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On a cold day during the worst cold snap of winter, it occurs to Jan that she desperately wants a new apartment that is located closer to her work. Luck is on her side because the perfect apartment comes her way. It is more than perfect in location given that it is bigger than her current apartment at a better price. There just has to be a catch involved and that catch appears to be pleasing the owner enough to let her sign the lease.

It turns out that the apartment is rented out by the eccentric Madame Rue. Madame Rue is probably one of those, but in a big city you’re going to meet those, right? Madame Rue seems to like Jan, but she isn’t crazy about Jan having a live-in boyfriend. To get the apartment, all Jan must do is get Madame Rue’s approval of Jan’s current fiancé, Jerry. It sounds simple enough.

The potential problem is that Madame Rue says that she fears meeting strange new men who are not wearing dresses. It feels a bit weird, but if making Jerry wear a yellow dress just one-time lands her the apartment of her dreams, then he is just going to have to man up and do it. Of course, the question of if Jerry can ever man up again after that fateful meeting with Madame Rue turns out to be the one thing Jan forgot to consider. Luckily, Jan doesn’t mind the new Jerry. No, she doesn’t mind her new Jerry at all.


Chapter 1

The cold winter air pushed into the little corner coffee shop every time someone came through the front door. Jan pushed the front door open and came inside briefly bringing the cold inside along with her. The other patrons sitting at small tables shifted uncomfortably in their seats and glanced at Jan with daggers in their eyes. She didn’t blame them. She hated the cold every bit as much as they did. The weatherman had insisted that the current cold snap was supposed to have lasted only three days. It was over a week now and the arctic blast showed no signs of ending. Jan’s trust in the weatherman was quickly diminishing.

One thing had become clear in Jan’s mind. She really needed to move closer to work. She couldn’t take her current commute in these types of winter conditions for another two months. No, by the time Spring arrived, she would official over living in this city. That was the problem with moving to the city during the Summer. She had based all her assumptions on how tolerable her commute was going to be based on the most ideal of situations.

Landing a new apartment on this side of town felt like a dream, though. She could never afford one here. This was considered an upscale neighborhood and prices here were upscaled appropriately. If she could just find something, then she wouldn’t be living so far away, but that was just wishful thinking on a cold winter morning. A girl could dream, though, couldn’t she?

She moved into line. The coffee line moved quickly at this hour of the morning. Smart people were all still in bed. She shuffled her feet up to the counter. The man behind the register asked her the obvious first question, “Cold enough for you, Jan?”

“Yes, it is!” replied Jan.

The man smiled. No doubt the weather was ideal for his business even if it was a disaster for everyone else’s. One of his coffee shop workers dropped a paper cup filled with piping hot black coffee onto the countertop. The man rang it up. That was the benefit of being a repeat early hour’s customer, they knew what she wanted as soon as they saw her come through the door. When you’re a regular they remember your name. They even spell it correctly on the cup, most days that is. Not that she wasn’t going to grab it no matter the name written on it. Jan dropped her cell phone on the pay pad and gathered up her coffee. She walked over to an open table and sat down.

She cupped her chilled hands around the coffee cup trying to regain feeling in her fingertips. She could feel the chill of her commute deep in her bones. It was the worst feeling in the world. Her outer body was warming up, but she was literally chilled to the bone. The coffee would be too hot to drink for at least five minutes. Its main benefit now was simply to try to huddle as close to it as possible and use it as a heat source.

The front door opened and another victim of the cold hurried inside. The blast of wind blew through the coffee shop. She felt it move up her skirt. She pushed her dress down, but it did little to fight off the cold. The blast of cold from the outside disturbed more than the patrons inside. Jan noticed a wall of fliers had all rustled in the chilled wind. Those fliers were there every day when she bought her morning coffee and yet she’d never noticed them before. Today they drew her curiosity. She decided to risk it and went over to the wall. They were all postings for neighborhood apartments and rooms to rent. It would be just a dream come true to move to this side of the city, please have one that she could afford. She just needed one apartment in her price range. She didn’t even care about the size. In the city, price was everything. There was a simple fact of life that Jan lived by, that in fact all other city dwellers lived by; finding an apartment to rent was nearly everything. Once you had one that you could afford, the idea of moving was nearly sacrilege. All that meant, she’d need to find a tempting place in order to entice her fiancé into moving. The move would be taking him further from his work after all. Oh, but this was a much better neighborhood. He had to understand that, right? She glanced at a few fliers. The asking price was exactly as she knew it would be. She couldn’t afford them.

She closed her eyes. Please, let there be a miracle and have an apartment she could afford posted. She reached her hand out and touched a flier. She opened her eyes. Jan’s eyes fell on one advertisement. She spied a flier advertising a two-bedroom apartment for the same price she was paying for their single bedroom. It couldn’t be correct. Her heart started to race a little. She hadn’t figured on finding something that appeared so good. She tore the advertisement from the wall. She would have to look into this. It was too good to be true, right? Maybe fate had guided her hand. Maybe. She headed back to her cup of coffee dreaming it could be true.


Chapter 2

Jan checked the time. She had five minutes until the end of the workday. There was no need to jump right into her commute home. Particularly given that there was now a light snow falling outside her office window. That snow just made the phone call she needed to make that much more urgent.  She pulled out of her purse the advertisement. She crossed her fingers, and then dialed.

“This is Madame Rue speaking,” answered a woman on the phone.

“Hi, this is Jan Holloway calling about an apartment you might have for rent,” Jan replied.

“I do have a two-bedroom available, but I don’t just rent to anyone. I would need to meet you first. I think you will find I am very particular about my renters.”

I felt like an odd reply. Jan was pretty sure this woman had to rent the apartment on a fair housing basis. Still, Jan also wanted to see the apartment first anyway, so what did it really matter? Jan was about as innocent looking as young women got these days. There was no fear of rejection from Madame Rue, so it wouldn’t hurt her chances to meet up. She replied, “I am just a few blocks away finishing up work so I could be there in five to ten minutes.”

“Excellent, come on over, I’m in apartment C.”

The line went dead. Jan crossed her fingers again. Please, be everything I need in an apartment, she thought. She glanced at the clock. It was past quitting time, and she wasn’t one to linger after hours pretending to work overtime. She punched out her digital timecard and rushed to the door. She rode the elevator to the street level. As she went down, she double checked the street address on the advertisement. Once on the ground floor she scrambled for the front door.

The chill outside was as awful as this morning. The light snow made it feel worse. Warm thoughts of a new apartment closer to work helped her fight off the cold. The tall buildings always seemed to generate wind which made the air feel even worse. She scampered quickly down the block. People bumped into her at random. Sometimes the city felt heartless. This city owed her. The dread of the winter hours grew inside her as she traversed the streets. Winter, you left home in the dark and returned home in the dark. What a lousy season to be stuck in for three months. The season would be a lot gayer this year, if she got that new apartment. She was sure of it now. Yes, this new apartment was going to be fantastic. The city owed her a new apartment after this lousy winter.

