldn’t deny my beautiful wife, could I?  So, I nodded, saying, “I guess that’s fine.  But what else do you have in mind?”  
 
    “Well, first, we’re going to have to shave your legs,” she said.  “Nobody likes a hairy girl, even if she’s really a boy.  And then we have to do your makeup.  You can wear the wig I bought last year for Halloween, too.  Once that’s done, we’ll get you dressed.” 
 
    I sighed.  “If you say so,” I muttered as she led me into our spacious bathroom.  My salary had allowed us to buy our dream home, which meant that we had plenty of space for her dedicated vanity, a huge walk-in shower, and a bathtub with little jets in it.  After getting me undressed, she directed me into the shower, where she proceeded to show me how to shave my legs.  It took a lot longer than I anticipated; I’m not a hairy guy, but Marsha wouldn’t allow even a single hair to remain.  She also helped me get rid of the couple of stray hairs on my chest as well as the hair beneath my arms, leaving me entirely smooth from the eyebrows down.  I never felt more naked than when I stepped out of that shower, completely denuded of hair. 
 
    Luckily, I didn’t have much time to dwell on it, because my wife immediately guided me to the vanity, where she sat me down and got to work on my face.  As she plucked my eyebrows, she said, “Now, you’re going to have to pay attention so you can do this for yourself.  I won’t always be there to make sure you’re as pretty as you can be.” 
 
    I had no intention of ever repeating any of it, but I still watched and learned how to do things properly.  Soon, not only had my eyebrows been shaped into a delicate arch, but she’d also finished applying my makeup.  The effect was drastic, and my soft features had been transformed into a picture of femininity. 
 
    “Beautiful, right?” she said.  “I knew you had it in you.” 
 
    I took a deep breath, trying to slow my rapidly beating heart.  I felt such a disconnect, looking in the mirror and seeing a strange, short-haired woman staring back at me.  Like I’d crossed some line from which there would be no return.  It was silly, I know, but like I said before, insecurity is rarely rational.  Perhaps I wasn’t as secure in my masculinity as I thought.  However, I couldn’t stop things now.  Not with Marsha so obviously excited. 
 
    So, I remained silent as she settled a wig onto my head.  It had been part of a Harley Quinn costume she’d worn for Halloween, so it had already been arranged into pigtails.  Curiously, I didn’t look as ridiculous as I had anticipated.  In fact, I couldn’t help but think I pulled the look off better than my wife ever had.  It was a fleeting thought, but it disturbed me enough that I pushed it into the back of my mind, hopefully never to be seen again.  I would do whatever Marsha wanted, just this once, and then we’d move past it all.  I was confident in that much, at least. 
 
    Still, when she helped me slip the stockings up my legs, followed by the lingerie, I was so nervous I my hands trembled.  Marsha saw it – she had to have – but she thankfully ignored it.  Finally, I put on the skirt and the top, followed by the ridiculous high heels that I could in no way even attempt to walk in.   
 
    “Oh, my God – you look amazing!” she exclaimed.  “Let me go get my dick, okay?  Don’t you move a muscle, pretty girl!”  
 
    “Like I have much of a choice,” I muttered, balancing on those high heels.   
 
    “Use a girl voice, okay?  No more boy-talk,” she chided. 
 
    “Yes…daddy,” I said, adopting a high falsetto pitch.  Growing up, I’d sung in various choirs, so I could manipulate my voice to a frightening degree.  I didn’t precisely sound like a natural-born girl, but I wasn’t that far off, either.  With a little practice, I was certain I could master it.  Not that I wanted to, of course.  This was a one-and-done kind of deal, but while I was committed, I would make sure to give Marsha what she wanted.   
 
    She squealed in excitement before disappearing into the other room.  That left me standing in our bedroom, wearing a ridiculous outfit, and unable to walk.  A feeling of extreme vulnerability enveloped me, and I started to panic a bit.  Images of Marsha exposing me in such a vulnerable state washed through my mind.  I was no stranger to bullying – in school, I’d had several – and my mind immediately went to that place.  It was dumb and unfair to Marsha, who was just trying to satisfy a silly kink, but it was irresistible all the same.   
 
    Thankfully, Marsha reappeared soon after, naked but for a long, thin dildo jutting from a harness that encircled her groin.   
 
    “Kind of small, isn’t it?” I asked in my best impression of a girl.  I even cocked my hip out, which almost sent me tumbling to the floor.  “Shit.”  
 
    Marsha laughed, stepping closer to steady me.  She gripped her dildo at the base, saying, “You won’t think it’s small in a minute.  I can promise you that, baby girl.  Now, get on your knees and suck daddy’s cock.”  
 
    The dialogue was cringe-worthy, but what was I going to do?  The whole thing made the acting in porn look Oscar worthy by comparison.  But in the spirit of playing along, I gave the think purple dildo my best appraising look, then licked my lips.  “Sure, daddy.  Anything for you.” 
 
    Then, with some difficulty, I lowered myself to my knees.  In seconds, I’d wrapped my lips around the rubbery dildo and was bobbing my head back and forth.  It was ridiculous, but I wanted Marsha to be happy, so I gave it my all.  Marsha put her hand on the back of my head and mumbled incredibly sexist words of encouragement.  I did my best to ignore them.   
 
    Finally, after I’d satisfied Marsha’s need for foreplay, she guided me back to my feet then had me climb onto the bed.  This was what I’d been truly worried about.  I knew that lots of men enjoyed getting pegged by their wives and girlfriends.  It wasn’t precisely mainstream, but it wasn’t nearly as taboo as it once was.  So, I was well aware that it wouldn’t mark me as gay or anything.  It was just roleplay.  But at the same time, that dildo was extremely phallic in nature, and my wife was playing the role of a man.  So, it wasn’t entirely possible for me to ignore the implications.   
 
    But I went along anyway.  I was already committed, and I desperately wanted to give Marsha what she needed.  What kind of a husband would I be if I shied away, just to protect my masculine ego?   
 
    Soon, Marsha had positioned me on all fours on the bed, and she climbed up behind me.  For a long moment, she just ran her hands over my ass.  I could feel the tremble in her fingers.  She was just as nervous as I was. 
 
    Finally, she pulled my thong down, exposing me completely.  Surprisingly, she didn’t just plunge right in.  Instead, she spread my cheeks, leaned forward, and started tonguing me.  It was so surprising that I flinched away.  She cooed, “C’mon baby.  I just love eating pussy.  Relax.” 
 
    I tried to.  And I admit, her tongue felt good down there.  Not as good as getting a blowjob, certainly, but good all the same.  I felt my cock twitch.   
 
    “Somebody’s excited,” came Marsha’s husky attempt at a masculine voice.  “You ready, baby?  You want daddy’s dick?”  
 
    “Mmhmm,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Say it, slut,” she said, slapping my ass with more force than I expected.  I let out a little yelp of surprise.   
 
    “I…I want your dick, daddy,” I breathed.  “Give me that big cock.”  
 
    She leaned over my back, her finger finding my hole.  “As you wish,” she said.  Then, breaking character, she said, “Shit.  Forgot the lube.  Just hold on a second!”  
 
    Marsha bounded off the bed and went to the nightstand drawer.  Once there, she retrieved a tube of slippery lubricant and quickly coated the dildo before returning to her position behind me.  She cleared her throat, saying, “Sorry about that, slut.  Daddy’s ready, now.”  
 
    And then, without further interrupting, she spread my ass and guided the slim cock inside me.  I let out a little yowl of surprise, but she didn’t stop until it was all the way in.  “Told you it would feel big,” she said.   
 
    And it did!  That little, faux cock wasn’t very big, but it felt like it was ripping me in two.  I didn’t want to continue.  In fact, I almost told her to stop right there.  But something inside my mind told me to let it go.  After all, there were plenty of men and women who loved anal sex, right?  Surely, the pain would fade.  And maybe Marsha was right.  Perhaps it would be the key to getting past my problem.  So, I bit my painted lip and buried my face in the sheets. 
 
    Meanwhile, Marsha slowly withdrew, inch by inch, until only the tip remained inside me.  Then, she pushed it back in, a little forcefully than that first thrust.  She repeated the motion, bucking her hips back and forth until, at last, the pain began to fade.  It didn’t happen all at once, but before long, I’d acclimated to the penetration.   
 
    That’s when the pleasure came.  Each thrust brought with it plenty of pleasure all on its own, but at the apex, it hit something inside me, and like a little pleasure button, a jolt of electric ecstasy would course through me.  Soon, I wasn’t acting.  Instead, I was genuine when I begged her to keep going, to give it to me harder.  To go faster.  To fuck me like a dirty girl.   
 
    It wasn’t a high point for my masculinity, but I didn’t care.  In that moment, there was only the pleasure.   
 
    It wasn’t long before my hand found my rock-hard cock, and I started rubbing it in time with Marsha’s thrust.  And only a couple of minutes later, I exploded, spewing my seed all over our bedsheets.  But the orgasm didn’t stop there.  No – it felt like my entire body wanted to participate.  My ass clenched, my muscles spasmed, and I let out a high-pitched moan that sounded like nothing so much as a woman’s carnal screams.   
 
    It was life-changing, even if I didn’t know it at the time. 
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    I squirmed in my desk chair, trying to ignore the item in my bottom as I did my work.  It wasn’t difficult – not because I’m a terribly focused individual, but rather because I’d grown used to the feeling.  It had been three months since my first foray into my wife’s fetish, and in that time, we’d taken it further than I ever thought we would.  And to my surprise, I found it to be just as arousing as she did – which was why I found myself wearing nothing but lacy lingerie, with a butt plug inside me as I buttoned up my latest task for work.   
 
    I didn’t spend every day dressed or anything.  It was more of a special occasion sort of thing.  But when I did get into what Marsha referred to as “sissy-mode,” we went all out.  Full makeup.  Expensive lingerie.  Artfully styled hair.  And usually a costume of some sort.  Sometimes, I was a schoolgirl.  Other times, I was a cheerleader.  A sexy secretary.  A ballerina.  That sort of thing.  I even dressed up as Tinkerbell, once.  Each session ended with my wife taking me with her strap-on, which had become the highlight of our sex life.   
 
    Once I finished my task, I glanced to the other side of the room.  There rested my wife’s old Harley Quinn costume.  Not the one from the animated series, but rather the more risqué version from the movies.  It was telling that I knew it would fit.  My wife and I weren’t so different, when it came to size.  In fact, she was a little taller than me, though that wouldn’t affect the fit of the costume.   
 
    I rose from my chair, the butt plug causing a slight wiggle to my hips when I stepped toward the costume, which consisted of red-and-blue hot pants that I would wear over my fishnet stockings and a tight-fitting top emblazoned with the words “Daddy’s Little Monster” on it.  It was something my wife had begged me to wear more than once, a request I’d so far refused because the costume looked about as uncomfortable as anything I’d worn so far.  But she’d finally talked me into it.   
 
    So, with a sigh, I retrieved the glittery hotpants and slipped them on.  They hugged my hips well, and so long as I kept my back slightly arched, my ass looked fantastic in them.  Next came the top, which I slipped on over the padded bra that gave the impression that I had breasts.  Finally, I donned a pair of platform heels, the sort that you’d normally only see in a strip club. 
 
    In the three months since everything had started, a lot had changed.  Not least of these changes was that I’d become somewhat proficient in walking in high heels.  Stilettos still gave me a little trouble, but walking around in platforms was a piece of cake.  In addition, my hair had grown much longer – it was still only jaw length, but it was long enough that I didn’t have to bother with those dreadful wigs.  And finally, I’d gotten used to doing my own makeup; by voraciously consuming Youtube tutorials, I was pretty confident that my skill surpassed even Marsha’s – a fact which engendered quite a bit of pride in myself.   
 
    Once I’d had everything arranged properly, I took a deep breath, then stepped out of the room.  My heels clicked as I walked down the hall, ending up in the living room where Marsha awaited.  Like me, she had undergone quite a few changes over the three months since we’d started to indulge her fetish.  The most noticeable change was that she’d cut her hair short; it was still in a feminine style, but it was almost as short as mine had been before everything had begun.  In addition, she’d started lifting weights as well, and though her results weren’t dramatic, at least in terms of appearances, she was far stronger than she had been before.  And she used that increased strength to good effect when we were together.  Our sex during roleplay was anything but tender or intimate.  Instead, she usually went at me like a jackhammer – a technique I’d grown to enjoy quite a bit.   
 
    “Hey, Mr. J,” I said, having mastered my girlish voice.  I wasn’t good with the appropriate accent for the character, but that wasn’t a huge deal.   
 
    Marsha stood.  She wore a purple, men’s suit that hid most of her curves.  Her hair was temporarily dyed green, and she’d donned the signature makeup of the caped crusader’s nemesis.  A giant grin was plastered across her face.   
 
    “Puddin’,” she purred.  I could see the awkward bulge of her strap-on in her purple pants.   
 
    Then, she stepped forward, reached up, and pulled my mouth to hers.  It was a little awkward because, with the five-inch, platform heels, I was taller than her.  But we made it work.  Not long after that, she’d dragged me into the bedroom where she wasted no time in ripping my shorts off and getting at my plugged asshole.  The second that bejeweled toy was removed, it was replaced by a much larger, realistic-looking dildo.   
 
    The sex, predictably, was amazing.  In the three months since we’d begun to explore Marsha’s fetish, I’d lost much of my hesitation.  I gave myself wholly to it, and I was rewarded with ever-increasing pleasure.  Sometimes, when I thought about outside of the bedroom, I was ashamed – I knew it wasn’t normal for a heterosexual guy to get off while dressed in various feminine costumes – but in the heat of the moment, I couldn’t bring myself to refuse her, especially not when the act brought a significant degree of pleasure with it. 
 
    After we were done, my wife lay beside me.  I curled up next to her, my arm draped across her stomach as I nuzzled her chest.  She was still wearing her clown makeup as well as the strap-on dildo, which glistened with lubricant.  For my part, all I wore were my fishnet stockings.   
 
    “I found something interesting online a couple of days ago,” she announced.  “And I’ve been looking for a good time to talk about it.” 
 
    I glanced up at her.  “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “A vacation idea,” she said.  “It’s this specialty cruise out of Miami.  They spend a couple of months going around the Caribbean, hitting all the stops.” 
 
    “What makes it special?” was my next question. 
 
    “Well, you’ve heard of resorts and cruises that cater to gay people, right?” she asked.  I nodded.  “This is kind of like that.  But instead of gay people, it’s all about sissies and people who are into that kind of thing.  You know, our kind of thing.” 
 
    I was struck a bit dumb.  “There’s enough people out there with this fetish to support an entire cruise?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And you want to do it?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded.  “I think it would be super hot,” Marsha said.  “Think about it – three whole months where you’re prancing around in all your pretty clothes.  Total immersion.  I looked it up online, and they offer all sorts of services that make it all better, too.  Like spas and stuff.  You could be my girl for real.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say.  It was one thing to play our games in the privacy of our own bedroom, but it was something else entirely to go out in public and spend three months as a girl.  Or a sissy, as she’d labeled it.   
 
    “I don’t know,” I muttered. 
 
    “I’m not asking for an answer right now or anything,” Marsha said.  “Just think about it, okay?  We’ve got a little time before the booking period’s over.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said, already leaning away from such a vacation.  I didn’t mind playing the girl at home, but this cruise seemed to be taking things a few steps further.  “I’ll think about it.  Daddy.” 
 
    She grinned, the effect accentuated by her clown makeup.  “That’s my girl,” was her reply. 
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    As the taxi sped down the highway, I tried to distract myself by staring out the window at the passing landscape.  I picked at my freshly manicured fingernails, nervous about what I’d committed myself to.  Once we arrived at the cruise center for orientation, there would be no turning back.  And I was terrified.  Rightly so, as far as I was concerned. 
 
    For what felt like the millionth time, I wondered why I had ever agreed to go on the cruise.  What we were doing was working.  Our sex life was already phenomenal and satisfying.  We didn’t need to go on a three-month cruise to attain a spark we already felt.  Adding to that, I was still a little uneasy about being out in public in my feminine persona.  Certainly, I’d grown comfortable enough wearing all those various costumes in the bedroom, but being seen by other people?  That was different.  That was terrifying.   
 
    “Don’t pick at your nails,” said my wife, Marsha, who was sitting in the seat beside mine.  “You just had them done.” 
 
    With an annoyed sigh, I forced my hands apart and rested them on my lap.  Even sitting in the back of a cab, I couldn’t deny how much my mannerisms had changed over the previous few months.  What had started with a little roleplay had long since begun to infect my demeanor, and I found myself sitting with my legs together, back straight, and my chest pushed out to display my nonexistent breasts.  It wasn’t an uncommon occurrence for me to draw unwanted attention when I ventured out of the house, whether it was to run errands, go to dinner with my wife, or engage in some leisure activity like going to the movies.  Usually, that attention came from gay men, but I drew cutting glances wherever I went.   
 
    I could recognize the assumptions that followed in my wake.  Most people took me for an effeminate gay man.  That I wasn’t made things all the more difficult.  Even our friends had taken notice, and most of the men I’d once counted among my friends had drifted away.  It was frustrating, but given how much I enjoyed our roleplaying adventures, I was in no position to stop it.  The best I could do was to try to mitigate my feminine mannerisms when we were in public – a task at which I failed horribly.   
 
    “I still don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said, my eyes still glued to the landscape speeding by on the other side of the window.  I felt like we were driving towards my execution.  “Do we have to do it?  Can’t we just…I don’t know…we could do a normal vacation.  Go to Hawai’i or something like you always wanted.” 
 
    “First of all, that was your dream vacation,” she said.  “I couldn’t care less about going to Hawai’i.  Second, we’ve already paid for this.  If we back out now, we’ll lose half of that.  And third, we want this.  It’ll be amazing, you’ll see.” 
 
    She wasn’t wrong.  Not about the Hawai’i thing, at least.  Looking back, I’d always driven the conversations we’d had about going to the islands.  Nor was she wrong about having to forfeit the significant sum of money we’d already paid to book our spots on the cruise.  Usually, cruises were affordable vacations, but this one was no normal cruise, and the cost reflected its specialty status.  We could only afford it because of the slight raise I’d gotten, coupled with the lower cost of working from home.  Losing even half of that money, and not getting anything to show for it, was practically offensive to me.   
 
    And finally, there was her prediction that it would be amazing.  Everything I’d read about the cruise agreed with that assessment.  The testimonials were unanimously positive, with most giving glowing reviews.  Everything I’d seen told me that people like us who enjoyed our particular fetish would have a wonderful, life-changing experience on the cruise.  But that was partially why I was so afraid.   
 
    I wasn’t certain I wanted things to change.  After all, we were happy, weren’t we?  Did we really need a trip like this?  Of course, the answer to those questions didn’t really matter because, at the end of the day, Marsha wanted it.  And I didn’t really have it in me to go against her.  So, I remained silent until we finally arrived at the cruise center.  After paying the driver and grabbing our bags – we each carried only a single carry-on that would contain some personal items; the rest would be provided by the cruise, apparently – we made our way into the building.   
 
    The building itself was fairly nondescript, and the interior wasn’t much better.  If anything, it looked like any number of doctor’s offices I’d visited over the years.  The lobby contained the typical, fake plants, and was decorated in modern greys and blacks.  There was semi-circle receptionist’s desk along the back wall.  We approached it, and the woman sitting behind the desk smiled broadly at us.   
 
    “Welcome to Sissy Cruises,” she said, beaming.  “Are you here to check in for orientation?”  
 
    “We are,” said Marsha.  “My name is Marsha Cox.  This is…Rose.” 
 
    I winced at the name.  I still didn’t like it.  Nor did I like her using it when I wasn’t dressed in my feminine persona.  But that was the name we’d used to register, so I bit my tongue.   
 
    The woman typed on her the keyboard sitting on the desk in front of her before saying, “Ah, here you are.  Let me get your badges, then we’ll get you both sorted.  As you know, the week-long orientation will be separate.”   
 
    “What?” I asked, confused. 
 
    Marsha squeezed my hand, saying, “Right.  That was mentioned on the website.  What does that entail?”  
 
    “I…I’m not at liberty to say,” the woman stated.  “But most of our guests come out of it extremely satisfied with the experience.  I’m obligated to tell you that if, at any point, you find yourself uncomfortable, you have every right to cancel the trip.  In that event, you would receive a fifty-percent refund.” 
 
    I was tempted to end the entire affair, right then and there.  The only thing that stayed my hand was Marsha’s obvious excitement.  And I suppose a part of the nervous tumble in the pit of my stomach came from my own excitement.  After all, I did enjoy our roleplay sessions.  If this was supposed to be just an extended version of that, it would probably be fun.  Emasculating and a little humiliating, but fun all the same.   
 
    After the woman retrieved our badges, we both hung them around our neck, and she called someone – a burly man in a white uniform – to escort us through the door to her right.  We followed through a hall and to another checkpoint, where we were told we would go our separate ways. 
 
    I faced Marsha, saying, “This is it, I guess.  You still okay with this?”  
 
    She beamed at me.  “More than okay,” was her response.  “I don’t know if I’ve ever been this excited about anything in my whole life.  It’s going to be fantastic.” 
 
    I didn’t really share her enthusiasm; rather, my attitude was more one of resignation than anything else.  I was committed, now.  And there would be no turning back.  So, I gave her a weak smile, then said, “Alright, then.  I guess this is it.  I’ll see you in a week.” 
 
    We kissed, and then, before I knew it, we were going our separate ways, both led by big, burly men.  Finally, my escort stopped in front of a door, saying, “This is where you’ll be staying for the week.  Someone will come get you when it’s time to get started.” 
 
    “O-okay,” I said, opening the door and stepping inside.  The room wasn’t anything to write home about.  Just a cube with a bed, nightstand, and a television on the wall.  It looked a lot like a hospital room, though without the mechanical bed.  Attached was a small bathroom.   
 
    Standing in the center of that room, I sighed.  “I hope I didn’t just make a huge mistake.” 
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    The Next Step 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It wasn’t long before someone came to get me.  This time, instead of a burly man, it was a slim, brunette woman.  However, she was still wearing a white uniform that looked a lot like hospital scrubs.  “Hello, Rose!” she said, beaming at me.  “Are you ready to begin your training?”  
 
    “Uh…I…um…I guess?” I said.  “I’m a little fuzzy on what that means, if I’m honest.” 
 
    Her smile never left her face as she said, “Don’t worry.  That’ll all be explained shortly.  For now, we need to head over to the doctor for your physical.” 
 
    I nodded.  The preliminary information had included a bit of information, and I’d been pleased to see that we would be subjected to a full physical before we’d be allowed onto the cruise.  In the back of my mind, I thought that maybe this would be my way out?  As much as I didn’t want to fail the physical, if I did, Marsha couldn’t complain when the company was forced to refund the price of the trip. 
 
    The woman – whose name I hadn’t gotten – led me through a series of hallways and to what looked like a normal examination room, the likes of which I’d seen a hundred times throughout my life.   
 
    “Wait here, and the doctor will be with you in a moment,” she said before turning on her heel and leaving.   
 
    A few minutes later, the door opened again, admitting a short, stout man with a swarthy complexion.  He said, “Good afternoon, Rose.  I’m Dr. Graham, and I’ll be guiding you through your adjustment period.  By the time we get done, you’ll be the best sissy you can be!”  
 
    “Uh…what does that entail, though?  The information package we got when we booked the trip didn’t…you know…it didn’t say much about what was going to happen during the first week,” I said.   
 
    “Right – I sometimes forget how little information those so-called information packages really contain,” he stated.  “The long and short of it is that we’re going to use cutting edge technology to alter your body so that you better embody the trip’s chosen aesthetic.  Don’t worry – it’s all temporary.  Everything will fade a few days after your trip ends.  But for the duration of the cruise, you’ll be a perfect example of sissihood.” 
 
    I was taken completely aback.  This was not what I’d signed up for, was it?  They were going to alter my body?  Nope.  That was not going to happen.  I’d get my refund, and… 
 
    “I’ve seen that look before,” the doctor went on.  “Tell me, Rose – why did you book this trip?  You can be honest with me.” 
 
    “Uh…mostly because my wife wanted to do it,” I admitted.  “But I guess I thought it was kind of exciting, too.  We’ve been roleplaying for a while, so…yeah.”  
 
    I hadn’t really admitted as much to myself yet, but I’d just been using Marsha’s insistence on going on the cruise to mask my own excitement at spending three months in a feminine role.  Was it possible that I wanted it just as much as Marsha?  Maybe.  But my masculine pride hadn’t let me admit as much.  Now, though, it wasn’t like I had anything to hide, right?  The doctor knew why I was there.  He had to have inferred that crossdressing and roleplaying weren’t new to me.  And I saw no judgment in his eyes. 
 
    “I guess I do want to go forward with it,” I said.  I still had my doubts, but the combination of my own kinks and Marsha’s clear excitement had pushed those doubts to the back of my mind.   
 
    “Fantastic,” the stout doctor said, clapping his hands together.  “Don’t worry so much.  You’ve got a very nice base to work with, so we won’t have to alter too much.  Of course, we’ll need to give you some proper curves.  A bit of shrinkage in the waste and the genitals.  Some light work on your musculature as well.  And maybe a touch-up to the face.  You’re lucky.  Some of the sissies who come here need a lot more than that.  Sometimes, it feels as if we have to rebuild them altogether.” 
 
    “O-okay…” 
 
    After that, he put me through a thorough physical, complete with bloodwork, urinalysis, and every other test I’d ever undergone.  In the end, he pronounced that I was perfectly healthy, and we went to another room.  This one looked like something straight out of a science fiction movie.  Along the walls were various control panels, but my attention was drawn to the metal tube in the center of the room.   
 
    It was about nine feet tall and wide enough that it could easily accommodate a person.  Along the front was a glass slit, through which I could see the interior.  The tube opened along the vertical center, revealing a padded interior.   
 
    “In you go,” said the cheerful doctor.  “This is how we’re going to make this the best vacation of your life.” 
 
    “W-what does it do?” I asked, nervousness giving my voice a slight quiver. 
 
    “Have you heard of CRISPR?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded, saying, “That’s the genetic modification thing, right?”  
 
    “Yes,” was his answer.  “Well, this piggybacks off of that technology, allow us to implement changes at a genetic level.  However, those changes are limited in scope and, as I said before, temporary.” 
 
    “And it’s safe?”  
 
    “Completely,” was his answer.  “We’ve been approved by the government and everything.  It was tested thousands of times before we even got ahold of it, and it’s been used a few thousand times since then.  Believe me, if there was any danger, we’d have caught it by now.” 
 
    My every instinct screamed at me to run away.  This was an unknown technology, and it wasn’t in my nature to simply trust that they’d tested it properly.  But my rational mind told me that it wasn’t like this was some kind of underground operation.  They did everything out in the open.  I’d even seen some of the licensing information at the back of the information packet, which lent the doctor’s answers a ring of truth.  If they were doing something dangerous, they’d have gone out of business after their first cruise, which was four years before. 
 
    My fears somewhat mollified by logic, I nodded, saying, “I guess that makes sense.” 
 
    Then, after being told to undress, I let them guide me forward, and I climbed into the tube.  A few technicians that had been milling around proceeded to affix various electrodes to my skin before someone secured my limbs into place with flimsy Velcro straps.  When I asked about that, the doctor explained that it was just so I didn’t move during the procedure.  The fact that I could easily escape the bindings went a long way toward allaying some of the natural fear I felt at being restrained. 
 
    Finally, the doctor gave me a big thumbs up before closing the cylinder around me.  For a few moments, all I could hear was a faint buzzing, but then, a voice crackled over a nearby speaker.  I immediately recognized it as belonging to the doctor, who said, “Alright, we’re going to release a pulse that’ll put you under for a few hours.  Believe me – you don’t want to be awake while the machine does its work.” 
 
    “O-okay,” I mumbled, unsure if he could even hear me.  Then, a few seconds later, there was a pulse of light.  After that, my consciousness faded into blackness.   
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    The Point of No Return 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I awoke to the opening of the cylinder, and immediately, I knew that things had changed.  The only question was how much.  My legs were unsteady as I stepped out, and I my thoughts were sluggish as they led me to a nearby room, where I got my first chance to see how my body had been altered.   
 
    And I was dumbstruck. 
 
    I was still me.  Mostly.  My facial features were only a bit softer, but I’d never really had the most masculine face in the first place.  And the small changes served to push me over the edge and into objective femininity.  My eyes were a bit wider, my nose a bit perkier, and my jaw a little rounder.  On top of that, my hair had grown out another couple of inches, reaching past my shoulders.   
 
    My gaze traveled down my slender neck to my much narrower shoulders.  Going back as far as I could remember, I had never been what anyone would label as muscular.  I’d never been much of an athlete, and I was fine with that, preferring indoor activities to sports.  That attitude had led me down the path of a bullying victim, but I’d left that behind when I graduated high school.  So, I’d never seen a lot of reasons to hit the gym.  Then, a few months before, when my foray into feminine roleplaying had begun, Marsha had insisted I start a diet, which had further robbed me of any bulk I might’ve cultivated. 
 
    But now?  My already-narrow shoulders had lost a good two inches of breadth, and that trend continued down to my slim arms that were almost wholly devoid of muscle.  I wasn’t just skinny.  I was soft, too.   
 
    My torso had similarly changed.  I was skinny enough for a six-pack, but my muscles were underdeveloped and hidden beneath a thin layer of fat that gave everything a soft, feminine appearance.  And that wasn’t even considering what was going on with my chest.   
 
    I didn’t have breasts, per se.  Not really.  But I wasn’t flat, either.  And my nipples…they were perky and prominent, with puffy areolas that spanned the size of a silver dollar.  So, even though I wasn’t really equipped with a woman’s breasts, my nipples made it look almost like I was.   
 
    Still shocked, I continued my inspection, and my eyes went to my waist, which had narrowed considerably, only to flare out into wide hips.  I twisted around, seeing that my bottom had been similarly expanded.  It was round and perky, with a perfectly feminine shape that any woman would envy.  My legs were slim as well, ending in dainty feet that were at least a couple of sizes smaller than they had been before my transformation.  My hands were the same way, further solidifying my femininity.   
 
