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Things haven’t been great lately between me and the wife. It might have had

something to do with that call girl incident on my last business trip back east. It

was six months ago but the consequences only just arrived. Funny how something

can feel like old news to you but still be fresh milk to someone else.

Maybe that’s why I spilled the beans. It seemed like the only way to get rid of the

guilt and get things back to normal between me and Janice. I even figured it would

blow over quickly, like a storm in the open ocean.

Didn’t happen. She was pissed off in a big way, but at least it led to a frank

discussion of what was going on in our marriage and then to this trip we were

taking to an out-of-the-way resort on Dyes Inlet, near Silverdale, which is smack

in-between the two big naval bases in Pudget Sound. I know that because my

grandpa served on fleet escort ships back in the Fifties and my Dad was a navy

brat, having grown up in the area.

I wasn’t either of those things. Just a wannbe navy man who ended up selling

office supplies for a living, married to a woman who had served for some years

and still had friends in the service. I never hear the end of that, believe me.

The first day we got there, we made love for the first time in nearly a year. Part of

the deal was that she agreed to wear something sexy, to help grease my gears, so

to speak. So she wore a nightgown, probably for the first time, and a wig as well.

That’s important because I’ve got a thing for long hair and she’s worn hers short

for as long as I’ve known her. Alas, it wasn’t a long wig—more of an upsweep

that barely touched the base of her neck—but at least it added volume.

She rode me pretty hard and I didn’t last long. She looked annoyed as she rolled

off and stuck a kleenex inside her. “I’d get better service from a dildo,” she said,

staring at the nightstand—and possibly the clock—instead of me.

“You didn’t let up,” I said, which sounded lame even to me.

“I did what you wanted,” she said. “You think I like wearing this girly crap?” She

poked her finger at me. “Better get it together or it’ll be someone else next time.”

“Someone like who?” I was thinking about that call girl; she had long hair.

“Someone like you.” Her hand was resting lightly on my crotch when she said it,

which seemed like a positive development.

“Me?” I tried to laugh but it sounded forced, which it was. “It wouldn’t fit.”
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“Sure it would.” Her voice was uncharacteristically soft. “You like to think you’re

bigger than me, but you’re not. We’re close to the same height, same hat size. All

you’ve got on me is that spare tire.”

She had me there, although it was pretty small as spare tires go; more like one of

the small ones people carry for emergencies. “What are you saying?” I said.

She leaned over me. “I’m saying, maybe you’d like to wear the nightgown next

time—and the wig.” I could barely see her in the fading light from outside. She

was smiling, but not in a nice way. “How about it, Wendel? Didn’t your mother

have hair like this?”

I didn’t say a word. I couldn’t. Unfortunately, I didn’t have to.

“You like that, eh? Well, it gets better: I packed a wig you’ll really like, and a lot

of other stuff too. You ever heard of role reversal?”

I shook my head. What was one more lie?

“We swap. You’re the wife, I’m the husband. It’s pretty much our marriage as it is,

only with you in lingerie.”

“Is that what you want?”

She grinned. “Actually, it does kinda turn my crank. You’re always on the bottom

anyway, so why not make it official?”

I may have agreed. I’m not sure I ever said it out loud, but the twitching between

my legs might’ve been a giveaway. She glanced at the clock, as if anxious to get

started. I was hauled into the bathroom and pushed into the tub.

“Stand still.” Janice sprayed me with some kind of foam—chest and back, down

my torso, both arms and legs, even my groin—working her way through two cans

of the stuff. She finished by coating my neck and face, which seemed unnecessary

since I’d already shaved that day—and then douching me.

She left me standing in the bathtub, hands against the wall like I was under arrest,

and went to get her equipment ready. I did not like the sound of that. As the foam

sank in, my whole body itched to the point of madness and what passed for pain in

certain delicate areas. But I’d been told not to move and I was determined not to

let her down. Again.

At last I was allowed to turn the water on. No big surprise to find myself hairless

from the nose down; that was only to be expected of a wife. Also part of the game

was baby powder, I assumed, after being dried and drowned in the stuff.

A quick buff with a soft cloth and I was done. Or so I thought.
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Janice was waiting in the bedroom, holding what appeared to be a half-girdle,

only it was the color of flesh and sported a tuft of hair between its legs—and two

ominous slits, front and back.

“Oh, no.” I stopped dead. “I thought it was just lingerie.”

“Don’t be silly. This is part of the role reversal. You’re the wife so you’re going to

need one of these.” She sat me down and slid the girdle up my legs, then shoved

my member into a small sheath on the inside—after inserting a catheter. She was a

nurse in the navy so she knew how to do things like that, but I was still in shock

when she pulled the monstrous thing over my hips—and damn if it didn’t blend

right in. The lamp in the corner cast a reddish glow, yet I could not see the seams.

My new pussy, on the other hand, stood out like a beacon.

“I sent them a swatch,” she said, when I mentioned the color. “Matched your skin

tone that time in the paint store.”

“You had this made to order?”

“Of course. Right after I heard about you and the happy hooker.” She encased my

legs in sheer nude stockings, followed by a bikini brief and an open-ended corset,

both in black. She attached the garters, then turned me over and hauled on the

laces, to the point where I could barely breathe.

“Is this some kind of payback?” I gasped.

“Why would you say that?” She turned away as I struggled upright.

“Something about the way you hulked out on those laces.”

“Sorry. I was thinking about hauling up anchor and got carried away.”

I was panting. “So maybe you can let it out a bit?”

“Nope. I like your figure as is.” She returned with another skin-tight garment, this

one sporting a serious pair of breasts.

“Wait a minute, I thought…” I stopped. Did I really believe she was going to stop

at turning me into a woman from the waist down? Not a chance.

The top was tricky. It resembled a long-line bra with wide shoulder straps, but the

chest kept sticking as we worked it down. The interior seemed to be coated with

an adhesive that had an affinity for skin. Janice kept pulling it loose until the

lower edge reached the girdle, then pressed my new C-cups firmly into place.

They bounced nicely but didn’t budge.

She wrapped my chest in the kind of brassiere she herself would never have

worn—black lace, lots of cleavage, not much support—and closed the clasp.
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“I think you’re ready for this. Don’t let me down.” She handed me the nightgown

she’d worn earlier. It was a black nylon robe that failed to fully conceal what lay

underneath. Janice patted the bed next to her. Her wig was gone and she was

wearing sweatpants and my favorite T-shirt. “Remember that talk we had about

spicing things up in the bedroom? The book suggested we could try role-playing.

Are you up for it?”

“Isn’t that what we’re doing?”

“No, role reversal is different. You’re the wife, right? So now you have to pretend

you’re a wife who’s pretending to be someone else.”

Clear as mud. “You mean a different job—like a nurse?”

“Interesting choice, but I didn’t bring any of my old uniforms. We can try that one

back home.” She rubbed my knee. “I was thinking more along the lines of you

being a prostitute.”

The air rushed out of me. “Oh, crap, it is payback.”

“I guess. But you have to admit, Wendel—you had it coming.”

My head drooped. She was right. This way she’d get to do to me what I’d done to

the call girl—and indirectly to Janice as well. Everybody gets screwed.

I agreed. “But I only cheated once, so this is a one-time thing, right?”

“No way. You agreed to this. I never agreed to be cheated on.” She reached into a

box next to the bed. “Besides, you might enjoy it.”

I stared at the mask she held up. “Is that really necessary?”

She sighed. “A girl with your face would be out of the business before she could

say ‘plastic surgery’. With this, Wendy could earn us some serious coin.”

“Wendy?”

“Your new name, doofus.” She knelt behind me and began working the material

over my head. “I picked yours, so you get to pick mine. Choose wisely because

that’s the guy who’s gonna pop your cherry.” The inside of the mask felt slippery

at first, but if it stopped for more than a few seconds it stuck to whatever skin it

happened to be touching. Getting it on was a chore.

Janice made sure the eye sockets were properly aligned before moving down to

the nose, the cheeks and the mouth. The lines of the mask came right to the edge

of my lips, eyes and nostrils; a thin layer with a bronze tint stuck to my eyelids.

The mask ended at the base of my throat, where I suspected the seam would not be

visible. I remarked on how light it felt.
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“The spooks have had this technology for years,” she said. “It’s only recently been

commercialized.”

“It’s so thin.” I touched my cheek. “Why bother with it?”

“It fixed your complexion. There’s also padding and shading to raise your cheek-

bones and alter the shape of your face. You look way more feminine.”

“Great.”

“I think so. I had them build in some subtle makeup, so it looks like you’re already

wearing foundation, blush and eye shadow. All very tasteful. If you ever want a

bolder look, you can just layer it on top.”

“Pass.”

She grinned. “You say that now.”

Breathing was easier. “Isn’t this kinda over the top for a bit of sex play?”

“It’s worth it, you’ll see. Now, the only problem with this mask is that it leaves

your eyes and mouth bare. So we’ll just add eye liner, top and bottom… like so.

And then mascara… like that. And lipstick… there. Now blot.”

I bit the kleenex. “I hope you like bald chicks.”

“We’ll never know.” She held up a mass of dark hair. My heart may have skipped

a few beats. Janice noticed. “You can get aroused all you want. The penile sheath

is coated with a drug that inhibits hard-ons.”

She bent me over and drew the wig over my head. I felt her working quickly to get

the hairline into place, before the two surfaces bonded. Once they had, it seemed

that no amount of head-shaking or hair-brushing could make it slip. I wondered

how on earth I was supposed to get it off—any of it.

Janice tidied the room, shifting our luggage into the closet. “I hear this technology

is being used in stage and film productions all over the country. Seems it’s cheaper

to use the same actor for two or more roles, like voice actors have been doing all

along. Now they can do it with faces.”

“Very impressive,” I muttered, staring at the floor.

“Wait ‘til you see my costume,” she said, “then you’ll really be impressed.” She

plucked a blunt syringe from her handbag. “What name did you pick?”

I looked up at her. “Colt.”

“Good choice. Open wide.” In one swift motion she squirted a bitter liquid down

my throat. I gagged and she slammed me into a headlock. “Don’t swallow,” she

said harshly. “Just breathe…”
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When she eventually let go, I grabbed my neck. “Don’t talk for awhile,” she said.

“You might damage your voice. Just let it settle down.”

This was too much. Somewhere along the way Janice had crossed the line. But

what could I do? I’d already agreed to play her little game.

“Colt… Is that like the gun, or Lee Majors’ character in The Fall Guy?”

I shrugged and mimed firing a gun at her.

“Too bad. I had a huge crush on Lee Majors. If there was ever a guy worth six

million bucks…” She hid the syringe in a drawer. “Colt Seavers, now there’s a

man for you. I watched a lot of reruns after I hit puberty.”

She stopped in the doorway. “I might be awhile, so try to relax. Don’t forget, from

the moment this door closes, the game is on. You’re Wendy the hooker and you’re

waiting for your next client. Don’t forget your shoes.” She pointed at the tall heels

on the dresser, then at me. “And you better stay in character…”

The door closed. I could hear a deadbolt slide shut on the outside. Since when did

resorts have exterior locks on their bedroom doors?

*

I stepped into the dress pumps with their spiked heels and sat on the edge of the

bed, wondering what cruel twist of fate had brought me here. All I wanted, just

once in my life, was to touch a woman with long hair. Now I was such a woman,

awaiting a man’s touch. As punishments go, it sure didn’t bottom out on irony.

Finally, I heard the door open. She was back sooner than I thought, considering

how long it had taken me to get ready. A man stepped into the room. He was

dressed in workman’s clothing, with close-cropped hair and a few days of stubble.

He looked to be in his thirties, and strong.

I had to admit, that was one hell of a disguise.

“I’m Colt,” he said in a raspy voice. “You Wendy?” I nodded. He reached into his

pocket for a wad of bills. “How much?”

How much? “Um… fifty?” My voice squeaked. I touched my throat and gulped.

He grinned. “You come cheap. Here’s a C-note. You do whatever I want.”

I nodded, staring at the hundred. What was I supposed to do with it? I finally

folded it three times and stuck it in my cleavage.

“I want you to be my girl,” Colt said, staring at my chest.
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His girl? I could guess what he meant. “You want the girlfriend experience.”

“You got it.” He removed his jacket. “Done this before, huh?”

“You could say that.” I had, only not from this point of view.

“You better be damn convincing. People don’t usually disappoint me twice.”

Figures she’d say that. Janice had struck me a few times, earlier in the marriage.

Nothing serious, but message received: don’t cross me. And she was every bit as

serious about this game we were playing.

I stood up. “I missed you… Colt,” I said, resting my hand on his chest. “Did you

miss me?” My voice was a feminine purr, with no hint of Colt’s rasp. That drug,

whatever it was, must work better on men than it did on women.

His arms encircled my waist. “You bet I did.” He kissed me, hard on the mouth.

I could taste the alcohol on his breath. That went on for some time, while his

hands wandered up my back and fingers strayed into my hair.

“I’m sick of it,” he said. “Being out there, months at a time.” The bed bounced as

he sat down. I almost said “out where” but his girlfriend would know that. I sat

beside him, legs crossed at the knee. His arm slithered across my shoulders. “I’d

be home more if I could,” he said, pointing at his shirt. Subtle.

“I pray for the day,” I said, working on his top button.

“Me too.” His goofy smile looked genuine. “Five more years. Then I retire on full

pension.”

“Then we’ll be together.” More buttons gave way.

He kissed me again. “I’ll make you an honest woman, Wendy. I swear it.”

“I’m your girl, Colt. You don’t have to prove anything.” His shirt lay open to the

waist. My hands stroked the fabric of his undershirt, feeling no hint of my wife’s

breasts. She was right; I was impressed.

“A little house of our own, off the base,” he said, tossing the garment aside. “We

can adopt that little girl you want. There’s still time.”

“We can talk about that later.” I found his lips and kissed them.

“God, you are damn sexy.” He unbuckled his belt.

“Let me.” With a coy look, I lowered his zipper and slipped my hand inside. It was

exactly what that girl back east had done for me. I cupped his equipment, getting a

feel for its size. The sacs below felt fleshy, with even a hint of the hard marbles

inside. Truly, the technology was nothing short of amazing.
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Colt welded his mouth onto mine and fell backward, pulling me down with him.

Laughter bubbled up through busy lips. I untied his shoes and worked his pants

off, then hopped on top of him. “Got you now,” I said, hopefully in a playful tone.

“No you don’t.” Effortlessly, he flipped me onto the bed. It seemed that my wife

had been working out.

We lay facing one another. “I’m glad we’re doing this,” I said. My fingers found

the hardness between his legs and I wondered how it was done. Pressurized gas

from a canister concealed on his body—maybe stuck up his ass—triggered by the

fall onto his back? Incredibly lifelike, whatever the case.

“Me too.” His fingers slipped between my legs, which came as a surprise. Janice

had always been a rather selfish lover. Maybe she was learning.

“I mean it. I feel so close to you.” I shook the hair from my eyes and kissed him

firmly on the lips. “This role-playing really works.”

“Damn straight,” he muttered. “Remind me to slip you another hundred.”

I slithered closer. “You know where to put it, lover.”

“I would, but my pants are on the floor.”

“You don’t need pants for what I have in mind.” My mouth opened to accept his

tongue. My hand slipped into his briefs and touched flesh. Man, if the spooks had

given this technology up because it was passé, what did they have now that was

better? A machine to swap minds?

Colt shoved past my bikini and fumbled with my lady-parts. Not that anything he

did would have much of an effect, but what the hell—it’s the thought that counts.

My fingers stroked the length of his shaft; down to its base and out to its tip. I

knew Janice couldn’t fully feel what I was doing, but I was going for the Oscar:

best performance by a male actress in a supporting role. “Better give it a rest,” he

said, once he was fully inflated. “Wouldn’t wanna pop my cork too soon.”

I smiled at him. As if… But I was new at this, so better to let him lead. I rolled onto

my back, an act of submission that put him squarely in the driver’s seat.

I stared at the ceiling, forcing a smile as he knelt between my legs. Hard to believe

this was happening, but seeing is believing. The man was huge; Janice must have

paid extra just so she could really stick it to me. At least we’d be even, after this.

No more sleepless nights. No more guilt.

He picked up my legs. That was my cue; I wrapped them around his waist and

reached down to grasp his member. Was it throbbing? “I want you, Colt,” I said,

trying to sound eager. “I want you inside me.”
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He grinned. “You got it, babe.” He yanked my panties down, cracked my buttocks

and thrust himself inside. I may have squealed. And why not? This was my first

stage-rear entrance and it kind of hurt. Like I said, the guy had size. Lucky for me,

I was still wet from my earlier cleansing.

For the second time that night, Janice rode me like a filly at Belmont. It wasn’t an

easy ride either; she was going for the win. It was easy to tell when the finish line

was in sight; his face strained and I looked in vain for any trace of my wife in his

clenched teeth and wild eyes—which were blue, I noticed.

Janice had brown eyes.

“Stay with me, girl,” he said, gasping for breath. “Daddy’s comin’ home.”

I felt a spreading warmth in my abdomen. Strange how a facial expression arising

from ecstasy can so resemble dismay. Stranger still is that the reverse is also true,

which is probably why he thought I was right there with him at the end.

“Good girl.” He slapped my thigh and pulled himself out.

I lay there, staring up at a ceiling light that seemed to be staring back, while Colt

cleaned himself and got dressed. “Best lay I ever had,” he said, not unkindly. He

tucked a second C-note into my cleavage. “I’ll be back.”

The door opened and Janice came into the room, still wearing my clothes. “I paid

her,” Colt said, pointing at my chest.

Janice touched his arm. “I know. I saw.”

“You were right,” he said. “She’s good.”

“Best in the biz,” she said, showing him to the door. “Y’all come back now.” She

handed me a kleenex. “Better clean yourself up.”

I rolled onto my side. “I thought we were role-playing.”

“We were. You’re the hooker and I’m the pimp.”

I left the tissue stuffed inside. “How’d you find someone with that name?”

“Don’t be a doofus.” She paused. “Mmm—airhead? Birdbrain? Anyway, I told

him what name to say. His real name is Trent, just some poor sailor from the

Trident base looking for a good lay.”

I swung my legs to the floor, mildly surprised—after all that—to find my feet still

wedged into the high heels. Janice retrieved the money from my bra. “I thought he

was you,” I said, staring at the carpet.

“I know,” she said. “Watched the whole thing on my laptop.” I followed her eyes

to the ceiling fixture. So that’s why the light didn’t work.
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At least it was over. “Get this stuff off me,” I said, my anger rising.

“No can do, sweet-cheeks. You’re booked solid for the week.”

“What?”

Rough fingers cupped my chin. “This is Fantasy Island, babe. And my fantasy is

to turn you into a call girl, so you better not wreck it.” She smiled. “It’s on video,

you know. From dressing you up to Colt nailing your ass. It wouldn’t take much

editing to make you a willing participant.”

She was right. Oh, Colt, I feel so close to you—that would go through the roof on

YouTube. Wendy would be a star. Wendel, on the other hand, would be the butt of

jokes from one end of the country to the other.

I looked at my wife and said nothing. I suppose that was my answer.

“Get some rest,” Janice said. “You’ll need your strength.”

The door closed and locked behind her. But it was my wife’s parting words that

kept spinning through my mind. The verdict was in. This was my punishment.

“The fleet is in.”  �
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