She reached the address and looked at the front door. This was a five story walk up. No chance at this building having an elevator. She could already guess the fifth floor was where the open unit was located. Five flights of stairs to climb every day. It was a lot to ask. But they would gain an extra bedroom and floor space. Yeah, it still felt worth it to look.

She hit the C button on the front door intercom. “Hello, Madame Rue speaking.”

“This is Jan, we spoke on the phone about seeing the apartment,” explained Jan.

“Oh, you were quick about it, weren’t you. That is always a good sign in Madame Rue’s book on renters. I Like an eager woman.”

“You can definitely say that I am eager.”

The door buzzed and Jan went inside. She double checked for an elevator but found none. She reluctantly climbed the stairs. She could still sell this idea to her fiancé, Jerry, if the apartment interior was great. She reached the third floor and used the knocker to door C.

The door opened to reveal a large middle-aged woman in hair curls. She was dressed in an unflattering pink dress. She was smoking a cigar. Madame Rue blew hot smoke through her nose. Then she said to Jan, “My, aren’t you a young one. Young and pretty and so far from home I bet. Are we just out of school?”

“University, I have my masters . . .”

“Does your carpet match the drapes?” interrupted Madame Rue.

“Ah, what does that have to do with anything?”

“Darling, you must never mind me. Madame is known for saying the most outrageous things.” She paused to pinch Jan’s cheek. That only made things more awkward. She continued, “You are interested in the two-bedroom apartment on the second floor, correct?”

Second floor, suddenly things sounded really promising. She could pinch both cheeks on Jan’s face if it was on the second floor! Only, what was with the price advertised? Something was still wrong, very wrong. Jan replied, “Yes, may I see it?”

“One of you and two bedrooms feels like a waste,” said Madame Rue.

“My fiancé would live there with me,” explained Jan.

Her eyes perked up. She added, “Is he here to meet me too?”

“No, but I could bring him around if the apartment was . . .”

“Do you have a picture of him?”

Of course, Jan did. Everyone these days has just about a million photos inside their phone. It would be amazing if she didn’t have a picture of him to show Madame Rue. Jan found a picture quick enough and flashed it over to Madame Rue. The woman examined it with great interest.

“He looks very young and healthy. Good bones, nice build. Yes, very nice build for it.”

“It?”

“Never mind Madame Rue, she is always the romantic one. You make a very lovely couple.”

“Can I see the apartment then?” asked Jan.

Madame walked out of her doorway. Her door closed behind her. She started down the stairs. Jan shrugged. The answer must be yes. She followed along. Madame reached the front door to apartment B. She put a brass key in the lock. She didn’t open the door. Instead, she asked, “This man of yours, does he have a name?”

“Jerry Bidwell,” replied Jan.

“Jerry, huh? We will need to work on that name. It just doesn’t suit him,” said Madame, then she opened the door.

Jan ignored Madame Rue’s oddness. Instead, Jan followed the Madame inside. The apartment was bigger than even she imagined it could be. Each bedroom had its own full bath. There was also a full detached kitchen. Jan was growing worried. That price printed out on the advertisement. It didn’t match this apartment at all. Not this size of a place on the second floor in this location, it was all wrong. Madame Rue was either stupid or something was up. Jan asked, “Is the price still as advertised?”

“I don’t know. I could lower it, if I like your Jerry.”

That was an odd reply. Jan knew she was approaching Jerry about this place tonight. She just had to have it. No more cold commutes and twice the living space. It was insane not to go for it. But Jerry would have to agree. Jan said, “I could bring Jerry along tomorrow and we could go over the lease.”

“Hmm . . . I have a few rules Jerry would need to follow.”

“Such as?”

“I can’t really judge a man unless I see them in women’s clothing. I have a fetish about it. I think it is a fetish . . . Maybe that isn’t the correct word,” explained Madame Rue.

“Ah . . .”

“That wouldn’t be too much to ask, would it?”

“I don’t understand.”

Madame explained, “It is simple enough. Jerry comes over tomorrow to meet me wearing a nice yellow dress, panties, and a bra on underneath, and I will size him up. If he isn’t a weirdo, then there should be no problem with the lease. Indeed, if I find I can really trust Jerry, there might be a rent reduction.”

“He has to wear a dress?” asked Jan, in disbelief at the idea.

“Yes, a yellow one based on his complexion,” added Madame Rue.

“My Jerry, he doesn’t normally wear dresses. He is completely straight,” explained Jan.

“Then I fail to understand why he should not be able to comply with my simple request. As I’ve explained, it is a fetich of mine. Or is it a phobia? Yes, I have a phobia about strange men. I can’t feel comfortable around them unless they wear a dress. Either way, I am less intimidated by men, if they have a dress on. I am sure you know what I mean.”

“Well . . . I mean . . .” Jan glanced over the apartment. It included brand new appliances including a washer and dryer. One dress, it didn’t sound like too much to ask from Jerry. Only she would need to ask him just the right way or he might object and ruin everything. “I suppose Jerry could be agreeable to the request. I mean, it is only a dress, right?”

“Excellent. Until tomorrow, shall we say, sex?”

“Sex?”

Madame Rue giggled. “What am I saying? Six, I mean six. Shall we say six.”

“Yes, of course.”

“Jan, I sense we’re going to be lovely, good friends.” Madame Rue hugging her. It was then that Jan felt that Madame Rue had a bit of a presence down below. Well, that explained everything. Well, maybe.


Chapter 3

Jan had stopped at the Chicken Shack on the way home. Jerry loved his fried chicken. She even bought him a beer. She didn’t like him drinking during the week, but this was a special circumstance. Jerry just had to say yes to the dress. Well, not exactly to the dress, but also the new apartment idea. Of course, to get the new apartment Jan had to make Madame Rue happy. Madame Rue was . . . She was . . . Eccentric. Yes, that was the correct word, Jan was sure of it. These days you meet eccentric people everywhere in the city. It was the new normal. There was no reason in the world she shouldn’t send Jerry over to meet her. Jerry was completely straight. He could handle himself around Madame Rue no problem at all. Jan was sure of it. There was no reason in the world, she tried to convince herself. She frowned at that idea. Jerry didn’t feel like a just slip on a dress and go across town to meet someone a bit different type of man. This was going to be tricky.

The front door to their tiny apartment opened and Jerry came in. He looked so cute in his business suit. They had met in college. He was just a little boy back then. Only it was only four years ago. Yeah, he was still that little boy just dressed up to play the man about the house. He would have spent all day today trading stocks or bonds or whatever it was they did at his firm. Jan hated finance about as much as anything. There was nothing more boring than numbers. She was a people person. She had an advanced degree and worked in speech therapy with children. Yeah, Jan was a people person. Maybe that’s why Madame Rue didn’t feel weird to her. People were fascinating and each one was different and special. Some, like Madame Rue, were extremely fascinating and special.