    Finally, my eyes locked onto my genitals.  Or what was left of them.  My penis had shrunk to half its former size – maybe a couple of inches – and my testicles were nowhere to be seen, having retreated into my abdomen.   
 
    In short, I looked like a curious blend of man and woman, though with a heavy leaning toward the latter.  And I was sexy.  Maybe even beautiful.  Suddenly, my fears and reservations crashed back into me, and every cell in my body screamed at me to demand that they turn me back into my old, familiar self. 
 
    But was that even possible?  I didn’t know.  The doctor had said that the effects would wear off after a few months, but he’d said nothing about accelerating that reversal.  There was every possibility that I’d passed the point of no return, and there would be no going back now.   
 
    Did that really matter, though?  I’d already known that they would change my body.  The degree was alarming, but was that reason enough to end it?  No.  In fact, it made everything seem a bit easier. It was as if, even naked, I was already wearing a costume.  Thinking of it that way made all the difference. 
 
    After inspecting the changes my body had undergone, I crossed to the room’s closet, which I’d been told contained clothes.  Opening its doors, I saw that that was true.  However, I was a little surprised to find that it was only a gender neutral sweatsuit and a pair of white panties that could’ve passed for men’s briefs.  I slipped them up my smooth legs, and I couldn’t fail to notice that my shrunken manhood barely made the slightest of bulges.  That fact prompted both anxiety and satisfaction in equal measure. 
 
    As I continued to get dressed, I wondered what form the rest of my “training” might take.  I was already a deft hand with makeup, and my mannerisms had grown increasingly feminine as my roleplay sessions with Marsha became more elaborate.  So, what could they teach me?  I was both eager and terrified to find out.   
 
    A knock at the door preceded one of the burly men, who informed me that he was there to escort me back to my room.  Tomorrow, he said, would herald the beginning of my training as a proper sissy.  The way he said it made my heart jump into my throat, but I didn’t let it affect me.  Instead, I followed him to my room, and when I sat on the bed, I felt an overwhelming fatigue overtake me.   
 
    Perhaps the transformation had taken more energy than I suspected.  So, after undressing down to my white panties, I slipped under the covers and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next morning, I awoke with a start, and for a brief moment, I thought I was back home.  But when I reached for Marsha’s comforting presence, I found myself alone, and everything came crashing back down on me.  Further, as the sheets slipped down my torso, I let out a moan as the thin fabric brushed against my sensitive, swollen nipples.  Immediately, I imagined Marsha’s lips on them, and a shudder went up my spine. 
 
    I got out of bed, and after washing up in the bathroom, I found my way to the room’s closet, which contained similar sweatsuits to what I’d worn before.  So, I donned one, anticipating that someone would soon come to get me for training.  I didn’t have to wait long before someone knocked at the door.  When I opened it, the same burly man loomed over me.  He said, “Come.  Training begins soon.” 
 
    I followed the man through the halls and to a large auditorium.  It contained a couple hundred seats, some of which were already filled.  I hesitate to call them men, because each of them was just as feminine as I was.  They’d clearly undergone the same procedure I had the day before.  However, some of them had not been nearly as lucky as I had, and they still bore some of the marks of masculinity.  A too-square jaw here.  An Adam’s apple there.  Veiny hands.  A bit too much muscle.  That sort of thing.  They still looked good, but in the sort of way a good-looking, almost passable transgender woman might.   
 
    There were others that had benefited from the transformation in the same ways I had, and those looked incredibly good.  With a smirk, I couldn’t help but think that I had them all beat.  Maybe it was misplaced arrogance, but I thought I was the prettiest one in the room.   
 
    I soon found an empty seat and settled down to wait for whatever would come next.  As I sat there, the room slowly filled until there were no seats left.  A pretty, blonde boy sat next to me, and introduced himself as, “Joy.” On my other side was a tall, slender boy who failed to share his name.  He had a deer-in-headlights look, so I could tell that he was trying to wrap his mind around everything that had happened.   
 
    Just when I was working up the nerve to strike up a conversation with Joy, an older woman stepped onto the stage at the head of the auditorium.  She wore a black business suit and kept her black hair in a bun.  She also wore an earpiece, which was connected to a microphone that extended across her cheek.   
 
    She said, “Hello, sissies!  My name is Esmerelda, and I’m going to be your cruise director.  So, welcome.  I think we’re going to have a wonderful time over the next three months.  But first, we need to get you all trained.  So, without further ado, let me introduce you to Barbie, your sissy trainer.” 
 
    At the end of her statement, she swept her hand toward the side of the stage, and a woman stepped onto the stage.  No – not a woman.  A sissy.  He wore a tight, blue dress that barely extended below his rounded butt and white high heels that clicked with every step.  The dress did little to hide his very womanly curves, nor did it conceal the fact that his chest was entirely devoid of breasts.  I could see the outline of his prominent nipples, but that was it.  Not that it took away from his beauty, of course.  Aside from the lack of breasts, he looked like he could’ve been a Playboy centerfold.   
 
    “Hello, boys!” he said in a high-pitched voice.  “It’s time to get you all trained up.  By the end of the week, you’re all going to walk, talk, and act like the sissies you desperately want to be.” 
 
    That didn’t seem so bad.  So, I settled in as he explained our itinerary.    
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    The first day wasn’t difficult – not for me, at least.  It was dedicated to feminine deportment, which was something some of them had neglected.  For my part, it was no different from my normal routine, so I soon found myself bored out of my mind.  I endured it, though, even picking up a few tips and tricks I’d never considered.   
 
    The next day added something that felt a lot like charm school to the mix.  There was less of an emphasis on manners, but the vibe was the same.  Instead, the trainers – all other, more experienced sissies that looked almost as amazing as Barbie – focused on posture, walking properly, and our mannerisms.  They even covered the adoption of a feminine voice, which was made all the easier by some of the modifications we had undergone.  Even my own “girl-voice” came shockingly easy.   
 
    The third day repeated the lessons of the first and second, adding classes given by Bambi himself who put us through a grueling session on balletic movement.  That’s when I discovered that my body was far more limber and graceful than it had ever been before.  I could move in ways I’d never even considered.  For instance, doing a split – either way – was easy.  The other sissies had experienced similar changes, and soon, we were moving like veteran dancers.   
 
    The fourth day was much of the same – the instructors said we were merely cementing our training – but the fifth brought with it the risqué side of the cruise.  The ballet class was replaced by pole dancing, for which we were all given nothing but G-Strings to wear.  I donned mine without complaint, for some reason eager to show off my changed body.  It was strange, but being all covered up in those sweatsuits had just felt wrong.  So, stripping down to that tiny bikini bottom felt freeing in a way I can’t really describe.   
 
    The dancing, however, was incredibly difficult.  I couldn’t just rely on my increased grace; instead, I had force my body to move in the proper ways.  There’s an art to dancing like a stripper, and it took me most of the day to get the hang of it.  I knew I was a long way from mastery, but I was proud of my progress nonetheless.   
 
    The sixth day was the longest of the bunch, and it was jam packed with classes concerning all the previous lessons.  Almost like it was intended to put everything together into one big package – which it did.  By the end of that day, I felt more prepared for the role of a sissy than I ever thought possible.   
 
    Finally, the seventh day brought with it a reward for all our hard work.  Shopping. 
 
    No – we didn’t leave the facility or anything, but we were allowed to pick our wardrobes for the upcoming trip.  And we were all enamored with the process; even the ones who’d been nervous were eagerly trying on different lingerie, dresses, and bikinis.  I was no different, even going so far as to get my navel and ears pierced.   
 
    Once everyone had picked through the provided clothing, we were escorted back to the auditorium, where Barbie congratulated us on the completion of our training.  When I looked around, all I saw were smiles.   
 
    And none of it made sense.   
 
    Sure, we’d all chosen to be there, so it stood to reason that we’d take to the training pretty well.  But the differences I saw went far beyond what should’ve been possible in such a short span.  Afterwards, I cornered Barbie, who greeted me with a radiant smile. 
 
    “What can I do for my favorite student?” he asked. 
 
    “Uh…I had a question,” I said.  “About…you know, all this.  How is it possible?  I went from an awkward guy who’d never danced in his life to doing ballet like I’d been taking classes for five years.  And that’s not even considering how everyone moves and talks, now.  It just shouldn’t be possible.” 
 
    “Ah,” he said, pushing a stray strand of blonde hair behind his ear.  “That.  It’s complicated, but it comes down to the transformation.  When you were in the machine, you had a chip implanted in your brain.  Don’t panic.  It’s perfectly harmless.  It just makes you more open to learning.  It’ll also help you find your place during the cruise.  Also, your body was made for this.  Literally.  The transformation gave you the tools, and the chip helped to implement the training regimen.”  
 
    “Y-you all messed with my brain?”  
 
    He held up two fingers, spaced only a little apart.  “Just a little,” he said.  “Besides, you should count yourself lucky.  Before those chips, the training took three times as long.  Now, you can get to have your fun that much sooner.” 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “I guess that makes sense.” 
 
    Inside, my brain was screaming at me to ask more questions, to make a big deal out of this.  But I couldn’t bring it to the surface.   
 
    “Now, run along,” he said, turning me around.  He gave me a slap on the bottom, adding, “You’ve got a big day tomorrow.” 
 
    Tomorrow, I thought.  That would mark my reunion with my wife, Marsha.  Would she even recognize me, I wondered.  I still looked like me, just more feminine.  It seemed like so much had happened; I was certain that she would be surprised at how far I had come.  At how much I had improved.   
 
    I didn’t sleep much that night.  Instead, I remained in bed, just staring at the ceiling as I contemplated how Marsha was going to react.  So, the next morning, I was exhausted and on pins and needles as I collected my things and got dressed.  I had chosen a pair of cut-off denim shorts and a spaghetti-strapped top that would show off my rounded shoulders.  All in all, the outfit highlighted how much had changed – from my wide hips and plump bottom to the prominent nipples that seemed intent on poking through the thin fabric of my top.  I looked good.  I looked like a perfect sissy. 
 
