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Amanda HawkinsWhen the Wife's Away, the Tranny Will Play
~

My wife and I have an unequal marriage: she’s the next best thing to a saint, and

I’m—not. Not that I’m a bad guy, as males go, albeit a little bit on the short and

scrawny side. Serena doesn’t seem to mind, even though I usually (okay, always)

‘finish’ well before she does. The real problem is that I’m an in-the-closet cross-

dresser and she does not know. I suppose that makes me a coward as well, for not

having told her even after all these years. So be it.

The only chance I have to ‘dress’ is when she goes out of town to visit her sister.

That’s usually for a long weekend and she books an extra day off, which gives me

a solid seventy-two hours to dress up in her clothes. Luckily, we’re the same size.

Serena leaves directly from her workplace on Friday. It’s a four-hour drive and she

always sends me a text to let me know when she gets there safe and sound. The

message arrives late that evening. The next morning I begin my transformation.

I shave, shower and perform a full-body depilation with Nair. There’s not much to

remove because I keep myself smooth full-time, so as to avoid any sudden change

in my appearance after the weekend. Lord knows what Serena makes of that, but

she’s never mentioned it being an issue.

I also wear my hair long, so after a wash I put it up in curlers. While it dries I work

on my face: foundation, powder, blusher, eyeliner, eye shadow, mascara, lip liner

and lipstick—I know all the buzz words. Then I add hairspray and style in some

feminine waves and curls with a round brush.
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Damn, I am good! I look like a woman and thanks to the Elnett I smell like one

too. I doff the blouse, leaving me in panties and a weirdly small babydoll. It’s best

not to get overheated, so I stroll around our condo to cool down. In the guest room

I plop down on a sofa and examine my reflection in the mirror next to the closet.

I remind myself: the girl I’m looking at is going to be me for the next three days.

Her name is Amber and she’s kind of a girly-girl. She likes makeup and dresses

and cuddling in front of the TV with her boyfriend—or would if she had one.
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Actually, I do own a few items that Serena doesn’t know about. There’s a small

suitcase hidden in the back of the guest room closet; that’s where I keep the fancy

breastforms I bought online, and the silicone boyshorts that make it look like I

have my very own lady parts.

I spread a strong body glue on the back of the fake breasts and press them to my

chest. They aren’t overly large, but damn do they look real. To hold them in place

I use a strapless white bra, with underwire support—straight from my wife’s

lingerie drawer. I daub on a little foundation cream to conceal the seams, then step

into the skin-like boyshorts. They’re tight, and there’s a tube for ‘little willie’ so

he can do his business while I’m in the seated position. There’s also a slit around

back, in case you were wondering. I’ll be wearing it for three full days.

Next up, an open-bottom half-girdle, also in white, with garters dangling from the

rim. Again I feel incredibly girlish as I roll a pair of sheer black stockings up my

legs and attach them to the garters. I haven’t worn this particular getup before, but

I’m pretty sure I’ll be able to use the ladies’ room in the seated position, without

having to remove all that underwear.

Serena’s favorite pair of high heels beckon: black stiletto pumps with peep-toes

and four-inch heels. Then it’s deep into her closet for the dress I’ve had in mind

for weeks: an off-the-shoulder cocktail sheath in white velvet. She bought it a few

months ago for some work-related party that she ended up not attending—which

means I need to be careful because this dress has never been worn. At least, not

since she tried it on in the store.

I step through the back, pull it up to my shoulders and run the zipper up. It’s silk-

lined, so I need no slip, and the skirt is tight around my knees. It feels so amazing

that it’s all I can do to not pleasure myself right then and there. But of course I

can’t do that, because little willie has been put to bed for the duration. There are

other sorts of things I could do, but that will come later.

I mince back to Serena’s vanity, re-spray my hair and spend almost an hour styling

in some lovely curls and getting them to sit just right atop my neck and shoulders.

Then I refresh my makeup—in particular mascara, blusher, and the bright red lip

gloss. In my wife’s jewelry box, a set of rather large pearls catches my eye: a

single-strand choker and the earrings to match. They aren’t clip-ons, but that’s no

longer a problem; I dropped a few hints before my last birthday and Serena got me

a pair of gold studs, which required that my ears be pierced.

