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“There can only be one cock in this marriage; whose is it going to be?”

Jim lay there in the darkness listening to Susan as he stared up into nothing. There was an edge of anger in her voice that hadn't been there before he confessed his secret. She sounded like she was on the edge of violent emotion something she'd never shown in all their years of marriage. Even all the nights he failed to get it up or spurted (into or onto her) long before she even got close to cumming. The worst he'd ever heard was her choking back her disappointment.

He should never have told her he wanted to be pegged.

-----

They'd planned for this night for days. Juggled their jobs and schedules to make certain they both would be well rested and relaxed for a long night of love making. It had been over a year since they had had time for anything more than perfunctory fucking. It was never enjoyable for her and rarely satisfying for him despite his orgasms.

When the moment came, Jim couldn't. No matter how much he willed himself to grow, no matter how far Susan took his flaccid cock into her mouth, no matter how expertly she rolled her tongue over his balls, he was unable to get it up.

The look of disappointment on Susan's face when it became obvious that her special night was going to end the same way all of the others did made James feel guilty. He loved her. He was her husband. It was his responsibility to make sure that her needs were met. He was obviously a failure in that department.

Susan had rolled off of him and turned the light out.

“I've avoided saying anything about this cause I didn't want to hurt your feelings, but I can't keep going on like this is, ok.” Susan said. “We need to have a serious talk.”

“Ok.” As guilty as he felt he'd agree to anything. Talking seemed better than fighting. It helped that he couldn't see her face.

“Do you jerk off?” Susan asked.

“What?”

“I'm not saying it's bad, I just want to know if you do.”

“Sometimes.” It was a lie, he jerked off every day.

“Do you have the same … problems?”

“… no.”

“Do you use porn?”

“Sometimes.” He always used porn.

“And seeing those other women gets you excited?”

Jim could hear Susan's heartbreaking as she spoke the words.

“It's not … no. It's not that kind of porn.”

“Are you gay?” Susan almost sounded relieved. “Are you stroking off to dudes?”

“No. It's not that kind of porn either.”

“Then what kind of porn is it, James?”

He knew he was in trouble when she called him that.

“It's not pictures. Usually. Or videos. It's stories. I masturbate to stories.”

“Sex stories?”

“Some of them.”

“Kinky stories?”

“Yes.”

“Like 50 Shades?”

“Sorta.”

“And these kinky stories get you hard?”

“yes”

“Why don't we try that, then.” Susan shifted in the bed. She couldn't see him in the dark, but she wanted to be facing him for this. “You tell me one of your sexy stories, you get hard, and we can have the kind of night we haven't had in a long long time.”

“I don't know.” He wasn't sure if he could tell her about his fantasies. Wouldn't she think he was even less of a man if she knew that truth?

“In these stories do you relate to the person in charge or the person taking orders?” Susan asked. She snaked a hand under the sheet and placed it on Jim's bare cock.

“ … I'm the one taking orders.” He managed to get out. He didn't know if he'd have answered if she hadn't stunned him by taking his member in hand.

“You get off taking orders from women?” Susan wrapped her hand around his shaft. It wasn't hard, but it wasn't as soft as it had been a minute ago.

“Yes.” he admitted very conscious of her hand on his tender flesh.

“So you're submissive?”

“Yes.”

“My submissive?”

“Yes.”

“Get hard!” Susan barked the order into his ear, her hand never left his dick.

Jim responded. Not as well as Susan had hoped, but the slight throb and twitch she felt was more than she'd managed with an hour of oral stimulation. She was getting somewhere, there just had to be more to this for Jim than just dom/sub games.

“Tell me what the women in those stories make their submissives do.”

Jim froze. There was no way he was going to tell Susan about the things he'd fantasized about. It was bad enough that he'd confessed to being a sub. She'd already questioned his orientation, would she understand all the rest.

“Tell me, James.”

Susan tightened her grip on his manhood. She could feel him squirm under her touch, trying to pull himself back and away from her grip, but there was nowhere in the bed for him to escape. He was also very close to being erect.

“The women in the stories make the men do things.”

“What kind of things, James?”

“Girly things, ma'am.”

They both noticed the “ma'am” he added to his last response. To Jim it was an unfortunate slip, another piece of his fantasy coming out in the open in a way he couldn't control. Susan had no idea how much effort Jim was making trying to keep it all hidden, but she could tell that whatever resolve he had was quickly eroding.

“Do they put their boys in dresses, James?” Susan asked. “And makeup? And Victoria's Secrets?”

“Yes.”

“I liked it better when you called me ma'am.” Susan wrapped her fist tight around Jim's member. He was as hard and as large as he ever got.

“Yes, ma'am.”

“What else do the women make the girly boys do?”

“Just … girly things. You know. Make them shave all over. Give them a girl name. Than kinda stuff.”

“You're doing it wrong, Jane.” Susan paused long enough to let his new name sink in. “You're talking about it like it's happening to someone else. When you're sitting there at your computer fapping off to these girly boy stories you're not being that distant, are you? No. In your head you're right there in the action. It's not some random sissy who's getting shaved or spanked, I'm assuming that bad little sissies get spanked, it's you. So drop the pretense and tell me exactly what you want me to do to you.”

He couldn't tell her, could he?

“Tell me,” she squeezed his cock hard enough to be noticed, but not so hard it hurt.

“I want to be pegged.” He said.

“Pegged?” She sounded like she had no idea what he was talking about.

So, with some coaxing from Susan's hand, Jim told her exactly what pegging was and how he fantasized about a powerful woman popping his cherry.

Susan was more than upset, she was downright pissed off.

-----

Jim didn't see much of Susan over the next several days. That wasn't unusual given their radically different work schedules. Most days she'd be coming home after he'd gone to bed, and he'd get up while she was still fast asleep. This time the absence of contact was troubling. At least for Jim. Susan had been so upset when he told her about his fantasies. She seemed fine with the feminization part, but there was something about his desire to be pegged that really set her off. He needed to talk to her, to know that she had calmed down, and to try to explain the reasons why he wanted to be taken that way. Assuming he could explain that to himself. Mostly he wanted to know what she meant about this being a one cock marriage.

All of his worries weren't able to stop him from thinking about the earlier part of that night. After his failure in the bedroom. The thought of Susan's hands on interrogation technique turned him on more than he wanted to admit. Before the night soured she had shown flashes of the strength and dominance he had only dreamed about serving.

A guilty conscience and a busy schedule kept him from acting on those desires for the first two days, but by the third he was too desperate to think about guilt or consequences. Jerking off was lonely and less than satisfying, but it was all he had at the moment. It was all he could do to get through the work day and make it home to his computer fantasies.

Once through the door he barely took the time to kick off his shoes and rip off his tie before he made his way to the ancient desktop computer in his home office. That's where he kept his porn. The feminization/domination fiction that he'd carefully bought and collected ever since he first managed to navigate the internet. Reading on the computer was safer than the few paperback smut novels he managed to find as a young teen. He was much more confident in his ability to hide files on an antiquated computer than hiding books in his house. Sometimes he thought about saving them to his work laptop, but the IT people might find them and he'd be exposed at work. As bad as things had gone with Susan, having people who knew and respected him at work finding out about his sissy fantasies was infinitely worse.

He navigated his way through the labyrinth of folders and files set up to misdirect Susan if she ever decided she needed to use the out of date paperweight that was his desktop. When he double tapped open the final folder he didn't find the dozens of story files he expected, just one Word document titled “Read Me Jane.”

Susan had found his porn stash. His head raced with the thoughts of his wife seeing the titles of some of the more intense stories. There were things in them that may have gotten him excited, but they weren't anything he ever wanted to try in real life. Susan knew that, didn't she? It was one thing to want to be dressed up in women's clothes and be taken from behind by your girlfriend/wife, but there were things in those stories that wouldn't translate so nicely in real life.

Jim double clicked the document praying that this wasn't as bad as it looked.

Jane,

I've confiscated your porn; you won't be needing it anymore. Don't worry I haven't deleted all of your stories, just transferred them to a safe place where I can read them at my leisure. I'm sure they'll make fascinating research for the next stage of our marriage. I have to admit that I'm getting ideas just browsing through titles and subject lines, I can't wait to get to the meat of your fantasies. Chastity. Spanking. Small Penis Humiliation. The list of filth that gets you off is truly staggering. There seems to be an awful lot of “forced” bi in the spank bank of a little sissy who claims to be straight. And I had no idea men could get off to the thought of castration, but I suppose the other night established that you're not much of a man. The other night and every other time you've tried to stick it in me.

I'll know when you read this, Jane. Aren't computers wonderful? Even this old piece of tin. I'll know when you've read this. I'll know if you've seen the orders I'm about to give you and I'll know if you've been obedient. Trust me, you want to be obedient. Unless you fantasize about everyone at your work finding out that you fap off to “Taking It Like A Woman – Bent Over by Barbara.”

You are not going to be jerking off tonight. You can touch yourself as much as you'd like, but if you cum I will know and you will be punished. While we're on the subject of the waste between your legs I'm revoking your standing privileges in the bathroom. From now on you'll just have to sit and pee just like the rest of us girls.

Instead of spanking your monkey you are going to spend your night getting rid of all your body hair. All that manly hair just doesn't suit the real you. You'll find a bag of supplies in the cabinet under the bathroom sink. I was sure to put your girly name on it so you can't miss it.

Be a good girl and clean the tub when you're done.

I know there are some parts you won't be able to reach. Like your back. That's ok. You have 24 hours to set up an appointment at Candy's for waxing, but I want you to take care of the rest tonight. I will call Candy tomorrow to confirm your obedience. I'll inspect you tonight while you sleep to make sure you followed the rest of my orders.

I have one question for you. You will text me the answer. That answer will be one word, either yes or no. Anything else will result in you getting punished based on the number of words you weren't supposed to use.

Do you own any women's clothing or feminine supplies?

If you answer yes then you will put ALL of your girly clothes, makeup, accessories, tampons, whatever on top of your dresser after you've made yourself baby smooth. I will know if you're holding anything back and you'll be punished accordingly.

I'm sure you want to talk to me about what is happening between us. I don't. Do not attempt to contact me in person or electronically (other than your one word answer.) I will speak to you when I am good and ready.