Jan rushed over and hugged Jerry. He greeted her, “Hello, what’s all this about?”

“All this?” replied Jan, as innocently as possible. There was nothing worse than planning something then having to admit you planned something special. It was much better to lure men into your trap. Not that this was a trap, per say.

“Do I smell my favorite chicken,” added Jerry, releasing himself from Jan’s hug. He headed for the kitchen table. Given the size of the apartment, it wasn’t a long trip. He didn’t even sit down. He just grabbed a drumstick and started eating.

Jan slowly moved toward the table. She had one shot at this. Men, she knew from experience, were creatures of habit. Once they settled down and dug in roots, it was hard to move them from a location. It probably had something to do with caveman instincts. A man found a good cave and stuck to it. Only their current cave was too small, too far from work, and in a terribly uninteresting part of town. He had to see that.

Jan slid quietly into a seat. Then she reached over and popped the top on his beer can. She poured it into a beer mug. She casually smiled at Jerry and then motioned him to sit down. Jerry was a good boy and took a hint easy enough. He sipped his beer and ate his chicken. Jan slowly unfolded the advertisement for the apartment from her pocket. She casually slid it on the table. Then she helped herself to some chicken.

Between bites, Jerry took the bait. He picked up the advertisement and said with a full mouth, “What’s all this?”

He casually read through the advertisement. As he read, Jan sprang into action. She said, “I wasn’t thinking about moving or anything, and out of the blue I found that.”

“Uh-huh,” added Jerry.

“And I saw the price and the location, and it just felt too good to be true,” added Jan.

Jerry tossed the advertisement on the table. “Probably is too good to be true. It feels like a scam.”

“Oh, it isn’t a scam. I talked to the person renting the apartment and took a tour of the place. It is on the second floor, two bedrooms, two baths, and . . .”

“And nowhere near here,” finished Jerry.

“But look at the price.”

Jerry shot her a glance then he pretended to look closer at the price. He shrugged, “It looks like a scam.”

Jan had him just where she wanted him. She replied, “Oh, I was worried about that. It would be great if you went in person and talked to Madame Rue to figure out if it really is a scam or not. You are so much smarter than me about those things.”

“Madame Rue?” he asked.

Jan explained, “The lady renting the apartment. She lives in Apartment C in the same complex. I just know if it is a scam that you’ll sniff it out. And if it isn’t a scam, then I simply don’t see how we can resist the price given the size of the place.”

Jerry didn’t reply. Jan smiled in satisfaction. She knew she had him. She had appealed to his most basic male instincts. Men were the protector of the family. Naturally if there was danger, he’d go in and sniff it out. Jerry picked up the advertisement one more time. He ate his chicken while he appeared to contemplate it. Finally, he announced, “I think I will look into this. A bigger place would be nice, but only if I’m satisfied that it isn’t a scam.”

“That is so wise of you, Jerry.”

“Yeah, well you know a man has to keep a sharp eye out for a deal.”

“Do you think you could go over after work tomorrow and check it out?”

“I will have to check my schedule,” Jerry replied, as he took his cell phone out. He glanced at his calendar. Then he confirmed, “I should be able to squeeze in a visit.”

“Oh good. I’ll pack the yellow dress, panties, and bra in my purse tomorrow morning. Then you can stop by my work, put them on tomorrow evening around six, and pop by to see Madame Rue,” replied Jan.

“What?” he asked.

“Oh, didn’t I mention that Madame Rue will only talk to men if they’re cross-dressed as a woman?”

“No, I think I’d remember that if you had.”

“It’s a little fetish or ah, phobia of hers. Yes, a phobia. But it is no big deal, right?”

“I don’t . . .”

“Think it is a big deal either,” finished Jan.

Jerry stared at his glass of beer for a long second. Then he drank from it. He sat quietly. Time in the room felt like it had come to a standstill. Jan for the first time was growing nervous. That apartment never felt so close to being hers, and yet so far away. Finally, Jerry said, “Does it have to be a dress?”

“Yes, a yellow one.”

“Strange things a man has to do to get an apartment at a good price in this city, but to get ahead in this world a man has to be prepared to do just about anything, I guess,” he said. Jan smiled. She knew she had him. That new apartment was practically hers.


Chapter 4

It was sort of cute in a way. It being the fact that Jerry was actually trembling in fear. Men, they could handle spiders no problem, but a little yellow dress was worse than the plague to them. Well, Jerry was just going to have to overcome his inner fears, because Jan’s incredible dream apartment was on the line and there was no way Jan was letting it fall through her fingertips.

“Don’t worry, the bathroom is clear,” assured Jan.

“Worried, me?” said Jerry, while hiding in a stall of the ladies’ room.

“I see that you’re shivering.”

“It’s just cold in here.”

“Okay, off with the business suit,” Jan instructed. Jerry hesitated. Jan planted her tongue in her cheek. She added, “Tonight you’re going to be so rewarded for being a good boy and landing the apartment of our future.”

“The things men do in relationships. It is a good thing I know how to man up and do what needs to be done,” grumbled Jerry.

“Oh, that’s what I love about you Jerry.”

Then he gave in and unbuttoned his shirt. He unzipped his pants and tugged his trousers down. There were times like this Jan knew she had gotten engaged to the right man. Any man willing to wear a dress to get you the apartment of your dreams was worth keeping.

“Check the bathroom again,” said Jerry.

Jan glanced around the room. “The coast is clear.”

He tugged his underpants down. He always wore jockeys. The same boring brand day after day. Jan wondered how men could stand it. The same uninteresting under things day after day against your private things, it felt like a bore. But then again, men were sort of boring creatures when she thought about it. Jerry could watch baseball for hours. It felt impossible to watch at all. Well, today Jerry was going to be interesting for her. She slid a pair of yellow flower panties on him and rode them up his legs.

“Hey, while you’re down there, how about that BJ you owe me?” asked Jerry.

“Let’s focus on the prize first,” she instructed. She stood up and latched a padded bra on him. Jerry was a little too hairy for the look. Madame Rue hadn’t asked her to shave him, right? She pulled the yellow summer dress over Jerry’s head. He was going to stretch it out a tad. But overall, it fit him. She never really appreciated how he had nearly the same build as her. Really in a dress, he was quite feminine appearing. She hated to admit that she sort of enjoyed the look on him. If she did a little makeup and a shave, then he would be just perfect. Not that she planned on doing this ever again to him. Most likely, that is.

“My friends never hear a word of this,’ he said.

“Oh, course not,” she assured him. Then she added, “Not that you’re hating it.”

He turned red. Truth be told, ever since those panties got on him, his cock was rocking. Only that wouldn’t exactly do. She didn’t want Jerry sporting wood in front of Madame Rue. That would be just embarrassing. Still, Jan wasn’t about to blow him in a public bathroom to tame his beast. The winter chill would do that soon enough. Poor Jerry was about to feel the winter air the way she felt it. Maybe then he would understand why this apartment’s location was so important.

