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Augmented Transcript

Unbelievable. How did the bastard even get in the house 
without me hearing a thing? Now I was bound, hand and 
foot, with two days to go until my wife returns.

At least I wasn’t hurt, and for some reason he’d left me 
artfully arranged on the fur in front of the fireplace.

I had all of ten minutes to contemplate my predicament 
before the front door opened. Good news and bad news…

I heard the thunk of a suitcase on the floor, followed by 
footsteps on the staircase. My wife, of course. “Oh, my 
God! Matthew? Is that you? What on earth happened?”

I was torn between relief and terror. She’d never seen 
me dressed. “Theresa, thank God you’re home! The guy 
snuck up behind me—there was nothing I could do. He 
took your jewelry, my iPod, the silverware, and that 
painting of the nude lady.”

She looked me over, lips pursed. “That’s too bad. I liked 
that painting. And did he also take the time to dress you 
up in my clothes and give you a makeover?”

There went my cover story. “I’d like to say yes… but I 
get the feeling you wouldn’t believe me.”

“You got that right, sweetheart.” She stared down at me, 
hands on her hips. “Lucky for you I came home early, or 
you might’ve been tied up like that until Monday.”

“Yeah, I feel reeeal lucky right now.”

“Your hair looks nice. I always wondered why you kept it 
so long. Now I know.”

I gave my head a toss. “Thanks. In case you’re worried, 
I went to a salon across town. It caters to, um…”

She smiled. “Big ol’ sissies like my husband? That’s good. 
Because we don’t want anyone else to know, do we?”

“Uh, no…” I wiggled myself upright. “Now if you just 
untie me, I’ll go get changed.”

“Not so fast. I’d like to get better acquainted with my 
new girlfriend.” She walked around behind me.

“What’s your name? And by that I mean, what do you call 
yourself when you’re prancing around the house in my 
clothes, my makeup and presumably my lingerie?”

“Oh, God… You’re not…” I swallowed hard. She wasn’t 
going to let this go. “It’s Mary-Ann.”

“Mary-Ann? How cute. Better her than Ginger, I 
suppose, because frankly you’re not glamorous enough 
for that.” She took a seat on the couch.

“So tell me—is this just something you do while the cat’s 
away? Or was Mary-Ann planning to pick me up at the 
airport?”

“It’s just something I do by myself.” I stared at the 
floor. “It doesn’t… It’s not like I’m gay or—”

“I’ll be the judge of that. And what’s wrong with being 
gay? Or bi, for instance, like me?” She laughed.

“Oh, that’s right. You didn’t know. These conventions 
aren’t just about the latest in cognitive behavioural 
therapy. I see the same group of ladies all the time. We 
have fun together… if you know what I mean.”

“You mean… you’ve been cheating on me?”

“You’re a fine one to talk!” Playfully, she lifted my skirt. 
“And how is using a dildo cheating? Everyone does it.”

“What do you mean? I wasn’t cheating on you!”

She frowned. “Spending time with my husband? That’s 
cheating in my books… Mary-Ann.”

“But… look, are you going to untie me or not?”

“Not. At least not until I take a few pictures. You 
wouldn’t want your buddies to see those, would you?”

My expression told her all she needed to know.

“I figured as much…” She stood up. “So here’s the deal. 
Mary-Ann shows up whenever I feel in need of a little 
feminine companionship, and Matthew gets to keep his 
male pride.” A mischievous smile. “Such as it is.”

“What? Really? You’re serious?” That sounded more like 
my ultimate fantasy than hers. Real life couldn’t possibly 
work out like that—could it? Maybe it could.

Theresa retrieved her camera from the den. “Smile for 
the birdie, girlfriend.” Then she took the picture that 
sealed my fate. “It’s not like you really have a choice.”

Finally, she untied me. I barely had time to stand up 
before she came back carrying a painting. “It never 
actually left the house,” she said, returning the nude to 
its usual spot on the wall. “Neither did my jewelry, or 
the silverware. However, as a little token of our thanks, 
I let Harold keep your iPod. I knew you wouldn’t mind.”

And that, friends, is how Theresa got her way and shy 
little Mary-Ann became the lady of the house. As for 
poor old Matthew, he isn’t here. Better luck next time. �


