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“That sounds pretty intense.”

“It can be.” Jane said.

George had rolled over onto his back and was laying beside the bikini clad gurl. More accurately, the gurl was half laying on him since the lawn chair wasn't that big and George was.

“How does it make you feel?”

“Most of the time I feel pretty isolated.” Jane admitted. “I'm not as outgoing at work as I used to be since I'm scared that someone's going to see through the packer and the binder. Getting caught pretending to be a woman is one nightmare; getting caught pretending to be a man is off the charts bad.

“I still don't see much of Susan thanks to our work schedules. Before I'd sometimes go out for a meal or a drink, but I'm only allowed to wear my boy things when I'm at work and I'm too nervous to go out like this. Dressed like Jane, that is.” Jane blushed and looked down at her feminized almost naked body.

“I think you look beautiful.” George planted a kiss on her cheek.

Jane kissed him back.

“She's married. Ish.” Frankie said, walking out of nowhere.

Jane rolled over and sat up on the side of the chair her blush showing through the tan she was starting to show.

“Has it been two hours?” Jane asked.

“And then some.” Frankie said, looking at her watch. “You can run along home now, Janey. If you want you can come back and play with George tomorrow.”

“You don't have to go, do you?” George asked.

“I should.” Jane didn't want to, but Frankie's return had put a damper on Jane's earlier ardor. “I need to put some real clothes on and take out my … you know.”

“I'll see you tomorrow then.” It was a statement, not a question. The young stud was making it clear that Jane was expected back.

“ok” Jane smiled a dumb unselfconscious smile as the man in her life kissed her goodbye on the cheek.

Jane was barely aware of the risk she was in walking back to her home. She didn't think about all the other neighbors who might see her swaying her hips back to her house. All she was thinking about was George. She hoped that he was watching her sway and jiggle all the way back home.

He did.

Jane made it to the backdoor and reached for the handle.

It didn't turn.

Jane tried again. It still didn't turn. She reached under the mat for the spare key, but it was gone.

Jane didn't know about Frankie's visit to her house. Or that her neighbor had locked the door behind her and took the spare key. Frankie had worked out the vague notions of a plan and the first step was keeping little miss Janey from going home whenever she wanted.

Jane was freaking out. The sun was still out and there was nowhere for her to hide. She saw the guy in the house across the street playing frisbee fetch with his dog. Jane was pretty sure that he'd seen her, but wasn't sure if he'd seen past the bikini and the tits to recognize Jane as Jim. Another couple in a house kitty corner to hers was setting up their grill. They made no pretense of not looking at the nearly naked woman bouncing around their neighbors' backdoor.

Jane needed to get out of sight fast.

George and Frankie had already gone back inside by this time. George had wanted to stay out for a bit longer, but his aunt had come up with some pretense to get them both inside before Jim discovered that he was trapped outside in a bikini. She knew that he was embarrassed about prancing around like that, but he always had the option of running back inside and cowering behind the safety of the four walls.

Now he wouldn't have that protection. Now he'd find himself stuck outside with no way to protect his modesty unless she took him into her home.

And her home meant her rules.

Jane looked at Frankie's house hoping to catch them before they made it back inside, but they were nowhere to be seen. She took off her heels and ran barefoot through the grass as fast as she could to Frankie's backdoor.

The neighbor with the dog and the couple with the grill watched as the scandalously clad young woman darted across the yard. It was obvious that she was trying to get their quickly, but she wasn't able to get herself up to a good run. She held her hands, each holding one of the high heels she had slipped out of, out to the sides with her elbows close to her body in a caricature of girlish motion. And her giant breasts which were barely contained by the minimal top she was wearing threatened to bounce up and hit her in the face whenever she started to go as fast as she wanted to.

The two male observers were too distracted by the woman's assets to question her true gender, but the woman wasn't paying attention to the stranger's swaying ass or jiggling tits.

Jane made it to the door and started ringing the bell. She didn't bother taking her finger off the button, just kept pressing and pressing not daring to turn around and look at the audience her display hd drawn. They might identify Jim's face beneath the makeup and wig, but they wouldn't recognize Jane's ass sticking out at them.

Frankie took her time opening the door, but not as much time as she would have liked. What she was doing was a bit cruel and hard to explain even to herself. She didn't want to get into a fight with her sweet nephew over his aunt's treatment of her friend's sissy husband.

“Forget something, Janey?” Frankie smiled at the panicked sissy bouncing on her doorstep.

“I got locked out of my house, Frankie. Can I please come in?”

“I don't know.” Frankie seemed to consider. “Susan seems to have you on a very tight leash and I wouldn't want to do anything to get in the way of that.”

“I'm sure she'll be fine with it.” Jane said.

Frankie looked skeptical. Jane didn't see George who was busy doing some favor for Frankie.

“You can text her if you'd like.” Jane offered when Frankie refused to step out of the way to let her in.

“OK.”

Frankie shut the door on Jane's face.

Jane was stunned. She turned her face around just far enough to see that a couple more people were staring at the strange display going on in the neighborhood. Most of them had cameras pointed at her.

Jane hit the doorbell again and didn't stop until Frankie answered.

“Hush! I'm texting Susan like you asked, Janey.”

Frankie closed the door again.

Jane brought her finger up to the bell again, but willed herself not to push it. She couldn't afford pissing Frankie off. For all she knew her neighbors had reported her to the police for being suspicious. Jane couldn't handle the police right now. And the thought of going to jail looking the way she did terrified her to the core.

Inside the house Frankie took her time texting. She kept her message to Susan pretty basic.

Your pseudo-husband locked himself out. He can stay with us if it's ok with you.

Susan replied a minute later with a terse “if it's not too much trouble.”

Frankie gave Janey another five minutes to sweat it out.

Outside Jane could feel the stare boring into him. He felt exposed and vulnerable in a way he had never experienced before in his life. He was teetering on the brink of discovery, of being outed to the community. Even if Frankie opened the door right now he'd have to answer dozens of embarrassing questions. Who was that woman who tried to get into your house? Are you having an affair? And that was if she was lucky and no one connected the stacked brunette in the neon pink bikini and the portfolio manager as being the same person.

“Hello! Miss. Hello.” Eve, the lady half of the grill couple called out to Jane as she walked up to the terrified crossdresser. “Is everything alright?”

Jane didn't dare say a word, she just stared straight at the door praying that it would swing open soon and she could rush inside before being humiliatingly exposed.

“I know you can hear me.” Eve's voice was getting closer, but Jane didn't dare turn around.

Jane felt a hand on her shoulder sooner than she had expected. Eve was quicker than she thought and much more stealthy. Jane whipped her head around to face her at the moment Frankie opened the door.

“Jane, you little ditz. Did you lock yourself out again?” Frankie said, standing aside to let the frightened sissy step inside. “Hi, Eve. What can I do for you?”

“Sorry to bother you, but Bob and I saw this … lady acting a bit weird.” Eve said. “Given how she was dressed we thought it would be best if I was the one who made sure she was all right.”

Jane wanted to retreat further into the house, but George had come back downstairs and was now blocking her one escape.

“That's just Jane. She's my nephew's girlfriend and she'll be staying with me too.” Frankie improvised.

“She was running back and forth between your place and Susan's.” Eve said.

“I asked Jane to go over and see if Jim could loan me his Mahler CD. I'm in the mood for something powerful and dramatic. The little scatterbrain doesn't seem to have it though.”

“There wasn't anybody home.” Jane said in her best girly voice. She kept looking at her feet to avoid Eve getting a good look at her face.

“That's ok.” Frankie said. “It looks like you've made enough drama for one night.”

“She sure seems shy for someone who wears a swimsuit like that.” Eve said, eyeing the pink bikini.

Jane crossed her arms in front of her chest to preserve at least an appearance of modesty.

“And isn't she a little old for your nephew?”

“That's really up to me isn't it, ma'am?” George interjected. “I'm George by the way.”

George crossed in front of Jane offering Eve his hand to shake. Jane cowered behind him hoping that this woman would buy the story that Frankie and George were spinning.

“I'm Eve.” She took his hand.

“Jane's a bit embarrassed about her suit. It's not the sort of thing she's used to wearing.” George explained. “It's a bit complicated, but she essentially lost a bet. The forfeit is wearing that suit long enough to have really deep tan lines. I suggested she take the sun here since we're much more secluded then where she lives.”

“And I offered to let her stay as long as George was here.”

“OK.” Eve seemed to take a moment to process all of that. “I'm sorry for being a busy body, but when you see … anyway, welcome to the neighborhood, Jane.”

“Thanks.” Jane squeaked from behind George.

“Would you like to come in for a minute.” Frankie offered Eve. “I was just about to put on a pot of decaf.”

Jane's eyes almost bugged out at that. They needed to get that woman out of here, not invite her in for coffee and donuts.

“Some other time. Bob's probably got the grill ready to go now and he thinks hamburgers aren't done until they look like hockey pucks.”

“Give Bob my regards.” Frankie said to Eve's retreating figure.

“Well that's going to complicate things.” Frankie said after the door was closed.

“Eve's going to tell Bob what you told her.” Jane said. “That I'm staying with you and sleeping with George.”

“I only told her you two were dating.” Frankie said. “You're the only one talking about sleeping with my nephew.”

“You said we're in a relationship and we're both staying with you.” Jane said. “She's going to assume.”

“I can't help that.”

“And she's going to tell Bob. And everyone else.”

“I don't think she recognized you.” George said, trying to make Jane feel better.

“If she did I'm ruined. If she didn't I'm going to have to pretend to be some air headed, but shy bimbo who hangs around outside her window every day wearing next to nothing. And they think I live here now. How are we going to explain me going back home.”

“I'll call Susan and see what she thinks.” Frankie said.

“Maybe I should be the one calling my wife.”
“Unless your tits double as phones you're not calling anyone, Janey.”

“Aunt Frankie!” George clearly didn't like the way she was speaking to Jane.

“I'm sorry, that was a little rude.” Frankie put her hands on Jane's shoulders and looked her in the eyes. “You know that I would never do anything to hurt Susan. I promise you that I'm not about to start now. It's just, at the moment, I'm trying to take in a lot of stuff all at once. I need to talk to Susan for a lot of reasons. This situation is just the tip of that iceberg.

“It's Jane's birthday today so why don't you two head out and have a nice dinner on me while I have a good long heart-to-heart with Susan.”

“I can't go out.” Jane protested.

“Not like that you can't.” Frankie agreed, but not in the way Jane wanted her to. “I think I have something you can wear over that that should be a bit more modest.”

“That's not the point. The more people see me the better the chances are they'll figure out who I am.”

“I think it's a good idea.”

“George!”

“Hear me out.” He said. “The neighbors are only going to see you leave the house and get into the car with me. They've already seen you that far out, right?”

“I suppose.”

“Only this time they won't be seeing you wearing only that tiny bathing suit. They'll see a well put together woman in nice respectable clothes. It'll stop half the rumors dead in their tracks.”

“He's right, you know.” Frankie said. “Right now they think you're slutting it up with George. If they see you dressed up nice the way I'm sure Susan normally has you dressed they'll just think you're a normal girl and won't think too much more about it.

“Except for Bob; he'll be fapping off to the memory of you bouncing around out there for years to come.”

“Auntie!”

“I'm sorry. But I am right about you two going out tonight.” Frankie offered.

“What do you say, Jane would you like to have dinner with me?”

“Yes.”

-----

“Are you sure you don't have anything?” Jane could almost hear the whine in her own voice.

“Face it, Janey you are much better endowed then I am. You're lucky I have some underwear that will fit you, there's no way you're going to squeeze those melons of yours into one of my b cups.”

Jane stood in Frankie's guest room as her de facto hostess brought her various outfits to try on. Finding a pair of Frankie's underwear that fit hadn't been a problem. She had a few pairs she'd been planning on throwing away soon anyway. Frankie even had a pair of spare pantyhose kicking around that had been way too big for her that fit Jane well enough. After some experimentation they found a skirt that went with Jane's shoes and a blouse that did its best to deemphasize Jane's upper assets.

It still wasn't enough, but at least it kept her permanently engorged nipples from being too obvious. The bikini top did next to nothing, but it was the closest thing to a bra that Jane was going to have access to until Susan came home to rescue her.

“You really can't take them off?” Frankie said, staring at Jane's boobs.

“No.”

“Just like a real woman, I suppose.”

Jane didn't know what to say to that so she just kept her mouth shut.

“Let's give your makeup a touch up and I think you'll be ready to go.” Frankie sat Jane down at the makeup table.

Frankie watched as the former husband deftly added color to his face. She'd known some lifelong women who couldn't apply makeup as expertly as Jane did. How long had she really been doing this? Frankie wondered.

While Jane was putting on her face Frankie found an old pocket book of hers that more or less went with Jane's outfit. She decided to have a little more fun with the faux girl by adding the little things that a real woman might carry in her purse on a big date night.

Frankie put a lipstick and compact into the purse. The lipstick was a shade of red that she'd only ever worn in private for a bit of roleplay. It was a shade that most men loved, but most women found slutty. It wasn't the shade that Jane was applying now, but it would become her shade as the night wore on and eating and drinking wore off the more tasteful color. Assuming that George didn't kiss it off before they even got to the restaurant.

She checked the expiration date on the condoms before she stuffed them in the purse. Not that Frankie expected things to go that far on a first date; they were there to remind Jane of what she was tonight – a woman on a date with a man.

The tampons were there just to remind Jane that she was a woman. Frankie had no doubt that Jane could easily accommodate one after seeing the piece of rubber she'd had lodged up her butt for the past few hours, but she didn't want to push that on Jane. If Susan decided that her sissy hersband should have his own period that was her call.

Not that Frankie wouldn't suggest it when they spoke.

The last thing she put in the purse was another pair of panties. You know, just in case the little sissy ruined them on her date.

What was notably lacking was a wallet or any money. Jane would be going out on this date without any way to pay for anything. She couldn't even take a cab home if she wanted to slip away. Little Janey would be completely dependent on her big strong handsome George. A situation that all too many women had found themselves in at one point in time in their lives. Now Janey would find out about that side of being a woman as well.

Jane took off her wig to work on her makeup. She wondered how far Susan was going to take her feminization and if she'd ever be forced to grow her hair out to a more traditionally feminine length.

She was aware a major shift that happened in her psyche today. At some point she stopped thinking of herself as “Jim” and “he” and started calling herself Jane and using the appropriate pronouns. Most of the time. Sometimes she fell back on old habits. It had happened as George was rubbing lotion into her skin. As if his strong manly hands were wringing out the last vestiges of Jane's masculinity with each stroke.

Jane wasn't sure how she'd ever get back into boy mode for work next week. She'd already caught herself unconsciously falling into feminine mannerisms when dressed en homme at work. She was pretty sure there had been other times when she'd acted girly and didn't even notice it.

The threat of being exposed at work was getting less and less with each new mistake on Jane's part. How long would it be before everyone around just knew she was a crossdresser and sissy? She was motivated into playing Susan's game by fear and love. Love of Susan and a fear of being discovered. The latter was still present, but it wasn't as strong as it had been a month ago when they walked into Olivia's Boudoir.

It was love of Susan that was making her stay the course. If fear factored into things at all it was her fear of losing her. But if she loved Susan why was she feeling so confused about George? In her sober moments away from him she told herself that she wasn't attracted to men. Mostly she believed it. But when he was close to her she forgot. Forgot that she wasn't attracted to men; forgot that underneath all of the latex and lace that she was every bit as male as George was.

Maybe not every bit.

There was a knock on the door.

“I'm not trying to rush you or anything, but I'm starving.” George said through the closed door.

“Give her a minute, lover boy.” Frankie called back. “Your stomach can wait five minutes.”

Frankie gave Jane a look and said “Men” like Jane had always been a woman.

Jane was feeling nervous as she slid her wig back on. She still hadn't sorted out her feelings for the younger man, she just knew that she had them. And that she still loved Susan. Then there was the matter of going out in public not only en femme, but on a man's arm. For all the advances that trans people and crossdressers had made in the new century she was still more likely to be attacked or killed walking down the street wearing a dress than she would in boy mode.

And she wasn't sure if George would like her borrowed outfit.

Jane took one last look in the mirror as Frankie made sure that everything was in place then opened the door.

“You look amazing.” George said, looking her up and down.

“So do you.” Jane replied and meant it.

George had showered, shaved, and changed into a dress shirt and dockers. It wasn't as much effort as Jane had had to put into getting ready, but she was just as appreciative of the results.

“Shall we?” George gestured towards the door.

“Don't forget this.” Frankie handed Jane the purse.

“Thanks.”

Frankie waited five minutes from the time she heard the door close to the time she called Susan.

-----

Dinner more or less went uneventfully.

Dinner rush on a warm summer Friday meant that everyplace worth eating at was cranking busy.

The sun had set by the time George found a place that didn't have lines snaking out the door. The Mexican place was still busy, but the call ahead seating meant they'd be in their booth almost as soon as they walked through the door.

Jane felt like she'd entered the Twilight Zone from the moment they'd left Frankie's. It was like she had entered a world almost exactly like the one she had grown up in only to discover that it had now been filled with alien experiences and surprises.

Driving was the first thing that she'd noticed. Jane had never thought of driving as being especially gendered. Not in today's modern world. She'd heard jokes about women drivers in old movies, but that was another century; nowadays there were women competing in Nascar for Christ's sake.

But when George got behind the wheel of his ancient Chevy van something felt wrong to Jane. Whenever Jim and Susan went anywhere Jim was always the one to drive. He'd never really thought about not driving, he just automatically got behind the wheel and took charge.

Now George was in charge.

She understood the reasons were practical instead of some sort of power trip on George's part. It was his van. And it wasn't as though Jane had her wallet and license with her. Even if she had they were Jim's wallet and license; she really didn't want to have to explain herself to any curious traffic cops.

Her clothes also didn't help. The four inch heels that she was teetering around in were the only shoes she had access to. Women who wanted to wear heels like that and drive kept spare flats in their cars. And it would have been difficult to work the old van's clutch in Frankie's old miniskirt. Not without her skirt riding up. Jane could only imagine how George would interpret that.

Jane felt another piece of Jim's masculinity melt away when she navigated her way up the tall passenger seat in her short skirt. She made sure to keep her knees demurely together the entire way from Frankie's to the restaurant. She took so much time trying to modestly leave the van that George had enough time to come around and give her a hand down.

Jane was grateful for the hand as well as the placement of George's body. If she had to flash anyone it may as well be the one man who'd not only seen it all, but had rubbed lotion onto it.

Jane had another Twilight Zone moment when George took her by the hand and walked her into the crowded restaurant. A good Twilight Zone moment. He kept reassuring her that everything was going to be fine. She knew it would be as long as she was with him.

Once inside Jane wasn't exactly ignored, but she was treated differently than she'd been used to when she was Jim. George was at least a decade younger than Jane, but the hostess spoke to him. The high school girl who led them to their table asked George what he wanted to drink before taking Jane's drink order. When their waitress was giving the dinner special spiel she directed it more to George and when she took their orders she took the man's first.

Jane didn't think she'd been read. All of the women were incredibly busy keeping up with the dinner rush, but had treated her normal in all other ways.

Was this what normal felt like on the other side of the dress? The thought kept coming back to Jane throughout dinner especially when the waitress placed the check in front of Jane's obviously younger date. True she couldn't pay for it, but she didn't like others just assuming that.

For his part George had been the perfect date. He did his best to keep the conversation lively and entertaining without hogging the spotlight. He made Jane focus on what they were doing and not think (too much) about who might or might not be looking at her. By the time the waitress came back with their change Jane was feeling disappointed that it had to end.

George held her hand as he walked her to the car.

“That was great.” Jane said, smiling more than she thought she ever had. “Thank you so much for making me do this. I was so nervous going out, but it was all worth it. It was an amazing night.”

“I'm the one who should be thanking you. If you hadn't walked over the lawn I'd be home with a frozen pizza streaming Netflix. This was much much better.”

Jane just smiled and gripped George's hand tighter.

“Ready to head home, Cinderella?” George asked.

“I wish we didn't have to. I wish this night could go on forever.”

“There's nothing forcing us to go home. I don't have a curfew. Do you?”

Jane smiled up at her date.

-----

“So you're submissive, huh?”

Jane let the question hang there while she thought about her answer.

The high school football field was empty that night. Jane didn't know if that meant the team was playing an away game or if the season was over. She never really paid that much attention to sports. When other men brought up the subject (to Jim) she'd just nod her head and pretend that she knew what they were talking about.

George had a blanket in the van that he spread out on the grass. The younger man and his sissy date laid down on it and tried to see the stars through the city's light pollution. They were far enough out of town to see far more than they would in Susan's backyard. They'd been talking for over an hour when George asked the awkward question.

“I guess I am.” Jane finally admitted. She didn't want to, but she'd already told him too much to lie to him about that.

“So you get off on what Susan's doing to you?”

“Sorta.” Jane said. “I'm sorry, I didn't mean to vague that up on you. Yes. It is arousing. Susan has read some of my deepest sexual fantasies and made them come true. It is beyond a head rush. And a little scary sometimes. So I'm aroused … but there's no getting off.”

“Cause of what she did to you … down there.”

“Yes.”

“Can I see it?” He asked. His arm was already around her body when he gently stroked her side.

“George!”

“Come on. It's not even real. Or yours.”

“You've already seen it.”

“When?”

“When you put sunscreen on my ass.”

“That was hours ago; I want to see it again.”

“And I'm just supposed to spread for you?”

“You said you're submissive.”

“This is different.”

“Because I haven't ordered you? … Yet.”

“Are you ordering me?” The tone of Jane's voice told George everything he needed to know.

“What day is it?”

“The 14th.” Jane answered, confused by the direction the conversation had veered off in. “But what has that to do with anything?”

“Don't be such a ditz. I didn't mean the date I meant what day is it?”

Jane thought for a bit.

“Hurry up.”

“My birthday?” Jane's answer was in the form of a question.

“And what happens to little girls on their birthdays?”

“They get presents. Lots of presents.”

“What else do they get? I'll give you a hint – it involves their pretty little butts.”

“Are you telling me that you're going to spank me? For my birthday?”

“No. I'm telling you that you are going to beg me to take you over my knee, pull down your pants, and make it so you can't sit down for a week. And if you're a really good girl I just might take a close look at that tight little cooch of yours.”

“Seriously?”

“That doesn't sound like begging to me.”

Jane's head was in a whirl. Here she was laying on the grass of a high school football field in the arms of a man who'd graduated from that same school only a couple years ago. She was ten years older than him, but right now she felt like a teenage virgin being pressured to go all the way.

Up until a few hours ago she hadn't thought she'd ever find a man attractive, but she now she thought George was divine. Not that her head was on higher things when she thought about George. No. At the moment all she could think about was looking at the world from George's lap while she felt the cool night air on her exposed bum. The thought of making herself so vulnerable, begging to be allowed to expose herself like that was intense. She could feel herself throb beneath the rubber and the glue.

“Spank me, please.” She whispered in his ear.

“My time's valuable, sweetheart. If you want me to spend it giving your ass that kind of attention you're gonna have to do better than that.”

Jane placed her hand on his belly and ran it slowly down his body. She could feel the tip of his stiffness through the thin material of his pants after her hand cleared his belt. She moved her hand lower and could swear she could feel the veins of his large member through the thin cotton.

“I'm begging you to please spank me.” Jane gave him her best puppy dog eyes before continuing on in a hight pitched girly girl voice. “Pwetty pwease with sugar on it.”

Jane could feel him stiffen and throb under her hand and she felt elated. The power dynamic on this side of the bra was so much different than she'd been used to as Jim. Things seemed simpler when she was a man, more straight forward. Most of the time she was led around by her cock and things didn't work out so great. At least for Susan who remained tragically disappointed throughout their marriage.

It was different now that she was a girl. She was just as submissive as before the only difference being the sex of the person she was giving up her power to. It was different giving up your power to a man. Edgier, scarier, more tangible. She could feel the effect her submission was having on her young date. Feel him pulse and throb as she begged him like a little girl to be treated in such a humiliating and demeaning fashion.