    So, I was confident when I finally found my way to the lobby, where a host of other sissies were reuniting with their partners.  To my surprise, there were plenty of men there.  I don’t know why I had assumed it would all be heterosexual couples, but that assumption proved unfounded because the non-sissies in the room were split down the middle between the genders.  There were just as many men as there were women.   
 
    But the women weren’t what I expected.  To a person, they all seemed more muscular than I could have anticipated.  Like a bunch of Amazons.  It was a bit disconcerting, especially when I recognized a familiar face among the muscular women. 
 
    “Marsha?” I breathed.   
 
    “Hey, babe,” she said, stepping closer.  She wrapped an arm around my narrow waist and pulled me closer.  She was so strong!  And she had added at least a few inches worth of muscle to her arms and legs.  Her short hair had been styled in a masculine haircut as well.   
 
    “You look fucking amazing,” she said, her voice husky.  “This was the best idea we’ve ever had.” 
 
    “Uh…yeah,” I said, but suddenly, I had my doubts.   
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    Acclimation 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After our reunion, we were all quickly ushered to a series of vans that took us to the cruise terminal.  It didn’t take me long to realize that things had changed.  I soon found myself clinging to Marsha’s arm like it was the only way to keep my head above water.  I’d never done that before, but now, it seemed the most natural thing in the world.   
 
    During the trip, Marsha had carried on a conversation with a few of the other dominant men and women in the van, but the other sissies like me remained silent, clutching tightly to their partners just like I was.   
 
    When we got to the terminal, I was a little surprised to see that it was much like another cruise terminal.  A bit smaller, perhaps, but with only four-hundred people on the ship, that wasn’t really a surprise.  We got out of the car, and soon, we were walking through the terminal, directed by various crew members.  I didn’t fail to notice that many of them were scantily clad sissies.  The men and women were all muscular and moved with striking confidence that I couldn’t help but find attractive.   
 
    “If you keep staring at him, I’m going to get jealous,” came Marsha’s voice, interrupting my thoughts.   
 
    I let out a little flinch before saying, “What?  I wasn’t staring.  I don’t even…you know…like…men.” 
 
    “Sure you don’t,” she said with a chuckle.  “That’s why you were practically drooling while you eye-fucked that guy.  It’s okay.  He’s a good-looking dude.  Not my type, of course.  I prefer my boys a bit…softer.” 
 
    To accentuate her point, she grabbed my bottom.  I let out a feminine yelp of surprise, which brought a few knowing chuckles from our companions.   
 
    “Not here!” I protested.   
 
    “You’re right,” she said. “Now, when we get to our room…well, you know what’s coming.” 
 
    I did.  Even before my transformation, I had very much enjoyed anal sex.  In fact, it was one of the reasons I’d agreed to go on the cruise in the first place.  Whatever else happened, at least we’d get to do that more often.   
 
    “I know that smile,” Marsha said, grinning.  “My baby’s definitely a slut.” 
 
    I blushed, but I didn’t reply.  Instead, we continued our trip through the cruise terminal, eventually ending up on the ship itself.  It wasn’t as large as some of those giant cruise ships that can carry thousands of guests.  But it wasn’t that much smaller, either.  That was one of the selling points; it was large enough that it could accommodate far more guests than they typically booked, which allowed them to expand the cabins and recreational areas.  It would have all the normal amenities of a typical cruise, but without being packed into it like so many sardines.   
 
    Plus, it was clothing optional, once we got out to sea.  At its core, the cruise was a sex resort, and as such, everything was bent in that direction.   
 
    “Let’s find our room,” Marsha said.  “We can have a little fun, then once we get away from port, we can see what this place has to offer.” 
 
    I couldn’t really argue.  More than anything else, I wanted to spend a little time with my wife so we could explore the changes we’d both undergone.  So, I followed her through the ship until we found our rooms. 
 
    Once inside, I had to admit I was impressed.  On our honeymoon, we’d booked a suite at an expensive resort in the Bahamas.  We’d spared no expense, either, so we’d sprung for one of the most expensive options.  The rooms we’d been assigned for the duration of the cruise were similarly luxurious.  It had two bedrooms, a common area, and one of the biggest bathrooms I’d ever seen.   
 
    But I wasn’t very concerned with that because the moment Marsha shut the door, she pulled me close and planted her lips on mine.  In seconds, she’d dragged my top over my head, exposing my erect nipples.  Predictably, it wasn’t long before her tongue found them, and I was moaning in pleasure.   
 
    “No, stop,” I breathed, trying to push her away.  It was like trying to push against a wall – completely ineffective.  “Seriously, Marsha.  Stop.  Just for a minute, okay?”  
 
    After a few more protests, she finally pulled away.  “What?  I thought you’d want to get a bit frisky after not seeing each other for a week,” she said. 
 
    “I want to look at you,” I said.  “And I want you to see how I’ve changed, too.” 
 
    She narrowed her eyes.  “I can see how you’ve changed,” was her response.  “And daddy likes.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes.  “Just…just take your clothes off,” I said.  “I’ll do the same.” 
 
    Marsha grinned.  “You don’t have to tell me twice,” she said, already unbuttoning her shorts.  In seconds, she’d stripped down to her briefs, exposing her tautly muscled physique.  She wasn’t just bigger than she’d ever been before, but she didn’t look like she had an ounce of fat on her.  Her breasts were still prominent, but she looked a little like those female bodybuilders I’d seen online – minus the copious spray tan, of course.  She dragged her briefs off, then stood naked before me.  “Your turn.” 
 
    I didn’t immediately strip.  Instead, my focus was on her groin, which sported a significantly enlarged clitoris.  Maybe an inch long, it was much more prominent than it had been before.  But other than that, she looked like a bigger, more muscular version of the woman I loved.  And I had to admit, all that extra muscle looked good on her.  I was practically squirming with desire.   
 
    Once I’d given her new body a good look, I stripped down as well.  She stared at my feminine hips and rounded bottom with hungry eyes, which made me feel somehow worthwhile.  Like her desire was all that really mattered.   
 
    “Goddamn,” she muttered.  “You’re fucking perfect.” 
 
    “You…y-you think so?” I asked, a coquettish smile playing across my lips. 
 
    “I know so,” was her response.  “Let me get something out of my bag, and then I can show you just how much I like the new you.” 
 
    Then, she disappeared into the bedroom where we had deposited our bags; the room had already been furnished with all the clothes I’d picked, so we hadn’t had to bring much along.  A few moments later, Marsh reappeared holding a nylon harness and a curious, L-shaped dildo.   
 
    “Help me out with this, will you?” she asked, spreading her legs and slipping the shorter arm of the dildo inside of her.  She removed her hands, and it remained in place, jutting from her groin just like a real cock.  After that, I helped her secure the harness in place, slipping the shaft of the dildo through a tight hole.  Once everything was where it was supposed to be, the dildo wouldn’t move.   
 
    “That’s new,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah – they gave these to us,” she said, stroking the shaft like it was a real cock.  “It’s cutting-edge stuff.  Whatever happens to this part is reflected on the part inside me.  So, when I fuck you, it’ll feel like I’m getting fucked right back.”  
 
    “That’s…that’s great,” I said.  “Are you ready to try it out?”  
 
    “You know it,” she said.  “Now, on all fours, slut.  Daddy’s got some fucking to do.” 
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    Submissive 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After Marsha and I got reacquainted, we both got dressed and headed out to see what the ship had to offer.  I wore a G-String bikini bottom with a sarong over the top, and a barely-there bikini top that only covered my prominent nipples.  By comparison, Marsha wore a pair of board shorts and a tight tee-shirt that displayed her muscles to great effect.  As we walked, I found myself clutching her arm and caressing her deliciously prominent biceps.   
 
    Our time in the bedroom had been some of the best sex of my life.  I’d always liked it a bit rough, with Marsha pounding away at me.  But now?  With her improved physique, she could go harder, faster, and longer than ever before.  And I was more sensitive back there than I’d been before the transformation, so the act was accompanied by multiple orgasms on both our parts.  It was amazing, and I hoped it was an indicator of what we could expect for the next three months.  There are few things I’d ever experienced that could compare to Marsha grabbing my hair for leverage while pounding away at my ass.   
 
    “Hey, bro,” came a voice from behind us.  “Wait up.” 
 
    Marsha and I both turned to see a pair of people approaching us.  One was a hulking man with muscles that put even Marsha’s to shame.  It was obvious that he’d spent a lot of time in the gym, even before whatever had happened during their training and transformations.  Beside him was a willowy sissy who’d eschewed any clothing but a tiny bikini bottom.  His package, if you could even call it that, made an even smaller bulge than the one in my own G-String.  He was pretty enough, though his transformation hadn’t given his body the curves I’d seen on most other sissies.  He was beautiful, though, and he looked like he would’ve been perfectly at home walking down the runways during Paris’s Fashion Week.   
 
    When they caught up, Marsha grinned and said, “What’s up, Trey?  You get settled in yet?”  
 
    “Yeah,” the man said.  “This is Casey, my sissy.” 
 
    Marsha gestured toward me, saying, “This is Rose.  He’s my husband.” 
 
    “Ah, he turned out well, didn’t he?” the man stated, looking me up and down.  “Can hardly even tell you two are tourists.” 
 
    “W-what?” I asked, my voice coming out as little more than a chirp.  Why was I so nervous? 
 
    “He means that this isn’t our lifestyle,” Marsha said.  “He and Casey live this life all the time.”  
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You tell him what we discussed?” asked Trey. 
 
    “Haven’t had the chance,” Marsha admitted.  “We’ve been a bit busy for the last couple of hours, as you can imagine.  I’m sure you and Casey were in a similar boat.  I know if I had a beautiful sissy like that, I probably wouldn’t be able to resist, I can tell you that.”  
 
    “Well…you know, if you’d like, I’d be happy to make a trade…” 
 
    “What?” I blurted. 
 
    “One for one?” asked Marsha, ignoring my outburst. 
 
    Trey shrugged.  “I suppose that would be fine,” he said.  “But given that Casey’s basically a professional, I think I’m giving up a lot more than I’m getting, even with as sexy as your little Rose is.” 
 