She wrapped a long winter trench coat around him. The coat seemed to ease Jerry’s nerves. It was long enough that no one could tell he was wearing a dress underneath. Madame Rue hadn’t said anything against a coat. Really, she couldn’t expect poor Jerry to show up in only a dress in the dead of winter. Just in case, though, Jan would take it from Jerry once they arrived. After all, it would be warm inside the apartment, right? She kissed him on the cheek and said, “You look perfect, honey, let’s go land us a new apartment.”

“You so owe me that BJ,” he added. He came out of the bathroom stall.

Jan rushed to the bathroom door. She pushed it open. There was little foot traffic outside, but nothing too alarming. “Okay, the coast is clear.”

Jerry hurried next to her. They then exited the bathroom together. That was the great thing about a city like this. No one cared about things slightly out of the ordinary. People were in a rush; they didn’t have time to notice odd things like a girl and her cross-dressed man walking out of a ladies’ room. They exited the building and hit the pavement making good time. No doubt because Jerry wanted this over as soon as possible. They pushed down the street. It didn’t take Jerry long before he griped, “The wind is blowing up my skirt and freezing my nads.”

“That is just life as a girl,” replied Jan.

Jerry didn’t comment back. Good, the less he talked the faster they moved. They reached the correct address. Jan pushed the intercom for Apartment C.

The intercom spoke. “This is Madame Rue speaking.”

“Hi, this is Jan from yesterday. I was the one inquiring about the apartment for rent. I brought my fiancé to meet you like we agreed yesterday.”

“Exactly how we agreed?” asked Madame Rue.

“Of course,” assured Jan.

“Oh, how lovely, Jan. Come on up and see me immediately,” said Madame Rue. The door buzzed. They went inside. They climbed the steps. Jan could see Jerry eye the door to apartment B as they passed it.

Jan pointed to the door. “There it is our prize.”

“This is a good location. I spied a Chicken Shack on the walk here,” said Jerry. “Weird that the price is for the second floor. It feels too cheap to me. I smell something is deeply wrong.”

“But the inside is perfect, you will see,” assured Jan.

“Feels like a scam.”

They headed on up one flight of stairs and arrived at apartment C. Jan took the coat off Jerry before knocking on Madame Rue’s door. Jerry rolled his eyes at the silliness of the situation. Jan crossed her fingers and knocked.

Madame Rue opened her door. She was wearing a flower print dress that probably wouldn’t have looked flattering on just about anyone. Jan wasn’t here to judge Madame Rue’s outfits, though. “Oh, how delightful Jan, and your fiancé is so lovely.” She pinched Jerry on the cheek. Jerry shot Jan a glance.

Jerry said, “I heard men in dresses calm your nerves.”

“They do indeed. I know it must feel strange, but when one lives alone in this big city, one does need a little nerve calming. I have never heard of a man in a dress committing a crime,” said Madame Rue.

“Sounds logical,” said Jerry, while giving Jan an amused look.

“Shall we show Jerry the apartment?” asked Jan.

Madame Rue scratched her chin. “That just doesn’t feel right. A Jerry in a dress, no that is not right at all.”

“I could take it off,” Jerry suggested.

Madame Rue clutched her chest. “Oh, there will be time for that later big boy.”

She headed down the stairs. Jerry whispered to Jan, “She is weird even by city standards.”

“But she has a great apartment to rent us!” insisted Jan.

Jerry headed down the stairs. Madame clutched his arm. She said, “I have an idea. Let’s call Jerry by the name Olivia from now on.”

“Does it matter?” asked Jerry.

“It would calm my nerves so much if I knew you were called Olivia instead of Jerry,” assured Madame Rue.

“Great idea, right Olivia,” said Jan.

Jerry pouted. He added, “Anything to get the door open, I suppose.”

Madame Rue gave Olivia a shot on her arm. “That is the spirit, Olivia.”

She unlocked the door. Jerry went inside. He proceeded to march around room to room inspecting. Madame Rue whispered to Jan, “He is very thorough.”

“He has a very detail-oriented mind,” whispered Jan back.

“You are a very lucky girl to have a girl like Olivia.”

Jerry finally appeared satisfied by his inspection, because he returned to them. Upon returning to Jan’s side, he asked the most basic question. “This place is worth twice what you’re asking for, what is the catch?”

Madame Rue put her arm around Jan. “It sounds like your little Olivia likes the apartment. Why don’t you run home, while we discuss the price.”

Jan replied, “I don’t mind sticking around.”

“Trust me, the negotiations will be very boring,” assured Madame Rue.

“Go ahead, Jan, I can handle this,” said Jerry.

“Men, they all like long hard negotiations,” said Madame Rue.

Jan felt a touch annoyed. It was her dream apartment. Still, Jerry had a way with negotiations. Buying and selling was in his blood. “Okay, I will see you in a bit.”


Chapter 5

Madame Rue led Jerry back upstairs to her apartment. She let him inside. Jerry wasn’t crazy about the décor. She motioned to her sofa. She said, “Olivia, won’t you please sit down.”

Jerry was less annoyed by the use of the new nickname than the fact the sofa was covered in plastic. This Madame Rue was one queer bird in his book. He sat on the plastic covered sofa. He said, “Now I don’t plan on paying a dollar over the advertised asking price.”

“Very wise,” assured Madame Rue. She moved over to the sofa and sat down uncomfortably next to Jerry.

Jerry squirmed in his seat trying to create a little room between them. “If I could just take a look at the lease . . .”

“No time for that now. First, we should have a little beer together. I find beer loosens the lips. I need to know if you’re the kind of man I want living under me.”

“I think you will find I’m a very ordinary man.”

“And I think you will find I have very extraordinary beer. Have you heard of Klinehauser?” asked Madame Rue.

Jerry suddenly lost his track of thought. Sure, he had heard of Klinehauser, only heard of it was just about as close as anyone ever got to a Klinehauser. They only brewed one batch a year. “You’re not telling me you have Klinehauser.”

Madame Rue’s meaty hand landed on Jerry’s leg. She squeezed. She had a firm grip for a woman. “Of course, I have Klinehauser. I will let you in on a little Madame Rue secret, my father was Augustus Klinehauser himself.”

“That would explain how you got the money to buy an apartment complex,” replied Jerry.

Madame Rue pinched his cheeks. “You are a smarty pants, Olivia.” She was up and off the sofa. She headed for her kitchen. She returned with two long necks of beer. She placed them on the coffee table and proceeded to pop the top on both. She handed Jerry a beer.

He studied the label. He couldn’t believe it. People paid over a hundred bucks a bottle for this stuff. Maybe more. He took a sip.

“It is smooth, isn’t it?” asked Madame Rue.

“Yeah, it is amazing,” agreed Jerry.