It felt powerful knowing that she could get this reaction out of him. A confirmation of a womanhood she had only come to accept that afternoon. Jane found her power through her submission to George; the more power she gave up the more power she received.

George didn't say anything for a long while. Jane just left her hand on his crotch and waited for him to take her or not. The choice wasn't hers. All she could do was try to make him happy and hope he did what they both wanted.

After several minutes George got to his feet and walked to the bleachers. He put on a show of sitting down on one and patted his lap with both hands.

“I think you know where you belong, young lady.” He said. Jane could see the bulge in his pants from across the field.

Jane had to take her shoes off to walk to him on the poorly maintained turf. She held one in each hand elbows close to her body hands at shoulder height, the picture of stereotypical femininity.

He took the shoes from her when she got to him and dropped them under the bleachers with the cigarette butts and used condoms. Jane wasn't sure what she should do so she just stood there holding her hands in front of her skirt covered crotch looking down at the ground as demurely as she could.

“I here you've been very naughty, Jane.” George said.

“I guess.” Jane sounded more like a teenage girl caught breaking the student handbook than a thirty three year old businessman.

“I've heard that Susan caught you wearing boy clothes. Going out of the house pretending to be a boy. She says you even fooled some other girls into thinking that you were a real man. Is that true, Jane?”

“yes” She said the word barely above a whisper.

Jane felt George's power, his dominance flow over her. In only a few sentences he'd reduced her past life as Jim into nothing more than a naughty girl putting on a pair of trousers and pretending to be the daddy. Like he had cast a spell on her. No. Like he had lifted a curse and she was finally free to be what she had always been – Jane.

“Then you need to be punished.”

Jane just nodded not looking up from the ground.

George patted his lap and Jane found herself taking two steps forward and laying herself face down over his knees. Her body was on submissive autopilot as she leaned herself over. Once down George pulled her forward a few inches until her entire weight rested on him. She felt even more childish knowing her feet no longer touched the ground.

George placed his hand on the back of her knee and slowly ran it up Jane's leg and under her short skirt. His warm hand circled her cheeks slowly. She could feel his manhood pressing up into her tummy its heat radiating up and out through the entire length of her.

She closed her eyes when he slowly pulled her skirt up out of a toddler logic that told her that if she couldn't see anything than neither could he.

Jane's fine ass was laid out plain and almost bare in the soft moonlight. George ran his palms over the fleshy curves for several minutes before ending between her legs.

“You're wet.” George sounded surprised. How realistic was Jane's pussy?

“It's lube.” Jane explained eyes still closed. “From the plug. It was my first time so I used a lot. I think I've been leaking ever since I took it out.”

George ran his fingers up along the crack feeling the artificial moistness of his date's artificial sex. When he reached her hole he pressed a finger inside up to the first knuckle. It slid in easily, hungry for more.

Jane moaned.

“More of that later.” George withdrew the finger. “I'm punishing you after all.”

She was frustrated, but didn't say anything.

“If you're not going to take good care of your panties and keep them nice and dry maybe you don't deserve them anymore.” George moved his hand to the top of her thong.

“Maybe.” Jane agreed waiting for him to strip away her last shred of modesty.

“Maybe you don't deserve to wear panties ever again. Would you like going commando from now on? Maybe I should make you earn your way back into panties.”

“Please, no.” Jane moaned. “I have to wear panties.”

“Why?”

“So boys don't see my pussy.”

“I'd think a little bimbo like you would want that.”

“No.”

“Do you want me to see your pussy?”

“That's different.”

“That's not an answer.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?” George asked as patiently/impatiently as a school teacher driving home a hard lesson to a problem student.

“Yes, I want you to see my pussy, Master.”

Jane didn't know where the last part came from, but she didn't regret saying it. If anything it more clearly defined their roles in what was about to happen.

George took a moment to register his new title; then a few seconds for it to sink in.

“What will you do for me?” He finally asked.

“I don't understand.”

“I told you my time is valuable, there are a lot of things I could be doing than watching you flash your vag at me.”

“But you wanted to see it.” Jane protested. “You asked me.”

“I didn't know you were such a little exhibitionist then. So tell me what you're going to do for me or these panties are staying put.”

He couldn't be serious, could he? It had been hard enough admitting that she wanted to be seen; now he expected her to give him something in return.

“What do you want?” She finally asked.

“What do you think I want?” George shifting under her forcing his cock to press deeply into her belly.

“I could … take care of you.” Jane could feel the heat rise in her cheeks.

“You're going to need to be more specific.”

“I … I could give you a hand job.”

“I hear you've had a lot of experience jerking men off, Jane. Is that true?”

“No!”

“Are you telling me that you never jerked Jim off? Never?”

“That's different.”

“You keep saying that.” George ran his knuckles over the curve of his butt cheek. “You wrapped your hand around a dick and jerked it until it exploded, didn't you?”

“Yes, but …”

“So you jerked at least one guy off before. Probably a lot.” George interrupted her. “Tell me, Jane, have you ever given head?”

“no”

“Interesting.”

Did he expect her to offer to give him a blow job for the privilege of stripping her, ogling her, and giving her a bare assed spanking?

“I could … I could give you a … a blow job.”

“That sounds so harsh coming out of that pretty little mouth of yours, Jane. I think you should call it a 'blowie' instead. Make me the offer again and use the right word this time.”

“I'll give you a blowie, Master.”

“So you're saying that you'll give me a blow job to pay me for taking away your panties, examining your hot wet pussy, and tanning those cute little cheeks of yours?”

“Yes, Master.”

“You're a tough negotiator, but I think we have a deal. Now I'll confiscate those wet panties of yours.”

George hooked his fingers into the top of Jane's thong and started pulling them down her hips. She lifted her hips up to facilitate their removal. He pulled them all the way down her legs and tickled her feet with them as he took them off.

“You used to watch porn back when you pretended to be a boy, didn't you Jane?”

“Sometimes.” She admitted.

“Good, that should make this easier. You see, I don't want to lose your pretty panties, but I can't exactly put them in my pocket with you sprawled out all over my lap like this. You don't have any pockets in that tiny skirt of yours and your purse is all the way over there on the blanket. So what do I do with these very pretty, very wet panties? It's a real head scratcher, don't you think?

“Then I remembered some of the porn videos I've seen. The ones where a man like me dominates a pretty little girl like you. I'm sure you've seen them, Jane. Do you remember where the alpha male puts the pretty little girl's panties at times like these?”

I stayed quiet.

“They go in her mouth, don't they?”

“If you say so, Master.”

“Open up.”

George pushed the damp panties deep inside Jane's mouth the moment she opened it. She could taste herself on them, the mix of her own musk and second hand lube. She'd never imagined that she'd ever have her own female underwear forced into her mouth. It was a particular form of feminine submission that had never occurred to her before.

“I'm not going to do anything else to gag you, Jane. If things start getting too intense for you just spit them out and use your safe word. I'm guessing it was 'Cinderfella.' Nod if I'm right.”

Jane nodded. It was reassuring to know that as intense as things had gotten that it was still a game and that Jane could stop it at any time she wanted.

“Good.”

CLAP!

The first spank landed hard and unexpected. Jane jumped on George's lap and let out a yelp of pain and surprise. George braced her with his other arm and rained spanks down on her tender upturned butt.

CLAP!

“I'm not using my full strength.”

Jane's butt begged to differ. After only a few spanks it was already feeling tender and abused.

CLAP!

“You couldn't handle getting hit that hard.”

CLAP!

“This is fake. Like you are when you pretend to be a man. I guess that makes it a sissy spanking.”

CLAP!

“But seeing as how you ARE a sissy I'm betting this still probably feels like you're gonna die. You're not.”

CLAP!

Jane squeezed her already closed eyes even tighter with each blow that struck her upturned bottom. George had to be lying, there was no way he wasn't spanking her as hard as he could.

She lost track of the count somewhere in the teens, about halfway through if he was following tradition and giving her a spank for each year. If he knew how old she was. The spanks just kept on coming. She was convinced that each one was the last one only to have another come down from above.

George finally said “it's over.” Jane started quietly sobbing.

She started to roll off his lap her brain already trying to wrap itself around the next submission she'd agreed to only to be stopped by George.

“shhhhh …. shhhhhh … It's all right.” George's voice was calm and soothing. “You've been through a lot today. Just stay put for a little bit and let everything settle in.”

George's warm hand felt cool resting on her blazing backside. He began to rub it back and forth across the length of her cheeks stopping only when the built up friction became too much for both of them. Jane stopped sobbing.

She let out a low moan when he entered her with two fingers. This time he went further than the first knuckle; this time he pushed himself as far as he could, sliding effortlessly down her greased and yearning passage.

Jane had expected the invading fingers to start pistoning in and out of her, but they remained firmly in place. George had buried himself deep in Jane and he gave no indication that he was going to leave any time soon.

Jane felt conflicting waves of sensation wash over her. The constant static penetration calmed her emotions, but aroused parts of her she no longer had access to. She could feel her trapped member respond even as her mind slipped into a deep submissive haze.

She could feel his cock under her. It hadn't been tucked between his legs and glued beneath a rubber pussy. She could feel its hard warmth pressing against her belly just as firmly as the two fingers pressed into her from the other side. She imagined what George's penis looked like, what he looked like naked, and she blushed. She imagined opening herself up for him, spreading her legs for his mammoth cock, and her whole body flushed.

George removed the fingers with an audible “plop.”

“You can get up now.” He said.

Jane rolled off his lap and onto the compressed dirt in front of the bleachers. She knelt there her knees in the dirt her skirt fallen back to cover less than half of her punished ass. George put his hand in front of her mouth, palm up, and gestured for the panties. She spat them into his hands and he deposited the whole damp prize into his pocket.

On her hands and knees Jane was at eye level with George's crotch. The cock she had “rode” through her long spanking was still clearly visible beneath the thin fabric. Jane crawled forward the few inches she needed to to touch it. For real this time. George manspread his legs on the wooden bleachers to give her better access, but he gave no sign he was going to undo his pants or lower the zipper. Jane was going to have to work for this one.

Jane's shoulders brushed against his inner thighs. She put her face so close to his crotch she was half afraid she'd get a sunburn from the heat radiating off of it. She breathed in the heavy musk. So like Jim's, but so much stronger. A small part of her was still confused and nervous about all of this. She wasn't gay. She knew that. She was a girl and it wasn't gay for a girl to give her boy a little attention.

But if she was a straight girl what about Susan?

Jane pushed those thoughts from her head and focused on the cock in front of her. She rested her cheek on the warm taut fabric. The heat radiated through her face down her neck and didn't stop until it reached the artificial v between her legs. She kissed her way up the fly and wrapped the zipper between her teeth.

She was very careful pulling the zip down not wanting to hurt George's member or her teeth. Once the zip was open she used her bare hands to pull his holy trinity out of his briefs. She marveled at the feel of her bare skin on its. In one way she had never touched a cock before today; in another she'd spent half her life doing nothing but touch them. But that had been Jim's penis and it wasn't close to being in the same class as the velvet steel monster that throbbed in her hand.

Susan had been right to take away Jim's dick; the proof was staring Jane right in its single eye.

She used one hand to press the shaft against his belly while the other danced along his full balls. She leaned forward taking his balls into her mouth and let the rigid cock fall onto her face and rest there.

Jane had never felt so female before in her life. The feeling was intense and terrifying and giddy.

She ran her tongue along the underside of his balls until George was the one to let out a moan. She took pride in the effect she was having on her date. Her man. She let the damp balls plop out of her mouth and began to kiss and lick her way up the shaft. She could feel the wet balls bounce against her chin.

She wrapped a hand around the base of his cock and tried to impale her face down on it. She stopped inching her way down when she started to gag. A problem Susan had never run into when servicing Jim.

George rested a hand on the side of Jim's head. She could feel him twine his fingers through the wig and she wished it was her real hair that he was holding. He placed the other hand on the other side of her head and started to guide her through the blow job, moving her head back and forth, setting the pace with his masterfully strong hands.

Jane was drunk on her femininity. Being there on her knees, blowing her date on the football field.

She felt the vein in his cock pulse against her tongue every time he moved her head along the shaft.

She never felt so alive.