Miss Susan

-----

Hours later he crawled naked into bed as smooth and hairless as he could make himself. The bag Susan left for him read “Property of Jane Fielding.” Jane was the girly name she'd christened him with the other night; Fielding was Susan's maiden name. Did that mean that Susan now saw Jim as her wife? Was it just a joke? So many questions that only Susan had the answers to. Questions he couldn't ask without pissing her even further off.

He texted her the answer. No. It was the truth. He was too paranoid about being caught to dress en femme that often. The last time he had was six months ago when Susan had to go away for the weekend to visit her sister and he threw out his femme things after he'd gotten off with them. That was what crossdressing was for him – all consuming arousal followed by embarrassed destructive guilt.

The call to the salon had been humiliating. The girl who answered the phone sounded like a teenager. She acted very professional when he said he needed to set up an appointment to have his back waxed. Jim supposed that there were a lot of men looking to do a little “manscaping.” As soon as he gave her his name she started to giggle like she was in on some joke at his expense. She pointedly called him Jane. When he tried to correct her she started calling him Miss Fields. He didn't try arguing anymore; it was obvious that even the receptionist at Candy's was in on Susan's plans for him.

It had taken him forever to shave. And he had to shave. Susan's care package hadn't included any chemical depilatories, just pink razors and perfumed shave gel. Jim hadn't done this much hair removal in years, months before he first met Susan. Even then he put up with the smell of Nair to be done with it as quickly as possible. Back then the longer he spent getting ready, the less time he had en femme.

The clean up took nearly as long as the removal. He had to break out the Liquid Plumber twice to deal with all of his man hair going down the drain.

He ate a minimal dinner and went to bed alone and horny.

-----

It was pitch black when Jim was partially awakened by Susan's touch on his silky smooth skin.

“Jane's a good girl.”

She purred in his ear as her hand stroked its way up his hairless legs to cup the hardness in-between. He became hard faster than she had ever seen, even back when they were dating for the first time and he could get it up without fantasy and domination. To her it was like touching his member for the first time. His hairless testicles felt soft and alien, not like a man's balls at all. Even the shaft felt different without the cushion of pubic hair brushing against her hand. If a girl could have a cock and balls, Susan thought, they would feel like these.

His arousal was all the proof she needed that he had obeyed the rest of her orders.

She patted his cock, rolled over, and went to sleep.

-----

Susan was waiting for him at home the night he came back from his waxing five days after his impotent confession. It had been an embarrassing experience being called Miss Fielding and being referred to with feminine pronouns by the beautiful young women who worked at the beauty parlor.

She was dressed casually in a light blouse and black slacks, but there was nothing casual about the stern expression on her face.

“Susan …” he wanted to explain things to her, but was cut off by her sudden order to

“Strip!”

The look on her face told him that she wasn't fooling around and that his obedience wasn't up for discussion. He thought about rebelling, but remembered the files she'd stolen from his computer and the threat of office blackmail. All of this was also having its effect on his member; he found it arousing to be ordered around; obeying only made it feel better.

It took Jim less than a minute to remove everything.

“On your knees.” Susan said once he was naked. She let herself relax a bit. She wasn't sure if he'd follow orders. Knowing that he was obedient was a weight off her shoulders.

Jim dropped to his knees keeping his legs apart. It was a slave position he'd read about in one of the stories Susan had stolen. Susan could see everything and there was precious little he could do to protect his exposed privates. She could kick him in the balls and all he'd be able to do would be fall over in agony.

“I see you've been keeping up on the shaving.” Susan said, her eyes wandering up and down his hairless body. It was one thing to feel the smooth skin, it was another to see him like this. He looked smaller now. Less threatening. Less like a man.

“I thought that's what you wanted, Susan.”

“I don't like you calling me that, Jane. It's too informal. Our roles are in flux right now, but it's important that you remember who's in charge. Do you remember how I signed my last letter to you?”

Jim wracked his brain for several seconds trying to remember. Mistress Susan? No. Goddess? No, not that.

“Miss Susan?” he said without confidence.

“Yes. That's how you'll refer to me from now on.”

Her face had softened from when he walked into the house, but not enough to make Jim think she was anything less than serious.

“I understand … Miss Susan.” Jim only added her name and new title after she gave him a stern look.

“I think I can learn to like the new you, Jane. Or is this the real you?” Susan sipped from her wine glass as Jim knelt there on display. “I've read the stories I found on your computer, Jane. Does that make you nervous?”

“Yes, Miss Susan.”

“You're smarter than you look, pansy.” She took another sip of wine. “Do you know why I'm so upset?”

“No.”

Susan took her time placing her wine glass down on the coffee table. She looked into the red liquid that remained instead of her nude and kneeling husband. Jim had a hard time confessing his fantasy; Susan was having a hard time putting her feelings into words.

“Things haven't been normal for us for a very long time. Maybe they never were. I thought it was the weird hours putting a strain on us. I know it hasn't been easy for me not seeing you for days at a time. I don't think it's been easy for you either. And the sex …

“In my head I kept making excuses for you whenever you couldn't get it up. It was the pressure, or performance anxiety, or … I'd done something wrong. It hurt a little when you admitted you'd been jerking off behind my back. Like you loved your hand more than you loved me. But it's not like I've never played with myself when I got lonely and I know I never stopped loving you. So I just told myself that you were like me, doing what you needed to do.

“Your fantasies sounded fun. At least at first. I've always wanted to play around with those sorts of power games and I know I'd be more comfortable on top. Ordering you around on the bed that night, feeling you swell in my hand was the most exciting thing that's happened to me in a very long time. I was in charge and it felt absolutely amazing. I was this close to straddling you and riding you until I soaked the sheets. And I would have, if you hadn't told me about the pegging.

“Do you know what it's like to really yearn for a good dicking? To want to spread your legs and wrap them around the back of someone as they pound into you over and over again until you cum your brains out. Masturbating takes the edge off, but even using a dildo on yourself isn't the same as having your partner fuck you. That's what I've been longing for for so long – a good slow fuck capped off by a knee-rubbering orgasm.

“And then you tell me that you want me to give you what you haven't been able to give me. Do you have any idea how that makes me feel?”

“I'm sorry.” Jim said.

“Sorry isn't good enough, Jane.”

Susan's use of his girly name had made Jim feel belittled before. Now it was a barrier, a wall between them that Jim knew he'd helped build.

“Are you going to leave me?” He asked.

Susan took her time taking another sip of wine. Both to draw out his suspense and to steady herself for what she was about to say.

“Not if you're willing to make some changes.”

“I'll do anything, Miss Susan.”

“Crawl to my bedroom, lay face up on the bed, and wait for me. I'll be up when I'm ready.”

Jim hadn't expected such a specific followup to his generic offer. And what was that about it being her room? Was the price of his second chance losing access to their shared bedroom? The thoughts whirled in his head until a stern look from Susan reminded him that he'd been given an order.

“Yes, Miss Susan.”

Susan thought he looked ridiculous trotting around naked on all fours, climbing the stairs, and scrambling to the bedroom. She finished her wine in one long gulp and poured herself another glass.

-----

Jim had been laying on the bed for over an hour before he heard Miss Susan moving around in the living room. He hadn't been able to maintain the erection he'd gone up the stairs with; it came and went over the hour as he thought about the situation he was in and questioned where his confession was leading Susan.

He could feel himself start to harden the moment he heard her foot on the stairs. She was barefoot and quiet, but when you have nothing else to do, but listen you can hear impossibly silent things. He saw her stand in the open doorway. She had something in her hands, but she flipped the bedroom light switch off before he was able to get details. The only light was what streamed through the door spotlighting his naked body.

She stood silhouetted in the door for a moment. He couldn't see her face to read her expression, but what he could make out of her body language seemed more relaxed. He could smell the wine on her from across the room, but he didn't think she was drunk.

She stepped to the left into the darkness of the room and disappeared. His straining ears followed her as she strode methodically to the dark side of the bed. He couldn't see her climb on all fours onto the bed kneeling over him in the dark, but he could feel her weight come down on the queen sized mattress.

A hand came out of the dark and rested on his exposed stomach.

“Miss Susan?” He asked the dark.

The only answer he received was a gentle circular rub on his stomach. He felt like a dog being petted by his owner. The mixture of feeling loved and humiliated made his cock grow the rest of the way.

Susan pulled her hand back into the darkness and just stared at him for several minutes.

“I told you that there was only room for one cock in this marriage, Jane. Do you remember?”

“Yes, Miss Susan.” His eyes had adjusted enough by this point that he could make out her superior kneeling shape in the dark. “I just don't know what you mean.”

“When I married you I had certain … expectations. About the way our lives would be, the sorts of people that we were, what we'd do in the bedroom. I didn't know that we both came into the marriage wanting to get dicked.”

“I don't wa…”

Jim was stunned in silence when Susan grabbed his erection and held it firmly in her soft hand.

“Your mouth says no, but your cock says yes. You want to be the one who gets mounted and pounded and fucked. I can feel your little dick twitch every time I talk about it. You want to be my bitch.”

Susan ran her forefinger over the head of his straining penis, over the slick spot that had formed on the end. She wiped the drop of precum up on the pad of her finger. Jim stared at it as it glistened in the light streaming through from the hallway.

“I've given it a lot of thought over the past few days and I've come to a decision, Jane. I'm willing to give you what you want. I'll be more than happy to pound your ass and screw you till you walk funny, but we have to have to do things my way.

“I can't just flip this on and off the way you seem to think I can. Maybe some other women can, but I've done a lot of thinking and that's just not going to be possible for me. I need definition in my life. I need to know who the fucker and the fucked are. I'm not going to come to bed expecting to get slammed only to find out you've lubed your boy pussy and laid out the strapon.

“You and I are going to play a little game, Jane. Parts of it you'll love; other parts you won't care for so much. At least if those forced femme stories you used to fap off to are any indication. We are going to have a little contest to see who gets to be the husband in this marriage and who gets to be the wife. The person who deserves the cock is the one who will end up wearing it. I call it the Husband Games.”

Susan lifted her hand off Jim's penis and brought it to his face. She held the one finger, glistening with the large drop of precum forward pointing it to his closed mouth.

“Open up, sweetie.” Susan ordered.

Jim had fantasized about tasting himself for years, but had never worked up the courage to do so. His fantasy was fueled by his arousal. Once he came the desire disappeared and load of cum he'd been so desperate to suck down looked and smelled disgusting. He'd wipe it off on a towel or just wash it off his hands.

