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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Bob read the ad in the Times. 
 
      
 
    WANTED: 
 
    man, short and slender. 
 
    Six figures salary, 
 
    Sex is required. 
 
    Inquire 345 Pickens St. 
 
    Tuesday ~ 9 AM ~ the 14th. 
 
      
 
    There were lots of ads like that in the newspaper, these being rather rough times, but none of them mentioned ‘sex.’ 
 
    That one word alone inspired Bob. 
 
    Unfortunately, the ad was seen by hundreds of other men. 
 
    Bob rounded the corner onto Pickens St and saw the line. He almost left, would have left, except that he stood on the corner for a minute and thought about other opportunities, of which there were none. 
 
    The line was proceeding at a fast walk. 
 
    Hundreds of men were lined up at 345, they walked into the front door almost as fast as they could walk. 
 
    Bob looked down 3rd St., to the back door of the building, and men were coming out as fast as they had gone in. 
 
    Shaved, groomed, in their best, tall and studly men were going in and coming out. 
 
    What kind of hiring practice was this? 
 
    He sauntered down the block and looked into the building, but he couldn’t see anything. 
 
    But the men kept going in. 
 
    And coming out. 
 
    Bob’s curiosity alive, he walked to the end of the line and took his place. 
 
    Bob was short, and he was slender. That left him out of a lot of jobs. He wasn’t physically suited for warehousing or dock work or digging ditches. He just wasn’t the big and strong type. 
 
    A half a minute and he was halfway to the door to 345. He looked back up the block. More men had lined up behind him. Nobody seemed put off by how fast the line was moving. 
 
    He heard two men talking. “Any idea what’s going on?” 
 
    “Nope. I don’t even know what the job is. 
 
    “I wonder how many people they have interviewing in there. This line is moving awfully fast.” 
 
    Bob didn’t tell them that people were, around the corner, going out as fast as they were going in. 
 
    He reached the front door. The line went down a hallway to a door. A doorman was standing just inside the door. He passed men in quickly and efficiently. 
 
    As Bob got closer he could hear a voice inside the room. “Next. Next. Next.” 
 
    It was a woman’s voice, and it was no nonsense. The doorman showed another man into the room with every utterance of the woman’s voice. 
 
    As Bob reached the final few feet he managed to peek through the open door. 
 
    Men would walk to a desk behind which was a tall woman. The woman was gorgeous. She had a figure curvier than a snake, bluer than blue eyes, and a face that could have been on an ancient, Greek statue. 
 
    The men would stand for a moment. The woman barely glanced at them, then handed them a slip of paper. The man would read the paper and leave. 
 
    Bob reached the doorway. 
 
    “Next?” 
 
    He was shown into the room. 
 
    Bob walked to the desk and stopped. 
 
    The woman glanced, blinked, looked, and smiled. 
 
    “Show me your penis.” 
 
    Bob blinked. 
 
    “Come on. Be embarrassed if you wish, but show me your cock.” 
 
    His face red, aware that none of the men before him had had to reveal themselves, Bob unbuckled, unzipped, and presented his penis. 
 
    Bob was not well endowed.  
 
    One would think that the size of a cock would be proportionate to the size of the body. If a six foot man had a six inch dick, then a seven foot man would have a seven inch dick, and a five foot man would have a five inch dick. 
 
    Unfortunately, not even this simplicity applied to Bob. 
 
    He was under five foot, almost a dwarf, but not quite, and his penis was…puny. 
 
    He was but three inches long. Hard. 
 
    While he didn’t let that stop him from living life, it did afford him some embarrassment, and a dearth of girlfriends. 
 
    He had been told, often enough, ‘Is that all you’ve got?’ 
 
    It was, and so what, and simply lived a monk’s life. 
 
    He hated it. He wished he had a schlong that would make grown women shriek and run, but it was what it was, and those were the cards he had been dealt. 
 
    All of which made it quite surprising when the beautiful woman behind the desk stated, “You’re hired.” 
 