George held off as long as he could. Jane had really taken to cocksucking and he wanted to prolong the experience as much as possible for both of them. He managed to hold out longer than Jim ever could, but Jane's tongue was far too enthusiastic for him to hold back as long as he wanted.

The little tremors at the base of his cock told Jane all she needed to know. She'd had years of experience working the other end of the male orgasm to know that it was about to come and it was about to come fast.

He spurted into Jane's mouth. It felt like a gallon of salt water snot was erupting down her throat. She started to choke until she somehow managed to block her windpipe with the back of her tongue. His goo pooled there in the back of her mouth. She hated the texture, she hated the taste, she probably hated the smell, but she loved him too much at that moment to spit it out. She waited until his spent dick stopped spasming before letting it drop from her mouth.

The hot salty load sat at the back of her throat. The copious amounts of drool she was producing did nothing to cut the harsh chemical salt taste. Could she really do this? Could she actually swallow another man's load?

She looked up to see George looking down at her. His sweet face was framed by moonlight and the afterglow of his intense orgasm.

She had her answer.

It didn't want to go down all at once. It clung to her throat as she swallowed leaving a thick salty coating as the mass of semen slid down her throat. She swallowed her spit three times, but couldn't get the aftertaste out. She knew that anyone smelling her breath would know exactly what she was – a cocksucker.

She just smiled and licked the last drop of cum from her lover's spent cock.

-----

“I thought you said you were straight.”

Susan didn't sound happy. She hadn't sounded happy since the couple returned to Frankie's place to find her asleep and Susan waiting for them in the living room.

“It's complicated, Dr. Kellog.” George tried to explain.

“My partner gave you head; call me Susan.”

“It was all my fault, Susan. I made Jane do this roleplay. One thing led to another and things went too far.”

“No!” Jane said. “Everything I did I wanted to do.”

“I see.” Susan's voice could freeze lava.

It took them two hours to reach a compromise no one liked, but could live with.

-----

“We're almost at your work.” Frankie said from behind the wheel of George's ancient van. “Are you about ready, sweetie?”

“Almost.” Jane answered from the windowless back.

The longer she stayed at Frankie's the less grown up Jane felt.

Jane had already bound her breasts, plopped the packer in the front of her briefs, and had gotten into most of her Jim clothes. She was just working on the finishing touches of her male disguise when Frankie asked.

All of her Jim things were in the back of George's van now. At least all of them that she was allowed access to until Susan's game was over. Assuming it ever began. She didn't even think of them as her clothes any more; they were just a costume she put on for a few hours a day, five days a week.

Every work day for the past three weeks she'd left the house dressed as Jane, got into the van with George and Frankie, and was driven to work. Jane used the commute time to transform herself into Jim. It was taking longer and longer each day; it was getting harder and harder to pass as male anymore.

How far would that go? Would there come a day when Jane did all the boy things she could and just looked like a girl in boys' clothes?

“I don't know why I can't just change at home.” Jane tried to now sound like a whiny teenage girl. Tried and failed.

“You know very well why, young lady.” Frankie said. “I'm not having the neighbors seeing my best fried's husband going and coming from my house at all hours of the night. Not all of us are so blasé about our reputations.”

Jane always lost this argument. She had to think hard to remember any she'd won recently.

Living with Frankie had been part of the deal. Living with Frankie and following her rules. And Susan's. And George's.

Jane didn't mind George's so much.

Frankie had been getting on Jane's nerves since day one. Talking down to her feminized houseguest, ordering her around, and treating her more like a child than the adult she really was. Right now her only respite from helicopter mom Frankie was work and her dates with George.

Not that they ever ended the way she wanted them to. Not as long as the detente with Susan was in place.

Frankie pulled into Jane's work just as she was adjusting her tie. The van didn't have a center console between the front seats so George was able to just get up and walk straight into the back without having to leave the car.

“I wish we could say goodbye at your place.” Jane said. “I hate you seeing me like this.”

George leaned in and kissed Jane full on Jim's lips.

“It's still you in there no matter how you're dressed or what you look like.”

Jane managed to get out an embarrassed “thanks.”

“I think Susan's getting ready to take things to the next level.” George put his hands on Jane's shoulders and made her look him in the face. “She said she had something big to share with us after our date tonight. I think she's finally going to start the games.”

The games? When Susan first told her about them Jane thought that they'd have started after a week, two at the most. It had been over two months at this point and all she heard from Susan was that Jane needed to be as girly as possible to make sure the playing field was even. Whatever that was supposed to mean.

Jane didn't want to be the husband and she doubted Susan wanted the position. That left their relationship – complicated. Jane still loved Susan, but things had gotten serious with George and Jane didn't want that to end.

“This is your stop, Janey girl.” Frankie pulled the van door open from the outside. Luckily the lovebirds weren't doing anything they shouldn't have been doing.

“Have a good day.” George said. It looked like he wanted to give her another goodbye kiss or hug, but he knew that Jane didn't want her co-workers to know about that side of her life.

“How do I look?” Jane said adjusting Jim's tie.

“Beautiful.”

-----

“20 bucks says he does.”

“You're on.”

Mindy leaned back in her chair at the receptionist's station and looked up at Sharon who was casually leaning on the counter.

“He's management. He's your boss. There's no way in hell you're gonna get him to do that.”

“You haven't worked with him up close the way I have. I don't know what's going on, but over the past month or so he's been acting … different.”

“That's great, but you're still just his secretary.”

“The way he's been acting lately I think he'd like to trade jobs.”

“You do realize how crazy that sounds, don't you? He's gotta make ten times what we do. Combined.”

“Tell me that when you're forking over my 20 bucks.”

“I'll believe it when I … hold on here he comes now.”

Jane entered the foyer of his office building in full Jim mode. At least as much of Jim mode as he was able to manage. At least she was wearing nothing but men's clothes and she was pretty sure she'd washed off all of her makeup. It was hard projecting the image of a self confident businessman when she felt like a phony with her bound breasts, wearing uncomfortable and now alien male clothing.

“Morning, Mindy. Sharon.” Jane made an effort to keep her voice deep and manly. She found that if she didn't concentrate she slipped into the contralto that was quickly becoming her natural voice.

“Good morning, sir.” Mindy chirped with all the enthusiasm of a receptionist wanting to make a good impression on her boss.

“Jimmy, I'm swamped today.” Sharon said without greeting or acknowledging Jane's greeting. “I need you to go down to the cafeteria and get my coffee. Two creamers. No sugar. ASAP. You think you can handle that?”

Mindy held her breath. She'd known that Sharon was going to ask the boss to get her a cup of coffee, but she didn't know that her friend was going to ask like that. This wasn't a secretary having a joke with her boss; this was a secretary talking down to her boss. Mindy didn't know if Jim was going to laugh it off or explode.

“Yes, ma'am.”

“Then hop to it.” Sharon was a bit shocked that it had worked, but not enough to knock her out of character.

Jane didn't even realize how strange it must have looked for Jim to humble himself like that to someone as far down the corporate totem pole as Sharon. Weeks of living under Frankie's roof following Susan's dictates had conditioned Jane to obey any order given by a woman.

The two genetic women stared in stunned silence at their manager's retreating backside.

“Oh! My! God! Look at him scurry.” Mindy said once Jim was out of earshot.

“Jesus Christ, I've seen street whores wiggle less than he does.”

In her haste to obey Sharon's order Jane wasn't thinking about walking like a boy. Weeks of wearing heels and having a butt plug planted deep inside her had added a feminine sway to her walk that she had to consciously fight when trying to pass as Jim. Not that her hips and ass were the only part of her deportment that screamed sissy; she held her hands out, parallel to her hips with her elbows tucked in close to her torso.

The effect was prissy and effeminate.

The secretary and the receptionist shared a laugh at the sight of the former authority figure.

-----

George was feeling guilty and confused when he said goodbye to Jane that morning. He'd been feeling that way a lot since he'd met her. He mulled over the situation in silence as his aunt drove him the rest of the way to his summer internship and dropped him off for a long boring day of transcribing medical records from paper files into databases that were only a couple years out of date.

It had only been a few weeks since Jane jiggled her way into his life, but it seemed like he'd known her far longer. And he wasn't thinking about the few random occasions he'd run into her as Jim over the years. That Jim was a completely different person; a cocoon that hadn't opened yet. He felt terrible for Jane that she had to wrap the husks of her old self around her each morning just to go to work.

He knew he had feelings for her, but he wasn't sure if he loved her. Their sex lives (what Susan allowed them to have) muddied the waters. Things tended to go to pretty intense places on their dates and the roleplaying that happened afterwards.

Could he be mistaking that for love?

That didn't seem right to George. But it he really loved Jane how could he have agreed to Susan's conditions? Jane seemed to be OK with them, but she was a masochist and she loved Susan. Susan claimed to love Jane, but he didn't see how anyone could love someone and make their lives as miserable as Jane's was.

He should have said no when Susan made her insane demand. He should have walked out of their and kept his head down until his classes started up again in the fall. But he would never have spoken to Jane again and that would have broken his heart.

But if he felt so strongly about Jane how could he fuck Susan?

-----

Susan had the coffee waiting by the time Frankie had returned from dropping her two houseguests off at their respective jobs. Frankie walked through Susan's kitchen door without bothering to knock. She knew she was expected.

“That smells wonderful.” Frankie took a seat and filled the empty mug in front of her.

“How'd it go?” Susan tried to keep her voice neutral, but her old friend knew her too well to be fooled.

“She stopped thinking of herself as Jim a long time ago. Jane's closer to being a tween girl than a thirty something businessman.”

“Oh.”

Frankie could feel the hurt in Susan's voice. She wanted to take the pain away, but that was … complicated.

“This compromise of yours isn't helping.” Frankie said, choosing the path of tough love. “If anything it's made her even more boy crazy. And jealous of you and whatever it is you do with George do after he brings your husband back from one of their dates.”

“Jane's not my husband.”

“Obviously.”

“And I know you're not happy about me and George, but it's been so long. Even when Jim was Jim he wasn't being a man. I've needed a man for so long, Frankie. You have to know what that's like.”

“Is it anything like needing a woman?” Frankie reached out and placed her hand on Susan's. She looked her friend straight in the eye.

“You're gay?” Susan knew the answer from the look on Frankie's face. She didn't take Frankie's hand, but she didn't pull away either.

“Is that a problem?”

“No. It's just … How long?”
“Always.”

“And you want to …”

“Be your lover.”

“But I'm married.”

“Tell that to my nephew after you're done with him tonight.”

“That's not fair.”

“Life isn't fair, Susan.” Frankie stood up and walked around the table until she was standing over Susan. She never let her hand leave Susan's. “I think I've loved you since the day we met, but Jim was already in the picture then. And you seemed so happy together that I couldn't ruin it for you by telling you my feelings.

“But you aren't happy with Jim. You thought you married a man, but she turned out to be girlier than the two of us put together. And George may make you happy, but it's only for a little while. We could be happy together, just let Jane go. She belongs with George. We all know it.”

“I still love him … her.”

“You have a funny way of showing it, sweetie.”

“I was angry. And rash.”

“Just the sort of thing your little sissy husband gets off on.”

“I've read the stuff he used to fap off to. He wants some domineering bitch to overwhelm him.”

“So you've been doing all this – femming him up, taking away his cock, making him fluff George before sending him over here to screw you – you've been doing all that because you love him?”

“It sounds crazy when you say it out loud, but maybe. But I'm not that kind of woman. I can't keep hurting him just because that's what he wants. The best I can do is be cruel from a distance and try not to dwell on it. I'm not a bitch.”

“I am.” Frankie said, bluntly.

“You're not suggesting that you'll be my husband's dominatrix if I sleep with you, are you?”

“When we sleep together, if we sleep together, it will be because you want to as much as me, not as payback for some kinky favor I do for you or your sissy.”

“OK.”

“That being said, I never cared for Jim and I like Jane even less. If treating her like crap makes you happy it's a win/win for yours truly. No strings attached.”

“You'd do that?”

“Honey, I already have.”

Susan smiled for the first time in weeks.

-----

“Did you shave this morning?”

“Yes.” Jane hated this ritual almost as much as the morning commute.