Suddenly Madame Rue clanked on the top of his bottle. The beer started to erupt from the bottle in a foam explosion. Madame explained, “Such a good head on my beer. Don’t waste it, Olivia. Suck it down.”

Jerry put his lips around the bottle’s mouth and took the foam explosion. This beer was literally too good to waste. As he sucked hard to release the pressure, Madame Rue sat down next to him. She clicked the television on. “I hope you like lesbian porn because that’s my favorite.”

Jerry replied, “I’m not sure that’s appropriate.”

“Don’t worry, we won’t tell Jan that we drank and watched porn together. As far as she knows, we’re hard at work negotiating.”

Madame Rue had a huge flat screen. Displayed on it were too barely legal girls dressed as cheerleaders. This was porn without a plot other than setup because the girls on the screen were already making out.

Jerry glanced over at Madame Rue. She was casually sitting back enjoying her beer and watching the porn movie. Jerry relaxed and did the same. After all, it didn’t hurt anything, right?

“Was Jane as young as those whores when you first fucked her?” asked Madame Rue.

“I don’t kiss and tell,” replied Jerry, feeling he had successfully dodged the odd question.

Madame Rue hiked up her skirt. Suddenly Jerry felt super uncomfortable. Only the discomfort didn’t last long. Madame Rue sported pink panties filled with a huge bulge under her ugly flower print dress. Jerry relaxed. Madame Rue was one of those . . . Those. He didn’t know the correct term. Chicks that were really men. It was way more comfortable drinking beer and watching porn with another guy.

“This is some pretty hot porn, huh?” asked Madame Rue.

“Not too bad,” agreed Jerry. He had decided he would see this through until the beer ran out. Hopefully by then the apartment thing would be settled.

“Don’t be afraid to jerk, we are both sporting wood, aren’t we?” added Madame Rue. She then released her snake from her panties. Jerry found himself watching Madame Rue more than the television. She was thick and about eight inches. Really, she made Jerry feel inadequate. She said, “It is a big one, isn’t it?”

“I . . .” he paused. It occurred to him that he didn’t know how to reply to that question.

With her free hand Madame Rue lifted his yellow dress up. She did until Jerry’s yellow panties were exposed. Jerry should have stopped Madame Rue. Only he was sporting wood and sort of enjoying the porn. “Looks like my Olivia is a little excited. You better jerk that out. Don’t worry, no one is going to know. We’re just two souls drinking and watching porn. You know, we are doing stuff that we don’t tell Jan about.”

Jerry smiled. Yeah, who would guess he jerked with one of those. Anyways, the porn was hot. The girls on the screen were super cute and going at each other. Jerry relaxed. He fished his cock out of his panties. He started stroking it. Suddenly he felt Madame Rue’s hand on his cock too. She added, “Don’t worry, I’m like a doctor. You’ve jerked one, you’ve jerked them all. I was the hand job queen of the lower eastside when I was in my thirties.”

He wasn’t sure how that comment worked. Only her touch was silky smooth, and she knew how to jerk a cock. Suddenly he found himself going with the flow. Madame Rue went at him harder now. He really shouldn’t let Madame Rue get him off. Only it was hard to say the word stop. It felt so good. And then he felt his balls release. He exploded all over the front of himself. Shit, Madame Rue should have pointed his cock away. Jerry was in a panic. He just spewed a salty load all over Jan’s dress. How was he going to explain that to her!

“Oh dear, it looks like we’ve soiled Jan’s pretty dress. Olivia should take that off immediately and let Madame Rue wash it.”

“Thanks, that is a great idea,” said Jerry.

Madame Rue petted the top of his head. “Of course it is. Madame Rue has nothing but great ideas.”


Chapter 6

Jerry tugged off his soiled dress and handed it over to Madame Rue. He was feeling a bit silly. He was standing in a pair of panties and a bra inside a strange man . . . Woman . . . Madame Rue’s bedroom. How did he ever let one beer, and a dirty movie turn into this embarrassing situation. The situation was worse than he could imagine because he was stuck with Madame Rue until that dress was clean. Madame Rue rubbed detergent onto the offending stain and tossed it in her washing machine. She looked over to Jerry and said, “No worries, Olivia, I’ve gotten worse stains out of dresses.”

“I don’t want to think about it,” grumbled Jerry.

“A very wise thing,” assured Madame Rue. She started the machine and came back over to Jerry. “Well, whatever will we do to pass the time while your pretty dress washes.”

“Do you have more of that beer?” asked Jerry.

“Oh, you could use another one. Giving you one is a good idea, Olivia,” assured Madame Rue. Only she didn’t head to the kitchen and fetch more of that tantalizing brew. She instead displayed what she had in her hand. She sprayed gel all over the front of Jerry. Then she quickly produced a razor. Before Jerry could object, Madame Rue had that razor against his skin. Off came his bra exposing his chest. Not that he felt odd about that. Never let it be said that a Madame Rue shaving you smooth isn’t a bit awkward. Jerry was in a bind. He was stuck here no matter what until that dress was clean. Somehow shaving felt like the least weird thing Madame Rue could be doing right about now, so he went with the flow.

Madame Rue slapped his panty covered ass. She instructed, “Up with the arms. That’s a good girl.” She praised him as he did as he was told. Soon his armpits were as smooth as any woman’s. Then another slap came to his ass. “Sit on the bed, I want to do your legs.”

“Is it really necessary?” asked Jerry.

“Olivia, my dear darling, judge the results after the fact and not before.” That sounded like good advice. Madame Rue was an expert when it came to doing legs. In no time flat Jerry’s long legs were as smooth as a baby’s bottom. Madame Rue even rubbed in some baby oil to help with the razor burn. Jerry glanced around for a clock. It felt like that dress should be done with the wash cycle by now. Madame Rue kissed him on the cheek and suddenly his full focus was on the situation at hand. “Up, up,” she instructed. Jerry jumped to his feet. Madame Rue didn’t jump to hers. Instead, his panties went to the floor. Before Jerry could open his mouth to object to the situation, that razor went against his two best friends. He froze in place. Madame Rue was an expert, though. His nads were never in any danger. After a quick rub of baby oil his manhood was smooth down below as well. Finally, Madame Rue stood up. She admired her work for just a second. Then she said, “Well, what should we do now?”

“How about that beer?” squeaked out Jerry, he was feeling a bit queer at the moment. Only, no he didn’t feel like that. No never that. He was feeling a bit odd. Yes, that was a better word; a much safer word to use in this situation.

“I know what we should do!” exclaimed Madame Rue. She opened the door and darted into the closet. Jerry took the opportunity to check on the washing machine. The stupid dress was still going around and around. Jerry wished he learned more about laundry. He had no idea how long a stain took to wash out of a dress. He could never let Jan know about any of this. He felt his smooth chest. Well, some things were going to be hard to explain to Jan. Madame Rue exited her closet carrying a load of clothing she started placing on the bed.