That’s me: always one step ahead. We cross-dressers have to be able to think

creatively and plan for every eventuality. I’ve been doing that for nearly twenty

years, ever since my first foray into my mom’s closet. And knowing me—sigh—

it’ll be at least another twenty years before I share this secret with anybody.
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~

I’ve been out in public before, as Amber, but never looking quite this good—this

lovely, this real. Looking like this, how could I not go out? It would be a crime

against nature for a sexy woman to stay home while dressed to the nines.

So out I go. My transformation has taken most of the day; the evening beckons,

and as luck would have it I’m dressed appropriately. Serena has our car so I’ll

have to walk, but we live only two blocks from a busy commercial area. My mind

buzzes with ideas: Shopping? Dining? A nice little wine bar?
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Wearing my wife’s faux-fur bolero jacket, I check both ways before slipping out

the front door and locking it behind me. Purse in hand, I pace down the walk and

join the sparse traffic on the sidewalk. The air is cool, but the sun is nowhere near

the horizon—and I’m out in public as a woman!

I do get a few sideways glances, possibly because I look like sex on two legs, but

no more than that, and as I walk I gradually begin to relax. I square my shoulders

and give my head a quick shake, swirling my hair. I take care to place one foot in

front of the other, like women do, but not in an exaggerated manner: just enough

to give my hips a slight natural sway. I’m the sort of woman who wants to get

noticed, but only in a good way—I’m not looking for trouble. I just want to blend

in with all the other amazingly gorgeous women.

I decide on dining. There are quite a few restaurants in the area, many of them the

kind of romantic bistro perfect for a date with that special someone. The Deep

Water Cafe catches my eye; it’s a favorite of ours and it isn’t quite popular enough

to require reservations. What better test for my girl self than a place where my old

self would likely be recognized?

Maria meets me at the door. She’s served Serena and myself numerous times, but

she shows no sign of recognition. I tell her I’m meeting someone; I’m early, and

we didn’t book ahead. “Not a problem,” she says, guiding me to a table by the

window. “And may I say, the gentleman is a very lucky man.”

I half-nod to acknowledge the compliment. My lashes flutter a little, but otherwise

I remain noncommittal. My plan is to wait there for perhaps an hour, working my

way through the carafe of the house red I ordered, and then leave—expressing my

regret at being stood up. Then, unless a better plan came along, I’d head for home

and toast my girl self for another successful femulation.

I’m five minutes into that plan when my world collapses.

My wife steps through the front door of the cafe, nods to Maria, then turns toward

me and smiles—like she knew I was there. No gasp of surprise, no shock, no

fireworks. She comes over, sits down across from me and pours herself a glass of

the house red. “My, my… don’t we look adorable.”

I keep my voice low. “I can explain.”

“Don’t bother. I’ve known for nearly a year, what you get up to while I’m away.”

She shakes her head. “I must say, I had no idea you’d taken it this far. You really

do make a lovely woman.” She keeps her own voice low. There’s no one close

enough to us to overhear. “I was parked halfway down the block, wondering when

I should go in and spring my little trap. When I saw you, my first thought was that

my sissy husband was having an affair. Then I recognized my dress.”
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I cringe. “I’m sorry. I was planning to take really good care of it. I mean, you’d

never have known. Uh… I thought you’d be at your sister’s all weekend.”

She shrugs. “It’s yours now. It looks better on you anyway. Yes, I did visit with

Rhonda. I stayed over, we went out for a lovely brunch, and then I drove back here

to catch my husband dressed up in my clothes. Mission accomplished, I’d say.”

She sighs. “It’s about time we got our secrets out in the open.”

I apologize again, but she waves it off. “Water under the bridge. We’ll discuss

your punishment when we get home.” She picks up the menu. “In the meantime, I

suggest we get something to eat.”

I have no appetite, but Serena insists. I order the soup of the day—a lobster

bisque—and the appetizer crab cakes. Serena chooses the bouillabaisse.

“By the way,” she says, “I don’t know your name. Your girl name, I mean. I’m

sure you have one.” She laughs. “I sure hope it’s not Sissy or Missy or something

else that would make me gag. Tell me you aren’t one of those women who thinks

she has to act all submissive around men.”

I shake my head. “It’s Amber.”

