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		I looked it over again just to be sure, but there it was in front of me in black and white. I threw up my hands and growled in helpless anger. How could this happen? I had saved up since my junior year, when I had decided that DuPont College was the school I wanted to go to. I had the grades, test scores, and extracurricular activities to get in, but not the money.

		I'd done my best to earn money for college. I had been babysitting since I was in junior high, and I was very good at it even if I do say so myself. I was the only one in the neighborhood who could handle the Sellers twins, and the only one that Melissa "Crybaby" Caraway's parents would even think of calling.

		I was firm when I needed to be, comforting when children were frightened or missing their parents, and almost always a lot of fun for the kids. Like most girls, I could play princesses. I could also play football or other "boys' games" if that was called for. I wasn't the type of babysitter who just raided the refrigerator and watched television. I took my job seriously and earned every cent of the $12 per hour that I charged. I worked hard, but it just wasn't enough.

		My family never had a lot of money. My dad's a fireman and my mom's a teacher. They made enough to pay for the basics. They could afford my braces and my overpriced cheerleading uniforms including all the camps fees plus the makeup and hair accessories for competitions. They always put food on the table. We even took an occasional vacation. Still, even with the partial scholarships that I had gotten, private college tuition was just too big of an imposition on our family budget.

		I went away to college with about $2,900 to cover my living expenses for a little over eight months. It wouldn't be easy, but college wasn't about living high on the hog. If I was frugal, I'd even have enough money to have a bit of fun. At least that was the plan. As I sadly reviewed my finances on October 27th, I had less than $200 left, and that had to last me something like one-hundred-eighty days.

		Admittedly, I had wasted some of the money, but a lot of it went to things like text books--necessary expenses beyond my control. This was infuriating because I always liked to be in control!

		My first thought was to budget better, but even if I ate ramen noodles for breakfast lunch and dinner, that would still only leave about $20 for any other expenses. A three ounce packet is thirty-four cents. I checked.

		My second thought was to call my parents, but I just couldn't! That would be like the puppy my parents got me for my tenth birthday. They said it was to teach me responsibility. Embarrassingly, my mom ended up responsible for feeding and walking "Bubba." I'll never forget the look of disappointment on my parents' faces. No, I couldn't let that happen again. Not after telling them that I'd be responsible enough to pay for DuPont. Asking them for money before Christmas was simply out of the question!

		Without other options, I decided that it was time to get back in the babysitting game. Even if I made $45 a week, that would provide some spending money, and if I budgeted wisely it would get me through the semester. I raised my price to the staggering amount of $15 an hour, and went to the local grocery stores where they had bulletin boards for advertising local services. I even spent $20 on a small ad in the alternative newspaper. Then I sat back and waited for a call. Then, I waited some more.

		Getting babysitting jobs in my hometown of Crane Lake, Indiana was easy enough. I was a known commodity. People knew my parents and saw me walking to cheerleading or soccer and knew that I was a responsible girl. At college, I was a stranger and who wants to leave their children alone with a stranger?

		I needed to find somebody desperate for a sitter and do a good job for them. Then, they would tell their friends and it would snowball. The problem was landing that first gig. I had just gotten back from Dr. Simon's Introduction to British Literature class. Just when I was on the verge of another anxiety attack while trying to read Thomas Hardy's The Return of the Native, my when my phone rang.

		"Hi, is this Jaci?" asked the woman's voice on the other end of the line.

		"Yes, this is Jaci," I replied in my formal businesswoman voice.

		"I was just looking at your ad, and I really am in a pinch for a baby sitter."

		"I would be happy to help if I can," I chirped. "When would you need me?"

		"Tonight about seven," she said.

		"I am free tonight. My fee is $15 per hour. How many would I be sitting for?"

		"Only one."

		"And how old?" I asked.

		"He's thirty-eight," she replied.

		"Excuse me?" I replied after a stunned pause.

		"It's not for a child, it's my husband."

		"Is he disabled or something? I have no nursing training."

		"No, he's fine. I just have a date tonight and I don't want to leave him home alone."

		"I'm sorry," I said trying to remain professional despite my shock. "I don't think I'm what you're looking for."

		"I'll double your rate."

		"I don't know you and...this just seems strange. I'm sorry," I replied, though to be honest I was more creeped out than sorry.