Taking off her boy clothes in the back of the van was bad enough. Freeing his breasts and taking the fake flaccid penis out of her pants was a relief, but it meant instantly sliding that damn plug up her butt and putting one of her tiny bikinis on. She could feel Frankie stare at her in the mirror as she switched into her real, female clothing. She felt ashamed and weak having a woman who used to be a peer, and a not very well liked peer at that, put in a position where she monitored her constantly acting as a surrogate for Susan. It was like Frankie was her babysitter.

Only Frankie didn't look at Jane the way a babysitter was supposed to.

It had only rained a couple days over the past few weeks. Bad weather was the only excuse that Susan or Frankie would accept for Jane staying indoors while the sun was shining. On work nights she'd jump out of the van in her teeny bikini and stay out until George took her on a date or the couple crashed in front of the TV. On the weekends she was even required to eat her breakfast outside and wasn't allowed in for more than a short potty break as needed.

This meant that Jane had developed an intense tan and the tan lines to match. At first that was a problem. Most of the outfits that Frankie made her wear displayed an awful lot of cleavage. Rubber cleavage that was only faded the more sun it got. It looked unnatural until Frankie finally found a makeup that would blend to Jane's new skin tone without harming the rubber. Jane was dabbing it on as the van drove on.

“Everywhere?” Frankie sounded like a parent who didn't believe their kid about washing behind their ears.

“Yes. Everywhere.”

“Are you wearing your plug?

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

“You can't be serious?”

“You have five seconds for those knees to hit the floor and those cheeks to spread.”

Frankie had been a bitch to Jane over the past few weeks, but this was crossing a line. Was she testing Jane? Seeing how far she could push the girl who used to be a man? Trying to get her to fail after she'd worked so hard and come so far?

Jane only had time to think those thoughts after she'd knelt on the cold dirty van floor, pointed her butt at Frankie in the driver's seat, and spread her ass cheeks far enough to show that the plug was embedded deeply in her.

“Good girl.” Frankie eyed Jane's humiliation through the rearview mirror. “Now pull your panties up and pretend that you're a lady. We're nearly at George's stop and we can't have him seeing you be all slutty in the back, now can we?”

“No, ma'am.” Jane felt like crying, but she just slid her panties back over her exposed crack and shifted to a more natural kneeling position.

She was still on her knees when the van stopped and George pulled the door open. She jumped on him like an uncoiling spring, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing all over his face. After a day of hell at the office and all the humiliations Frankie had put her through, seeing George again was bliss.

George placed his hand on the side of her face, calming her motions while arousing a deep need to be touched even more. He carefully maneuvered her lips to his and started kissing passionately. She felt his warm wet tongue press against her eager mouth so she parted her lips and allowed her lover to enter her.

If only she could let him enter her the other way. But that wasn't part of the deal they'd made with Susan.

“You're sure glad to see me.” George said after the two had come up for air. His forehead was still touching hers.

“Work was … awful.” Jane's face was inches from his. “The girls in the office … the girls know something's wrong with me. I don't think I'm doing such a good job of pretending to be Jim anymore. I don't move the way a man does anymore and I sometimes forget where I am and use my Jane voice instead. They know I'm not a man.”

George just gave her another kiss and climbed inside beside her. He somehow managed to close the door with one hand while comforting her with the rest of his body.

The couple heard the engine come to life and Frankie pull out of the parking lot.

Jane put her head on his chest and listened to his heart beat beneath the button down shirt. The steady beat of his heart calmed her, steadied her as Frankie navigated traffic for the long commute home.

George pulled them off the ground and up onto one of the bench seats in back. Jane offered no resistance, just willing to do whatever her man wanted her to. She felt weak and pliant, the cliché submissive girlfriend with the alpha male boyfriend.

George pulled off his tie and shirt in almost the same motion. It was hot outside and the old van didn't have AC or any windows in the back. Most days he just wore his swim trunks under his pants. It made a lot of things easier.

The pair looked like they were ready for a day at the beach by the time Frankie stopped the car. George in his trunks, Jane in her almost non-existent bikini. They even had their sunscreen with them. All that was missing were the beach blankets, but they would be waiting for them in Frankie's backyard.

George was surprised when he pulled the door open and found that Frankie had parked in Susan's drive instead of her own. He didn't know what it meant, but he was sure he wasn't going to like it.

“Get inside fast, but don't make it look like you're hurrying.” Frankie said from out front. “I'll join you two in a minute.”

George held Jane's hand as she stepped out of the van. He could feel her tiny fingers trembling in his. This was the first time in weeks that Jane would be crossing the threshold of the home she used to share with Susan; a house she still owned even if it didn't feel like it belonged to her any more.

The door was locked and Jane didn't have her key so George had to knock. Their attention was pulled away from the front door by Frankie opening the back of the van and climbing inside. What was she doing back there? The sound of the van door slamming shut covered the sound of the front door opening.

“You're here.” Susan said. “Good.”

Susan was dressed in a swim suit almost identical to the one Jane was wearing. While Jane's was neon pink Susan's was black, but they were both the same tiny triangles arranged in the same way to cover the same anatomy whether said anatomy was real or only approximate.

Susan left the door open and walked into the living room leaving her current, manly, lover and her feminized husband to stare dumbly at her retreating ass. George made an effort not to stare at Susan's blatant display of flesh, but it was hard. As much as he cared about Jane he was still only human and it was only a couple nights ago when he had made taken Susan.

Jane saw Susan's exposed body and felt an odd mixture of masculine lust and feminine jealousy. She simultaneously wanted her cock to grow out of its latex and glue prison so she could fuck Susan once more. At the same time she wished that the rubber and latex covering her crotch and chest would somehow miraculously become real, leaving her with the tits and pussy that George must have preferred.

George led Jane by the hand into the living room.

The first thing they noticed once they crossed the threshold was the artificial dick standing upright on the coffee table. Jane thought that it had to be rubber, but it looked so realistic she found herself looking under the table to make sure no one had turned the table into a glory hole.

“I've had a nice long conversation with Frankie.” Susan took a seat by the coffee table dick. “We both think you're ready for this.”

“I … I don … I …” Jane fumbled for words unable to take her eyes off the huge phallus.

“You wanted to be the wife in this relationship, Jim.” Susan stunned Jane with the use of her old name. “That means one of us has to be the husband and the other one has to bend over and take it.”

Susan picked up the rubber cock with one hand and slapped it hard against the palm of the other like a cop in an old movie with his billy club. It sounded heavy and warm as it slapped into her palm.

“It's taken you a few months to get this girly, Jim.” Susan slapped the cock down again. “Do you know why I wanted you to get this way?”

“You said something about fairness.” George answered for his stunned girlfriend. “We don't know what you meant. Other than it's got something to do with this game of yours.”

“Their can only be one cock in this relationship.” Susan held the rubber cock upright like a trophy. “Mine or Jim's. The husband games will tell us who deserves to have the cock and who gets fucked.”

“How is any of that 'fair?'” George continued to do the talking for Jane.

“We're determining who makes the better man, me or Jim; now we're evenly matched.”

“I don't know, Susie.” Frankie said, walking through the door in a white version of the same bikini Susan was wearing. “I think you're way tougher than little miss sissy titties here.”

“We're leaving.” George pulled Jane towards the door. The situation was weird enough without his aunt having to parade around in another skimpy bikini.

“No.” Jane said, resisting him. It was the first coherent thought out of her mouth since they'd opened the door.

George stopped and looked at Jane. He scanned her face trying to puzzle out her motivation for wanting to stay in this insane situation, but couldn't.

“This isn't healthy.” He said.

“I need to do this.” Jane pleaded with her eyes and body language.

George stopped, but didn't let go of her hand. Every instinct that he had was telling him to get them both out of there, but he couldn't say 'no' when Jane so obviously wanted to see this through.

“So how is this going to work, Susie?” Frankie plopped down on the sofa beside Susan.

“There are going to be three events.” Susan said. “All geared towards showing us who deserves to be the husband in this relationship. A test of strength, a test of skill, and a test of precision. The skill and precision tests will require some equipment that Jim/Jane and I don't have; we'll use the same tools to make absolutely certain we're being fair.”

“What's first?” Jane asked.

“Strength.”

-----

“This is ridiculous.”

George leaned in close, his mouth inches from her ears. He ran his baby oiled fingers over her shoulders in preparation for what was to come. He could see his aunt on the other side of the wading pool applying the same oil to Susan's body. Was it his imagination or was Frankie enjoying the intimate contact with her old friend?

Jane shivered despite the hot summer sun streaming down on them. Susan had decided that the safest way to do this was outdoors using the plastic pool to keep Jane and her from hurting themselves as they wrestled for dominance.

The baby oil was Frankie's idea.

Small groups of neighbors, mostly couples, had sprung up along the edge of the property. Frankie had already gotten a couple of texts from concerned wives wondering what was going on. She texted back that the two women getting greased up were fighting over Jim, which wasn't exactly the truth, but not really a lie either.

The wrestlers and their attendants counted a dozen spectators they could see; they could only guess how many people were watching from their homes. Many were pointing their phones at the pool or the shiny women. One older man took the time to mount his camcorder on a tripod.

Jane was feeling very self conscious. In the past few months she'd come to understand what it was like to be viewed as a sex object. Not by George, he was always perfect, but by the people they interacted with on their dates. The men looked at her like they wanted to bend her over right there; the women looked down at her like she was a common whore.

She was getting that feeling now only worse. Over the past few weeks she was aware of the men in the neighborhood staring at her while she sunbathed with George. Some of them couldn't take their eyes off her. She had the sinking suspicion that many of her old golf buddies were fapping off to the memory of her lounging around in her teeny bikini. It's what Jim probably would have done back when there was a Jim and he could put his hands between his legs and touch his penis.

In Jane's mind this was worse. It was one thing to be a … passive spectacle; someone desired for her beauty or raw sex appeal, but not doing anything to elicit extra interest. Wrestling Susan in these outfits was a much more blatant display of sexuality than she'd ever made. Certainly not in public. Certainly not in front of so many people who knew her when she was Jim.

At least they didn't know who she had been; she thought it would kill her if they ever found out she had been Jim.

But wasn't that what she was fighting Susan for? To be Jim again.

“I think that's enough oil, don't you, Jim?” Susan said.

Jane just nodded her head in agreement, praying that none of the spectators had heard Susan's use of her dead name.

The two women stepped into the wading pool. The blue plastic felt hot and slippery against Jane's bare feet. It was going to be hard standing up on the slick plastic once it got coated with the wrestler's oil.

“The first woman to pin her opponent for 10 seconds is the winner.” Frankie held a stopwatch in her slick hand.

Susan got down on her hands and knees in a classic wrestling position. Jane found herself staring at the small slit of fabric covering her partner's crotch and ass.

“Remind you of something?” Susan asked, looking over her shoulder at Jane. “Our honeymoon, maybe?”

Jane shock her head to clear the cobwebs and knelt above Susan. Jane hadn't wrestled since high school, but she was pretty sure she had got the opening position right.

“On the count of three.” Frankie said. “One. Two. Three.”

Jane tried to push Susan down to the makeshift mat. The faster she could end this the faster they could get away from their leering audience. For all the months of being a girl Jane had no doubt that she was still stronger than Susan; in her mind it wasn't a question of if she could beat Susan, just a matter of how quickly she could.

Susan didn't go down when Jane pushed her.

Jane tried again only managing to slide her hand off Susan's slick shoulder. Jane couldn't believe how strong Susan was or how weak she had become. This wasn't going to be as easy as she'd thought.

Susan reached up from her inferior position and grabbed Jane by the strap of her bikini top and pulled until the faux girl was laying on her back thrashing her legs wildly in the air like an overturned beetle.

Susan lost no time mounting Jane's midriff. She pulled her thighs tight against Jane's ribcage sliding up her body until her upper legs were stopped by Jane's huge tits. Susan grabbed Jane's wrists and held them down flat against the bottom of the pool.

Frankie started to count down from 10.

Jane couldn't move her arms at all. She'd never imagined anyone could be that strong, let alone her wife. She heard the numbers pass, but no matter how hard she tried her hands remained impotently pinned by Susan's superior power.