“Really? That’s lovely! Color me impressed.” She leaned closer. “If Maria or

anyone else asks—or if it just happens to come up—you’re my cousin, okay? My

mom’s sister’s girl. You’re visiting from—oh, how about Cincinnati? That’s a fun

word.” She swirls the contents of her wine glass, gazing deep into the rose-tinted

liquid. “You’re here to check out the job situation, possibly with an eye to moving.

Let’s see… nothing too detailed; you don’t want to get caught making stuff up.”

She looks me over. “Pretty as you are, I’d say you could be a receptionist—at a

law firm, let’s say. That gives you a good excuse not to talk about your work. The

clients expect confidentiality.”

The food arrives and we eat in silence. After a while, I sense her looking at me. “I

just can’t get over it,” she says. “You just look so… I don’t know. Real? I mean, if

I didn’t know better I’d swear you were—” Her voice sinks to a whisper. “—an

honest-to-god female.”

“Thanks, I guess.” That was certainly the look I was aiming for, earlier in the day,

but it’s not something I ever thought I’d hear from my wife.

“You’ve been doing this for a long time, haven’t you? Long before I got together

with my poor excuse for a husband, I suspect.”

“Pretty much as far back as I can remember.”

“I suppose you and your mother’s closet were pretty well acquainted, huh?”

“You could say that. I knew how to put everything back where she left it.”
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“I bet you did. And for my closet too, right? You know exactly where I keep each

and every item of lingerie, how I fold my panties, which way I face dresses and

blouses on their hangers, and how I group my shoes by heel height.”

Cautiously, I nod. She’s beginning to sound a bit more steamed than before.

“Do you realize how creepy that is? Someone pawing through your most intimate

things, the stuff you wear next to your skin? It’s invasive, is what it is. You

violated my privacy, and your mother’s privacy as well. Imagine how she’d feel if

she knew.” A short, sharp breath. “Well, I know. I don’t like it one bit.”

Again I apologize; again she waves it off. “Not good enough. If you expect this

relationship to continue, you’re going to have to make it up to me.”

Well, that sounded halfway positive. “Whatever I can do to atone for this, Serena,

I will do. You have my word.”

“Whose word? Amber’s? My sad-sack husband’s?”

“Both.” I sop up the dregs of my soup with the last crab cake.

She smiles. “I may hold you to that. In fact, count on it.”

~

When we get home, Serena turns to me. “Here’s the deal, Amber. Since you and I

are both women, and both hetero, we won’t be sleeping together. You sleep in the

guest room. Take what you need from my room—a nightie and whatever else—

and I’ll see you in the morning. We’ll discuss your punishment then.”

I agree, feeling a bit submissive. It’s not my intention to let that feeling define the

rest of my life, but for now, out of contrition, I owe her my obedience.

“By the way,” she adds, “whatever you’ve got in terms of boobs and anything else

you’ve got hidden under your lingerie—leave it on. Until I say otherwise, you’re

still a woman.”

The next day, following her orders—discretely disguised as ‘requests’—I reapply

my makeup, brush my hair into flowing waves, and dress in the clothing she chose

for me: a plain-jane bra, pantyhose and a tight panty girdle, topped by a red mini-

dress I’d never seen before. “Consider it a gift,” she says.

Then she escorts me back to the guest room, where there’s a cardboard box sitting

on the bed. “You aren’t the only one who keeps a secret stash around here. Didja

ever wonder what sort of kinky stuff I get up to when you’re off at one of your

developer conferences?” I tell her it never occurred to me to wonder.

Serena laughs. “Well, hun, you’re about to find out.”
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From the box she uncoils a set

of nylon ropes—and I begin to

comprehend exactly what sort

of punishment she has planned.

Serena sits me down and ties

my ankles together, joined by

a short spreader bar. Then she

binds my thighs together, just

above the knee. “Hands behind

your back, dear,” and she ties

my wrists together, and then

my arms just above the elbow.

“Open wide.” She inserts a red

ball gag behind my teeth and

tightens the strap around my

neck. Then she stands me up,

moves me to the center of the

room and—after climbing a

stepladder—feeds the end of

the rope through an eye bolt in

the ceiling. She pulls the rope

taut, which lifts my arms and

makes me bend over, then ties

the rope to a hook on the wall.

“This is the sort of stuff I’m

into,” she says, putting the

ladder away. “Guess what?

Now you’re ‘into it’ too.”