		"I'll triple your rate...actually, no I'll pay you $50 per hour for six hours. That's $300," she pleaded.

		"I don't understand," I said. "If you're married, why are you going on a date?"

		"My husband doesn't satisfy me...not that way anyway. He's my best friend, a great breadwinner. I'm lucky to have him, but he's hung like a tadpole. We talked it over and we decided that I should get my sexual needs met elsewhere."

		I was glad that she couldn't see me over the phone. I wasn't exactly a virgin, but at eighteen I was definitely virginal. I was naive about sexual matters, and had never heard of hot wives or open marriage. I felt insulted, and stuttered in surprise, "I'm not a...not a...prostitute."

		"Oh no, it's nothing like that," she reassured me.

		"Well...what would I have to do?" Damn I needed the money, and if I didn't have to do anything gross....

		"Just like normal baby sitting. If you could keep him company during my date, that would be all I'd need from you."

		"I guess I could do it," I said.

		"Oh, you're a lifesaver. I'll see you at seven. The address is 3841 Kingsfield Road."

		It's amazing what we'll do for money. I didn't feel at all comfortable. My imagination ran wild. What if it was just some ruse to lure me into their home so they could lock me away in their sex dungeon? It all seemed so...weird!

		I told my best friend Angie what I was considering. She thought I was crazy for even thinking of doing it. I told her that I'd call her when I got there, and every hour after that. She insisted on loaning me her tiny can of mace for my key ring. With her reluctant OK, I decided to do it. $50 per hour was just too good to pass up even if it was risky.

		The house was a pleasant prairie-style building on a quiet tree-lined street. Two kids on bikes rode past as I exited my car, and they even smiled at me. Even with that friendly reception, I held the mace firmly in my hand as I walked up the pathway to the front door. Nervously, I rang the doorbell. In moments, an attractive woman in her early thirties greeted me. She had raven black hair in a chin length bob, and was dressed in a form fitting black dress that ended a good three inches above her knees. She was stunning and a few inches taller than me in her five inch spiked heels. She smelled great, although I couldn't place that particular perfume.

		"Hi, you must be Jaci. I'm Elizabeth Trauer. My husband David is in the back room," she said opening the front door enthusiastically. "You're a lifesaver."

		"Thanks, but I still don't understand what I'm doing."

		"Like I said over the phone, he agreed to this. I wouldn't sleep around behind my husband's back. In some ways, I think the idea of me with another man even turns him on, but it's not easy for a man the first time he's cuckolded."

		"What does that mean?"

		"Cuckolding is when a woman is married to one man and sleeps with another one."

		"Isn't that just cheating?"

		"No, when a man is cuckolded, he knows what his wife is doing."

		"I guess if he approves, it's not really cheating." This was all new and confusing.

		"Exactly," she said taking a deep breath. "Come on out David. I want you to meet your sitter."

		David was not an ugly man. In fact, they looked like a very attractive couple together even if he was a little shorter than her with those towering heels. David was wearing a red polo and a pair of khaki pants.

		Something didn't look right though, and I couldn't figure it out at first. Then I noticed that David's hands were kept behind his back and it hit me just as Elizabeth explained, "I handcuffed him because I wasn't sure how you'd feel about being in a strange house with a grown man. I wanted you to know he's no threat."

		My mouth fell open as David introduced himself.

		"Hi Jaci," he said timidly. "I'm glad to meet you."

		"I'm glad to meet you to David. We're going to have a lot of fun together," I said automatically, before I realized that my customary babysitter greeting had a whole different connotation here.

		"I'm sure you will," replied Mrs. Trauer handing me the handcuff keys. Mr. Trauer looked at me expectantly as I placed the keys in the front pocket of my jeans.

		"Craig, my date, should be here shortly. Would you mind taking David into the television room?" asked Mrs. Trauer. "I don't want to have any awkward situations or have Craig think there's any competition."

		"No trouble at all," I replied. I could see Mr. Trauer looking up at his wife with melancholy puppy dog eyes, reminding me of my Beagle "Bubba" at home.

		David didn't complain as I led him into the backroom. We sat down on opposite ends of the couch, with me closer to the living room and him further away. One real advantage of having him handcuffed was that I didn't have to share the remote control. I found a show that I wanted to watch. He really wasn't paying attention to the television anyway. He was preoccupied with other things.