Now he wasn't given that option.

Jim opened his mouth as ordered. A part of him was reveling in the loss of control, the ceding of power to his increasingly dominant wife. Susan teased him by running the finger around his lips, being sure to only touch him with her long manicured nail, saving the drop of jizz for his tongue. After three trips around his lips she plunged the finger into his mouth and placed that drop right on his tongue.

There was more of a chemical aftertaste than Jim had expected. After the salt and the slimy texture. There wasn't much of it. What there was drowned quickly in his mouth, washed away by the Pavlovian levels of drool that had formed there. Susan took her finger out of his mouth and wiped his spit on his face.

“This is a contest to see who gets to have the penis in this marriage so we're going to have to do something to take away any unfair advantages one of us might have.” Susan said. “I'm going to have to take away your dick to make this fair.”

“I don't know if I want that, Miss Susan.” Jim said.

“That's just your pride talking, babe.” Susan ran her fingers through his hair. “All you have to do to get your dick back is show me that you deserve it more than I do and I'll give you it back. Otherwise …”

“How are you going to do that?”

He couldn't see her smile in the half light of the room. He sounded nervous, but he wasn't fighting her. There was a part of her that hoped he'd resist, that she'd have to rise to the occasion and push him further into submission. But that was mostly the part of her that was still angry at him for his selfishness. The part of her that wanted revenge. It was better that he didn't fight, though. She'd have her revenge without having to hurt him too much.

He saw her dark shape reach into her medical bag and pull out something. Her silhouette started to pull on gloves; he guessed they were latex based on the sounds they made.

“I don't want to be castrated.” Jim sounded terrified at the idea. “That was just a fantasy.”

He started to sit up, but was stopped by a latex covered hand.

“Don't be stupid, Jane.” Susan said. “I can't very well give you your dick back if I cut your balls off now can I? What I'm about to do will be uncomfortable, but it won't hurt. And it's completely reversible. Now get back on your back before I do something that will hurt you.”

Jim's erection hadn't faltered through any of this. Even the flash of terror over the thought of being literally emasculated wasn't enough to make him go soft. He wondered about what kind of man he was, how fucked up he must be to get off on this treatment;what sort of man would just lay down and accept the insane game that his wife was laying out.

But he lay back just the same.

“There are pills I could give you that would take away your erections. They call it chemical castration, but it goes away after you've been off the drugs long enough. It's probably the easiest way I could take away your penis, but there would be complications for the game later on down the line, but I don't want to spoil that surprise.

“Right now I need to do something about the little flag pole you have between your legs. It's a little tempting to make you rub one out for me. You just loved that drop I fed you; I'm sure you'd just love to slurp down a full load of slimy salty spunk. And this will be your last chance to cum like a man for a very very long time. Then I thought about all the times we made love and I was left unsatisfied and I decided that your pleasure didn't really matter that much. So we'll get rid of that nasty erection another way.”

He felt the biting cold on his crotch before his brain had time to register the fact that she'd put an ice pack on him. His once proud erection withered under the cold. His penis shrank back to normal then smaller before she finally pulled the ice off.

“You're even smaller than normal.” She said, staring down at his tiny manhood. “I've seen ten year olds with more between their legs. But I guess even a prepubescent boy is more of a man than you. Probably most girls too.”

Her verbal humiliation was having the same effect on his mind as before, but that arousal wasn't able to make its way to his freezing crotch.

“That took care of the faux hardon you had, this will make the next step go easier.”

Susan pulled something else out of her bag. Jim strained to see what she was doing in the dim light, but could only make out vague shapes as she applied gel from a tiny bottle onto a sterile cloth.

She had to reach down with one hand and force the tiny head of his shrunken cock away from the warmth of his body. She used the other hand to wipe the head and nub of the shaft with the gel soaked cloth. Jim felt a surge of stinging warmth in his penis, but it died out quickly followed by a disconcerting numbness. After a minute his member didn't even feel cold anymore.

Susan flicked a finger not too gently against the head to test the numbing agent. Jim didn't even flinch.

Excellent.

She wiped her gloved hands with an antiseptic wipe, removed the plastic tube from its sealed contained, and applied a generous dollop of lube to one end.

“Now lay perfectly still, Jane. This won't hurt, but I can't have you fidgeting around while I put this in place.”

Jim saw the catheter in the light and wanted to jump out of the bed and run away from there as fast as his shaved legs would allow. It took all of his willpower, all of his submissive love to stay still while his doctor wife went about the process of sliding the semi-rigid plastic into the center of his dick. He closed his eyes and tried not to think about what she was doing. Thanks to the numbing gel he could barely feel any pressure as his urethra was invaded. Not that his imagination made it any less terrible.

Susan had skilled hands. Skilled enough to be a surgeon even though that wasn't her specialty. She took things slow because she knew she had been drinking, but she knew she wasn't anywhere near drunk. After several agonizing minutes for Jim she was satisfied that the catheter was in place and ready for the next step.

She placed her hands on his testicles and moved them back and forth until she found what she was looking for. They hadn't been wiped down with the numbing gel so he could feel the latex gloved hands cupping and manipulating them. At least they were warm.

“This next part I read about in some of your stories so you can thank yourself for giving me the idea. Sometimes the sissy does it to himself. Sometimes someone else gets to do it. I had to check with Dr. Gardner in Urology to make sure this will work, but she assures me that it will. Just lay back and think of England.”

Susan pushed down suddenly. Jim gasped as his balls were pushed up inside him back into the cavity where they had descended from decades ago. He'd read about men being able to do that, but he had never been able to muster up the courage to try. Now his wife was using his fantasies to experiment on him.

“You must be so happy, Jane; you are now officially a ball less wonder.” Susan ran an antiseptic wipe over the spot his balls had been. “Want to see?”

Jim nodded.

Susan pulled his penis back with her thumb and forefinger while she used her phone to take a picture with the other hand. She snapped several shots from different angles until she finally dropped his penis and brought the phone up to his face.

“It's amazing isn't it.” Susan gushed as she swiped through the pictures. “Without your balls your tiny cock is starting to look like what it really is. Do you have any idea what that is, Janey?”

“No, Miss Susan.” His brain was still sending arousal messages to his unresponsive member. He was feeling so overwhelmed that he thought he might cry.

“A clitoris, Jane.” Susan's voice had a sing-song quality from the power of the moment and the wine she had drunk before. “You don't have a cock anymore, you've got a clit. Tell me what you're packing between your legs, girly.”

“A clit, Miss Susan.”

“Not just any clit, Jane, YOUR clit. Now tell me what you've got and say it right this time.”

“My clit.” Jim closed his eyes. “I've go my clit between my legs.”

“Do boys have clits, Jane?”

“no” The word was said so softly even Jim barely heard it.

“Who has clits?”

“Girls do, Miss Susan.”

“Then that must mean you're a girl, doesn't it, Jane?”

“Y… yes, Miss Susan. I'm a girl.”

“And what else do girls have that boys don't?”

“I don't know.”

“Come on, Jane. You must have seen a naked lady some time in your life. Tell me what they have that men don't.”

“Breasts?” Jim didn't know what Susan was trying to get him to say.

“And?” Susan drew out the one syllable far longer than she needed to.

“A … a pussy?”

“I hate that term, but at least you didn't say cunt. Or tits. I'd have to punish you if you had.” Susan said. “You're right, women have those parts. So if you and I are going to be competing on equal footing you're going to have to have your own.”

She brought the fake vagina into the light and put it up to Jim's face.

“Take a good look at your pussy, Jane. Once I get it glued into place you're going to need a camera or a mirror to get a view like this. It's very realistic, don't you think? The folds of the labia. The fine pubic hair. It took me over an hour to find a good match to your own color. I can't have anyone thinking that my wife is a bottle blonde cause her cuffs and collar don't match.

“It's not medical grade, but it's pretty damn close. They don't use these for gender confirmation surgeries, but there are some trans girls who use them to feel right about themselves before they go under the knife. Think of them as sort of a training pussy. Your training pussy. Your little pee pee goes through that tube and gets tucked out of sight. The catheter feeds through that hole for peeing. You'll have to sit down to go, just like any other girl. But that's what you wanted, isn't it? It does lack a vagina. That's the place where the penis goes when a boy fucks a girl, in case you were wondering. So we'll have to explore alternatives when the time comes for me to fuck you. But we can worry about that later. Let's get this on you and move on to the next stage.”

Susan took her time meticulously lining the fake genitalia up with Jim's own equipment. They both knew that once he was glued down erections or any other traditional form of male arousal would be impossible for him. And while she may have wanted him to be as miserable and desperately horny as he had left her over the years she didn't want him to be uncomfortable because she'd done a quick job installing his faux pussy.

Jim stared down at his crotch as his wife erased his masculinity inch by inch. It was what he had always dreamed about, wasn't it? To be exposed and feminized by a powerful woman. He'd just never thought it would happen to him or that that woman would be his Susan.

“It's done.” She finally said. “Go on. Touch yourself, girly.”

Jim snaked a hand between his legs to feel the alien smoothness. No, not smooth. Flat. His fingers traced over the curves of his new vulva. Heat from his body radiated through the rubber making it almost feel alive. Almost a part of him. He could vaguely feel his numbed penis under the layers of rubber, but that was a distant connection now, not the immediate one he'd been used to growing up male. His finger ran over the hole his pee would come out of to the place his vagina would have been if he really did have a pussy. There was a small crease, but nothing close to the real passage.

“You are going to look so sweet in panties now. No more boy bulge to fool anyone into thinking you might be a man. I bet you even have the most adorable little camel toe now.

“But enough about your lady parts. Time to move on to your boobs.”

The breast forms looked huge to Jim. Susan hefted them over him one breast in each hand. The nipples looked obscenely hard.

Susan wiped down his chest with antiseptic wipes before aligning each breast to his flat boyish chest. She moved into the light flipping her leg around his waist until she was straddling him on the bed. Jim saw the look of triumph on her face. The manic joy of being on top for the first time in their marriage. He felt his cock stir for the first time since she froze and numbed him, but his pussy kept him from getting truly aroused.

She applied glue to both the forms and his skin then pressed them into place. She held them down with both hands for the full ten minutes it took the glue to set. Then she let go and gave one of them a tap. She giggled when it jiggled.