I struggle, but I’m tied up good

and tight. I mumble a question

through my gag. “I didn’t catch

that,” she says, “but if you want

to know how long this is gonna

last—don’t make any plans for

the rest of the day. I’m going

out for lunch with my bff from

high school. Be a good girl in

the meantime and maybe I’ll

let you out when I get back.”
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I blink in confusion as the door closes behind her. Is this really happening? Does

my wife actually intend to leave me here—bound and helpless in a dress and high

heels, with the blood draining from my arms—while she spends the next several

hours catching up on all the gossip about her former classmates?

Apparently, she does. And it was closer to eight hours.

By the time she returns, my legs are shaking and my arms are dead. She unties the

rope from the rafter, lowers my arms gently and helps me to the bed just before I

collapse. I lie there, gasping through my gag, staring up at her.

“You had this coming, you know.” She works on the rope that binds my ankles,

apparently in no hurry. “Sneaking around behind my back all those years. Going

through my things, assuming I’d never notice anything was out of place. I did, you

know. At first I doubted myself, my own memory. Then I wondered if I might be

going crazy. Only later did it occur to me that just maybe it was my dear husband

doing the deed.” She laughs. “I should’ve seen it coming, of course. That lovely

complexion of yours, the way you obsessively keep your body hairless—not to

mention the fact we’re almost exactly the same size. Sometimes I wonder if that’s

why you married me in the first place. But let’s not go there.”

Eyes wide, I mumble a denial through my gag. She just smiles. “I know, sweetie.

I love you too. You may be surprised to hear that I still care, even after everything

you’ve done, but I do. I want to make this relationship work. That’s why it’s so

important that you prove it to me, that you can still be my husband.”

Good news! Eagerly, I nod.

“That’s good. You’ll get your chance tomorrow.” She finishes removing the ropes

from my legs and sets to work freeing my arms. “Tomorrow morning,” she says,

“we’re going to turn you back into the woman I followed to that restaurant, and

then I’m going to send you out on a date with Becky’s brother. Becky’s my best

friend from high school, and apparently her older brother swings both ways, if you

follow my meaning. He’s recently divorced and looking to get back in the game.

Depending on how things go between the two of you, afterwards you can either go

back to being my husband—or become a woman 24/7.”

Again my eyes go wide. What the heck is she talking about? I shake my head.

“Well, we’ll see, won’t we?” She returns the ropes to the box and puts it away. “In

the meantime, you can remove your makeup and get yourself cleaned up. I’ll

make us a light dinner; let me know when you’re ready. Then I suggest you get a

good night’s sleep. You’re going to need it.”

At last, I rid myself of the ball gag. All this nonsense, just because of a little covert

cross-dressing? And now a date with a man? Gawd, what next?
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I sleep soundly, but only because of the pill Serena made me take after dinner.

Then, while I shower with my hair pinned up and protected, she pokes her head in

and suggests I douche myself, front and back. “It’s only common courtesy,” she

says. “You never know how things are going to go with a man, or what he’ll want

to do.” I tell her I won’t be doing anything that would require cleanliness in those

areas, but she gets a hurt look and insists. Of course, I give in.

“Good. Now let’s get you dolled up.”

I apply makeup to my face, following her instructions to the letter. Then she works

on my hair, spraying and brushing it until dark brown tresses seem to float around

my shoulders like seafoam on a rocky shore. I come out of it looking even more

like a real woman than I did before, and a lot sexier too.

“Exactly what is it you want me to do on this date,” I ask, as I slip into the lingerie

she gives me: a lacy white bra that barely covers my breasts, matching panties,

and a pair of white stay-up stockings with an abstract pattern that reminds me of

fireworks.

Serena smiles. “Whatever comes naturally, of course. Just be yourself.”

“Yeah, see, I don’t know what that means. Am I supposed to be a woman out on a

first date? Or am I just a guy dressed up as a girl, out on a date a man who happens

to be into that sort of thing? It makes a difference!”

“You’re a woman, Amber. I’m sure you’ll figure out how to act, as soon as you get

to know Chad a little better. Use your intuition.”

I groan, staring into the mirror. “I don’t think I have any intuition.”

“Well, I may have something here to help you with that.” Serena steps out and

returns a moment later with something that looks like a large helmet. She has me

lie down on the bed and places it gently atop my head. Headphones snap over my

ears and a viewscreen clicks into place over my eyes. The world goes dark.