    She stood up and called to the doorman. “Okay, Charles, tell them the position has been filled.” 
 
    Bob stood, rigid, humiliated. 
 
    He saw the papers on the desk that the woman had been handing out. 
 
      
 
    Thank you, 
 
    Sorry, but I can’t use you. 
 
    Please exit to the right. 
 
     
 
    The woman came around the desk. There was a pair of chairs to the left and she pulled them around and indicated he should sit down. 
 
    Bob sat, and she sat opposite him. 
 
    “How old are you?” 
 
    “Twenty-Six.” 
 
    “Is $100,000 a year all right?” 
 
    Bob spluttered a bit, but managed to answer yes. 
 
    “You’ll be expected to live on premises. You will be on call on Friday evening through Sunday night. Other than that, your time is your own. Is that satisfactory?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And your name is…?” 
 
    “Bob.” 
 
    “Very well, Bob. Here is the address. You may move in anytime before this Friday night. There is a chance that you will be needed this weekend, for the whole weekend, so be prepared.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you have any questions?” 
 
    “Uh, yes. What will my duties be?” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Your duties. Your duties will be to please me. Past that, I have no answer. This is a learn as you go position. Are you comfortable with that?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    The fact of the matter was that Bob had not had a job for months. People just didn’t hire short people. Not for clerking or selling or even testing mattresses. 
 
    Of course, he could find a job in a circus, except that, quirk of fate, he was ever so slightly too tall for that. 
 
    One man had offered him a job scraping gum off the underside of desks, and laughed as Bob walked all the way out of the room. 
 
    Add to that that he was out of unemployment,  and he couldn’t live at home because his mother had been put in a senior care facility, and he scraping the bottom of the barrel for luck. 
 
    And the sum of the matter was that Bob would accept any position, do any job, and be grateful. 
 
    “Very well. Report to my house at your convenience, and I will let you know about this weekend on Friday night. Do you need an advance on your salary?” 
 
    “No,” he lied. 
 
    “Charles, please pay Bob one week in advance.” 
 
    Bob blinked. 
 
    The woman explained, “You are shabby. I like non-shabby. Mind you, that won’t effect your employment. I will have clothes for you as is necessary. Anything else?” 
 
    There was nothing else, but she raised her voice and spoke to the doorman, “Charles? Anything else?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. We shall go.” 
 
    She stood up, gathered a coat and an umbrella as a drizzle had started. As she opened the umbrella Bob asked, “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes, Bob?” She turned to him, sprightly, a happy smile on her beautiful face. 
 
    “Could I ask your name?” 
 
    “Oh, silly me. Of course. My name is Caledonia Isabella Josephine Moloughney. You may call me Cal. Please don’t call me ‘Ma’am,’ it makes me feel old. Charles calls me that merely to cause me pique. Well, if that will be all, then I shall see you Friday night.” She began to walk towards the door, then stopped and whirled to him again, “Did you need a lift anywhere?” 
 
    “No, Ma—Cal.” 
 
    She smiled, a blessing of white teeth and pure atmosphere. “Very good.” 
 
    Then she was gone. Out the door, Charles wrote a check, threw it at Bob, and hurried after her. 
 
    Only after she had gone did Bob realize that his zipper was still down, that he had been on display the whole time. 
 
    Not that it mattered. 
 
      
 
    He had a job! He was no longer unemployed! He was a success! 
 
    Sort of. He still had a lot of questions, including what it was he was really supposed to do. 
 
    The general drift was that he would go somewhere with her, accompany her, and…do whatever needed to be done. 
 
    But what would she want to be done? 
 
    Still, he had a job, and a whole one weeks salary. He looked at the check that Charles had scribbled and handed to him. $2000.  
 
    His last job had been $1000 a month! 
 
    Zowie! 
 
    And he wondered what kind of clothes Cal was going to want him to wear.  
 
    Well, as long as he wasn’t shabby, he supposed. 
 
    He left the building, his jacket held over his head to block the rain, and was shortly soaked. 
 