The fully clothed woman got off the naked half-man and crossed the floor to flip on the light switch.

“Take a look at yourself in the mirror, Janey and thank me for making you the sissy of your dreams.”

Jim sat up. The weight on his chest felt alien as he moved. He'd never used forms before and the few times he ever used anything more solid than stockings he'd been wearing a bra. The lack of support and the constant motion his boobs were making just added to the strangeness. The fact that he was able to pull his thighs together without his package getting in the way didn't help matters any.

He jiggled his way to the full length mirror his wife usually used. Susan smiled at the girlish display her husband made as he tried to navigate the room with a feminine space between his legs and a large pair of tits bouncing in his face.

“I look like a freak.” He said, running his hands from his barren crotch up to the underside of his sagging breasts.

From the neck down he looked female. Not exceptionally attractive (aside from the large perfect breasts), but fully passable as a woman. But his face and hair were all wrong. Too manly. He thought they would never be able to pass for female, but Susan was already ticking off things she could do to feminize the rest of him.

“You look fine, Janey.”

“How long do I have to wear this stuff?” He asked, tweaking the huge nipples.

“I don't understand your question.”

“I mean how long before you let me lose the boobs? I suppose I'm stuck with a pussy until the game's over, but I can't go to work with breasts. You're not going to make me wear them the whole weekend are you, Miss Susan?”

She just smiled and said “Get dressed.”

Susan sat down from the kneeling position she had been in and watched her partner scurry around the room trying to get dressed in something that didn't make him look ridiculous. It would have been easier on him if she gave him some direction and told him explicitly what she wanted him to wear, but this way was far more satisfying.

She had to remind herself to think of Jane as her partner now. Seeing him flounce around the room with his feminine crotch and jiggling boobs made that easier, but the habits of a lifetime were hard to change. He'd have to earn the right to be her husband again, but in the meantime she could hardly think of him as her wife. Not yet. Jane was walking a very narrow fence between the title of husband or wife. Calling him her partner was the best solution until he landed feet first on either side of that gender fence.

The first thing Jim tried to put on was one of Susan's bras. The constant bouncing on his chest was maddeningly annoying and had started to get painful after just a few minutes. Susan laughed out loud when he tried to wrap one of her white b cups around the massive mammaries she'd forced on him. When she was making her plans she hadn't been entirely sure about making him that big, but if the little fool wanted to feel what it was like to be a woman she was more than happy to supersize the experience.

As Susan had suspected the rest of her clothing turned out to be too small for Jim too. She watched him try to struggle into one of her looser dresses, her sweaters, but even her sweat suit was too tight on his larger frame.

He gave up and turned to his own wardrobe.

He managed to pull one of his old t-shirts on over his new endowments. The dark rubber nipples pushed through the thin material looking even more obscene then they had bouncing around naked. At least then the sheen of the rubber gave away the fact that they were artificial; under the shirt they still looked fake, but boob job fake instead of breast form fake. The pull of the breasts also kept the shirt from falling as far down as it should have. Instead of coming down below Jim's belt line it now barely covered his navel.

Jim had the opposite problem with his boxer briefs. They slid up his smooth hairless legs just as well as they had done before, but now there was an emptiness in the front that reminded him of what he had lost.

“You won't be needing that anymore.” Susan said, reaching out and running her hand along the Y front opening of the briefs.

She smacked his butt playfully and had him finish getting dressed.

-----

“I can't do this.” Jim's voice was pitched high in panic.

He wasn't used to sitting in the passenger seat, but Susan had insisted on driving. She wouldn't tell him where they were going until she pulled up into the small parking lot across the street from the boutique. It was a place Jim was very familiar with. He'd browsed their website many times over the years, and driven past it more times than he could count. But he'd never been inside.

The sign above the door read “Olivia's Boudoir” in elegant script.

“You have an appointment.” Susan said, patting his thigh trying to calm him down. “Don't worry, I'll be there to make sure nothing bad happens to you. You do still trust me, don't you?”

“Yes.”

Despite everything that had happened between them he still loved her and he knew that she loved him. It was a tough kinky love right now, but still love.

Susan got out of the car and walked around to Jim's side. She opened his door for him and took his hand to help him out.

The huge purple sweatshirt he was wearing was the largest in the house. It at least came down to his waist now, but even it wasn't able to hide the pendulous mounds dangling from his chest although it did help hide the erect nipples a bit. They were still visible, but now he didn't look like he was on his way to shoot a porn video.

Susan didn't let go of his hand as they walked into the boutique and Jim was glad she hadn't. This was the sort of place that made men feel uncomfortable. A feminine space that made most men, even those with feminine inclinations, feel like intruders.

There was an older black man sitting on one of the benches in front of the store. Jim didn't know if he was waiting for his wife or just resting on one of the many benches the city had lined the street with.

The old man gave the couple a dirty look. Jim tried to look at his feet, but couldn't see them past his boobs; Susan just stared the old man down.

It was a small store with everything cramped in close and intimate. As soon as they walked through the door they were surrounded by by racks of foundation garments, brassieres, panties, stockings, and other feminine finery. The floors were hardwood with ornate area rugs strung along the heavier trafficked parts of the store. The whole place smelt faintly of powder and the ghost of some exotic perfume.

Susan led him past more racks of lingerie to the counter. Jim had trouble placing the age of the woman standing there. Younger than the couple, but older than a college student. She smiled as the couple approached.

“I'm Megan, how can I help you?” The salesgirl said.

Jim appreciated the fact that she wasn't staring at his tits.

“I spoke to you on the phone, Megan. My name is Susan, this is my partner Janey, we need to get her a few things and we were hoping you could help us out.”

The use of the term “partner” and the feminine pronouns weren't lost on Jim.

“The couple doing the role-play of course.” Megan said the smile never leaving her face. “I have to admit that I'm still a little vague on exactly what you want. Why don't I get you and Janey set up in our larger fitting room and we can go over exactly what you need.”

“That sounds wonderful.” Susan said for both of them.

Megan led us to a fitting room slightly larger than the ones either Jim or Susan had been used to, but not by much. Floor space was at a premium here, but management apparently felt the need to have one dressing room large enough to accommodate three people.

Megan closed the curtain and asked “How can I help you?”

“My partner has a feminization fantasy I'm helping her live out. As you can see we've gotten part way through her transformation, but we're going to need some help getting her the rest of the way there.”

“That's not a problem whatsoever.” Megan said. “We've worked with many gender non-conforming clients over the years. We can't help you with everything here, but we can direct you to other trans-friendly businesses that cover what we don't.”

“That's good to hear, Megan. Let me tell you what we've done and what we're going to need.” Susan said. She'd done all the talking since they got here, Jim just shut up and kept his head down. “She's been tucked down below and had everything glued in place behind fake genitalia. The breast forms have also been glued on.”

“With surgical glue?” Megan asked.

“Yes.” Susan replied.

“I take it Janey's going to be dressing 24/7 then.”

“Sadly, no. Janey is going to have to present as male to go to her work.”

“And you don't want to go through all that prep time each day?”

“Exactly.”

Megan thought for a moment.

“There might be an option, but it would involve a bit more investment on your part. We have a number of trans-men customers who go through something very similar to Janey – breasts they need to hide and a lack of … surface in the front of their pants. We have a number of items to help them that I'm sure could be adapted for Janey.”

“Wonderful. She'll also need a bra fitting and some foundation wear for when she's not at work.”

“I'll just get some measurements and grab a few things for her to try on.”

Susan took a seat and watched as the salesgirl took the measurements. Jim looked nervous, but didn't say anything while the strange woman was still in the room.

“I'll get a few things to get started with.” Megan finally said. “There's a robe hanging over there that should fit you. Why don't you slip out of your boy clothes and put it on. It'll make this go a lot easier.”

“ok” It was the first word he'd said since stepping inside the boutique.

Megan smiled and walked past the curtain.

“Miss Susan?” Jim's kept his voice low in case Megan could hear them.

“Yes, Janey?” Susan spoke at her normal volume.

“Are you really going to make me have boobs all the time?”

“As long as we're playing the Husband Games you'll keep your breasts. Just be glad that I'm letting you hide them at work. I don't have to be that nice.”

“But that's weird.”

“What's so weird about it?” Susan asked. “I don't think it's weird that you faked being a girl all those years behind my back. I don't see anything wrong with letting you fake being a boy now.”

“But I am a boy.”

“Why don't you change into that robe and show me exactly what parts of you are boy parts, Janey. As I recall you've got tits and a pussy, but maybe you've grown a pair since I saw you prancing around the bedroom.”

Jim didn't have anything to say to that so he just pulled down his jeans and pulled off the sweatshirt. Susan laughed at his porn star nipples poking through the t-shirt. Jim turned away so his breasts weren't facing her anymore and pulled the shirt up over his head. He slipped the robe on before pulling the boxer briefs down and off.

“You even get undressed like a girl.” Susan said.

Megan returned with a rolling rack full of merchandise.

“Where do we want to start, hiding your boobs or doing the bra fitting?” Megan directed the question at Jim.

“Hiding them.” He said. He wanted them gone, but at that moment it didn't look like an option.

Half an hour later he'd chosen three binders in a mix of colors that would comfortably hide his new assets.

“The important thing to remember with these is to not wear them too long.” Megan said. “You should be fine using them for work, but take them off as soon as you get home.”

“It's not like my boobs are real.” Jim said. “They're not gonna get hurt.”

“Your breasts aren't what I'm worried about, Janey, it's your back. Trust me there's a lot of things that can go wrong with wearing a binder more than 10 hours a day. Even good ones like the ones you've chosen.”

“OK.”

Jim wasn't thrilled about being a man crossdressing as a man and the thought that he'd spend more of his day as a woman was frightening. That didn't stop his cock from trying to respond under its latex pussy prison.

“Now let's talk about packers.” Megan said.

“Packers?” Susan asked.

“One of these.”

Megan held up what looked like a fairly realistic rubber dildo complete with balls only it wasn't as large as any of the fake cocks the couple had ever seen before. It looked almost flaccid laying there in the salesgirl's palm.

“Why would anyone want a limp dildo?” Susan asked.

“It's for dressing, not for sex.” Megan explained. “Put on you boxer briefs, Janey and I'll demonstrate.”

Jim pulled the briefs up under his robe.

“Now put this in the front of your underwear and adjust it till it sits right. Make sure the balls are on the bottom and the shaft is pointed straight ahead.”