“I’m not sure how long this will take, but when you wake up you’ll have a whole

new understanding of what it means to be a woman. You’ll be able to move and

speak more naturally as a female, and you might even acquire some of that

‘feminine intuition’ I mentioned.”

I hear her tap the buttons on her phone, and then the world around me explodes

into a cacophony of white noise and multi-colored light.

When my sense of who I am returns, the helmet is gone. I’m kneeling on the bed,

gazing up at Serena, who looks, well, kind of smug. She asks me how I feel.
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Serena is the best! Not only did she set me up on a date with a guy she swears is

perfect for me, she’s also letting me wear whatever I like from her closet. A lot of

her stuff is a bit on the frumpy side, to be honest, but she’s got some stuff that’s

nearly as sexy as I am.

Squealing, I pounce on a gorgeous pink silk gown with a lace bodice and off-the-

shoulder cap sleeves. Serena frowns at my choice. “I dunno, Amber. You really

think you can pull that off? I only wore it once myself. It’s pretty girly.”

“Well, I’m pretty girly, aren’t I?” I giggle at the look she gives me. That’s okay;

she’s my cousin, not my mother. I step through the back of the dress. It’s lined, so

I don’t need a slip. Serena shakes her head, but she zips me up.

I smooth out the hem, which reaches almost down to my calves. “It’s really me,

don’t ya think?” I give her a quick twirl, laughing at her pretend gagging.

The white stockings won’t do, of course. I replace them with a pair of very sheer

pantyhose. Much better. I dive back into the closet, emerging with a lovely pair of

gold slingbacks with four-inch stiletto heels. I slip them on and tighten the straps.

“Almost done.” I return to Serena’s vanity and brush my hair back, pulling the

upper part into a high ponytail and pinning it there with a purple hair ribbon. I add

a pair of chunky earrings and spritz myself with Serena’s all-time fav perfume,

Blooming Bouquet from Miss Dior. It’s a delicate mix of roses and peonies—very

floral, in other words—and it makes me feel so femme I could scream.

“All right, that’s it—I’m ready. Whaddya think, Cuz?” I stand up and face Serena.

She purses her lips. “Color me blown away, girlfriend. Never in a million years

did I think you’d clean up this well.”

Hearing this, I frown. “Oh, c’mon. Haven’t I always been a total girly-girl?”

She grins. “Yeah, you’ve always been pretty girly. No doubt about that. But now

you aren’t just girly—you’re sexy as hell. Chad’s gonna eat you up.”

I blush, just a little. “Serena—you’re terrible! But hey, if he’s half the man you

made him out to be, I might just eat him up—and swallow too.”

My cousin nods, her face unreadable. “You know, I bet you will.”

~

Chad arrives at quarter to six to pick me up. Serena brings him into the living

room and does the introductions. “Chad, this is the lovely Serena, my cousin from

Cincinnati. She’s thinking about moving here, so let’s hope you make a good

impression. Serena, this is Chad.”
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I’m sitting on the back of the couch, 

feeling more than a little playful. As it 

happens, Chad is a rather handsome 

man: tall—at least six-two—with dark 

curly hair and the sort of physique that 

must drive the girls wild.

I glide across the room to gently shake 

his hand. “So nice to meet you, Chad. 

So—what are you going to do to me 

tonight? Oops, I meant with me!”

He grins. “Well, I can think of a few 

things I’d like to do—but I’ve got a 

reservation at a really nice little bistro 

so maybe we could start there.”

“Good idea,” Serena says. “Now get 

going, you two. I’d say ‘get a room’ 

but I have a feeling Chad’s got that 

covered.” She walks us to the door, 

hands me her faux-fur bolero, and 

gives me a quick hug. “I hope you 

have the time of your life, Amber.”

That’s an odd way to put it, but I

thank her for everything she’s done.

Chad drives a brand new electric 

Maserati. I don’t know the first thing 

about cars but I know what I like,

and this sporty little coupe is so cute!

Like most girls these days, I know

the car does not make the man,

but even so it makes me feel

a little weak at the knees

knowing that my life is in his hands.

In Chad’s big… strong hands…

I bring my legs together, tuck my skirt 

and clutch my purse firmly in my lap. 