    “What is going on?” I demanded. 
 
    Marsha rolled her eyes, then said, “Give me just a second, bro.  Rose and I need to have the talk.” 
 
    My mind was reeling as she dragged me a handful of feet away.  Then, she pushed me against a wall and said, “You’re embarrassing me.” 
 
    “I don’t know what’s going on…” 
 
    “Okay, here’s what’s going to happen,” she said.  “I’m going to take Casey there back to my room for some alone time.  You and Trey are going back to their room.  I think you can guess where it’s going from there.” 
 
    “B-but…but I don’t want…I’m not…this isn’t what we signed up for…” 
 
    “Isn’t it, though?” she asked.  “This is a sex cruise, Rose.  People fuck.  A lot.  And no offense, but I’m not going to spend three months surrounded by beautiful sissies and not take advantage.  I’m sure you feel the same way, right?  I saw the way you’ve been undressing every man you see.  And it’s fine.  I like it, even.  But the bottom line is that this is happening.  It isn’t a debate.” 
 
    In the past, I would have argued.  We weren’t swingers.  We didn’t swap partners.  We were a normal-ish, monogamous couple.  But each of my objections died almost the moment they blossomed in my mind.  I could scarcely maintain them in my thoughts, much less give them voice.  It was as if I had no will of my own. 
 
    “O-okay,” I muttered.  “I just wish you would have warned me.” 
 
    She gave me a crooked smile.  “Yeah, my bad,” Marsha said.  “I’ll do better next time, babe.” 
 
    Without any other hesitation, she led me back to Trey and Casey, saying, “Alright, we’re both in.  You and Rose can head back to your room, and I’ll take Casey with me.  Sound good?” 
 
    “You know it, bro,” said Trey, eyeing me with what could only be called lecherous intent.  “I’ll try to get him back to you in one piece.” 
 
    With that, he grabbed my hand and practically dragged me away.  Marsha and Casey were right behind us, though our paths diverged when Trey and I turned down another hall.  With his huge hand engulfing mine, I felt smaller and weaker than I ever had before.  And there was a part of me – a bigger part than I cared to admit – that loved that feeling.  Like he could do whatever he wanted to me, and there was nothing I could do to change it.  My only hope lay in pleasing him enough that he’d let me go. 
 
    I knew it was a silly notion.  Trey might have been a lot of things, but if I told him I didn’t want to do it, I felt sure he would’ve stopped.  But then again, I barely knew the man, so I could’ve been wrong.  In any case, I couldn’t have objected, regardless of whether or not I wanted to do so.  I didn’t feel like I had any choice but to go along and obey the man.   
 
    Eventually, he pulled me into his room, which was strikingly similar to the one I shared with Marsha.  And a second later, he’d removed his shirt and shorts, revealing his perfectly chiseled, naked body.  It took my breath away, and I couldn’t help but reach out and caress his rippled abdominal muscles.   
 
    “Goddamn, you’re thirsty, aren’t you?” he said with a chuckle.   
 
    Maybe I was.  I had never been with a man before.  I’d never even considered it as a possibility.  I was heterosexual.  But looking at him – feeling him – I began to question everything.  And then, when my eyes found his throbbing, erect cock… 
 
    Before I even knew what I was doing, I was on my knees with my lips around the thing.  Since Marsha and I had started roleplaying, I had perfected my blowjob skills by sucking her dildos, and I used every ounce of that ability as I bobbed my head back and forth on Trey’s rigid cock.   
 
    And it was so different! 
 
    I was used to the taste of rubber and plastic.  But with Trey, it was all flesh and sweat, with a salty undercurrent that I knew was probably precum.  I loved it, which sent my mind twirling off into a confusing abyss.  I didn’t like men! 
 
    So, why was I on my knees sucking a stranger’s cock?   
 
    Trey’s hand found the back of my head as he moaned, “Damn, you’re good at this.” 
 
    That sent the butterflies in my stomach into overdrive.  His approval very nearly sparked an orgasm of its own! 
 
    At some point – I’m not sure how long after I started – he pulled my mouth away from his cock.  Then, he pulled me into the bedroom and tossed me onto the bed.  Eagerly anticipating what was coming next, I tore my G-String off and spread my legs as wide as they would go.  And given my newfound flexibility and the training I’d received over the previous week, that was pretty wide indeed.  With my legs spread, my tiny penis was fully exposed.   
 
    To my surprise, Trey didn’t ignore it.  Instead, he dove between my legs and started sucking and licking, his tongue ranging from the tip of my limp excuse of a dick to my exposed asshole.  And the man had a talented tongue; I was on the edge of an orgasm just from his oral ministrations alone.   
 
    So, when he rose from the bed, his cock still glistening from my own saliva, he didn’t waste any time before shoving it inside me.  I let out a pleased and quivering moan, my voice trembling with unspent pleasure.   
 
    “Fuck, you’re huge!” I breathed.  “Give me that big cock, daddy!”  
 
    And he did, ramming it inside me with the force and rhythm of a jackhammer.  And as he fucked me, any notion that I didn’t like men faded away, replaced by anticipation and ecstasy.   
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    Mixing Things Up 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The moment we got out of sight of land, one of the crew made an announcement that the ship was no clothing optional.  And everywhere I looked, the passengers – and crew – were taking advantage of it.  Until that moment, I’d been a little self-conscious about my tiny penis.  I knew it was, at least partially, the result of my transformation, but I’d never been particularly big in the first place.  However, as I lay beside the pool and looked around, I could see that most of the sissies were even smaller than I was!  A couple of them could have passed for clits, they were so tiny.   
 
    “So, still regretting this?” asked Marsha, looking entirely satisfied and completely at ease as she lay beside me, her muscular body on full display.   
 
    “No,” I said with a slight smile.  “I just…three months of this is going to change everything, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Is that a bad thing?” was her question.  “It’s not like we care about what other people think, right?  Neither of us has judgmental families or anything.  We can live the lives we want to live.” 
 
    “And that means me being a sissy full-time?” I asked. 
 
    She shrugged.  “I don’t know,” she answered.  “Maybe.  Maybe not.  There’s every chance that when this is all said and done, we’ll both be clamoring to go back to something more normal.  It’s always like this the first few days of a vacation, right?  You find yourself thinking that you could uproot your life and make whatever you’re doing permanent.  But we all eventually come back down to Earth, right?  Who’s to say that won’t happen with this, too?”  
 
    I sighed.  “You’re right,” I said. 
 
    “One thing you have to admit is that it’s definitely cleaner, though,” she said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “You haven’t noticed?  Really?  I thought they would’ve told you,” she responded.  “Tell me – when’s the last time you went to the bathroom?”  
 
    Suddenly, I knew what she was talking about.  Before my transformation, we’d taken great pains to make sure things were clean down below.  I’d used enemas and douches, but still, if I ate the wrong thing…well, it was just one of the downsides of anal sex.  But ever since I’d gone through the transformation, I hadn’t had to defecate at all.   
 
    “W-what…” 
 
    “It’s one of the changes they made to you sissies,” she said.  “No more poop.  I don’t know how it works – something about a more efficient breakdown – but you get rid of your waste when you pee.  You probably also noticed that things go in a lot easier than before.  Natural lubricant.  So, no need for lube.  It’s like you were made to be fucked in the ass.” 
 
    I couldn’t really argue with that.  Nor could I lie to myself and say that I didn’t appreciate the changes.  Not only did I hate filling my bowels with water and washing my insides out, but using various lubricants to facilitate sex was more than a little tedious.  And messy.  Now, I wouldn’t have to worry about that. 
 
    “Oh, I recognize that look,” she said.  “You want to try it out some more, don’t you?  Maybe I need to call Trey over, huh?  He said you really enjoyed your time together.” 
 
    I blushed.  “I…I prefer you,” I said.   
 
    “Of course you do,” was her response.  Her hand found my smooth thigh.  “That big lunk isn’t your daddy, is he?” 
 
    I gave her a small smile, saying, “No.  No he’s not.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “How about we make this a bit more interesting?” asked Trey, sitting across the table which floated in the middle of the hot tub.  All of us had drinks in front of us; Trey and Marsha preferred beer, while Casey and I had fruity daquiris.  The servers wouldn’t allow us to order anything but “girly” drinks, saying that beer wasn’t appropriate for a sissy.  I didn’t mind, though.  I’d never been a big fan of the bitter taste anyway. 
 
    “In what way?” Marsha asked, raising an eyebrow.   
 
    “C’mon, bro.  How else?  This is a sex cruise, right?” he said.   
 
    “You can fuck Rose anytime you want,” Marsha said.  “That’s hardly interesting.” 
 
    My initial reaction was to say that Marsha had no right to just give me away like that.  I chose who I had sex with, didn’t I?  And if I didn’t want to do it with Trey, I wouldn’t.  However, my words died before they ever reached my mouth, and I realized that I would literally do whatever Marsha told me to do.  If she wanted to lend me out, then I had no way of resisting her.   
 
    Not that I really wanted to.  We’d been on the cruise for a couple of weeks, and in that time, I’d had sex with Trey almost as often as I’d been with my own wife.  I felt a little guilty about it, but it wasn’t like I was cheating.  She wanted me to do it.   
 
    “We should mix it up a little,” Trey said, rising to his feet.  The warm water of the hot tub cascaded off of his naked body, and my mouth watered a little as I beheld his impressive cock. 
 
    “Really?  In what way?” Marsha asked. 
 
    “How about we go back to my room and have a little group fun?” he asked.   
 
    Marsha’s eyes flicked down to the man’s cock, then she said, “Yeah.  Sure.  That sounds like a good time.  Let’s go.” 
 
    We all got out of the hot tub, dried off, and then made our way back to the rooms.  Along the way, I saw plenty of other men, women, and sissies, most of which were naked.  That seemed par for the course on the ship; even some of the crew eschewed clothing.  But it wasn’t just the nudity, though.  Sex ran rampant as well.  While Marsha and I preferred to do our business in the privacy of the rooms, some people didn’t share our discretion.  It seemed that every time I turned my head, I saw a sissy getting impaled by either a cock or a strap-on.   
 