    But, soaked is a frame of mind, so he made it across town and deposited the check in his bank. He walked out with $500 and headed for a haberdashery. 
 
    Clothes were usually not a problem for him. He merely bought large children’s sizes. Mindful that he had to look good, he bought a couple of pairs of slacks, a couple of shirts, a couple of nice jackets. He made do with his socks, so what if they were holey nobody could tell, and bought a good pair of shoes. 
 
    And a hat. 
 
    He felt a like a million dollars as walked out of the store. The rain had lessened to a pizzly drizzle, and he braved it to a dollar store where he bought the cheapest umbrella he could find. Which was one dollar and twenty-one cents. 
 
    Hunh! False advertising! 
 
    But, so what? With his new salary he could afford 21 cents. 
 
    He crossed town again and entered his apartment. He took down the eviction notice, sipped from the faucet before it went dry (the water had been shut off but he still got a bit of drainage from the loose pipes in the rest of the apartments, and gathered his belongings together. 
 
    A bag of clothes that were worn but comfortable. A short stack of books, he liked to read, especially Grace Mansfield books, and a desiccated flower in a cracked pot. 
 
    On consideration he decided to leave the cracked pot and scraggly flower, and he walked out the door. 
 
    Never to return, he hoped. 
 
    He walked to a bus station and asked which bus would get him closest to the address Cal had given him. 
 
    No bus. 
 
    But he was able to get a ride to within five miles of his destination, and so bought a ticket and was shortly bouncing along and watching the countryside pass. 
 
    Cal lived in the country, and Bob stared at the passing fields, the grazing cows, the crows sitting on the fences. 
 
    Bob had never been to the country. He was a city boy from the word go. He found the journey interesting, however. 
 
    It was even interesting when he stepped off the bus with his two bags and looked around. 
 
    A long road with the backside of a dwindling bus. 
 
    Fresh air—thank God it wasn’t still raining. 
 
    Sounds he had only heard on the television. 
 
    Sighing, he looked at the road sign and began the three mile trek to a two mile driveway. 
 
    He was on his way! 
 
      
 
    He walked up a driveway through a large, dense forest. He could hear animals in the woods. Chittering, braying, barking, coughing, whatever. 
 
    That was a little unnerving for a city boy, but he weathered the jaunt well. 
 
    After all. He had a job! 
 
    He came out on a huge lawn. Well trimmed. Green and lush. On the far side of the lawn were bushes, immaculately carved into shapes. Mostly squares and balls, but he saw a couple of what looked like lions. 
 
    Behind the bushes was the house. 
 
    It was a magnificent edifice. Three stories tall with several chimneys, lots of gables, and shiny, glass windows. 
 
    It almost felt alive, it was so clean. 
 
    A man was on a ladder painting the side of the house. The man waved cheerfully to Bob, and Bob returned the wave. 
 
    He was happy to see that other people who worked at the house were happy. That spoke well of Cal. 
 
    Bob walked around the drive and mounted the steps. Up close the house was even more impressive. The woodwork was old and well cared for. The porch had no sprung boards. The window trim was fresh painted, and the windows were, of course, shiny clean. 
 
    Bob reached for a pull knob to the side of the  large front doors. He pulled it out and let it snap. 
 
    GONG! resounded throughout the house. 
 
    No need to knock on that sucker twice! 
 
    A moment passed, and Bob heard footsteps. 
 
    Charles opened the door and gave a wan smile. “Welcome, Bob. Come on in.” 
 
    Charles led him across large living room with couches you could sink into, pictures that had to be on loan from museums, and rugs that left a rim of good hardwood showing on the edges. 
 
    “You will forgive my familiarity, Bob, but we are pretty much equals. I have been with Cal for many years, but we are both employees. Is that okay with you?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Very good. This will be your room. Come find me in the kitchen when you are settled and I will show you around.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Charles turned, smiled a bit wider, and said, “No, it is I that thank you.” 
 
    Then he was gone. 
 
    Bob looked down the hallway at the receding but rigid back. 
 
    Curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    He turned to his room. 
 
    Compared to his old lodgings, it was a palace. It had a thick Persian rug, two tall windows, a high ceiling—which really reduced his stature in his own eyes—and a poster bed. 
 
    A big poster bed. With a canopy. And half a dozen fluffy pillows. 
 
    And it was pink. 
 
    Frilly pink. 
 
    With a bathroom off to the side. 
 
    Bob wandered across the space. He pressed his hands on the frilly, pink bed. 
 
    He walked into the bathroom. Oddly, there were a lot of feminine items. Make up, brushes, curlers, potions by the gallon. 
 
    Hunh! The last worker must have been a woman. 
 
    Bob exited the bathroom, crossed the room again, and entered a large closet. 
 
    Again, femininity. Dresses and slips, robes and leggings, underwear by the ton, and some of the underwear was quite sexy. 
 
    There were a few male items, but the male clothes were outnumbered by the female clothes. 
 
    And he noticed, looking at the dresses hanging so politely, that the garments were all small. Smaller than the normal person. In fact, the items would probably fit him! 
 
    Bob wondered at who had occupied this room before. He was shorter than nearly all men, and most women, but whoever had gathered these clothes was no taller than him. 
 
    He put his bag of clothes under the bed.  
 
    He put the books he had been reading on the side table. 
 
    He climbed up on the bed and lay on his back. 
 
    It was soft. He was sinking in. 
 
    A shadow passed onto him. He looked up and saw Charles at the door. Charles had that wan smile on his face, and he wagged a finger. “No shoes on the bed. Bob.” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” 
 
    “You are to be forgiven. I am temporary of no use in the kitchen, would you like to start your tour? 
 
    “Of course. “ Bob hopped off the bed and trotted to the door. 
 
    Charles gave him the cook’s tour. They covered the downstairs thoroughly, looking in closets, opening windows, and so on. 
 
    “You may take anything you wish out of this refrigerator. I check for spoilage weekly, so be prepared to find things gone. Leave a note for any groceries you prefer. 
 
    “This closet has a secret panel and passage.” Charles took him down a short passage and stopped at a fork. “This way leads outside. If you ever need to get outside fast, and to a point the police are not prepared for, this is the way.” 
 
    “You really need a secret passage to get away from the police?” 
 
    “Oh, no. But we have one. Many of these older homes have such things.” 
 
    “What’s down this way?” 
 
    “That leads to the dungeons. You may go there any time, but I suggest you let Cal take you there. It will be much more fun that way.” 
 
    Bob thought, Fun? 
 
    They went out to a sunroom with a pool table. “Do you play?” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “Well, I will teach you. It is a relaxing game, and hones the intellect.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They went upstairs. The second room had a few offices and a few bedrooms. Everything was clan and in its place. 
 
    The third floor was all bedrooms. 
 
    And at the end of the third floor was a small door, Charles would have to bend to enter, but Bob wouldn’t, that led to a cupola. 
 
    “I often come here to read. I find the views quite relaxing.” 
 
    Bob walked around the room, looking out the windows. The house was, indeed, surrounded by forest. The man he had seen painting was now riding a lawnmower over the acreage. Two deer were grazing at the far end of the lawn. 
 
    “It is peaceful,” agreed Bob. 
 
    “Wonderfully so,” Charles almost seemed lost as he stood next to Bob and gazed at the endless trees and the blue sky. 
 
    No trace of rain here. 
 
    Bob didn’t know why he asked it, probably just to make conversation, and probably because it seemed incongruous to need relaxation in this wonderful place. “So what do you need to relax from?” 
 
    Charles sighed. And Bob could swear he felt a tremor of tenseness travel through Charles. 
 
    “Oh, this and that. I’ll let Cal explain that to you.” 
 
    And the tour was over. 
 
    Bob returned to his room, took his shoes off, and lay on the wonderfully soft bed. He stared up at the pink canopy. He sighed. He slept. 
 
    He finally had a job. 
 
      
 
    For the next few days, until Friday, Bob slept, wandered, learned the rudiments of pool, and it was like a vacation. 
 