Jane's thrashing legs finally managed to make some purchase on the slick floor of the plastic pool. Not enough to get her completely out of Susan's grasp, but enough to leverage herself out of the pin before Frankie could count her out.

All Jane's effort had only managed to lift one shoulder a couple inches off the ground. It was enough to keep her from losing, but it was a long way from winning the fight.

Susan wanted this over just as quickly as Jane did. The only difference was that she now knew she was stronger and that knowledge was going to her head. She could have waited Jane out, worn her down in her current position until she got the inevitable pin, but Susan decided to push for the clear and decisive victory she felt she deserved.

Susan placed as much of her weight on her hands as she could and shimmy/skipped her lower body further up Jane's torso. Her plan was to put as much of her weight on Jane's chest as she could forcing the sissy to yield.

The leapfrog tactic didn't go to plan.

Susan was already pinning Jane's wrists down with her hands, so when she placed her weight down on them it ended up putting huge pressure on Jane's delicate wrists. Jane felt a sudden stabbing pain coming from both wrists and completely lost her shit. She tried to flail her arms, but even Jane's pain induced surge of strength wasn't enough to push Susan off.

Jane's legs, on the other hand, weren't restrained. Jane managed to knee Susan in the kidney forcing the stronger woman to shift to the left and back – in the direct path of Jane's other kicking foot. The second hit landed higher on Susan's back causing next to no pain and even less impact. Susan might not have even registered the hit if Jane's foot hadn't caught the band of her top.

It took Susan a full five seconds to realize she was now topless and a few more to remember she was oiled, outdoors, and being ogled by dozens of eyes and almost as many cameras.

She instinctively put her hands over her chest giving Jane the opportunity to slither and kick her way out from under her. A part of her was screaming inside her head to run inside before this got any worse, but the other part was too pissed off at Jane to listen.

Jane had managed to pull herself out and behind Susan. As soon as she was clear she threw herself with all her strength against Susan's powerful back, hoping that what Jane lacked in muscle she could make up for in momentum.

Jane managed to knock Susan off balance enough to put her down. She didn't think she would have been so lucky if Susan hadn't been distracted by her sudden exposure or if the bottom of the pool hadn't been baby oil wet. The weaker woman thrashed violently on top of her superior, not really knowing how to fight, but desperate to win. She'd seen what Susan was trying to do to her and it gave her an idea. Only instead of sitting on Susan's chest Jane planted herself on Susan's face.

Susan let out a muffled scream into Jane's bikini bottoms. Jane could feel the vibrations reach through the fabric, through the layers of her latex pussy, all the way down to her trapped and almost forgotten cock.

Jane quickly slammed her tiny hands down on Susan's. It wasn't the prettiest pin, but the sissy had actually managed to get the stronger woman down. Now all she had to do was keep her there for a ten count and this would all be over.

Susan heard Frankie start the countdown. As pissed as she was at the thought of her fucking sissy husband exposing her in public like that she was absolutely livid over the idea of losing to him. She fought back, but it was difficult getting your bearings when someone was grinding their crotch in your face. She tried to push off against the mat, but the baby oil made her slip each time.

Jane was starting to feel ecstatic. Just a few more seconds and she'd win the first of the three challenges. She'd be one step closer to being her old self again. That's what she wanted, wasn't it?

Jane's moment of hesitation was all Susan needed to push her self up out of Jane's grip and the pin. Susan reached out with one hand, grabbed Jane's bikini top between her clenched fingers, and ripped it off with one savage motion.

Jane froze. Had she been raised female from birth she probably would have instinctively covered her chest when it became exposed; for all her time living as a woman there were still a lot of things she needed to learn. She heard the shocked murmur of the crowd before she realized she was giving them even more of a show than she'd thought.

Jane felt Susan squirm under her and started to panic. Should she keep on fighting while she still had the upper hand or use that hand to preserve her modesty? She knew that Susan was too strong to do both.

Jane was still torn between fight or flight when she saw her bikini top streak past her face headed straight towards the lawn chairs. She grasped at it desperately, but it was already out of her reach by the time she lunged for it. She'd hesitated too long and the wisp of oily fabric sailed past her outstretched hand only to thud gently against the chair.

Jane had to rise partly off Susan to futilely reach out and stretch for the tossed top. This left her standing with arms outstretched facing the nosy neighbors in the distance. It also gave Susan the chance to fight back.

Jim had reacted exactly how Susan had predicted he would. For all his sophistication he was sometimes little better than a well trained dog. Throw the ball; chase the ball. All she'd done was up the ante by throwing away half of Jane's current wardrobe. While Jane was staring down the barrel of a camcorder Susan was wrapping her powerful fist around Jane's slender ankle and yanking with all her might.

If Jane had been a bit more focused on the fight, or the pool not so slick from baby oil she might have been able to keep her balance despite Susan's strength advantage, but she wasn't and it was. Jane went to one knee before she managed to steady herself. She thought the worst was over when she felt Susan's hand snake up from her ankle and grab the waistband of her bikini bottoms.

You could hear the rip a block away.

Susan tossed what was left of the torn suit onto the lawn chair with its mate while Jane panicked and freaked out. The neighbors had an unobstructed view of Jane's luscious nude body. Thanks to Frankie's makeup work and Susan's choice of prosthetics Jane was indistinguishable from a genetic woman, even naked, until you got up close.

The camcorder and phones zoomed in on her exposed flesh mapping out every centimeter of the feminized man; preserving Jane's humiliation for all time.

Susan let Jim squirm for a while before dragging her down to the mat and climbing on her chest.

Jane felt overwhelmed, and not just by Susan's unexpected strength. She was confused about so many things. She loved Susan (despite everything), but she also had feelings for George. Did she really want to win this match? Even if she did win did it mean she'd be back with Susan?

And she was humiliated by the lewd display she'd given the neighbors, many of whom had been friends of hers for years. Friends of Jim's anyway; to them she was just Jane, George's slutty exhibitionist girlfriend. Would Travis, Jim's old golf buddy, fap off tonight remembering Jane's naked submission? The thought made her sick.

Jane started to cry.

Everything was a blur. She felt Susan's knees press hard into her ribs. She was aware of Susan's strength pressing down on her. She could hear Frankie counting down from 10.

Dear God, what must George think of me? She thought.

Jane closed her weeping eyes and waited for the inevitable.

Then Susan's weight wasn't pressing down on her anymore and Frankie stopped counting even though she hadn't gotten to “1” yet. She thought she heard Susan say something, but it was too low and indistinct to make out.

The next thing she knew she was being wrapped in a blanket and bodily lifted up and out of the slick pool. Jane opened her eyes and saw George's caring face staring down at her.

It was going to be all right; George had saved her.

-----

“You didn't have to humiliate her like that.” George sounded pissed. “Half the neighborhood saw her.”

He hovered over Jane like a mother cat protecting her favorite kitten as the four of them rested in Susan's living room.

“The way I see it, Jane ripped Susan's off first.” Frankie said.

“That was an accident.” Jane insisted. She was still shivering from the thought of all those people seeing her exposed feminized body like that.

“Tell me that after Travis uploads my tits to Pornhub.” Susan sounded bitter. Bitter and tired.

“He saw mine too.”

“Mine are real.”

“OK. OK. Everybody just calm your tits.” Frankie put her hands up in a placating gesture. “We're only done with one event. We've got miles to go before we sleep.”

“The rest of this bullshit better be indoors.” George pulled Jane close to him for comfort.

“It is.” Susan didn't sound happy about George being so friendly with her husband.

“Everybody take a breather while I get the bathroom ready.” Frankie rose to her feet and started to leave the room.

“Thanks.” Susan said to her friend's retreating backside.

“Bathroom?” George said. “Why don't I like the sound of that?”
“Don't worry your pretty little head about it, George.” Susan said. “Your girlfriend and I are just going to have a little pissing contest. That's all.”

-----

When Jane and George walked through the door of the upstairs bathroom they found Frankie sitting crosslegged on the sink smiling at them. She made a grand gesture at the toilet opposite her.

“Tah dah!” Frankie almost sang the words. “Welcome to the second event of the Husband Games. May the least femme-y of you win.”

The first thing that Jane noticed was the fact that the seat was up. Susan had lived alone for weeks; she had no men in her life except for George and he only visited for a few hours at a time and it had been a couple days since his last visit. Had Susan been seeing another man?

George's attention had been drawn to the thin layer of baby powder that had been sprinkled in a circle around the floor around the toilet bowl. Then to something floating on the clear water inside the bowl.

“I don't understand.” George said.

“This is the precision part of the game.” Susan explained from behind them.

“Yeah.” Frankie continued. “Men brag about writing their names in the snow, so we know you can actually aim those meat hoses dangling between your legs.”

“That still doesn't make any sense.” Jane said.

“It's a little warm out for snow, so I came up with this.” Susan stepped through the two stunned lovers and stepped up to the toilet. She placed her feet on either side of the bowl facing it like she was a man about to pull down his zipper and piss.

“The point is to get as much of your pee into the bowl as possible without spilling a drop.” Frankie said.

“The baby powder will show us every drop of pee that doesn't make it in the bowl.” Susan continued.

“And to make things interesting we've put some Cheerios in there for you to aim at.” Frankie said. “So you get points for sinking them and lose points for tinkling outside the potty.”

“I don't … I can't …” Jane felt herself start to hyperventilate. “Are you going to let my penis out? Cause there's no way I can pee standing up.”

“You just lack imagination.” Frankie tossed a small box at Jane who managed to catch it after a couple fumbles.

“'Go Girl'?” Jane read the writing on the box out loud. “This isn't what I think it is, is it?”

“It's designed for women who want to see what it's like to piss like a man.” Susan said. “Maybe cause they're transgendered, maybe cause they don't want to deal with a disgusting public toilet, or maybe just to see how the other half pees. All you have to do is stand there, put the Go Girl over your girl parts and pee into it. Gravity and the Go Girl take care of the rest.”

“But you still have to be able to aim.” Frankie said.

“This is crazy.” George crossed his arms over his chest and gave Jane a look.

“I've never used one of these before.” Jane looked straight at Susan. “Have you?”

“You've spent every day of your life up until the last two months standing up to pee.” Susan said. “The little bit of time I've spent practicing over the past couple of weeks doesn't even compare to that.”

“You don't have to do this.” George already knew how Jane would respond, but he needed to say it anyway.

“I don't want to go first.” Jane said, answering, but not answering George.

“Why don't you start us off, George.” Susan stepped away from the toilet and gestured George to step up.

“I'm not part of this.” George said.

“There are two contestants in this contest.” Susan said. “You're dating one and fucking the other. I'd say that makes you very involved, George.”

“Besides, you're the only man here as far as I can see.” Frankie said. “Why don't you step up and show the ladies how it's done. Those ladies anyway; I don't need to see my nephew pee.”

George looked into Jane's pleading face. He wasn't entirely sure why she wanted to do this so badly, but he couldn't ignore her need. Or tell her “no.”

He stepped up to the bowl and unzipped his pants.

Susan and Jane both stared at his flaccid member as he pulled it out of his pants. Frankie focused her eyes elsewhere as her nephew did his business.

“That's quiet a pecker he's got there, isn't it Janie?” Susan asked.

Jane just nodded slightly unable to answer her wife's humiliating question out loud.

“He's not even hard, but he's so much bigger than yours ever was.” Susan went on. “Back when you used to have a dick.”

“This isn't exactly helping.” George said.

“I hear you're getting pretty good at giving head, Janie girl.” Susan kept on digging the knife deeper. “If you lose maybe we should put you out on the street wearing that little bikini of yours. I'm sure you could make us a little extra spending money.”

“That's enough.” George's voice was sharp, but deep. And commanding.

Susan stopped talking.

George aimed his cock at the bowl and waited for the familiar pressure to build up and flood out. It took a minute for him to relax past his pee shyness and then it started to flow. A small trickle at first that quickly built up into a powerful yellow stream.

He aimed for the Cheerios and managed to hit more than he missed. He did leave two tiny drops in the baby powder. One to the left of the bowl when his stream gushed a little harder than he'd anticipated; the other in front of the bowl when one final drop dribbled out of his dick as he was putting it back in his pants.

“Nine sunk. Two drops.” Susan said, examining the scene. “Total score of seven.”