    Finally, we reached the room shared by Casey and Trey and went inside.  Almost as soon as the door shut behind us, Trey said, “Alright.  Here’s what I’m thinking.  You sissies get us started.  Together.” 
 
    I looked at Casey.  The slim sissy rarely spoke, instead preferring to remain silent.  Marsha had told me that Casey’s kink was to be used like a living sex doll, and as such, he chose not to speak unless absolutely necessary.  Idly, I found myself wondering what that would be like.   
 
    In a soft voice that was barely loud enough to hear, Casey said, “I have just the thing.” 
 
    Then, he went to the bedroom, and a few moments later, emerged with a double-sided dildo.  And a smile.   
 
    “Oh, that’s perfect!” exclaimed Marsha with an uncharacteristic clap.  For a moment, she seemed more like her old self.  But it faded quickly.  “You two can go ass-to-ass!  Like in that old movie!” 
 
    I groaned.  “That scene wasn’t supposed to be sexy,” I muttered. 
 
    Marsha shrugged.  “Maybe not, but the idea of you and Casey…yeah, that’s sexy,” she said. 
 
    I knew I didn’t have much of a choice in the matter; even before we’d started the cruise, I probably would have done it.  So, with my newfound inability to resist Marsha’s instructions pressing against my mind, I didn’t have a chance.   
 
    After a few minutes, during which Casey and I repositioned ourselves on the floor, we managed to find a comfortable spot.  Then, without fanfare, we connected our asses via the dildo.  Even as I rocked back, Casey did the same, and soon, our asses came together.  Trey exclaimed, “Oh, that’s perfect.  You two are naturals!”  
 
    I had to admit that he was right.  As awkward as I thought it would be, it didn’t take us long to find a rhythm, and soon, the air was filled with the sound of our asses clapping together.  It wasn’t as good as getting fucked by either Marsha or Trey, but it was enjoyable all the same.  Soon, I felt the beginnings of my first orgasm pressing against me.  But Casey beat me to it, and her cries of passion echoed through the room.  Soon, my own joined hers in a symphony of ecstasy.   
 
    But it was soon interrupted when I heard, “That’s it, bro!  Fuck me, bro!”  
 
    I glanced over to see my wife, who was on her back with her legs spread, and Trey was pounding away at her.  My heart dropped, and jealousy erupted in my heart.  But more than that, I just couldn’t escape the idea that the whole thing seemed somehow wrong.  Marsha wasn’t supposed to be the one getting fucked.  She was the one who did the fucking.  Sure, we’d had sex normally before our foray into feminization and crossdressing began, but back then, she was a different person.   
 
    And then, laced through it all, was this strange feeling that I could do it better than her.  I could take dick – or a strap-on – far better than she ever could.   
 
    Finally, I couldn’t escape the thought that their coupling looked and sounded less like a man and a woman having sex than it was like a pair of men getting together.  And that left me feeling more than a little confused. 
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    Island Men 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We’d been sailing for three weeks when we made our first stop.  Even as we docked, I felt awkward because I’d been forced to don clothing.  During training, we’d all been ecstatic to build our new wardrobes, but now, the covering just felt unnecessary.  I much preferred to walk around in either my G-String or completely nude.  And as we disembarked the ship, I saw the many other felt the same way, because more than a few were tugging on or fidgeting with their clothes.   
 
    “Can you believe I was looking forward to this?  When we booked the trip, I mean,” Marsha said.  “Now, I just want it to be over so we can get back out to see and have our fun.”  
 
    In the couple of weeks since our first couple’s experience with Trey and Casey, we had branched out quite a bit.  Barely a day went by when I wasn’t with at least three other people, and Marsha’s dance card was similarly booked.  Of course, we still made time for one another, but the addition of other people into our sex life was a welcome one – which was a strange feeling for me.  I was never particularly prudish, but in the past, I’d never even considered non-monogamy as a viable path.  If someone would’ve asked me, I would have scoffed, saying that it was a recipe for disaster.  But this trip had proved the error of that line of thinking, at least as far as I was concerned.  Even though Marsha and I both had plenty of sex with other people, our relationship felt stronger than ever.  In fact, if I tried to imagine trying to make my way without her, I would found myself verging on a panic attack.  Like I couldn’t imagine going through life without her leading me along.   
 
    “Come on,” I said.  “It might be fun.”  
 
    She rolled her eyes.  “We’ve been to the Caribbean before,” Marsha said.  “Not like it’s changed.  Oh, look – a palm tree.  Isn’t that new and interesting?”  
 
    “Don’t be like that,” I said. 
 
    “Fine,” she said.  “You’re probably right.  Besides, I heard about something that would make this a little more interesting.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s a surprise,” she said, winking at me.   
 
    Inwardly, I groaned.  I wasn’t one for surprises.  But then again, we were on vacation, weren’t we?  If this wasn’t the time to let loose and roll with the punches, it never would be.  So, I just let Marsha guide me through the crowd of disembarking passengers, and we quickly found a local taxi.   
 
    Marsha told the driver, “Take us to Toro Point, my man.” 
 
    When she slipped him a few bills, the man perked up, and soon, we were speeding along.  About twenty minutes later, we arrived at a beach.  Predictably, the sign named it “Toro Point.”  Less predictably, a sign beneath it labeled it a clothing optional beach.   
 
    “Figured this would make things a bit more interesting,” Marsha said as we got out of the taxi.   
 
    “But…I don’t know, Marsha…normal people might…they might not be as accepting as the others on the ship,” I said.  It was one thing to walk around naked on a ship full of people like us, but it was something else altogether to do it amongst the more normal populace.  I could easily imagine a situation where men and women alike stared at my feminine, yet not quite womanly body, pointing and laughing along the way.   
 
    “That’s the point,” Marsha said.  “Doesn’t the idea kind of get you off?  Think about it.  On the boat, people call you a sissy, right?  But they all treat you like a girl.  Here, people will see you for what you are.  They’ll know you’re not a man, but they’ll look between your legs and see you’re not a girl, either.  It’s so deliciously humiliating, isn’t it?  Being seen as an ‘other’.”  
 
    I wasn’t sure how much I agreed with her, but I also knew that once Marsha got something in her head, I was powerless to derail her.  So, I just let out a sigh, removed my clothes, and followed her onto the beach.   
 
    And it went about as predictably as I expected.  At first, I held out hope that the patrons of a nude beach would refrain from staring at my naked body, but that hope was dashed about two seconds after we came into view of the other beach-goers.  Almost instantly, I felt eyes caressing my body.  And I knew that with my flat chest and the tiny piece of manhood between my legs, I clearly wasn’t a natural woman.  At best, they would assume I was transgender.  At worst…that I was something else entirely.   
 
    But I held my back straight and tried not to blush too much.  For her part, Marsha seemed to revel in the stares.  With her bulging muscles, she looked like a female bodybuilder, and I knew she had the strength to back it up.  We quickly made our way to a bare patch of sand, where we spread out our towels and stretched out in the sun.   
 
    It wasn’t about getting a tan.  Instead, I knew that Marsha wanted us on display.  We were bait, and it didn’t take long before a group of dark-skinned men approached.  They were all naked, well-hung, and walked with the sort of confidence that only came from being comfortable in nothing but their skin.   
 
    “Looking for some company?” asked the leader – a particularly well-muscled and well-endowed man.  Even soft, his cock seemed like it was the size of my forearm.  Immediately, I began imagining what it would feel like being split in two by that monster.  He spoke with a light accent, but he was still very easy to understand. 
 
    “Maybe,” said Marsha.  “You think you can handle us, bro?”  
 
    He grinned.  “I think we can,” he said.  “How about we head back to my place and find out for sure?”  
 
    It was a simple exchange, and in most situations, it wouldn’t have moved so quickly.  However, I had a feeling that this nude beach was here to prompt such encounters.  And besides, any trepidation I felt was countered by my need to follow Marsha’s lead – even if it led to us getting gangbanged by a bunch of island natives. 
 
    Soon, we were on our way.  Marsha and the leader, who’s name I never even got, exchanged idle chat, but I was a little too nervous to really pay much attention to it.  Instead, I retreated within my own mind as I tried to ignore the hungry gazes of the men sitting in the back of the Jeep on either side of me.  I felt vulnerable and more than a little afraid; after all, I was well aware of how dangerous of a situation this could be.   
 
    But I was also a little aroused, too.  Well, more than a little.  The notion of being taken captive and used like a sex slave was powerfully exciting, and I felt more than a few butterflies dancing in my stomach at the prospect.  Not that I expected it.  The guys were probably harmless.  However, the possibility still hung in the air, electrifying the entire situation.   
 
    That fantasy suffused the entire encounter, and by the time we got to the house, I had resolved to simply role with it.  So, when the big man claimed Marsha for his own partner, and I was left with the others, I didn’t dare complain.  In my head, I’d decided to play the victim, and the only way out was to please the men enough that they let me go.  It was an exciting fantasy, and I committed to it wholeheartedly.   
 
    Before I could turn around, I was being bombarded by cocks.  Apparently, the place housed a couple of other men, who were more than eager to jump in with us, and soon, I had a cock in both holes and one in each hand.   
 
    I was in heaven. 
 
    I lost track of time.  I don’t know how many times I came.  Everything just blurred together.  But by the time we finished, I was covered in cum, my ass was raw, and I knew I’d have trouble walking straight for at least a few days.  But I was satisfied.  My “captors” had gotten what they wanted.  And all that was left was a bit of recovery. 
 
    Maybe stopping at the island wasn’t so bad after all.   
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    Troubling News 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next eight weeks, it was more of the same.  However, rather than become bored, I found myself opening up a little more with every day.  It felt like I was finally free to be the person I was meant to become.  And each sexual partner – of which there probably more than a hundred, all said and done – cemented my certainty.  I knew it would soon come to an end, though.  We’d already turned back, and we were only a week out from returning home.  Back to my old life.  Back to my old body.   
 
    And predictably, there was a part of me that didn’t want to go.  I liked being a sissy.  Sure, it was a little degrading, being passed around between the more dominant passengers and following Marsha’s every whim.  But plenty of pleasure came along with it.   
 