		I heard the doorbell ring and saw Elizabeth open the door for a tall, well-tanned man. This was Craig, I gathered. He had great hair and a strong jaw. He looked like a million dollars in his Armani suit. Alpha Craig was such a contrast to David: a humiliated and huddled mess handcuffed on the couch next to me.

		I watched Craig escort Elizabeth out to the car. She was laughing loudly without a care in the world as tears rolled down David's cheeks. After about five minutes, I used the keys to release him from the handcuffs.

		"I think I can I trust you, now," I said.

		"Thanks," he said rubbing the circulation back into his wrists.

		"I don't know why I did this," he said. "I'm going to be jealous and miserable the entire night."

		"I take it you don't really satisfy your wife in the bedroom anymore," I said. "Did you ever?"

		"Sure, I mean when we were first married I suppose," he replied. "I mean she never complained or anything.... No, I guess not," he finished miserably.

		"But she still loves you David," I said. "If she didn't, she'd divorce you."

		"I should have put my foot down and not allowed her to sleep with another guy."

		"Maybe, but it seems to me that you're giving her a wonderful gift. You're letting her be happy and she's being honest with you instead of running around behind your back. You two are very lucky to have each other."

		"I suppose. That's how I thought about it at first, anyway."

		"So, watch some television with me and we'll take our minds off of the situation. If you don't dwell on it, it'll be a lot easier," I reassured him.

		"Okay, but can I have the remote?" he asked.

		"The cuffs can go back on," I smiled in answer.

		And just like that, things loosened up. I spent the evening with this demoralized and frightened man, making him feel as good about his wife sleeping around on him as I could. It was a lot like babysitting a momma's boy, getting his mind off his separation anxiety. I could get used to this!

		There was a lot I needed to learn about this lifestyle, but the money was good and the work was even easier than babysitting. I even made David a root beer float. I usually made snacks for the kids I watched so I didn't see this as particularly different. He finally went to bed shortly after eleven, but I waited up until almost two when Mrs. Trauer came home.

		"Thank you so much, Jaci. I promised you $300, but I was forty-five minutes late and you did a great job, so I'm going to make it an even $500."

		"Wow, Mrs. Trauer!" I exclaimed. "That's way too much."

		"Please! Call me Elizabeth, and you have no idea how great it felt to be fucked by a man with a big cock who knew how to use it. Believe me Jaci, I'm going to be telling all my friends about you. You really helped me out."

		"Was it really that good?"

		"I haven't had sex like that since college. I feel like a new woman."

		"David has been sleeping peacefully since eleven," I said.

		"Great," she smiled. "I'll make it up to him tomorrow."

		"Good," I replied. "He seems like a sweet guy."

		"He is," she told me. "He's just not much of a lover."

		"I'll watch him anytime you need me," I said, "but I better get going. It's getting late."

		

		***

		

		I had more than enough to pay my bills after that night. For a broke college student, $500 was amazing for one night's work. I even was able to buy a few things for myself. Over the next couple of weeks, I took two regular babysitting jobs and made $72, but I also had a four year old throw up on my favorite sweater, which made the whole thing a wash.

		I was more than thrilled when Elizabeth called me again. I picked up my cell almost giddy with excitement.

		"Hi Elizabeth," I said. "How are things with David?"

		"They're going very well, Jaci. That's actually why I haven't called you. He's accepted things and he really doesn't need a sitter anymore."

		"Well...that's great," I said a bit disappointed. "I hope you two are very happy."

		"Well, we are, but my friend Rhonda isn't. I told her about the great job you did for me and she wants your help if you're interested."

		"Honestly, David was about the easiest sitting I ever had, and the money was more than I'd make in ten jobs."

		"Well slow down," she warned me. "The money is still going to be the same, but her husband is not happy about things. He's only letting her date because it's this or divorce. The poor fool thinks he's still in charge."

		"That does sound a lot more difficult," I hesitated. "David was a sweetie, this is a little different."

		"Well, if Rhonda leaves him, he'll lose everything. He has a good incentive to listen to you."

		"Okay, that makes it sound more reasonable. Tell her I'll do it. I just need to know what time and what place." I was still concerned, but eager to cash in again.