The way Megan was talking down to him left Jim a bit angry and embarrassed. He'd had a penis his entire life, up until a couple hours ago; he didn't need some woman telling him how to wear a cock even if it was fake. Especially not a younger woman. He turned around so he didn't have to see Susan and the salesgirl leer at his crotch as he slid the fake cock into his underwear and into place.

Only it didn't slide into place the way it should.

The rubber head ended up sliding to the side pulling the fake balls up on the right. It didn't look like he had a penis; it looked like he'd slid a banana sideways into his shorts.

“Need some help with that, Janey?” Megan asked trying to sound sympathetic and helpful.

“No.” Jim felt like a child too young to get dressed by himself, but still insisting that he could.

“We don't have all night, Janey. Let Megan help you with you packer.” Susan said.

Jim turned around and held the robe up and out of the way of his underwear. He was still wearing one of the binders so he could actually look straight down at the front of his briefs.

“These things can be pretty tricky, Janey.” Megan said, reaching down and repositioning the flaccid rubber cock until it looked almost real under the cotton underwear.

“That looks much better. Almost like you really were a man.” Susan said. “Now thank Megan for helping you with your panties, Janey.”

“Thank you, Megan.” Jim was mortified, but obeyed his wife.

“As you can see it gives you just enough of a bulge to not draw attention to your crotch.” Megan said, adjusting the waistband of the underwear. “I'm sure once you get the hang of having one you'll have no trouble putting it in right.”

Susan laughed at that.

“Lose the robe, Janey.” She said. “I want to see how passable you are as a boy.”

Jim reluctantly took the robe off leaving him in nothing but a night sky breast binder, his briefs, and the rubber packer pressed between his legs.

“Put your boy clothes back on.” Susan ordered.

Between the binder and the packer Jim looked like his old self once he got fully dressed. He certainly didn't feel like himself though. He was drowning in layers of artifice and unsure when it was all going to end. His member had been catheterized and glued away beneath a rubber pussy beneath a rubber cock. Having to bind breasts that weren't even his was a level of Hell even Dante had never imagined.

“I think Janey is going to be very passable at work.” Megan said. “If I didn't know any better I'd say he was a man.”

The salesgirl's words triggered something in Jim. A mix of submission and humiliation that normally would have left him rock hard, but now only caused him to wince as his subdued cock strained and failed against the latex and glue trap that Susan had put them in.

“Is that your smallest size packer?” Susan asked Megan.

“Yes.”

“That should be perfect for her. We'll take two.

Megan grinned.

“Give Megan the packer back, Janey. We've spent enough time exploring your masculine side.”

Jim reluctantly reached into his underwear and pulled out the rubber phallus. It wasn't that he liked wearing it, he just hated giving up the little bit of masculinity he'd been able to gain back even if it was flaccid and fake.

Megan helped him remove the binder Jim was still wearing leaving him in nothing but his loosely fitting briefs. The weight of his new boobs suddenly returned making him wish, once again, that Susan hadn't used glue.

“Let's try this one first.”

Megan handed him a white bra that looked like something Jim's mother would have worn.

“Don't worry, that's just to make sure we've got the right size. Once we're sure of that we can move on to something a little more fun.”

Jim took the offered bra and put his arms through the straps. He tried to place the foreign mounds into the cups while trying to navigate the hooks in back and having a very hard time of it. He struggled with them for several seconds while the ladies watched his growing frustration.

“Is anything the matter, Janey?” Susan asked.

“I'm just … it's just weird trying to get this on when I've already got my breasts on. Every time I did it before I'd add the breasts afterwards.”

“It can't be easy going from nothing to those.” Megan said. “You're a very busty girl, Janey.”

“Janey went from heroin chic to Hooter's girl on the titometer in under an hour. After a lifetime of training bras it's no surprise she's having problems with the real thing.” Susan said.

“Let me show you a trick.” Megan offered.

Megan wrapped the band of the bra around Jim's chest a few inches below the bust and handed him the ends of the hooks.

“Hook the bra then spin it around until you've got the cups on this side.” Megan directed. “Then pull the bra up from there. Don't worry about how well they sit in the cups until after you get the straps over your arms. You can fiddle around with everything once you've got it on.”

After some pulling and stretching Jim had the bra mostly in place. The support felt amazing.

“Feels good doesn't it?” Megan said. “At your size you really need support or you're gonna have back problems.”

“And black eyes.” Susan added.

“I'm just going to help you adjust the straps and get everything settled then we can find you something a little more fun.”

-----

Jim felt like he was going to cry from relief the moment he closed the door behind him. It had been a miserable day at the office that got extended by over an hour for meetings and reviews. His binder was killing him. His breasts felt like they were about to explode in the tight confines of the masculine shaper. He didn't even wait to go upstairs he just stripped off everything from the waist up right there in the living room. He couldn't believe how good it felt to let his breasts hang free.

He took a moment to revel in the luxury of going topless before he had to go upstairs and transition fully to femme mode.

It had been a month since Susan took him to Olivia's Boudoir. That was the first of many places they went over the course of that weekend. Armed with a list of recommendations from Megan they hit every trans-friendly store in the area looking for outerwear, wigs, makeup, and accessories to complete Jim's transformation to Jane.

Life had fallen into a routine for him since then. He woke up an hour earlier than he used to to give himself time to shave. Susan insisted on him being as smooth as possible and Jim wanted to make her happy. After the shower he'd put on his binder, slip a packer into his shorts, and go about his morning as he had before Susan's game. Except for the aching feeling that he was faking it. It was bad enough he felt that way when he dressed en femme; to feel that way about dressing as a man was a poignant humiliation.

Work was even more dreadful than usual. He was constantly worried that he hadn't washed away every trace of his after hours femininity or that someone would figure out what he was wearing under his shirt or in his shorts. Several people noticed the silver studs he had in his ears, but there were a lot of men who had pierced ears nowadays. If anyone asked why he did it he just told them it was for his wife. Which was true if a bit nebulous.

After work he'd come home and get dressed en femme. Susan insisted that he take the time to get fully dressed which included a skirt of dress (he was only allowed to wear pants to go to work,) one of his two wigs, some jewelry, and at least minimal makeup.

He looked through the mail to delay the inevitable. It wasn't that he hated going en femme, he just missed the casual comfort of his previous male life. The ability to just throw on a pair of sweats and kick back.

Or masturbate.

Not that he hadn't tried. He'd tried rubbing the latex cover glued to his crotch in the hopes that some of the sensation would filter through the rubber and push him over the edge. He felt like a teenage girl trying to rub one out for the first time, which fed into his fantasy, but not enough to get him off. Even Susan's favorite vibrator wasn't enough to get the job done.

He still had sexual thoughts; some days almost constantly, but arousal had shifted from his crotch to between his ears.

The mail was mostly dull and useless. A bunch of junk that could go straight into the recycling. There was one piece that stood out. A postcard addressed to him from Olivia's offering him 25% off his next purchase to celebrate his birthday.

With everything going on in his life he'd completely forgotten it was his birthday.

Megan had made a file for him before they'd left the store. His sizes as well as the brands and makes of the lingerie he'd purchased. The nervous part of his mind that didn't want to be discovered was freaked out at the thought that all of this was written down somewhere while the part of him that loved being girly felt like he'd been accepted into an inner circle of womanhood. A sorority that he'd been looking at from the outside all his life.

He crossed one arm over his boobs to keep them from bouncing too badly and made his way up the stairs.

He started with the bra. As much as he liked the freedom of going topless, especially after ten straight hours in the binder, he really needed the support. It was his birthday so he grabbed his favorite. The black bra only had a hint of lace, but it looked good on him and it felt amazing.

Susan's game may have been forced on him, but it was all centered around his fantasies. He'd always wanted to live a girly existence, to feel the weight of his breasts pulling down on his chest. The game had taught him that having his own boobs wasn't always the fantasy he wanted, but when he was wearing that black bra he was living every bounce and jiggle of the dream.

The thong was match for the bra if you squinted. It was close to the same shade of black, but was almost all lace. The one time Jim had tried to wear a thong, before the Games, had been a disaster. The little triangle in front did nothing to hide his manly bits and pushing his manhood between his legs only meant it was coming out the back. Thanks to Susan he didn't have to worry about sticking out any more. It put a damper on his sex life, but at least it opened up new fashion options.

Wearing a thong it seemed counterproductive sliding into his Spanx. But he needed something to trim in his waist and give him at least the illusion of an hourglass shape. He settled on the yellow high waist open bottom girdle. It came down far enough for the garter straps to reach his stockings, but not so far it completely covered the thong. He chose the yellow one because Susan liked him to add a little color to his unmentionables. The combination of black bra and panties above and below the yellow girdle reminded Jim of a hornet, but it gave him the color his wife wanted.

Of course there was such a thing as too much color so he ended up rolling up a pair of black stockings up his legs.

He took a nice long look at himself in the mirror, turning and pirouetting to see every angle of his girly shape. The long silky smooth legs wrapped in black silk. The swell of his breasts in the tight bra.

The hint of camel toe in the tiny triangle he was wearing as a panty. The peekaboo effect created by wearing the thong and girdle combination. His legs and butt were the only feminine features he had that were all his. It was something that embarrassed him when he wore boy clothes, but he reveled in them when he was in girl mode.

He went to Susan's dresser to get her camera. She insisted that he take selfies each day. One in his sissy undies, the other fully en femme. She was a stickler about the pictures, but allowed him to use her camera instead of making him use his phone. It just seemed safer, to him, to have the pictures on the camera. It was too easy to share the wrong picture on your phone. With the camera you'd have to work harder to embarrass yourself.

Beside the camera there was a little blue box with a pink card that read “Jane” in elegant script.

His inner ten year old wanted to open his birthday present first, but the adult in him made him start with the card.

Happy Birthday, Janey.

I'm so proud of all the work you've put into being the best girl you can possibly be. I know it's been hard for you giving up all of the benefits of having a penis. Standing to pee. Having people value your opinion. Erections. Soon you'll be as womanly as I am and then we can move on to the competitive part of the Husband Games.

I've got you a little something for your birthday. A couple little somethings, actually. I've noticed that you've been looking a bit pale lately which means you haven't been getting out enough when you're in your girl mode. I know you're just terrified to be found out, but that's not my problem.