    There was a swimming pool off the back patio, but he had no swim suit. Charles told him he didn’t need a swimming suit. Bob thought about it. He was virtually alone in the wilderness, so why not? 
 
    He met the gardener, and a young lady who came in twice a week, Monday and Friday, and cleaned the house. 
 
    Charles said the cleaning had to be done on Friday because Cal wanted the house immaculate on the weekend should they have guests. Monday was to clean up after the guests had done their damage. 
 
    By Friday Bob was bored. He wanted to get to work, he wanted to feel useful. 
 
    Friday noon he heard Charles running through the house and calling to him and the maid. “Bob! Lisa! Front porch!” 
 
    Bob had been warned, and was wearing a good suit. Not shabby. The maid, a buxom thing with pretty lips and a sense of humor, wore her maid outfit. 
 
    They lined up on the porch and watched as an Atom. drove up the driveway. 
 
    It didn’t just drive it sailed! 
 
    An Ariel Atom is a $200,000 car. It has rails instead of a body, accelerate to 60 in 2.7 seconds, and accommodates two.  
 
    It slid to a stop in front of the steps and Cal climbed out. 
 
    “Good morning…good morning!” She spoke cheerfully. She was wearing black tights, a purple dress that flared out, and gorgeous bosoms. 
 
    Such a weird outfit, one that only be worn by a person with total confidence. Any less that total confidence and the person would look like a schlub. 
 
    She climbed the steps and patted Charles on the side of the face, whispered something naughty to the maid, then stopped in front of Bob. 
 
    “And, Bob! You’ve arrived.” Then she whispered, “That is a terrible suit. You really have no sense of fashion, do you?” But she was laughing and having a good time, so her words didn’t hurt, but made him laugh and wish to do better. 
 
    And that was it. She swished into the house. 
 
    “Very good,” complimented Charles, and the maid left to do her maidly things. 
 
    “What now?” asked Bob. 
 
    “Oh, who knows,” chuckled Charles. “We never know, but whatever it is, it will be grand.” 
 
    Then he left, and Bob was left to wonder. 
 
    What would the weekend bring? 
 
     
 
    The afternoon whiled away, a little pool, a walk through the forest  on a path Bob had discovered, and waiting. 
 
    At six o’clock Charles came for Bob. 
“Her majesty is waiting, Bob.” 
 
    Bob followed Charles up to the third floor and into a master bedroom. 
 
    Cal was sitting at a writing desk, gazing out the window with a thumbnail behind a tooth. She turned with a smile. “Excellent. How are you, dear Bob?” 
 
    “Very good, Cal.” 
 
    It would have been formal, except for the instant excitement Cal infused the air with. 
 
    “Do you like living the good life? Nothing to do all day…and all day to do it in?” 
 
    “It is a bit much.” Bob was trying not to smile. Cal was wearing a peignoir that revealed all. 
 
    “Charles, if you could remove your clothes.” 
 
    Bob’s mouth opened slightly. 
 
    Charles quickly undid buttons, zippers and buckles. In a moment he was standing naked. And not just naked, but with a big, fat, beautiful hard on. 
 
    Bob found himself staring. 
 
    Charles had a fantastic physique, muscles on his muscles, but it was his penis that was most daunting. It was so long. And it throbbed. 
 
    Bob forced himself not to stare, but he felt. like he was on another planet, standing right next to this awesome example of manhood. 
 
    “Very good, Charles. If you could fetch us all some drinks?” 
 
    Charles left the room. Naked. His dick waving back and forth as he walked. Certainly not ashamed of his incredible boner. 
 
    “Take your clothes off, Bob.” 
 
    Bob’s mouth dropped open. “Pardon me?” 
 
    “Off with the duds. I want to see that magnificent weenie.” 
 
    Poor Bob. At an impasse. He had shown the goods, and now was being shown the goods again, and…what did he expect? 
 
    Yet, after seeing Charles, being set up for comparison, he was humiliated before the fact. 
 