		

		***

		

		Rhonda called me the night before she needed me. She promised me that her husband would be on his best behavior with me, but also said he could be quite boorish. She described him as suffering from "little man's syndrome." I knew the type. She wanted him to lose the alpha male attitude since he was hardly that anymore, but mostly she wanted me to watch him so he wouldn't trash the place while she was gone. Also, she needed me to make him sleep in the guest bedroom that night, so he wouldn't make her lover feel uncomfortable.

		When I arrived at Rhonda and Curt Taylor's home, I was surprised. I knew they were quite wealthy from my conversation with Elizabeth, but the Taylors themselves surprised me. They were a young couple. Mr. Taylor couldn't have been thirty and I doubted Rhonda was much older than 25.

		Rhonda was definitely dressed to impress in a short, tight blue halter dress that exposed her long perfectly shapely legs. Kurt was dressed in a teal polo shirt with tight jeans and a scowl on his face. I could see what she meant by "little man." He was 5'4" and very slim, hardly the alpha he thought he was.

		

		"Hi Rhonda, we talked on the phone. I'm Jaci," I smiled extending my hand to the grumpy beta male, "And you must be Curt."

		"I'm not ten, Jaci. I'm going along with this because I love my wife, but this whole idea of getting me a babysitter is ludicrous."

		"I can see how you might feel that way, but I hope we can be friends anyway," I told him. I knew he thought he was too old for a sitter, and of course he was. His attitude reminded me of the most petulant brats that I ever had the misfortune of watching, and I surely wouldn't be letting him get away with that.

		"Well, I need to get going. You had better behave yourself, Curt. If I get a bad report from Jaci, you're going to come back from your golf game tomorrow to find all of your stuff laying out on the front lawn," warned Rhonda.

		"Just--stay out of my way," demanded Curt as Rhonda pulled out of the driveway in her Miata. I decided that was probably a good idea, so I sat down on the couch and put on the television. Curt was throwing a tantrum in the way that I have seen many children do it. He was stomping around the house and fixing things, as if the most important thing to do right now was to unstick the front closet door. I wouldn't have minded accept that he was so loud about it.

		"I'd like to see Malcolm take care of this," I heard him mumble. I assumed Malcolm must be who his wife was seeing tonight.

		When he finished with the door, he stared hammering loose floor boards. I don't know if it was deliberate, but he was making it ridiculously hard for me to watch TV. Maybe I should have just let him pound and sulk, but I didn't. Instead I called out to him in the other room, "Can't you find something quiet to do?"

		"What? You are a guest in my house!" he bellowed.

		"No, I'm an employee and it seems to me that it's your wife's house, or am I wrong about that?" I replied rhetorically.

		"You've got a really smart mouth. What are you eighteen?" he asked.

		"Old enough to know when a man is overcompensating because he's feeling emasculated by his wife sleeping with Malcolm," I replied feeling grateful for the psychology class I was taking.

		"If you were my sister, I'd put you over my knee."

		"But I'm not; instead I'm the only thing keeping you from losing this comfy little life here. So don't piss me off," I warned.

		"What--" he actually looked like he was going to hit me before he stopped in his tracks not sure how to proceed. I really didn't know what to do either, but then I thought back to my babysitting days and how I kept children occupied back then.

		"We're going to your bedroom," I ordered.

		"What! I'm not going to--"

		"Now," I said, "march."

		"This is my home."

		"No, it's Rhonda's. And I'm in charge," I corrected. "Now, get your ass into your bedroom."

		I was a little surprised to see his shoulders slump and his eyes gaze shift downward submissively as he shuffled off towards the bedrooms. Here I was ten years his junior, and I was the one in control. I hopped up excitedly, but by the time we had reached his bedroom, he had already begun to have second thoughts.

		"Look, this is ridiculous." he complained turning around to face me. He put his hands on my shoulders and said, "I'm just going to go to bed. Go watch television. I won't give Rhonda any trouble when she gets back."

		"Get your hands off me!" I snapped slapping him with all my might across his left check, and then backhanding him in the right cheek. Tears were welling up in his eyes and his cheeks now burned a bright crimson color. He grabbed my wrists tightly in his hands. Unfortunately for him, this left his balls for open for a knee, and I drove mine right into his exposed nuts. He dropped to his knees and I stepped back away from him saying, "I told you not to touch me. Now get up you big baby."