I still want you to take that lingerie selfie, but when that's done you're going to be changing up your routine. I want you to change into your birthday present and go outside to do some sunbathing. I've left a few things for you on the bathroom sink to help with that.

You may put on your wig, heels, and makeup, but you are under no circumstances to wear anything else other than what's in the box. I expect a selfie of you outdoors and I don't want you coming inside for at least two hours. This will be your new normal until I tell you otherwise.

Love,

Susan

Jim picked up the tiny box with shaking hands. The idea of going out en femme wasn't as intimidating as it had been a few weeks ago. If it were night out, and he wasn't near anyplace where anyone might recognize him, and he was fully dressed. None of those things would be the case today, not unless Susan managed to cram a burka into box that fit in the palm of his hand.

He was surprised by the weight of it. Whatever was inside was solid. Not lump of steel solid, but heavier than he'd have thought for something he was supposed to wear. Susan couldn't expect him to go outside in bondage gear, could she?

Nervous fingers pried open the thin box. When the flap came up he saw a flash of neon pink cloth. When he touched the soft material he could tell that it was wrapped around something solid. He dumped the contents on the bed.

No.

He felt trapped and confused and scared; like he was going to throw up if he could only remember how. He stumble-crashed into the bathroom to get water or vomit. He wasn't sure.

That's when he saw the bottle of suntan lotion standing beside the tube of Astroglide on the counter. Susan said she left something for him there he just hadn't expected that.

Jim sat on the toilet for several minute composing himself. Could he do this? He wasn't sure. All he knew was that this is what Susan wanted and he wanted to make her happy. Not just because she was the one who could give him his cock back, but because he loved her and wanted to submit to her.

But this?

After another minute Jim pulled himself to his feet and went into the bedroom. His body was on autopilot as he grabbed the camera and took the required lingerie selfie. That was the easy part. No point worrying about anything else until he got that out of the way.

He kept his back to the bed the whole time he fiddled with the camera settings and took the shot. If he didn't see it he didn't have to think about it. It was a nice if totally inaccurate theory.

He turned and looked at his birthday presents. The bikinis was neon pink and barely there; the butt plug was black rubber and all to solid.

He knew about butt plugs of course, but he'd never seen one in real life. It didn't look like one of the larger models, but it looked like it would split him open if he tried to push it up inside himself. As much as he'd fantasized about some mistress doing unspeakable things to his hole he'd never experimented with anal play before.

But Susan wanted him to use it. More than that she wanted him to use it while getting a suntan in the ghost of a bathing suit the plug had come wrapped in. He'd be outside, exposed to anyone who cared to look in their back yard. Numerically that wasn't a lot of people, but it was all the wrong type of people. People who knew him and would recognize him no matter how good a job he did hiding behind wig and makeup.

And neighbors talked.

As soon as one of them noticed him they'd tell the others. It wouldn't be long before he'd have every house in the neighborhood watching him as he went out to sunbathe every day. The women would laugh at him behind his back; the men would feel smug in their masculinity and look down their noses at the bikini man next door.

Jim could feel his crotch stiffen under the confines of the latex pussy.

Susan had done her research. She knew how much this would embarrass him, but she also knew how much it would excite the simpering submissive sissy side that he normally kept hidden from the world.

He undid the girdle and pulled off the bra and panty. He was naked for only a split second before he pulled the bikini bottom up his legs and smoothed it over his flat crotch. Like the underwear he'd just discarded it was a thong.

“I'm going outside with my ass hanging out.”

The top of the bathing suit wasn't that much different than a bra. In fact it was easier given the lack of hooks. Unlike the bra he'd just shucked off the top offered far less coverage and next to no support. He turned and looked at himself in the mirror and wasn't happy with what he saw.

Bits of his breasts (breast FORMS he kept telling himself) were peeking out from every angle. In addition to showing off a generous cleavage he was also flashing bits of side and under boob. And the thin material did nothing to contain the engorged rubber nipples.

He looked like a slut. Correction. He looked like a slut from the neck down. The rest of him still looked male. Like someone had taken a man's head and dropped it on the body of a Hooter's girl. There was no way he'd be able to go outside dressed like this and maintain any semblance of dignity. There was no way that anyone who saw him would ever look at him the same way. Even if they met him in boy mode they'd know it was him bouncing and flouncing around his back yard.

He grabbed the plug without thinking. If he thought about what he was about to do he'd never do it. He went to the bathroom and found the Astroglide. While he didn't have any hands on experience with a plug like this he had read enough about them online to know what he needed to do. It was just a matter of patience and pressure. And lube. Lots of lube.

He knelt on the bathroom rug and pushed his butt out spreading his legs as far as they'd go. He squeezed half the tube of lube onto the plug and pushed the rest into his puckered hole. He thought about how embarrassing it was going to be having to get more butt lube at the store after work tomorrow, but mostly he thought about how he was going to get the oblong piece of rubber inside him.

He almost gave up several times. He found himself close to hyperventilating after the last failed attempt so he just stopped and focused on calming himself and his breathing. If he was going to make this work he was going to have to relax. Booze would have helped, but he didn't trust himself to go outside dressed the way he was anything less than sober.

He tried once more, slower this time.

He found that he made some progress working the plug back and forth letting the rubber work its way progressively further and further into him. He stopped when he reached the sphincter and made sure that the plug was as solidly in as it could be before pushing through.

It hurt a little, but not as much as he'd imagined in his darker fantasies.

He thought he would cry when the plug finally passed through the final ring with a well lubricated plop. He felt full back there like he needed to defecate, but he knew he didn't. He pulled himself to his feet and pulled the bikini bottom back up. He checked his butt in the mirror, but he couldn't see any sign of the plug peeking out past the thong. He did pull the thong and his ass cheeks aside to make sure that he could still see the … the part he'd need to grab to pull it out. He wasn't sure of the name.

He continued to feel the fullness in his ass as he applied sunscreen. He did a thorough job covering his entire body in two coats of sunscreen before moving on to do his makeup and wig. Normally he took a subdued approach to his makeup, but now he was going all out.

He went with a heavier foundation than he'd normally use. And added more color to his cheeks. The effect was intense, but there was precious little point trying to be subtle dressed as he was in the skimpy swimsuit.

“In for a penny, in for a pound.” He thought as he put on the red lipstick.

Susan told him that only sluts would wear that shade. It matched the polish he put on both his finger and toe nails. Jim felt like a slut. It felt good. If he could have touched himself it would have felt divine.

He let his nails dry before starting on his eyes. It took him three tries to get the rainbow effect he was going for, but he finally got it right. Of all the feminine things that had become part of his new normal eye makeup was the hardest by far. He'd never managed to get it right when he was only occasionally dressing. It was only a month's worth of daily practice that had gotten him to the point where he could do a passable job of it.

Walking with the plug was a new experience for Jim. Every time he moved his legs it would shift inside him a constant reminder of her continuing penetration. When he walked like a man it felt like the plug was slowly working its way out, but if he swayed his hips a little it felt more like the plug was fucking him with a slow gentle in and out motion.

He was conscious of the sway at first, but didn't notice how much it increased as he went about his preparations. Soon he was moving his hips like a model strutting down the runway. Or a stripper considering his current attire.

He debated about adding a light wrap to cover him until he made it to the lawn chairs in the middle of the yard. It would preserve a little of his modesty if not his male dignity. At least for the short walk he'd have to make.After that he'd be as exposed as any other woman out sunning herself on a summer's night. Probably more so since Jim doubted that very many real women would be caught dead wearing such a small bikini.

But Jim remembered Susan's instructions about what he was supposed to wear and it didn't include anything to preserve his modesty.

He replaced the studs with a pair of chandelier earrings that brushed against his neck whenever he turned his head. He added some girly rings and a fine silver ankle bracelet and decided that that was enough jewelry.

He tucked his male haircut under a wig cap and slipped the black page boy over that. It wasn't as long as his other wig, but he thought he looked cute in bangs and a bob.

He slipped his feet into the red four inch stilettos and turned to give himself one last look in the full length mirror. It was going to be murder walking in the grass in the high sharp heels, but Susan had told him to wear them. Besides, the color matched his lips and nail polish.

He looked like a slut, he thought looking into the mirror. A female slut. A few weeks ago he couldn't imagine being this passable in a women's swim suit. Especially not one as brief as Susan had made him wear. The heels forced his butt up and out and he had to keep his chest stuck out or risk losing his balance. The wig and the makeup covered up almost any sign of his masculinity.

The one thing he noticed that was out of place was his hips. They still seemed flat and boyish. The sway he'd added to his walk helped cover that, but only when he was moving. The hips were out of place, but they didn't automatically scream “boy” either. It took Jim a minute to figure out that he didn't so much look like a boy who'd been femmed up; he looked like a very skinny girl who'd had a really big boob job.

He started out the bedroom door before he remembered the selfie he was supposed to take outside. He jiggle-scurried back to pick up the digital camera before he forgot it again. The closer he got to going outside the more nervous he got.

He had to use one arm to hold his pendulous boobs in place as he swayed his way down the stairs. Not only did the bikini top not offer any support he was in constant danger of a wardrobe malfunction.

Jim stood at the back door for over a minute to make sure the coast was clear. The summer sun was past its peak, but still had a few more hours before setting. He didn't see any neighbors. Yet. But he knew his luck wouldn't hold out for long.

The lawn chairs seemed further away than normal; closer to the property line than they usually were. Had Susan moved them in the middle of the night while he slept or was he just imagining things? Either way it was further than he wanted to walk.

He made a mad dash for the lawn chairs, but between heels on grass and the alien pressure from the butt plug he tripped and barely kept from planting himself face first into the lawn.

He walked very slowly and carefully after that. He was forced to hold his arms out like a tight rope walker to keep his balance as he put one high heeled foot in front of the other praying that the thin heel wouldn't bury itself into the soft earth. He could only imagine how foolish he must have looked.

He made it to the chairs physically intact, but with some seriously injured pride. Once he was seated everything would be all right. At least that's what he told himself. All he had to do was keep his head down and people would probably think he was just a real girl out sunning herself. A somewhat exhibitionist girl, but someone clearly not Jim Kellog. If he could wait it out until dusk no one would have to know it was him in the neon pink bikini.

But first he had to take a bikini selfie for Susan.