Get a grip, girl, I say to myself. I’ve 

dated my share of guys and he’s just 

one more. Why don’t I believe that?
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After dinner at a lovely French restaurant, he takes me to a party thrown by a

buddy of his. His friend must come from old money, because the party takes place

at a mansion and it’s a swanky affair with servants walking around with trays of

hors d’oeuvres and flutes of champagne. Chad introduces me to his friends, men

and women both, bragging that he’s with the prettiest girl there.

I blush, which I suspect makes me look even prettier, but I’m still feeling playful

so I tease him about how fast he’s racking up the brownie points. “The thing about

brownie points,” I say in front of two other couples, “is that you have to cash them

in by the end of the night, or they expire.”

One of the men says, “So true. They don’t keep well. Better cash ‘em in while you

can, old boy. You don’t want to miss out.”

“Oh, I will,” Chad says, putting his arm around my waist. “Don’t worry, I won’t

let her get away.”

I smile up at him. “Like I’d let you let me get away.” They all laugh.

As the clock strikes twelve, Chad takes me aside. “I was worried you might turn

into a pumpkin or something—you know, at midnight? But it looks like that’s not

gonna happen, so what would you say to us checking out one of the upstairs

bedrooms? I hear they’re really fancy.”

I sidle over to him, glancing up only briefly before my lashes droop and my gaze

sinks. “I think I’d like that.”

He lifts my chin. “I would too. Very much.” Then he kisses me.

The bedroom he takes me to is fabulous. It has a king-size bed with a canopy in

gold brocade, lots of pillows, a thick carpet that feels amazing after I kick off my

shoes, and an ornate gas fireplace with a glowing pile of fake logs. We settle down

on the edge of the bed. Chad takes my hands and tells me how beautiful I am, and

how lucky he is to be with a woman as sexy as me.

I sink into his arms, my mouth on his, scarcely able to believe my own luck. My

first date in ages and I just reeled in a strong, handsome man with a Maserati and

rich friends. Passingly, it occurs to me that Serena will be terribly jealous, but then

I’m seized with a womanly passion that cannot be denied. I kiss him harder than

he’s kissing me, and when we break apart I sink to my knees on the carpet.

“You don’t have to do that, you know,” he says, releasing his belt buckle.

“I want to.” I unzip his fly and help remove his pants. His legs part and I move in.

His boxers don’t slow me down, and then his wonderful shaft slides into my

mouth. My tongue gets busy, my lips nibble their way down to the base, my throat

closes around him, and after ten minutes or so of this—I swallow everything.
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“Amber, you were amazing,” he says. He fetches me a glass of water from the

en suite, then peels off the rest of his clothes. I can barely see in the dark, but I

sense him turning down the covers and climbing into bed. That’s my cue. I

remove my dress, set it aside carefully folded, and join him.

He puts his arms around me and we cuddle. “I’m not done with you,” I whisper.

He chuckles. “I’m not done with you either.” He says it’ll take him a few minutes

to recharge. But it won’t be as long as he thinks; as our lips meet and our tongues

explore, my fingers work their magic. He begins to stiffen.

“Wow, you’re good.” He points to the bedside table. “There’s lube in the drawer.”

I give him a lingering kiss, then pop the tube and apply a dollop to the appropriate

spot. With no dress and no pantyhose, I feel awfully exposed—and oh-so-helpless

to resist the advances of the man I’m with. Not that I want to resist, of course, but

it wouldn’t be ladylike to appear too eager.

I wipe my fingers on the sheet and return them to the task of polishing Chad’s

sword. It doesn’t take long. He’s been caressing my breasts—which for some

strange reason doesn’t feel nearly as good as it should—and stroking my hair—

which does feel nice—and now he places me on my back and rears up, mounting

me between his legs.

“Hang on.” I wriggle closer, raise my hips and wrap my legs about his waist.

“Hold tight, babe.” I do, and then I feel him slip through the lubricated gates to my

womanhood—the one in the back. I moan at the feeling of being split apart and

impaled. It’s an odd feeling, one that feels surprisingly foreign. But this is how

one becomes a woman, and how one performs as a woman with a man.

Chad slides a wet finger into my vagina, gently working it back and forth. “I bet

that feels good, huh?”