		I don't know what had gotten into me, but if Rhonda wanted him humbled and not feeling like a rival to her bull, I could do that. I just needed to play one of my old baby sitter's games. Still wincing from my kneed he climbed to his feet. "Don't do that."

		"Strip," I demanded.

		"What? Are you insane?" he asked.

		"No, I'm in control," I replied. "Now do what I said and strip."

		Reluctantly, looking just like so many of the children I babysat when I told them it was bed or bath time, this grown man was giving in and doing as I told him. When he got down to just his boxer shorts he stopped, but I motioned with my finger and he stepped out of them too.

		"How does that make you feel?" I asked.

		"Vulnerable," he replied.

		"Well, you're right," I said. "You are extremely vulnerable right now. I could bring you to tears in seconds, but instead we're going to play one of my all-time favorite babysitting games."

		"What game?"

		Reaching into his wife's dresser I found her panties. Selecting a cute little baby blue lace bikini cut pair, I tossed them to him. "Don't mind what game, cover that thing up."

		"This is ridiculous," he whined. "I can't put on Rhonda's panties."

		"As ridiculous as having her throw you out?" I asked. He looked at the panties anxiously, as if worried that they might explode. After I folded my arms and scowled at him, he finally stepped into them and pulled them up his legs. I smacked him in the butt and gave him a low whistle.

		"I feel so stupid,"

		"Well, let's do something about that," I said leading him to the bathroom. I sat him down on the bathtub and handed him his wife's shaving cream and razor. "I think legs, chest, and underarms is enough for now. Get to it."

		"What? You want me to shave my body? I'll be a laughing stock at the gym."

		"Not my problem. Get to work. When you're done, come back to the bedroom," I instructed.

		"This is not what Rhonda wanted you to do," he said.

		"You just let me worry about it!" I snapped. "If you keep questioning every order that I give you, I'm going to make you regret it!" I replied, then returned to the bedroom.

		Twenty minutes later, he entered the bedroom looking much smoother. I gave him a once over and, while it wasn't perfect, it was good enough for my purposes. "Hey, I found the matching bra," I said tossing it to him. He started to say something, but a cross look from me shut him up.

		"I can take one of these off no problem, but I can't get it on, "he whined as he fumbled with the bra. I advanced toward him and easily clasped it behind his back.

		"I think you'll like the feeling of pulling a silky pair of stockings up those sexy smooth legs," I said.

		"Why are you doing this?"

		"It's all part of the service, Princess. Now let's find you a pretty dress to wear. You are lucky that you're close to Rhonda's size, you know," I said.

		"Yeah, real lucky," he muttered. I giggled to myself.

		"Well, since we went with blue underwear and this dress would be adorable on you, let's go with blue," I said. "After all, blue is for boys."

		I held out a blue sequined dress with a deep plunging neckline. It was very short, only reaching five inches above Curt's knees. I had him step into the dress and I zipped up this back. Even though I purposely chose a particularly stretchy dress, it was still a bit tight on him.

		"I feel ridiculous," he grumbled upon seeing his reflection in the bedroom mirror.

		"I know," I said cheerfully. "It's because you don't have any shoes for that dress."

		I looked in Rhonda's closet, but was disappointed to find that her feet weren't very big. I pulled out a pair of black sandals with an open toe that I thought he might be able to squeeze his feet into.

		"I can't wear those," he said. "I'll break my neck."

		"What size shoe do you wear big guy?"

		"A size 8," he replied.

		"Hmm, I guess it is true about a guy's feet...." I let my voice trail off and grinned at his reddening face. "These are going to be a bit small I think, but every girl has had to squeeze into a tight pair at least once. Sit on the bed and I'll help you."

		Gracelessly, Curt plopped himself down on his bed. I squeezed his feet into each shoe, and attached the straps around his ankles. He winced, but I don't imagine he knew how heels should fit. His heel spilled over the end of the shoe, but it was close enough for my purposes.

		"These really are uncomfortable," he said as I attached the second shoe.

		"Being a woman is a pain sometimes. You'll learn to deal with it, cupcake" I said. "Now let's get you made up."

		"Fine," he sighed.

		I'm no makeup pro. I can make myself look good enough. Up until this point, though, I had never put makeup on a guy. It was an interesting challenge, hiding away the masculine features while bringing out the feminine ones. I was closely watching Curt's face and trying to work with what was already a pretty feminine canvas when I noticed something that I hadn't seen before--fear. Here was a grown man and just as I held his chin in my hand, I held his future. The rush of power I felt was both electric and addicting--like nothing I had ever felt before.