“I could use that beer,” reminded Jerry.

“No worries, I have a lot of things for you Olivia,” replied Madame Rue.

“I’m not sure I need any of that.”

“Oh, but you do. Come over here and sit on my bed.” Jerry for the first time hesitated. This whole weird thing had gone far enough. He wasn’t . . . He just wasn’t. He was sure of that. Madame Rue for the first time appeared cross. She then raised her voice. “Olivia, we must not have any of that. Come here and sit down immediately!”

Jerry gave one last look at the washing machine. Damn Jan and her stupid apartment. He should never have said yes to that dress. It was crazy. Only he had said yes and now he found himself wandering slowly with his head down toward Madame Rue’s bed. He mumbled, “I really could use getting back to Jan. How about discussing the lease while we wait?”

“A good idea, Olivia.” She scratched him under his chin like he was her pet as she said that. Then she produced a pair of black hose. They were very sheer. “Sit down on the bed and I will put them on you.” Jerry did as he was told. They felt very silky smooth as they slid on. As Madame Rue put them on, she explained, “These were my main girl, Christine’s. She was a lovely girl. Christine and her fiancé lived in apartment B for five lovely years. Oh, how it broke my heart and hers when the lovely couple had to leave. They inherited a house upstate. Well, one can’t say no to a house and yard, can one?”

Jerry felt like he was in a stupor. He was barely hearing her story. Those black sheer panty hose on his legs. Every time Madame Rue ran her hands on them, it felt so good. Maybe it wasn’t just the hose. Maybe it was the shaved legs, the baby oil, and the hose combined. The only thing Jerry knew was that he liked it. He wished deep in his heart that he didn’t, but he liked it. He liked it a lot.

Madame Rue continued, “I knew I just had to replace my Christine. I wasn’t going to rent that apartment to just anyone. I wanted a lovely young couple. I really like your Jan. And when I saw your photo, I just knew.”

“Knew what?” asked Jerry.

“Exactly,” finished Madame Rue. She stood up satisfied with the hose. She produced a crisp white pair of cotton panties. She placed them on his lap. “Come on, try them on. They were Christine’s. She had a lovely figure, but not as lovely as yours.”

“I don’t think I should put . . .”

“Immediately!” demanded Madame Rue.

Jerry found himself obeying. He had gone this far, and that dress wasn’t going to be ready anytime soon. Anyway, in those panties he at least wouldn’t be nude anymore. He found his mouth saying something he didn’t expect to say. He said, “No one is going to know about any of this, right?”

Madame Rue planted a hard wet kiss right on his lips. Then she assured him, “Madame Rue never kisses and tells.”

Jerry slid into another girl’s panties. Suddenly he felt a weird thrill. Madame Rue quickly produced foam breast forms. She said, “I think you will find these better than any padded bra.”

“I don’t know that I need fake breasts,” said Jerry.

Madame Rue caressed his face. She said, “Olivia, we can inject nice silicone ones later, but we don’t have time for plastic surgery tonight.”

“That is not what I meant,” Jerry tried to correct. Those foam breasts stuck on him. Madame Rue placed a black peekaboo lace bra on him. They really showed off his cleavage. A black lace bra and white cotton panties, he was feeling a bit naughty. Olivia wasn’t a naughty girl, was she? He grimaced at that thought. Olivia wasn’t a girl at all. This whole thing was insane. It was so insane, but no one would know. Jerry looked at the clothes pile wondering what other delicious things Madame Rue had for him to wear.

Madame Rue noticed his curiosity. She gave him a confirming smile. Really, she was very understanding. Jerry sort of liked Madame Rue. She was a queer duck for sure, but it took all kinds in this world, right?

Madame Rue pulled out a black pleated mini skirt. That wouldn’t leave much to the imagination. But it sure would show off his new hosed legs. They excited him. He snatched them from her, and he put it on. Next was a fitted white stretched shirt. He tugged it on. It was a bit short thanks to the extra cleavage. Not that it mattered. Jerry had excellent abs and showing a little belly button and abs was perfectly normal for a girl.

“My, you are looking very good,” complimented Madame Rue.

“Really?”

“We just need to add a little sparkle,” said Madame Rue. She held up a pair of gold hoop earrings.

“I can’t wear those. I don’t have pierced ears,” said Jerry.

He soon discovered Madame Rue wasn’t one to let things easily fixed stop a makeover. He felt a sharp pain in his right ear. He knew exactly what just happened. “Now is it the right ear or the left ear pierced that makes a man gay? Oh, Olivia, we better do both ears just to be safe.” No sooner did she say that than Jerry felt a sharp prick on his left ear. He could feel those lovely eighteen karat gold earrings brush against his neck. Madame Rue smirked. She said, “There is always a little blood when you’re dealing with a virgin, right Olivia?”

“I . . . Ah . . .”

“Exactly, we better get some makeup on you.”

“I think I heard the washing machine stop,” said Jerry. He was getting cold feet. Not because he wasn’t feeling the moment. No, more because he was. This was fun. It was dirty fun. Jan must never know. But that felt impossible now. He was wearing earrings and shaved all over. How could she not notice?

Madame Rue exited the closet pushing a makeup table. She plugged it in and the light bulbs around the mirror lit up. Madame Rue motioned Jerry to sit down. He knew he should have hesitated. He knew this had gone way too far. But he sat all the same. He had come this far. He needed to know how good Madame Rue could make him appear. He stared at himself in the mirror. The face he saw was still too Jerry for his taste. He could feel Olivia inside him. She wanted out. Oh, Jerry wanted lovely Olivia to come out. He couldn’t suppress that feeling any longer. He told himself the lie. No one will know. No one will ever know.

He sat perfectly still as Madame Rue worked on him. The time passed it could have been five minutes, it could have been an hour. When you’re becoming glamorous, time has no real meaning. With every brush stroke, eyelash, polish, press on nail, lipstick, and pencil stroke, Olivia became more and more a reality. Finally, Madame Rue announced, “I think we are almost done.”

She went back into her wondrous closet of delights. She returned carrying a brunette wig. It was shoulder length. In an instant he knew that Olivia was a brunette. Yes, it was natural. The wig accented Olivia’s new eyes with those luscious long lashes.

“Do you want to see Olivia in my floor length mirror?” asked Madame Rue.

“Yes,” replied Jerry, his voice cracking as he spoke. He had used a higher register. It was going to take some getting used to, but Olivia needed a higher register. It was instinctive for her to speak that way.

Madame Rue rolled out a floor length mirror. Jerry was suddenly lost in his reflection. Every trace of Jerry was gone. Standing there was Olivia. She had the right eyes, the right curves, and those sheer legs, they were to die for. He giggled. Then he spoke the truth. He said, “I look better than Jan ever would in this outfit.”