    As for Marsha, I could tell that she was eager to get home and get back to her old self.  As if to confirm this, she said, “I like being dominant and muscular and all that, but there’s something to be said for girlhood, you know?  What am I saying?  Of course you know.  You’ve figured that out yourself, haven’t you?” 
 
    I definitely had.   
 
    But on the other hand, I’d been perfectly happy as a man, too.  Hadn’t I?  Before we’d started to experiment with roleplaying, Marsha and I had enjoyed a perfectly content life.  Sure, we’d gone down a bit of a side road when we decided to explore her fetish, but that didn’t mean we weren’t happy before.  So, going back to that held its own draw.   
 
    Not that there was much of a choice, of course.  The changes we had undergone were temporary.  Soon after we got back to the real world, everything would revert to normal.  We’d go back to living our normal lives, and we’d have to be content with the memories we had created on this wonderful cruise.   
 
    Or that was how it was supposed to go, at least.   
 
    On the day before we were supposed to dock, there was a knock at our door.  Marsha opened it, revealing a tall man in a white coat.  He said, “My name is Dr. Chase, and I need to speak with your husband.  May I come in?”  
 
    Marsha hesitated for only a moment before she let the man inside.  When the door shut behind him, it came with a sense of finality, the origin of which I couldn’t really place.  All I knew was that things suddenly seemed more real than they had only moments before.   
 
    “Would you like to put some clothes on?” the man asked. 
 
    I had gotten so used to nudity that I hadn’t even realized that I was naked.  I nodded, and Marsha and I disappeared into the bedroom to don matching robes.  Hers was a lot tighter across the shoulders than mine.  When we returned, the doctor was still standing in the center of the room, seemingly unperturbed by our recent nakedness.   
 
    “What’s this about, doc?” asked Marsha. 
 
    “This…this is about Rose,” he said.  “And about what’s going to happen when we reach the city.” 
 
    “Uh…w-what’s that supposed to mean?” I asked. 
 
    “There were unforeseen complications with your transformation that didn’t present themselves until well after the ship was underway,” the man explained.  “Over the last twelve weeks, we have spent a considerable amount of time and money trying to understand and rectify these issues.  However, our efforts have been for naught.  I am sorry to say that you will not be changing back.” 
 
    It took a moment for the words to hit me, but when they did, I felt a simultaneous sense of relief, and an overwhelming wave of terror.  I was stuck?  I wouldn’t go back to being a normal man?  I couldn’t speak.  But thankfully, Marsha had no such issues. 
 
    “What the hell is that supposed to mean, bro?” she demanded.  “He can’t go back?  You mean he’s going to be a sissy for the rest of his life?  Your company said this was temporary!”  
 
    “I understand your concern,” the doctor said.  “This is a one-in-a-million occurrence, prompted by a very peculiar genetic defect that only presented itself when it came into contact with our manipulation.  It was entirely unpredictable.” 
 
    “But it still happened,” she pointed out.  “And it’s your responsibility to fix it.” 
 
    “I assure you, we’ve been trying to do just that,” he said.  “For weeks, it has been the soul focus of our research and development team, and we have come up with nothing.  As far as our research tells us, your husband’s transformation is permanent.” 
 
    “What about just…you know…doing whatever you did to Marsha on me?” I asked.  When she’d gone in, Marsha had been muscular, for a woman, but when she came out, she had the physique of an amazon.  It only stood to reason that if they did the same to me, I’d regain at least some of my masculinity.   
 
    “It won’t work,” he said.  “Your body will reject the process, and you will likely die.” 
 
    “What the absolute fuck?” Marsha said, gaping.  “You can’t be serious, man.”  
 
    “I assure you that I am perfectly serious,” he said.  “But because the company is at fault, you will be meeting with a team of lawyers to sort out a compensation package.  I can’t say much, but what I can tell you is that it will be generous enough that you won’t have to work another day in your lives.” 
 
    “And that’s supposed to make up for this?” Marsha asked. 
 
    The man maintained his stoic expression, saying, “I don’t know.”  Then, he handed us a folder, which he said contained all the information they had.  It also contained instructions about what we were supposed to do when we made port.  Finally, he apologized again on behalf of the country and took his leave.   
 
    When he was gone, Marsha said, “I…I don’t know…I don’t know what to say,” she said, sounding more like her old self than she had in the three months we’d been on the ship.  “I’m sorry, Rose.  Or Ross.  I don’t…I’m so confused right now.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” I said. 
 
    “Isn’t it, though?  I pushed for this,” she said.  “I practically dragged you onto this fucking boat.  You didn’t even want to come.” 
 
    “I…I know, but…you couldn’t have predicted this would happen, right?” I said.  “It’s…it’s just a freak accident.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    I shook my head.  “I don’t know,” I admitted.  “But right now, there’s not much we can do.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day, we arrived at the cruise terminal, and we were immediately transported back to the facility where we’d been transformed.  However, as all the other passengers were escorted to the area where they’d stay until the transformations reversed themselves, Marsha and I were taken to a different part of the facility.  This one was manned by administrators and lawyers, and we soon found ourselves in a conference room across from a trio of attorneys.  Thankfully, we had representation of our own, which Marsha had taken the liberty of arranging while we were still making our way ashore.   
 
    My mind wandered during the negotiation, but there was a good deal of shouting.  Some harsh words exchanged.  Marsha’s cursing.  That sort of thing.  But in the end, the doctor’s prediction proved accurate, and we signed an agreement that meant we’d be able to afford a very wealthy lifestyle for the rest of our lives.  In addition, I’d get free medical care in exchange for letting them study me once a month.  It seemed a fair deal, and our lawyer agreed, so we signed off on the agreement without further delay. 
 
    The next few days found Marsha and me confined to one of the nicer rooms in the dormitory as she underwent the transformation back to her old self.  It was striking to see her muscles shrink, day by day, until she regained her old form.  She was still muscular, but in a feminine way.  And soon after, the chips dissolved, letting us resume our old personalities.   
 
    I still remembered how I’d acted on the cruise, and I knew that my submissiveness had been the product of the chip’s influence.  However, when I thought about it, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of contentment.  It was what I had needed at the time, and it would prove incredibly valuable as a bridge to my new life.   
 
    Just before we were scheduled for release, Marsha and I were lying in bed next to one another, and she asked, “So, what are you going to do?”  
 
    “In regards to what?”  
 
    “Everything,” was her response.  “Are you going to keep working?  You don’t have to, you know.  And are you going to transition into being a girl?  Or do you want to stay a sissy?  I don’t think anybody’s going to believe you’re a man anymore.” 
 
    “I…I think I’d like to keep working,” I said.  “I never did it for the money.  Coding is…relaxing.  And as far as my gender, I haven’t decided yet.  Would you be okay being in a lesbian relationship?  I know you’re bisexual, but…” 
 
    “What?  Of course!  I love you!”  
 
    “Then I suppose I’m fine with being a girl,” I said.  “My parents are going to be surprised, though.” 
 
    “They’ll be fine,” she said.  “I know them, and they don’t care if you’re gay, straight, a girl, or a boy.  So long as you’re happy, they’re fine.” 
 
    “Well, that’s reassuring, at least,” I said. “Now, if I could only do something about my stomach being all tied into knots…” 
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    Adjustment 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    There’s a part of me that wanted it to be a difficult transition.  In some ways, it was – especially when I had to participate in a video conference for work, and everyone saw the new me.  No one said anything, but I could feel their judgmental stares.  For all it’s supposed to be a progressive industry, the software development business is chock full of judgmental assholes, and the company I worked for was no different.  I ignored them, though.  Or at least I tried to. 
 
    Soon after we got home, I made an appointment with a plastic surgeon.  I didn’t have body issues the way I was, but I knew that if I wanted to pass for a woman, I needed at least something up top.  So, Marsha and I agreed on small implants that the cosmetic surgeon insisted were appropriate for my body type.  As it turned out, after a couple of weeks of recovery, I ended up with a pair of perky B-Cups that, despite not really wanting to live my life as a woman, I was really proud of.   
 
    Luckily, I didn’t need anything other adjustments, and I’d chosen not to go for the full vaginoplasty.  It just seemed unnecessary.   
 
    One day, about six weeks after we’d returned home, Marsha and I were sitting next to one another and watching some teen drama on Netflix when she asked, “Do you think we can be happy like this?”  
 
    Since reverting back to her old self, Marsha seemed far less confident than even before the cruise.  I knew that she was having a hard time with everything.  Not because she didn’t love me or because she didn’t want to be with me, but rather because she felt guilty about pushing me into going on the cruise in the first place.  If she hadn’t, I wouldn’t have been suck as a woman. 
 
    “I am happy,” I said.  And I meant it, too.  Sure, there were plenty of times when I found myself wishing I could go back to my old life.  I was comfortable as a man.  But I liked being a girl, too.  For one, the sex was amazing, aided in no small part by the changes I’d undergone.  But I also enjoyed the wide variety of clothes as well as the attention I got when we went out.  I wasn’t sure about resuming my bisexuality – my nonchalance about having sex with men seemed to have been a product of the chip in my brain, so when it dissolved, my old sexuality asserted its control – but I still liked when men noticed me.  I knew that if the opportunity ever presented itself, and Marsha was okay with it, I wouldn’t hesitate to revisit some of my exploits.   
 
    “Are you, really?” she asked.  “I feel like everything’s my fault, and I…I don’t know.  It’s like I took your life away from you.” 
 
    “That’s not the case,” I insisted.  “I’m happy, Marsha.  Even if I wasn’t, I would never blame you.  I chose to go on that cruise.  You didn’t make me.” 
 
    “But –” 
 
    “I can take responsibility for my own decisions,” I stated.  “Don’t try to take that from me.  I know it comes from a good place, but it just robs me of my agency.  I chose to go.  Me.  Not you.  And what happened was the result of my decision.  That’s it.  There’s no blame to go around.” 
 
    I didn’t even blame the cruise company.  They had no way of knowing it would happen, at least as far as I understood things.  It was just an accident.  It was no one’s fault. 
 
    “And so long as we have each other, we’ll be fine,” I said.  “We do still have one another, right?” 
 
    “Of course,” Marsha said.  “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too,” I said.  “And in the face of that, nothing can get between us and happiness.” 
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