He fumbled with the camera his hands shaking with nerves and suppressed desire. The fear of being caught out like this was intense, but it also flamed the fires of so so many of his strongest fantasies.

He was having an impossible time taking the lens cap off. No matter how hard he tried it just stayed put. The more he tried to more frustrated and agitated he became. He was putting his whole body into the effort, but the cap still wouldn't budge. His boobs bounced obscenely and painfully with each new tug he made.

That's when he dropped the camera.

Susan's $1,200 digital camera her mother had given her for her birthday.

He stretched his hands out trying to catch it before it hit the ground. His girly arms doggy paddle/ groped after it, but all he managed to accomplish was lose his balance in the teetering heels.

The weight of his massive chest helped drag him down faster. Time slowed to an almost complete stop as he hurtled face first towards the ground. He watched helplessly as Susan's camera hit the ground. The impact did what his feminine muscles couldn't; the lens cap flew off. The arms he'd reached out with to grab the camera were now moving into position to stop her from kissing the grass.

And then he stopped.

At first he was only vaguely aware of the strong arm that had come out of nowhere and wrapped itself around his tiny waist, but as time speeded back up to normal he couldn't help but feel the iron muscles supporting him, holding him in a tight embrace.

Shit!

Jim felt himself being pulled upward by the powerful arm joined by an equally strong hand placed firmly just under his left boob. As he was stood up he could feel the weight of his huge fake boob lower itself down onto the hand of his mysterious rescuer. Whoever it was who'd saved him had managed to cop a feel. Jim felt sick and a little used.

“I'm sorry about the camera.” A male voice that Jim didn't recognize said from above. “I only had time to catch one of you and you're a lot prettier.”

Jim awkwardly turned around as best he could in his heels. He was still being held, loosely, by the strange man so they were still very close. When he had finished his pivot he was staring straight into the well oiled, well muscled, very masculine chest of a man much taller than he was. Jim looked down to see a six pack of abs coming out of a pair of loose swim trunks. Despite the cut of the shorts Jim was still able to make out the outline of the stranger's erect cock tenting the front.

Jim looked up to see the rugged handsome face of a man who couldn't have been more than twenty five. The young jock smiled down at the trembling girl in his arms.

“Who are you?” Jim asked too scared to use his girl voice. Not that he was very good with it when he did use it.

“My name's George. I'm staying with my aunt for the summer. I guess we're neighbors.”

If George saw Jim as anything other than the woman he presented himself to be George didn't let on. He smiled at “her” and held her just the same way he'd have held any other girl in the same situation.

“Your aunt?” This time Jim had the composure to raise his voice a couple octaves.

“Over here.” Came a voice that Jim recognized, right behind him.

Frankie Phillips had been their neighbor for the past five years. She was about the same age as Jim and Susan, but had never married or had children. She was attractive, in her way, but Jim had never paid her that sort of attention. She did tend to dress fairly well and his jealous crossdressing eye had taken note of many outfits she sported that he would have loved to have tried on.

“She was trying to take a selfie.” George called to his aunt, literally over Jim's head. “But she dropped the camera and almost took a tumble.”

“If you want a picture, sweetie I can oblige.”

Frankie pointed her phone at the stunned sissy. Before he had the chance to turn away or hide his face she'd taken two pictures of her feminized neighbor dressed in a slutty swimsuit being held close by her stud of a nephew.

“Wait … no.” Jim finally got out after it was too late.

“What's your name, sweetheart?” Frankie asked.

“Jane.” The name popped out before he could think of anything else.

“Hi, Jane. I'm Frankie. I don't think we've met before.”

Could she actually think that Jim was a girl? He knew he was passable, but Frankie was someone who knew him. She should have been able to see through the wig and the makeup and the fake boobs and the latex camel toe to the man he really was underneath.

Shouldn't she.

“I … I'm …” Jim was tripping over his tongue.

“George why don't you go inside and get your new friend a cold bottle of water.” Frankie said. “I'll make sure she doesn't run away.”

George went inside and Frankie walked over to me. The contrast between us was insane. She was a genetic woman dressed modestly for an early summer evening. If she was wearing any makeup it was barely noticeable. And her hair was pulled back away from her face.

“I had no idea.” She said when she got closer to Jim.

If it weren't for his slight Adam's apple she would have thought she was talking to Jim's sister. Her eyes darted all over him trying to find further signs of his masculinity. His hips were flat, but she'd seen women with far less to work with than her feminized neighbor.

“I can explain.” Jim said. He crossed his arms over his boobs uncomfortable with the way Frankie was staring at them.

“You don't have to tell explain anything. I'm completely cool with trans ladies. I just hadn't expected to find one jiggling around so close to my backyard.”

“I'm not trans. I don't think. It's just … Susan and I are doing a bit of a … I guess you'd call it a role play and it involved me … well …”

Jim held his hands out in a ta-da motion.

“Thanks.” Frankie said.

“For what?”

“Not insulting my intelligence and trying to tell me you'd lost a bet or some other BS. No woman in the history of women has ever gotten a man to look like you do if he wasn't cooperating. I'm a little jealous of the way you came out.”

“It's all fake.”

“Honey, almost everything we define as 'feminine' is fake. Push up bras to make us look like we've got more on top. Spanx to make us look like we've got less on the bottom. Heels to make us taller. Makeup to cover what we don't like. At least you're honest about being fake.

“Why don't you invite Susan out here and you can both tell us all about this little role play of yours.”

“Susan's not here.” He said. Frankie's words had taken the edge off, but he was still terrified of being discovered by everyone else in the neighborhood.

“Susan's not here, but this is a role play you're doing?” Frankie sounded skeptical.

“There's a … we're playing around with some gender stuff. And with out schedules she wanted me to do this while she was gone.”

“Now that smells a little fishy to me, Jane.” Frankie lifted her phone up and started typing into it. “I'm just going to give Susan a quick text. I'll include those adorable pictures of you swooning in my nephew's big strong arms. If you really are 'playing around with gender stuff' together I'm sure she'll just love those.”

“Please don't.” He begged.

“Already hit 'send.'” Frankie said, putting her phone away. “So what were you supposed to be doing out here? If I may ask.”

“Susan wants me to sunbathe out here for a couple hours.”

“Wearing that?” Frankie eyed the minuscule swimsuit with more than a bit of skepticism.

“It's my birthday present.” Jim said, lamely.

“You've got one hell of a wife there, Jane.” Frankie said.

Jim was about to answer when he felt something wet and very very cold suddenly press into his back just over the bikini strap.

“AIIIIII!” Jim wailed and tried to pull away from the cold dampness just like the girl he was pretending to be.

Jim turned, anger rising in him, his small hands balled into fists.

“You sure are cute when you're angry.” George said with a shit eating grin. There were three bottles of water perspiring in his hands. He was still holding Jane's out to her.

“You be nice to Jane, George.” Frankie said.

“I'm sorry.” George's apology was directed at his aunt, not Jim.

“Make yourself useful and drag one of Jane's lawn chairs into our yard. She needs to get some sun and I'm sure she'll appreciate the company.”

“That's not really necessary. I'll just stay over here and not be a bother.” Jim tried to back away, but his high heels weren't letting him.

“Nonsense. Susan wants you to get some fresh air and sunshine. You may as well do it with us while I wait for her to reply to that text I sent her.”

Jim knew he was beat. He could go inside, but Frankie would tell Susan that he hadn't followed her orders. And Frankie had those pictures on here phone. Pictures she could share with anyone.

“That sounds great, Frankie.” Jim tried to sound excited about spending the next few hours pretending to be a girl with his neighbor and her macho nephew.

-----

“Why don't you go inside and bring out the sunscreen.” Frankie said. “I think Jane here could use a touch up before she starts to burn.”

Jim had spent the last hour lounging in the sun talking to George. Mostly listening to George. Like most men he liked to talk about himself and his interests, which at least meant that Jim had fewer awkward questions to answer about what “Jane” was doing around here. Frankie, for her part, hadn't mentioned anything about Jane's true gender to her nephew. Jim wasn't sure if he'd fooled the college stud, but he was treating Jim like a girl instead of a freak.

“You're going to get some mighty sexy tan lines, Jane.” Frankie said after George had run off to grab the suntan lotion.

“I'm pretty sure that's why Susan is making me do this.” He didn't say that it was a common trope in the stories he'd fapped off to.

“Part of the Husband Games?” Frankie asked.

“How do you know about that?” Jim asked, looking up from the lounger he was laying face down on. “Has Susan been talking?”

“Texting. I got her response to your pictures about half an hour ago.”

“And she told you about what we're doing?”

“If she hadn't told me would I be able to ask you about it? You are a ditz, aren't you, Jane?”

“What else did she say?”

“I'll just show you the relevant parts.” Frankie turned her phone around and put the screen close to Jim's face.

Good to see Janey doing what she's told. And it looks like she made a new friend. Lucky girl!

Feel free to play with her, just remember that she's married. Ish. Give her a safeword and have fun. Just make sure she stays outside for the full two hours. ttyl

“You have until George comes back to tell me your safeword otherwise it's 'Cinderfella.'” Frankie said. “Did you hear that all right?”

“Yeah I … but I don't think I want to play. And what else did she tell you?”

“Your wife … if she still is your wife after this marital pissing contest is over, has been one of my closest friends since before I moved next door. She tells me everything. Eventually. Apparently she was waiting to tell me about this little development face-to-face, but that didn't happen.

“She's told me a lot of things I'm not going to tell you. I will tell you that I know you are a very kinky girl and that you get off on being put through your paces by strong dominant women. Well, you used to. I bet it hasn't been much fun since Susan took away your favorite toy.

“She's put you in your own special Greek Hell hasn't she? You know, like Tantalus who was always thirsting, surrounded by water, but could never drink. You never could please a woman so Susan gave you lady parts and now you can't please yourself.

“And I think it's hilarious that your little sissy act has caught George's attention. I'm pretty sure he knows you're not a real girl. Not even a real trans girl. But he sure as hell likes what he sees.”

“I don't like men.” Jim protested.

“Would you admit the truth even if you did?” She asked.

Jim didn't answer.

“I'm not going to force you to do anything. If, at any time, you want whatever is going on to stop all you have to do is say your safeword, Cinderfella. Everything will come to a screeching halt and we'll wait out the clock until you're allowed to go inside again.”

“Why are you doing this?” He asked.