Madame Rue came up behind him as he gazed in wonderment upon his perfect reflection in the mirror. She pressed hard against his body. Jerry could feel Madame Rue’s presence. He remembered that when they had sat on the sofa together that Madame Rue had a long, thick presence. Her cock was clearly happy to see Olivia. Madame Rue whispered in his ear, “You look so lovely, my beautiful Olivia.” She started nibbling on those hoop earrings. Pulling on his delicate virgin ears.

Jerry said, “Please, don’t make me gay.”

Madame Rue whispered in his delicate virgin ears, “Olivia, my sweet, Madame Rue doesn’t make men gay. Madame Rue makes men into women. That is a completely different thing. Do you want what Madame Rue is offering?”

Jerry swallowed hard. Then a tear went down his cheek. It was just one tear. He replied, “Yes.”

Madame Rue embraced him as she spun him around. He found his lips meet hers. They kissed. Madame Rue wasn’t a timid kisser. She forced her tongue into Jerry’s mouth. There could be no mistake who was the man in this relationship. It was a relief not to have to be the man. There was something erotic about passivity. There was something new and wondrous about the idea of being taken. Jerry wanted to be taken. He felt them moving toward the bed. He knew what was going to happen and he let it happen. He had to feel what it felt to be Olivia for Madame Rue.

Jerry found himself facing the bed. He felt that mini skirt lifted in the back. It was so short that it offered little resistance. Madame Rue’s smooth hands pried his ass cheeks apart.

“Bend over on the bed for me, please,” instructed Madame Rue.

Jerry asked, “Will it hurt?”

“Darling it will hurt more if you don’t let yourself do it.”

Jerry knew deep down inside that was true. He had to know how it felt to be a woman. His lovely white cotton panties pulled down between his legs. He felt baby oil rub into his pink surprise below. He knew exactly what was going to happen next. He let it happen. A finger of Madame Rue squeezed into his precious hole. It felt amazing to be penetrated. He had thought it would hurt and maybe it did a little. But the pain was worth it to feel that digit massage his special secret spot. His male g-spot that only girls like him had. It made his aroused manhood feel extra special. The pleasure started in his prostate, went through his shaved balls, and right down to the tip of his cock. He longed to be massaged like a good girl should be. Then the finger came out of him. The gaped absence below didn’t last long. It was replaced by something thicker. It snaked into Jerry. For every inch that it slid inside, Jerry hoped there was another inch. Eventually Jerry yielded completely. He was Madame Rue’s plaything to enjoy herself as she chose. He felt Madame Rue’s bald balls slap against his own. Then the thrusting began. Madame Rue wasn’t gentle. Her huge cock demanded stimulation and Madame Rue got it. In and out it thrusted into Jerry’s yielded bottom. Any fight in Jerry was gone after his own cock splattered Madame Rue’s bedsheets. Jerry hadn’t even realized he was that stimulated. Oh, he hadn’t really anally climaxed, had he? He had though and now having lost his salty load; his spent body went limp. He became just a feminized hole for Madame Rue to use for her own pleasure. Madame Rue wasn’t easily stimulated to climax. She worked poor Jerry. With each passing minute Jerry felt less and less like a man. This was better, wasn’t it? Yes, it was so much better to be the hole. The fun was in the dressing. The fun was in the makeup. The fun was in the dainty lingerie. That was the stuff that made you so pretty. That was the stuff that brought out the animal in a man or apparently Madame Rue. It was so much better this way.

Madame Rue suddenly stopped rocking Jerry’s bottom. He felt a warmth inject into him and he knew Madame Rue had cum deep inside him. Her giant presence came out of him. Madame Rue slapped Jerry’s spent bottom.

“Finish the job, Olivia,” ordered Madame Rue.

Jerry looked behind him. That thick cock of Madame Rue had a few drops on its tip. He instinctively knew what Madame Rue wanted him to do because he wanted it to. A person doesn’t work that hard to get a reward and waste it. Jerry immediately popped the head of that thick cock and sucked the last bits of love juice out. The taste of his own anal juices lingered as well. The cum he received wasn’t enough. He wanted more. Jerry noticed his own orgasm still spilled on the bedsheets. He started to lick it up. He made sure he got every drop. It tasted so good. He didn’t know man seed tasted so good. No wonder Jan liked to blow him. What a wonderful reward men gave women.

He felt Madame Rue come up behind him. Jerry’s spent ass was pointed in the air as he licked the last of his seed from the bed. He felt her warm hands on his shaved balls. Then he felt something seize onto his cock and balls. He heard a click. Madame Rue said, “A little chastity for my new girl.”

Jerry spun around and stood up. A bright pink cage was around his manhood. “I can’t . . .”

“Be trusted ever again with our own manhood, exactly,” finished Madame Rue. She pressed a brass key in Jerry’s hand.  She explained, “This is for Jan. It opens the front door to apartment B and your manhood trap. The apartment comes rent free so long as you keep being my little Olivia. Now won’t our dear Jan be so pleased to hear how good you were at negotiating the rent?”

“But . . .”

“Good girl, I almost forgot your butt.” Madame Rue pulled out a stainless-steel butt plug with a pink heart shaped charm at the end. She proceeded to insert it deep into Jerry’s still gaped pink hole. “We must keep ourselves stretched at all times in order to be a good girl, mustn’t we?”

“I . . .”

“Must be leaving now.” Suddenly Madame Rue got quite forceful. She seized Jerry by the hand. She pulled him toward the front door. She opened it and with a hip check, Jerry was deposited in the hall. Madame Rue did one last thing. She tossed the white cotton panties on the ground. Then she slammed the door in Jerry’s face.

Jerry looked at the brass key in his hand. Then he bent down to retrieve his panties.


Chapter 7

Jan sat at the kitchen table. She had bought Chicken Shack for Jerry as a little reward. It was cold by now. What could be taking him so long? She should never have left him alone with Madame Rue. Madame Rue was so . . . So lovely in an odd way. Yeah, oddly enough Jan really liked Madame Rue. She hoped Jerry had been nice to her.

Finally, she heard a knock at their apartment doors. She looked at the bag with Jerry’s clothes. She remembered that poor Jerry didn’t even have his keys or wallet on him. She got up and went to hear the news. Did they or didn’t they have a new apartment? She opened the front door and there stood Jerry . . . Well, not exactly Jerry. Madame Rue apparently liked her men dressed in a little more than a yellow dress. Jan smirked. Madame Rue had given Jerry a complete makeover. Jerry was looking much more like an Olivia now. Jan liked Olivia’s outfit. Jerry made for a pretty hot woman. Really, Jan could get jealous of Olivia. Poor Olivia must have walked home through the cold in that mini skirt. Oh, the cruel things men do to women. Well, Madame Rue wasn’t a man really, right?

Jan exclaimed, “Are your ears pierced?”

“Don’t ask what happened,” was all Jerry could say. He entered the apartment. He went over to the kitchen table and sat down. He was shivering like a leaf. He eyed the cold chicken. Jan suddenly didn’t like the idea of Jerry eating fried chicken. Really, he had such a lovely figure and should look after it. She would need to make some changes in their menu from now on.