		My back arched and I licked my lips. Now, we were clearly predator and prey. He knew it and so did I. I was actually getting excited and aroused by the power that I felt. I swallowed hard and asked my little bitch, "So, does your wife have a wig?"

		"I think so. She was Alice in Wonderland a few Halloweens back," he replied his voice scratchy and weak.

		"Well, let's find that wig so you can go down the rabbit hole, Alice," I teased. Sure enough, I found the straight long blonde wig and placed it on his head, then brushed the faux hair until it was detangled, straight, and shiny. "Now that you look the part of a pretty girl, you need to get to work. You can start cleaning the bathrooms and I warn you, do not disappoint me."

		"Ok, fine," he replied glumly.

		"No, do not dare sulk to me Alice. I want a big smile and girlish enthusiasm."

		"Sure, I'm happy to clean the bathrooms," he muttered with a mix of sarcasm, fear, and feigned eagerness.

		"I'm happy to clean the bathrooms Mistress Jaci," I snapped slapping him at half strength. "Geez, you're a slow witted bimbo."

		"I'm sorry Mistress Jaci. I'll do a great job on the bathroom for you."

		"See that you do, Alice. See that you do."

		As the former Curt--now pretty little Alice--went to clean the bathrooms, I returned to the living room to relax and watch television. I began to think of things that I could make Alice do to show my dominance over her.

		I texted my friend Nicole about it and she insisted that I share pictures or it didn't happen. When I sent her pictures of Alice on her knees scrubbing the bathroom floor in her sequined gown, Nicole still couldn't believe it. I laughed to myself and again enjoyed feeling powerful. My hand slid into my pants and I was already soaking wet when my phone rang.

		"Hi Jaci, I hope Curt isn't giving you too much trouble," said Rhonda.

		"Not at all Ms. Taylor," I replied. "He's been a doll."

		"Really? I'm shocked. I'd love to know how you accomplished that."

		"You'll have to see it to believe it," I giggled.

		"Well, I called because unfortunately I'll be home much earlier than I expected. Malcolm's apartment has no heat tonight and it seems like all the half-decent hotels are booked," she explained.

		"Why not have Malcolm here?" I asked.

		"Curt would hit the roof. He may let me go out and have my fun, but there is no way he's going to let me bring a man home."

		"Just leave that to me. I promise that there won't be a problem."

		"Are you sure?" she asked. "I don't really want a scene there."

		"There won't be one. I promise Alice will accept this."

		"Alice?"

		"I'll catch you up on it later."

		"Okay Jaci, I trust you. I'll see you in about an hour."

		"That's perfect Rhonda. I'll see you when you get here."

		

		***

		

		Alice wasn't happy about it, but in addition to tidying up, I had her help me turn the master bedroom into a little love nest. She changed the sheets on the bed and filled the room with small candles that were lit to help enhance the mood. I really wished we'd had some rose petals, but alas you can't have everything.

		Like a dutiful little maid, Alice laid out Rhonda's sexiest negligee on the bed. This had to be hard on him, but he wasn't tearing up or anything. In fact, he had stopped questioning my authority over him. I took this as progress.

		"I know this is tough on you Alice, but you've been so good," I said.

		"She's really bringing him back?" he asked in disbelief.

		"I'm afraid so," I nodded sympathetically. "It has to happen so I want you to try really hard to accept it."

		"Okay, I'll do what I can, but I'm not happy," he sighed.

		"I know, but your happiness isn't what matters here," I said. "They should be back any moment. I want you to kneel at the door and wait for them."

		He took his place and waited submissively as I sat back on the couch to watch. Fortunately, Rhonda didn't keep him waiting very long. She entered the house with Malcolm arm in arm, and she was totally floored to see her husband completely feminized and on his knees waiting for her. Malcolm was a handsome African-American man who looked great in his Italian suit. I could see why Rhonda wanted him inside her. He paid little attention to the comical girly-man who meekly took his coat.

		"I can't believe it, Jaci. What did you do?" asked Rhonda.