“Because I'm Susan's friend and because I love irony. And this is the most fucked up example of the latter I've ever heard about. And I think George likes you.”

“No!”

“Don't worry. I know that you're married … ish.”

George chose that moment to walk into the conversation.

“Cinderfella it is then.” Frankie said.

“What?”

“Nothing. Just a little something Jane and I were talking about. Hey, I've got an idea. Why don't you help our good friend Jane out by rubbing that suntan lotion in for her.”

“That's ok I can …” Jim tried to say before being cut off by Susan's friend.

“Don't listen to her, George, she's just being shy. Unless you want to say your magic word, Janey girl.”

“no” Jim said the word so softly Frankie needed to read his lips.

Jim put his head down, laid back, and let the feeling of powerlessness wash over him. The fact that he could stop it at any time didn't matter any more. Frankie now knew that he wanted this and no amount of denial was going to change that.

Jim hadn't been lying to Susan when he told her he was straight. A woman was involved in all of the kinky situations he imagined himself in except for the rare few that involved him playing alone. Women who stripped away his masculinity and sissified him. Women who ordered him to do the most humiliating and debasing things he could imagine. He'd never fantasized about being with a man; even when he dreamed of being mounted and pounded it was a woman wearing a strapon who was doing the mounting.

There were some stories on his old computer that did feature a sissy protagonist being put through her paces by a powerful man, but that was different. When he read them he didn't picture a fully realized man in his mind's eye as he did with the dominant women in the other stories. The men in those stories weren't men to him so much as vague figures that represented all the traditional masculine traits that Jim had had taken away. Measuring sticks whose hairy muscled chests and rigid cocks stood in stark contrast to sissy Jim's denuded feminized state.

In some ways George was every bit the masculine measuring stick in Jim's stories. His size and musculature made Jim feel small and girly in comparison, but the fact that George was younger than Jim and not that hairy differentiated him from the men in those stories.

George started at Jim/Jane's neck rubbing lotion over the places the loose wig hairs usually covered and worked down to the shoulders. Jane had been laying there with his/her arms at her side, but George gently repositioned them perpendicular to the sissy man's girly torso and sensuously applied lotion from shoulder blades to finger tips.

Jim meekly submitted to this manhandling trying not to think about how good it felt.

George nudged Jane's legs apart with his knee and knelt over her on the lawn chair with George's tan and muscular legs straddling either side of the prone sissy's smooth leg.

George slathered even more lotion onto his hands and went to work on Jane's back. She didn't want to admit it, but she was enjoying the sensations laying there under this much more powerful man. George ran his wet fingers along the straps of the bikini top. He pulled them aside and ran his fingers over the scant flesh now exposed. When George ran those same moist fingers under the band Jane thought that the man above het was going to pull off the bikini top leaving her topless.

Jane liked the idea of that more than she cared to admit.

George worked out from Jane's spine still following the swimsuit band until he cupped her full breasts. They were only forms, but Jane imagined she could feel the young man's powerful fingers stroking her breasts and making her nipples swell in the tiny swimsuit.

George rubbed his hand up and down that part of Jane's torso cupping her breasts with each upswing. He did this several times until moving back to the center of Jane's back and working his way further down her body.

Jane was confused. She didn't think she was attracted to men, but she could feel her body responding to what George was doing to her. She could feel herself throb beneath the layers of glue and latex; she wanted to cum so badly so could gag, but her penis was useless. She clamped her eyes closed and tried to imagine that it was Susan who was on top of her rubbing the warm lotion into Jane's skin, but she couldn't. Unlike Jane Jim didn't feel or smell anything like a woman. As he shifted his body over hers she could feel the tentpole in his shorts press against her nearly naked flesh.

She should use her safeword before this goes too far, Jane thought. Then George's hands started dipping down below her waist and she stopped thinking.

“Do you want me to cover everything, Janey?” George said hands on her hips.

“yes” Her voice was as small as she felt. She'd never felt this vulnerable or this feminine before.

There was a moment of intense frisson where Jane didn't know if George would follow through and run his hands along her nearly naked butt. She was frightened by the feelings she was experiencing, but she still wanted things to keep going forward. But would the younger man be that forward with his aunt watching?

George's fingers danced over Jane's cheeks massaging and fondling them. The young college student spent as much time kneading Jane's butt as he'd spent massaging the rest of her body. Jane could feel pressure building in the confines of her underpussy as her former penis strained to its limits against the feminizing confines.

She thought he was finished when his powerful hands started working their way down to his thighs. Everything stopped. Her heart. Her breathing. Time itself. When he moved them back up and under the waist band of Jane's thong.

Jane could feel the narrow piece of cloth lift out from between her cheeks. Would George be able to see the plug imbedded in her ass? Would he do anything about it? Jane wasn't sure what she wanted him to do; desire was overriding both her common sense and her supposed orientation.

George pulled the thong to the side exposing Jane's most intimate secrets. The gently sloping fissure that delineated and separated each glorious cheek. The puckered bud of her tight anus still glistening with lube from the rubber intruder that George could also see. The sweat-matted pubic hair that ringed the lips of Jane's cache sex.

“It looks like someone's kinky.” George said.

He used the fingers of one hand to pull Jane's cheeks apart, the other to tap the top of the butt plug.

Jane had to repress a moan at the rubber vibrating close to the only part of his body that could respond sexually with any hope of relief. If what she'd read about prostrate massage wasn't made up for some story.

“Please … no … Your aunt.” Joan said.

“She's not here.” George said though he did stop touching the plug.

Jane lifted her head up from where it was laying and saw Frankie's empty chair. She turned her head around in a full arc, but couldn't see any sign of anyone else but her and George. She could have said her safeword at any time and George would have been clueless.

“Is it alright if I touch you if my aunt isn't here?” George asked.

“I … I guess.”

“Then I'm going to play with you some more. If you change your mind or feel uncomfortable for any reason just tell me and I'll stop.”

“George.” Jane paused not sure how to say what she needed to say. “I'm a boy.”

“I know.”

“And that doesn't bother you?” Jane asked.

“What do you think?”

George stretched himself forward until he was half laying on top of the girly man. He used his arms to support his weight like he was about to do pushups on top of Jane. He turned his head and kissed Jane full on the lips. Jane responded.

Kissing a man was so much different than kissing a woman, but almost the same. Jane felt the gentle pressure of his tongue against her lips. This morning she couldn't have imagined herself receiving a man's tongue in her mouth, but tonight she parted her lips and welcomed the invader.

She turned under him so she was facing up into the kiss and didn't have to strain both their necks. She put her hands on the back of his neck in an incredibly feminine gesture she wasn't even conscious of. She could feel his body above her. She felt protected by him. From the sun. From the stares of curious judgmental people who didn't understand what she was or what she was going through.

She felt his erection press press into her thigh through her shorts and she knew that she had to say something.

“George, I'm …” She started to say “married,” but that wasn't exactly right. Not while Susan was running him through her game. “I'm in a relationship.”

“I bet it's an interesting story.” He said. “Tell me about it.”

Jane told him everything.

-----

While Jane and George were bonding over sunscreen Frankie made her way over to Susan's home. The backdoor was unlocked as she suspected. There was no way that Jim could have stashed his keys in that tiny excuse for a swimsuit Susan made him wear.

Frankie didn't know what to make of what was going on between her very close friend and her husband, but had been willing to go along with Susan's texts and play the controlling woman in the scenario she was running her feminized husband through. She'd minored in theater arts in college and still dabbled with community theater so that hadn't been much of a problem. The fact that she never really got to like Jim helped. There was a part of her deep down inside that was giving high fives the moment she caught him dressed like that in the backyard.

She wasn't proud of that part of her, but there was no denying the feeling.

At first she thought that Jim was playing dress up on his own. It wouldn't be the first time she'd known someone to push their fantasies further and further until they got caught doing something they loved, but were ashamed of. The high-five part of her brain wanted Susan to tell her she knew nothing about Jim dressing up in slutwear and parading himself around the neighborhood. She'd known the two had had their problems. Susan had confided in her about the strain of being married to someone she barely ever saw. And his inadequacies in bed.

Frankie wanted her friend to be happy and Jim was not doing the job.

She didn't know what she was looking for when she walked into her friend's home. She didn't think Susan would mind her coming in like this. And it gave George some privacy to put Susan's sissy through his girly paces. If Jim wanted to know what life as a woman was like the best place to start was having to put up with men and their pawing lustful ways.

Frankie knew that he'd be safe with George. He wasn't like most other men. Her sister had raised him right. He respected women – even ones who weren't born that way. George was a safe way to give Jim a lesson on living life on the other side of the bra.

Frankie headed upstairs and into the room Jim shared with her friend. The first thing she noticed as she walked through the door was the smell. It wasn't the heteronormative scent of most couples' rooms; manly musk overlaid with the scent of feminine talcs and floral perfumes. In every way this was a room, and a bed, shared by two women. Even the scents were complimentary and feminine. If Frankie didn't know Susan's perfume she wouldn't have been able to tell which scent was Jim's.

She found almost no male clothing in the room. A week's worth of men's dress socks and boxer briefs in one small drawer and two ties, three dress shirts, and two suits hanging in one narrow corner of the closet. Everything else was made for a woman and everything in Jim's size had a skirt. No casual shorts or jeans for him to kick back into when he was tired of playing dress up.

She'd have to ask Susan about what had happened to the rest of Jim's man clothes. She suspected they were bagged up somewhere in the attic or basement. She hoped that Susan had just donated them to some real man who could use them.

Frankie ran her fingers over dresses hanging in the closet that might have been either Susan's or Jim's. She examined jewelry boxes and lingerie drawers. She didn't think Susan would mind, but there was still a since of doing something taboo alone in her friend's home.

She didn't know why she'd been feeling so negatively towards Jim. Susan obviously loved him very much. Many women wouldn't have embraced his fantasy so openly and completely. Susan seemed committed to him and their marriage. To the point where she felt comfortable reimagining their roles within the marriage. Frankie was still processing some of the things Susan had texted her. Could Susan really be happy being the “husband” in the marriage. She always wore the pants in the family, but was she cut out to wear the cock as well?

Frankie lay down on Susan's side of the bed and breathed in the scent of her dear friend. She closed her eyes and stopped thinking about things she couldn't do anything about. She'd just rest here in Susan's sanctuary for a little bit while George got to know Jane.
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