George stepped back, his face beet red from the embarrassment of having grown women watch him pee like that. Susan stepped in, flushed the toilet, repaired the baby powder ring, and added fresh Cheerios to the bowl.

She took the box from Jane's trembling hands.

“I'll go next since I'm a bit more familiar with the equipment.” Susan said, taking the rubber item out of its box.

Susan stepped completely out of her bikini bottom and stood over the toilet like a conquering hero. She held the Go Girl with one hand and spread herself open with the other. Jane and George couldn't help but look at the pussy both had spent so many hours fucking. It was obvious that the wetness between her legs had nothing to do with the act she was about to perform.

The device didn't look like a rubber penis. At least not as far as Jane could tell. It looked more like a rubber approximation of a one teated udder. Only much smaller than what a cow would have.

“It's simple, really.” Susan said, arranging the device over her vagina. “Just cup it over your pubis until you've formed a seal, pee, and direct your stream with the nub.”

Susan held it in place with both hands. It took her a little longer than George to get things flowing; her mind had to overcome the lessons of decades spent squatting to pee. Unlike George, when the pee came it came hard and fast from the start.

Jane stared at the woman she'd married standing in front of their toilet pissing like a man. She'd never thought of this as being part of her fantasy, but the idea that her very girly wife could pick up and master such a fundamentally male skill was getting her excited in a way she never thought possible. She could feel her tiny cock strain against its rubber prison as Susan stood there doing something that Jane couldn't do anymore. A masculine privilege that Susan had taken from her months ago.

Frankie was more focused on watching her friend standing there nearly nude as the late afternoon sun shone on her through the half covered window than in how well she was doing in the games. Like Jane, Frankie wasn't sure who she wanted to see win. Either way she thought she'd be losing her some part of her friend. And any hope that they would become lovers.

“Six sank. Three drops.” Susan took the Go Girl from her crotch and held it over the bowl letting the last few drops drip onto the water.

“For a total score of three.” Frankie said from the sink. “Your turn, Janie.”

Susan used a piece of toilet paper to wipe the rubber dry before handing it to Jane. Jane timidly took the device in her quivering hand. She could still feel the warmth from Susan's flow radiate off the flesh colored material. Susan fixed the baby powder and the replaced the Cheerios while Jane familiarized herself with the alien device.

Jane stepped forward in front of the toilet. How long had it been since she'd had this view? A couple months? Maybe a little longer. It seemed like it had a lifetime ago. Jim's life, not Jane's. Now she was standing there trying to do a man's job while her boyfriend, wife, and a cruel acquaintance watched.

They all knew that she used to be a man; that underneath it all she still had the anatomy, as pathetic as it was. If there was any part of this contest that she was supposed to win this had to be it. She'd had decades of practice; she had to do better than Susan.

The thought made her even more nervous. She turned the device around in her hands as if she was getting more familiar with it, but she was in fact just trying to buy herself some time. She didn't know what she was going to do with that time, but her instincts were screaming at her to delay what could become yet another humiliating defeat.

Susan reached over and pulled Jane's bikini bottoms down to the floor then stepped on them. Jane lifted her foot and felt the wisp of cloth come all the way off. She'd felt better after putting the suit back on once they were back inside. Less exposed. A bit more in control. Like a real woman. Now she was stripped again, this time like a naughty little boy being potty trained by his mommy.

She wanted to melt into the floor.

She placed the device over her crotch as she'd seen Susan do. She had to rely on touch to get it into position since she couldn't see her own crotch over the giant mounds on her chest. She aligned the slit of her rubber pussy with the device. It felt like she was putting a suction cup over her lady junk.

“Any day now, stud.” Frankie said.

Jane tried to ignore her and focus on releasing her bladder. She closed her eyes and tried to pretend that she was still male. That the rubber udder pressed into her rubber pussy was a real, if tiny, penis and that she was just about to take a leak like she'd done a million times before. She pressed the Go Girl close to her crotch with one hand, held its shaft with the other, and let her pee flow.

She felt hot urine gush out of her too fast to pass through the shaft all at once. It pooled in the reservoir cup. Jane could feel the heat of the fresh urine radiating through the rubber and feel its splashing warmth flood her crotch on the inside. It felt like she was pissing her pants and she panicked. She was doing something wrong she just knew it. It had never felt like that before when she was a man.

Jane shifted the Go Girl in an attempt to get it into what she thought was the right position, but she still couldn't see it with her tits in the way. If she could she might have seen that she'd placed it perfectly right and that the flow was going where it was supposed to. She wasn't hitting many Cheerios, but she hadn't spilled a drop yet.

Not until she tried to “fix” things.

The seal broke. Jane felt a momentary flush of relief when she stopped feeling the hot urine pool around her fake lady parts. A relief that vanished as soon as she felt hot piss streaming down her leg and puddle in the baby powder around her bare feet. She tried to clench the flow, to stop it before it got any worse, but her sapped self confidence did nothing to help her willpower.

She gave up trying to stop it after a few seconds. It didn't matter anymore. She'd lost and the two people she loved more than anyone else in the world had seen her piss herself like a baby. It didn't really matter how much she peed on herself, did it?

Eventually she finished. At some point she dropped the device into the toilet where it now floated in the mostly clear water. Jane felt arms reach around her to comfort her as she cried. She was surprised to see it was Susan.

“There there, honey.” Susan cooed as she held her. “It'll be all right.”

-----

Jane was in a fugue state. She was aware of Susan wiping a warm damp towel down her piss covered legs. Someone, probably George, pulled her back out of the puddle of pee she'd made on the floor and onto a clean towel.

She'd pissed herself like a little girl right in front of everyone. She knew that people were talking to her, but she couldn't focus on the words right then. She could guess what they were saying anyway. They were telling her she was a failure, that they were wrong for thinking they loved her.

But the tones were wrong. They weren't condemning; they were soothing. At least George's and Susan's; Frankie sounded as snide and condescending as she always sounded when she spoke to Jane. George said something to Frankie in a not so soothing voice and the older woman shut up.

Susan and George brought her to Susan's bedroom and laid her down on top of the covers.

“I'm alright.” Jane insisted.

“We know. You've been through a lot today. We've all been through a lot.” George said. “Just lay down and get some rest.”

“I want to finish the game.” Jane pleaded. “I want to get this over with tonight.”

“We will. We will.” Susan cooed, stroking her feminized husband's face. “Later. In an hour. After you've rested. OK?”

“Only if you rest with me.” Jane said.

George and Susan shared a look that Jane couldn't see.

“OK.” Jane agreed.

George and Susan sat on opposite sides of the bed staring at Jane. Their concern was obvious to her and to each other. Frankie wisely played with her phone just outside the door.

Jane lay there between the two people she loved and seemed to love her.

“Lay down with me, please.”

Jane sounded so sad that neither her wife or boyfriend had the heart to deny her. George lay down on the bed until he was spooning her from behind. Jane lifted her head to let his muscular arm snake under her neck. Susan lay facing Jane her arm resting on her soft girlish husband and hard manly lover beyond.

Jane felt at peace in that warm double embrace. It made all the humiliations she had endured that day worth it to be able to lay there on her old bed and feel so absolutely loved. If only it could be this way forever. She knew she'd have to chose between her two loves, but at that moment she didn't want to think about that unpleasant reality.

At some point she dozed off.

-----

It was dark out when Jane woke. The room was barely lit by a small lamp on Susan's nightstand, but it was enough for Jane to see Susan stretched out on the bed beside her.

Jane was still on her side facing Susan, but Susan had moved onto her back at some point to get more comfortable. Jane didn't take it personally. She knew Susan could never get comfortable sleeping on her side – she hated feeling her boobs hang down that way.

Jane was starting to understand why.

Jane watched Susan sleeping in the half lit room. Gazed as her nearly nude body glistened in the faint light of a cheap lamp. She was so beautiful. Jane wondered what she had ever done to deserve a woman like her in her life.

Jane was still the little spoon to George. She could feel his massive erection pressing into the soft skin of her naked ass. The heat radiating from his crotch was making her sweat in all the right places. She very badly wanted to spread herself right then and there. Let him conquer her the way Jim had once dreamed of conquering the pretty women he desired. The last vestiges of Jane's manhood stirred within the steamy confines of her feminized latex prison.

But as badly as she wanted to give herself to George she still felt compelled to obey Susan and Susan had made it explicitly clear that George and Jane weren't going to fuck. Jane could get him off with her hands or mouth, no where else. And George was definitely not allowed to do anything that might get Jane off.

After weeks of edging after months of chastity Jane was desperate and pliant.

George woke. The slight shift in his position pressed his (clothed) manhood harder against Jane's yielding flesh.

“Morning.” George bent down and gave Jane a kiss.

“It's still night.” Jane said. “I think.”

“Don't get technical with me, girly.” George smiled at her and kissed her quickly on the nose.

“Thank god you're awake; my battery was about to die on me.” Frankie turned off her phone. “Are you three lovebirds ready for the final round, or should I go home and get my charger?”

Susan opened her eyes and looked at Jane before answering. “We're ready.”

“Incoming.” Frankie called out and tossed something to Susan.

Jane couldn't make out what it was as it flipped end over end through the air. Frankie was aiming for Susan, supposedly, but either her aim was off or she was was really aiming for the side of Jane's face.

Jane just sat there motionless watching as the mysterious cylinder flipped through the air right at her. Her mind told her to do something. Duck. Put up her hands. Anything. But in her panic her body refused to respond.

George reached out and grabbed it just before it could hit Jane's face. He managed to catch it by the thicker end, but it was so long the other ended up slapping Jane hard on the cheek. Fortunately George kept it from hitting her too hard.

“Oops.” Frankie didn't sound too sincere. “Oh, well. It's not like it's the first time she got slapped in the face by a big fat cock.”

“Frankie!” Susan didn't sound pleased as she glared at her friend and would be lover.

Jane looked at George's hand and saw what Frankie had thrown at her.

A dildo.

It was a large dildo that looked to be made out of the same rubber Jane's breasts and pussy were made of. No, this had the same flesh tones that Jane's faux parts had, but it had felt sturdier when it had hit her cheek. It looked amazingly lifelike sitting there in George's hand. She felt the urge to stroke the thickly veined shaft, but didn't want Susan or, worse yet, Frankie to see her perform such a feminine gesture.

“What's going on?” George asked.

“It's the final part of the game.” Susan said.

“The fucking contest.” Frankie explained.

Susan gave Frankie another look, clearly not appreciating her friend's “help.”

“This is a contest to see who gets to be the husband in this marriage, Jim or me. Who gets to have the cock.” Susan explained. “After a considerable amount of thought I concluded that cocks only do three things – make you aggressive, let you pee standing up, and penetrate.”

“Janey girl didn't do so well with the fighting or pissing parts of the games. Now she gets to show if she knows how to handle a cock.” Frankie said. “I mean using one. I'm pretty sure George can testify about her skill on the other end of the dick.”

George scowled at his aunt and pulled Jane closer.

“How'm I gonna use that?” Jane asked, placing the tips of her fingers on the huge, fake shaft. It felt impossibly warm to her eager touch.

“This ought to be good.” Frankie crowed.

“It's a strap-on. Like in the stories you used to wank to.” Susan said. “I've got a belt for this in my drawer. You'll put it on and make love to me with it. You'll have half an hour to get me off. Then I'll put on the belt and have a half hour with you.”

“I don't … but … why can't I just use my own?” Jane sounded lost and overwhelmed.

“Because we want this to be fair.” Susan pet the side of Jane's face in a soothing motion. “Now would it be fair of me to use this magnificent cock on you and then expect you to do just as good a job with the little clitty you've got buried under your pussy?”
“I guess … no.” Jane didn't sound too sure of herself.

“Even if I did do you think you could keep it from making a cummie for a whole 30 minutes? After you've been denied for so long? It couldn't even go ten minutes back when you were getting off regularly. Would it be fair for me to use something that can definitely go the distance and force you to use something that's going to blow out right out of the starting gate?”

“no”

“We're both girls right now, Jane.” Susan ran her fingers through Jane's wig. “If you win the family cock you can decide to use your little clitty instead of the real thing, but until then it's best that we stick to something we both know can do the job. Don't you agree?”