		"I just helped him find his inner sissy cuckold," I said proudly. "I think you'll find that Alice has laid out the bedroom to your liking. He'll be sleeping in the guest room tonight."

		Her eyes wide, the triumphant wife gushed with gratitude, "I know we discussed moving Curt...Alice...to the guest room, but I never thought you'd get it done so soon!"

		"I know Rhonda is paying you for this, Jaci, but I hope you'll accept this tip for a job very well done," said Malcolm handing me a $100 bill.

		"With pleasure," I said gleefully.

		"Would you mind if I used Alice before I leave?" I asked.

		"Used?" asked Rhonda.

		"Oh just her mouth," I said.

		"I suppose," said Rhonda, "but he...she...hates it and is pretty terrible at it."

		"I bet if I teach her how to do it properly, she'd learn to enjoy it," I said.

		"Knock yourself out. There's no reason we should have all the fun," said Rhonda giggling as Malcolm swept her off to the master bedroom. The look on her face said all I needed to know about the night ahead for her.

		"Okay, you've done great so far, but your night isn't done yet Missy," I said. Spying a roll of duct tape on the coffee table, I had Alice turn around and used the tape to strap her hands behind her. "Now, on your knees. It's time for you to learn a new skill."

		"Yes, Mistress Jaci," she said timidly.

		I pulled down my jeans and my panties and instructed her to use her mouth to pleasure me. I was already soaking wet from the power I was feeling and, despite Rhonda being right about lack of skill, it didn't take much to bring me over the edge. Alice also proved to be a very receptive student to my coaching and definitely improved as he pleasured me.

		As I sat back comfortably on the plush couch being licked to orgasm after wonderful orgasm by the sissified man kneeling at my feet, I could hear the moans of ecstasy coming from the bedroom. From the sound of the bedsprings creaking, Malcolm was drilling Rhonda hard. She wasn't holding anything back either, crying out loudly and passionately. I could only imagine what thoughts must be going through Alice's mind. He could obviously hear his own wife making love to a man in a way that he could never even hope to. Whatever happened the rest of the night, things would never be the same.

		When I was finally sated, I took my panties and cleaned myself with them until the panties felt like a soaked washcloth. I balled them up in my hand and told Alice, "I need to be running along. Open up your mouth."

		As she complied I shoved the panties inside and taped them securely so that she couldn't spit them out. I led her to her new bedroom, had her lay on the bed and threw a blanket over her. The guest bedroom was right next to the master bedroom and if anything the sounds of Rhonda and Malcolm fucking were even louder in here. I kissed her on the forehead and said, "I hope I can sit you again, Alice, I bet we could have a lot more fun."

		I left the house knowing that I had found a new calling. I learned in my Introduction to Business class that they key to any start up is to find an underserved niche and I knew I had found one. Cuckysitting would be a very rewarding occupation, and I was just the girl to do it.

		

		The End
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		KYLIE'S BOUDOIR

		

		I would like to invite all my readers to check out Kylie's Boudoir (http://kyliegable.blogspot.com/). This is my place to communicate with readers and let them know my thoughts on feminization and female domination as well as give details on upcoming projects. I'd especially love to get more comments from readers. Thanks for reading.

		Love,

		Kylie

		

		Twitter - @KylieGable

		Email - KylieGable@Yahoo.com

		Facebook - Kylie Gable
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Please consider joining my Patreon Page.
For as little as $1 per month, you get access
to artwork, audios, and stories as well as
behind the scenes news and stories. If you
enjoy my books, this is a great way to sup-
port me and the other Candy Apple Press
authors while getting plenty of fun content for
your support.

https://www.patreon.com/KylieGable





OEBPS/Images/image-SKWLJR5C.jpg
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If you enjoy stories by myself, Mindi
Harris, and Claudia Acosta, why not have
us write your fantasy for you. We are all
capable of writing steamy erotic fantasies
and | think you’ll find our rates more than
fair, especially if we can use it in one of
our published stories. Contact
KylieGable@yahoo.com for rates and
details.
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Get a Free Copy of The
Operator by Kylie Gable

If you enjoyed this forced feminization
story, you'll love The Operator, which
tells the story of a lonely businessman
who gets more than he bargained for
when he calls a phone sex operator
with a story about an imaginary mis-
tress.

It's a story of forced feminization and

finding love where you least expect it
and it's yours free at

www.kyliegable.com.