“Oooh yes.” With little else for my hands to do, I run them through my hair,

sending long tresses spilling across the pillow. My body tenses to meet the thrusts

of my lover’s hips, as he drives his manhood ever deeper. I writhe beneath Chad’s

larger body, exulting in the female role—and the thought occurs that I feel more

like a woman than I ever knew I could. But—why would I even think that? I’ve

been female my entire life, haven’t I?

For an instant I can almost imagine being male—but then Chad hits my ‘G spot’,

or whatever it’s called, and my passion blasts off, possibly destined for low Earth

orbit. A minute or two later Chad joins me and we’re bound for glory.

Together we cry out, straining to drive him even deeper inside. And then, with one

final battle cry, we collapse—our energies spent. Sleep comes quickly.
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~

Late the next morning, Chad and his Maserati drive me home. After a lovely long

kiss at the front door, I stumble into the living room where Serena is waiting.

“Look what the cat dragged in,” she says. “You look like hell.”

I shake my head. “Not hell. I’ve been to Heaven and back. Twice.”

“You really did it, huh? You let him screw you?”

“No, we made love. There’s a difference.” I drop onto the couch. “He’s a great

guy, you know. A real man’s man. It’s funny though…” I fail to smother a giggle.

“Manly as he is, I’ve got way more ‘man juice’ inside me than he does.”

Serena drags me to my feet. “Come with me. There’s something I need you to do.”

She lets me strip down and clean up first, then I settle into the guest room bed and

she puts that silly helmet on my head. I remember it from before, but I haven’t a

clue what it’s for. “Come see me when you wake up,” she says.

The world dissolves a rainbow of light and noises that almost sound like words.

I awake, drenched in tsunami of memory. I’m not Serena’s cousin after all, I’m

her husband—her male husband! Inside this fake female form I’m still a man, just

like Chad. Or rather, not like Chad at all. I’m just a weedy little excuse for a man,

who in a better world would have—should have—been born female.

I throw on a robe and find Serena in the kitchen. “I guess my punishment is over

now, or you wouldn’t have turned me back into—this.” True, my body still looks

female and my long hair is tousled but gorgeous, but underneath it all…

We face each other across the table. “You’ve learned your lesson,” she says. “The

only question is, what did you learn? Are you a man or a woman?”

I sigh. “To be honest, I have no idea. This morning I thought I knew, but now…”

I let my robe flip open. I’m naked and I can see what looks like a vagina between

my legs, but now I know it’s just a penis hiding under a sculpted layer of silicone

and rubber. “I just… don’t know anymore.”

Serena shakes her head. “Well, it’s gotta be one or the other, hon. You can’t spend

the rest of your life flip-flopping back and forth.”

I look up. Our eyes meet, and suddenly the answer comes. “All right, then, you

decide. That helmet thingie of yours did a pretty good job of making me believe I

really was a woman, at least for the day. It could do it again, this time for keeps.

Or—you could use it to make me forget all about being a cross-dresser, so I won’t

want to do that anymore. It’s your choice, Serena. You can either turn me into a

committed husband or your sexy female cousin. There’s no middle ground.”
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She looks horrified. “I can’t make a decision like that!”

“You can and you will. You didn’t give me a choice when you tied me up, or when

you made me a woman and sent me out to have sex with a man—so you can damn

well make this choice too. Anyway, this is more about what you want. Husband or

cousin, man or woman, I’m fine either way.”

At last, her eyes soften and she nods. “All right. I’ll program the Mesmerizer.”

I stand up and move to the doorway. “I’m going back to bed. Give me a shout

when you’re ready.” And this time, the light show lasts for a very long time.

~

Serena’s the best! She’s letting me

stay in her guest room until I get a

job and my name-change comes

through, and maybe until I save up

enough cash for surgery. And in the

meantime I can keep seeing Chad,

who’s totally cool with the fact I

used to be male; in fact, he was

in on the secret the whole time.

Sometimes Serena looks sad,

now that she’s single again,

but at least she’s got me to

keep her company. She and

I are besties now; we share

clothes and everything. Yes,

I know I used to be her hus-

band, but that part of my life

feels more like a really weird

dream—unlike all the times

I dressed up as my true self,

which are clear as a bell in

my mind. Serena says that

was her parting gift to me.

Whatev… All I know is this:

now that my boobs are finally

real, I’m actually happy with

myself. This isn’t a feeling I’m

used to, but it’s a good thing. 