“yes.”

“Good girl.” Susan pulled Jane's face to hers and looked her in the eyes. “Why don't you put the belt on and go first.”

Susan let go of Jane. George helped her get to her feet while Frankie retrieved the belt for the strap-on. The domineering neighbor took great delight in helping the sissified husband fumble her way into the alien garment.

Jane felt strange when Frankie finally snapped the last strap into place. It had been so long since she'd felt something dangling between her legs. Even then her cock was only a fraction of the size of the monster that now jutted out of her otherwise feminine crotch. The massive rubber balls each felt like they weighed more than her entire real package did.

Jane looked down to try to see her new dick, but her huge breasts got in the way. She could just make out the tip of the massive cock poking past the ridge of her nipples. She had to wrap her hands around the shaft to prove to herself that it was real and that it was connected to her.

“Start the timer.” Susan said, rolling over onto her back. She pulled her knees up and spread her legs for Jane's cock.

Jane heard Frankie start the timer.

Jane started to walk to the bed as the timer loudly ticked its way down, but the feel of her new testicles brushing against her thighs felt so alien she had to stop and grab them with her other hand. She continued on to the bed clutching her balls with one hand while the other was wrapped around her cock in a desperate attempt to keep it from slapping her belly as it bounced obscenely between her legs.

She had to let go of her junk when made it to the bed. She knelt low and climbed onto the bed between Susan's spread legs praying that gravity would be enough to keep the rubber parts from slapping her as she climbed towards Susan.

Jane had never been the greatest lover in the world. She didn't like to admit it out loud, but she had to face the fact that she'd rarely gotten Susan off when she made love to her as Jim. Maybe this new cock would help, but she knew she'd need more than a few extra inches of rubber to get the job done; she'd need foreplay.

Jane kissed her way slowly up Susan's thighs. She wanted to go faster, but any time she moved faster than a crawl the pendulous cock dangling down beneath her would would slap her belly or the huge balls would spank her thighs.

Susan gave out an appreciative moan as she felt the sissified man slowly tongue her way up her lower legs, down her inner thighs, and finally come to rest on her already wet mound.

Jane breathed in deeply inhaling the scent of Susan's ready sex. As much as she loved George, as much as she loved servicing his cock with her hand or mouth, she still missed the tastes and smells of a genetic woman. She had always thought that Susan had the most delicious pussy of any woman she had ever been with.

Jane worked her tongue in slow circles around Susan's opening before delivering a series of concentrated flicks along her hooded clit.

Susan let out a deeper moan.

“If I'd known you were such a good little lezzie maybe I'd have taken you on all those dates instead, Janie girl.” Frankie said.

Susan wasn't paying Frankie any attention. Jane was working hard to ignore the comments from the peanut gallery. Susan purred as Jane lapped her pussy. A steady stream of moisture flowed out of Susan and down Jane's throat.

Jane kissed her way up Susan's landing patch of pubic hair beginning the slow crawl to penetration. Her tongue darted into Susan's navel obscenely mimicking the tonguing she'd given her pussy. She kissed a path upwards through the valley of Susan's breasts taking a moment to climb each one and deliver a kiss on each rock hard nipple.

Their eyes locked when Jane finally got into position.

Jane wasn't used to the extra size of her new penis. She fumbled with it until Susan reached down with one hand and guided the silicone shaft into her more than eager pussy. Jane pushed forward feeling the alien penis push its way into Susan's tight firm hole.

The lack of sensation distracted Jane, pulled her out of the moment. It didn't feel like she was the one entering Susan despite all the evidence to the contrary. It was like she was hovering over the scene watching it as someone else attempted to make love to her wife.

When Jane stopped entering her Susan took matters into her own hands and wrapped her legs around her feminized lover forcing the rubber dick further and further into her needy passage desperate to cum. Desperate to have her husband back to normal; to finally get him back from the feminine purgatory she'd sentenced him to months ago. If she could just get him to move his hips some more.

Jane felt Susan grinding on the fake cock that tethered them together even if she couldn't feel anything from the dildo. She saw the determined needy look on her lover's face and knew that Susan was trying very hard to let Jane win this round. To have the cum that would make things normal again.

Jane tried to piston the giant cock in and out of Susan, but she was having problems dealing with the larger cock. She tried to compensate for the extra length by pulling back further than she would have with her own penis, but without being able to feel the cock penetrating Susan she couldn't tell that she'd pulled all the way out. Jane tried to piston forward again and stabbed Susan on the thigh. By the time Susan maneuvered Jane back inside her the rhythm was ruined.

Jane was just managing to steer her new cock when the timer ran down.

She collapsed into Susan's arms feeling numb and humiliated. She'd been given a perfect penis. A large one that stayed hard forever. And she still wasn't able to satisfy Susan. She'd failed every single competition in the Husband Games. There was no way she had earned the right to have the family dick.

She didn't even know if she deserved it.

After several minutes of recovery the two women untwined from one another. Jane couldn't look Susan in the face; seeing the disappointment in her eyes was too much for her.

“I don't think you'll be getting this back.” Frankie said snidely as she undid the belts and straps that held the huge dildo in place over Jane's pussy.

Jane just gave a little nod as she felt the rubber penis being pulled away. She'd been emasculated months ago when Susan glued the faux vagina over her manhood, now it was Frankie's turn to take her penis away.

George gave Jane a hug and a kiss and whispered something comforting into her ear. The stunned sissy couldn't make out the words, but heard the reassuring tone. It was the only thing keeping her from crying as Frankie slid the belt and her temporary cock from off her body.

Susan rose to her full height. Frankie knelt in front of her and carefully cinched the belt to her waist and ran the straps over her hips, around her butt, and up again to the front. Her hands lingered over the crotch of her longtime friend before threading the discarded cock through the hole. The dildo was still warm and wet with Susan's arousal. It was all Frankie could do to not lick Susan's juices off the thick shaft.

“Get on the bed, Jane.” Susan said, slapping the rigid cock against her palm.

This time things felt more natural for Jane this time she crawled on the bed. The unfamiliar weight of the artificial cock and balls was no longer weighing her down. There was just the sleek smoothness of her feminized crotch and the udder-like weight of her large breasts.

Jane started to turn around so she was on her back like Susan had been, but was stopped by Susan grabbing her ankle.

“No.” Susan's voice was hoarse and powerful. “Stick your butt up, girl. I'm gonna take you doggy style.”

Jane stopped instantly. She remained motionless until Susan slapped her ass then she shifted into the bitch position Susan had demanded.

Frankie handed Susan a tube of lube. Jane couldn't see it with her face buried in the pillows, but Susan applied a thick coating of lube to both hands and worked it into the rubber cock as she walked up to her prostrate quasi-husband.

Jane felt something cold being applied to her hole. Using the plug for the past few weeks had gotten her used to being penetrated so Susan's invading fingers weren't too bad. Susan worked the lube into Jane's back passage using first two, then three, and finally four fingers. It was a tight fit, but Susan was convinced Jane was as ready as she'd ever be.

Somewhere during this foreplay Frankie started the timer counting down.

The cock felt just as alien to Susan as she climbed up the bed and between Jane's legs, but she didn't have as far to crawl to get to Jane's upturned hole. She wrapped her hand around the head of the shaft and used her thumb to line it up with Jane's well lubed anus. She pushed forward gently until she was sure the head wasn't going to come out.

Jane felt the head of the massive intruder slowly push into her as Susan inched forward. The plug had prepared her for this, but it wasn't as thick or long as the massive log of rubber that Susan was pushing into her.

The head met resistance when it reached Jane's sphincter. Susan could feel Jane clench up and she stopped. Jane had hoped she'd pull out, but Susan stayed where she was letting her sissy virgin acclimate to the cock inside her. Susan ran her hand over Jane's side trying to soothe her, whispering calming words. Jane felt like a horse being coaxed to jump further than she thought she could.

Jane slowly relaxed. Susan could feel it the moment she did. She slowly pushed her way through the ring before pushing all the way in.

Jane felt a strange pressure she'd never experienced before. Like something was pressing into the underside of her trapped penis making her feel intense sexual pleasure coupled with the certainty she had to poop.

Susan lay on top of Jane pressing her body into the pliant sissy beneath her.

Is this what it feels like to be a real girl? Jane wondered. To feel someone press down into you as they plow you?

The feeling that she had to void faded as Susan started to piston the cock in Jane's ass. The feeling of pleasure grew more intense as Susan worked her ass. She felt like she could explode with the next thrust if Susan just managed to hit the perfect spot just right.

Susan had learned from Jane's mistake and didn't pull as far out as Jane had, but the motion was still foreign to Susan. She'd spent her adult life being thrust into not thrusting into her lover. She'd managed to learn from Jim's failures, but her lack of experience meant that she wasn't going to hit that perfect spot. She wasn't the cocksman that George was.

Jane pushed herself back on the invading cock hoping to maneuver it into position on her own, but she never managed to time her upswing with Susan's downward thrusts. Jane was still teetering on the edge of explosion when the timer went off.

Susan was buried balls deep in Jane. She didn't bother pulling out one last time, she just left the dildo planted in Jane's sissy ass and undid the harness that tethered the belt to the silicone cock.

Jane was still shaking from suppressed lust when Susan slumped off the bed.

“So where does that leave us?” George was the first to find his voice. “I stopped the wrestling before anyone could win. Neither one of you was able to get the other off. You're not going to tell me that Jane is going to lose just because she had one little accident trying to pee out of a cup she'd never seen before, are you?”

“I don't know.” Susan was as unsure as George.

“Are you three seriously that thick?.” Frankie asked.

“Who?”

“Why George, of course.” Frankie made it sound like the most natural thing in the world.

“Not funny, aunt Frankie.”

“He wasn't even playing.”

“Wasn't he?” Frankie said. “From where I was sitting Susie was kicking Janie's sissy ass when George pulled her off her in the kiddy pool. He beat the person who would've won. And he pissed better than either of you. And I know for a fact he's made you cum more than a sybian, Susan. The only reason he hasn't done the same for Janie is because you told him not to. As far as I'm concerned he's the one who won the game; he's the husband. And he doesn't even need a dildo.”

Everyone was silent for a moment as Frankie's words sank in.

“That's … that's just … insane.” Susan said.

“Exactly.”

Jane collapsed on the bed the dildo still rammed up her butt. She was still too stunned to speak.

“It's the perfect solution.” Frankie tucked her phone into her back pocket. “Jane loves both of you. You both love her. Susan and George, I don't know if you love each other, but you get along well enough and the sex is great.”

“How would that even work?” Susan asked. “Are we just supposed to share one big bed? Have a mini-orgy every night?”

“You're not taking any of this seriously, are you?” George asked Susan.

“This gives you options.” Frankie explained. “Some nights George will sleep with Susan. Some nights Susan will sleep with Jane. Maybe you save the three ways for special occasions. When George and Jane are busy with each other maybe Susan can do a sleep over in my bed. I think I could find a use for Jane's tongue after that little lezzie display she did tonight.”

“And when George is the third wheel?” Susan asked.

“He's my nephew, that's gross.”

“We'll read a book.” George interjected.

“What?” It was Susan's turn to look at George. “You went from skeptic to believer after that pathetic excuse for a speech? Frankie is just trying to get into my pants.”

“She is, but that doesn't mean what she says is all BS.” George said. “You haven't lived with Jane like I have.”

“I lived with her for over a decade.”

“You lived with Jim all that time. Not Jane. Jane is a different person. Jane loves me and I love her.”

“oh”

“But she also loves you. And that isn't going to change anytime soon. And if you break up with her or make us break up you're just going to hurt her. Do you want that?”

“No … of course I don't.”

“What do you say, Jane?” Frankie asked. “Or are you just going to lay there with a dildo up your butt while the grownups decide what they're going to do with you?”

“Yes, Jane.” Susan said. “What do you want?”

“Do you want to be our bride?” George came over and rested his hands on her back.

Jane's head was in a whirl. Could she really do this? Was she cut out to be a man's wife? And a woman's wife too. It did mean she didn't have to chose. It meant that she could be with both of the people that she loved.

“I do.”


The End
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Sometimes you have to lose to win.

PART TWO
BYPEGGY MADCHEN"






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