“How did you manage to get home dressed like that?” Jan asked.

“Luckily, a man on the street took pity on me and gave me money for the subway. It’s surprising how friendly men are to you when you’re dressed like . . . You know?”

“I suspect they were very friendly to you. How about a warm cup of hot chocolate?” she asked.

“Okay,” squeaked out Jerry. His voice was a register higher now. Jan liked that. Seeing Jerry like this, with the makeup, wig, and clothing, she liked it a lot. She couldn’t remember being this turned on by him in a long time. Should she tell him? It felt odd to tell him. She wondered how Madame Rue got him to agree to all this. But what did it matter? The results were so fun. Yes, Madame Rue must be wonderful.

As the milk for the hot chocolate warmed on the stove, Jan asked the most important question. “Do we have a new apartment?”

Jerry looked at his hand. He slowly opened it. Then he dropped the brass key on the kitchen table. Jan squealed in excitement. Then she rushed over and hugged Jerry. He was very smooth and soft. Then she remembered her promise. She put her tongue in her cheek. “I think it is time for that reward I promised.”

She ran her hands up his silky-smooth hose covered legs. She reached those cotton panties. Really, panties suited Jerry. Jerry protested, “I don’t think now is the time.”

“Nonsense, any man that takes a makeover to get his girl the apartment of her dreams deserves a blow job.”

She yanked those panties down. The pink chastity was on full display. Oh, maybe Jerry wasn’t her man anymore. What did Madame Rue do to her man and more importantly, why did Jan like the results so much. Yes, somehow, she liked Jerry better this way. Well, he wasn’t Jerry anymore. Yummy, cute Olivia. She deserves a reward. Jan wanted to reward her so badly. She smiled. Jerry said, “The key unlocks it. I think you better let it out now. I feel like my manhood is trapped. I know that sound weird. But please help me be a man again.”

Jan looked at the key. She snatched it up. Then she replied, “Oh, I think we both know there is no longer a need for that.”

“What are you saying?”

“Your manhood pretty darling is gone. I’m pretty sure of the fact. Stand up,” she ordered.

“What are you saying, Jan?”

“Stand up!”

Jerry did as he was told.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

Jerry did as he was told. Jan lifted his skirt. That confirmed it. Jerry definitely had lost his manhood. She pressed on his butt plug. Jan said, “Why, Jerry is that semen leaking from your ass?”

“I can explain,” he replied, as his voice cracked.”

“There is no need. It is as I suspected. Your manhood is gone for good, so the chastity stays on from now on. Poor Olivia, it looks like you’re a girl now.” She kissed him on the cheek. “It is probably better this way. You never really satisfied me as a man.”

“What do you mean?”

“I used to fake my orgasms. Your little prick really couldn’t do it for me. You were always so cute trying, though. Then when you fell asleep, I would use my little friend to finish myself off. I think I will go get her. I do owe you a reward for getting us that apartment.”

“Jan, I can’t be a woman. Help me get my manhood back.”

Jan petted Olivia on the head. “I would think you would understand that you don’t let a Madame Rue take your manhood and just think it will come back. Sorry, Olivia, but you can’t be Jerry anymore. Mostly because you don’t want to be a man, Madame Rue doesn’t want you to be a man, and I certainly like you better as a woman.”

“But I can’t.”

“You already did. Oh, Olivia I understand completely. How lucky we were to meet Madame Rue. You are so much better off now.” She went to her dresser. She opened her delicates’ drawer and retrieved her pink vibrator. She walked it over and ordered, “Olivia, dear, bend over.” She turned on the vibrator.

“Jan, I can’t let you do that to me.”

“Olivia, I’m the man in this family now. Bend over!”

Olivia planted her hands on the kitchen chair and displayed her surprisingly feminine bottom for Jan. Poor Olivia’s caged manhood waved in the air. That cock and balls were about to become useless. Well, more useless. She slid the butt plug out and then rammed the dildo in. Madame Rue must be very gifted because Olivia was still loose as hell. Jan pressed the back end of the vibrator to her pelvis. It felt nice. She slowly worked it back and forth. Olivia groaned. Everyone liked the situation.

“Who is the man now?” asked Jan.

“You are,” replied Olivia.

“Are we going to be Olivia from now on?”

“Yes.”

“Are we packing up our things tomorrow and move in next door to sweet Madame Rue?”

“Yes.”

“Are we bringing those nasty clothes of Jerry’s with us?”

“No.”

“Are we going to be a good little girl for your Jan from now on?”

Olivia didn’t say yes. Instead that flaccid caged cock squirted a climax out. That was all the answer Jan needed. In all the foreplay she had climaxed herself. Really, playing with Olivia was so much fun. She removed the vibrator and placed the butt plug back where it belonged. Olivia would remain stretched from now on. After all, it went without saying that she was probably going to be seeing her share of cock from now on. The idea excited Jan.

She slapped Olivia’s bare bottom and ordered, “You better take a long hot shower. I will pick out a nightie for you to wear to bed.”

“Thank you,” replied Olivia.


Chapter 8

A knock came to the door. Jan went over and opened it. Madame Rue was dressed in a nearly see-through black nightie. Jan kissed Madame Rue on the lips. Madame Rue always added a little tongue and Jan always let her add it.

“Is our Olivia ready?” asked Madame Rue.

“Nearly so,” said Jan.

Olivia came out of her bedroom.  She was dressed in a little back number she picked up. She was massaging her new breasts. She had just had the surgery last week. Nothing radical. They were just little silicone Bs to start with. She had a little injected in her hips as well. When you added that to the new drugs her doctor prescribed, and Olivia was here to stay. It was a relief for everyone.

Jan kissed Olivia on the lips. She said, “Have fun watching the ball game with Madame Rue.”

“We will,” said Madame Rue. She then escorted Olivia away. They were headed back upstairs. Jan gave them about fifteen minutes before the ceiling started pounding. Well, maybe ten minutes. The girls did like their baseball. Only Madame Rue’s bat still worked. What a bat it was at that. Wednesday night was Olivia and Madame Rue’s night together and tomorrow night would be Jan and Madame Rue’s night together, so Jan knew just how satisfying watching ball game with Madame Rue was.

She inspected her apartment. It was just about perfect. Just think in six months Olivia would take her down the aisle and they would finally become man and wife. Well, maybe not that. Jan spied the corner of the room. It would be the right place for the crib. Once you got married, you had to think about stuff like that. Only Olivia was hardly up to the challenge. Her manhood hadn’t worked like that since that first night with Madame Rue. Of course, Madame Rue’s equipment worked perfectly. Olivia was so obedient now; she was unlikely to object to a little thing like Madame Rue knocking Jan up. Jan turned on the television. The sound started from the ceiling. Poor Olivia, she was such a slut, Jan giggled and settled in for a little quality me time.
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