    “Come now, wee one. Frighten me.” 
 
    It was her laughing manner that did it. She was laughing, but not laughing at him. 
 
    He drew down his zipper. 
 
    Cal laughed. “Not a tiny peek. I want to see everything.” 
 
    Bob unbuckled, dropped his pants and drawers, took off his shirt, and stood quietly. 
 
    Cal was leaning back in her chair, observing, not smiling. 
 
    “Oh, Lord,” she said. “And were you abused as a child for your lack of understanding? Were you subject to laughter and smirks?” 
 
    “I didn’t show anybody. Eventually I became used to the fact that I would never…’measure up.’ 
 
    “Measure up. Oh, that’s a good one. Come here.” 
 
    Bob felt like he was made out of wood, he felt a bit faint. He stumped across the room. 
 
    Cal took his whole package in one hand. And her hand wasn’t unduly large. She bent, lifted his penis, pulled it, and even hard it was just three inches. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she whispered. “You should be proud.” She took him in her mouth, and it was the most glorious mouth that Bob had ever been taken by. Her lips were so soft, her tongue swirled around the head, then slid under the shaft to slap at his balls. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. “Oh!” 
 
    She smiled as she let go and straightened up. “Serve us, please.” 
 
    Bob didn’t understand, until he noted that Charles had entered the room with a tray upon which was good bourbon, a bowl of ice and a six pack of Coke. 
 
    As Charles prepared the drinks Cal said, “I prefer bourbon and Coke, I’m such a peasant. We’ve got lots of other liquors if you wish to imbibe and choose a more preferred libation. Charles, have you shown Bob the liquor cabinet?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “Oh, you bad boy. We shall stripe you for that.” 
 
    She turned to Bob, who was sipping at his drink. 
 
    “No doubt you are wondering what kind of debauched Philistines you have fallen in with. And bad us, we won’t tell you. But we will show you. Now, up with your drink and tell me your sad story. And make sure you tell me about that wonderful cock of yours. 
 
    So there sat Bob, naked, with naked Charles and Cal in just a flimsy peignoir.  
 
    He told her of how he had been sickly as a child, being malnourished and an orphan. He explained of orphanages and their pecking orders. He explained of foster parents who were sometimes wonderful, and sometimes bastards. 
 
    He told of a life where short people had to look up, and were usually looked down upon. And as he told his story he grew increasingly maudlin, despondent, and sad. 
 
    Finally, he was done. It wasn’t a long story, after all; it was just a story of the same old same old and not much he could do about it. 
 
    He sat in his chair, naked, his little cock soft, and when he finished speaking there was a moment of silence. 
 
    Then a spurt of compressed air from Cal. A chuckle from Charles. Then laughter, laughter building, laughter cresting, laughter from Charles who held his belly and rolled on the floor, and from Cal, who was crying tears of laughter as she slapped her knee. 
 
    Bob, mortified, stood up to leave. 
 
    “No…no,” managed Cal. “Don’t let him leave, Charles. 
 
    Charles latched on to one of Bob’s ankles with one hand. It was a strong hand, and it held him firm. 
 
    Bob raised a foot and stomped on Charles hand. Except that Charles removed his hand and Bob struck the floor with his heel, which hurt, and Charles grabbed that ankle. Then Charles simply pushed that ankle and Bob came tumbling down. 
 
    Charles and Cal began to control themselves, though it took a bit of tear wiping. 
 
    Now Bob was crying, but not tears of laughter. 
 
    “Charles, will you please wait in the hall?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Charles exited the room, closed the door, and it was silent except for Bob’s sniffles. 
 
    “I didn’t come her to be made fun of?” 
 
    “What did come here for, Bob?” 
 
    “I…I don’t know.” 
 
    “You say you’ve gotten used to the idea of that ridiculous prick, but here you are, all upset and whining. Dry your tears Bob, and I will tell you a story.” 
 
    Bob dried. He was sitting on the floor now, and Cal had taken off her peignoir and sat on the bed. 
 
    “Come here now. Lay in my arms.” 
 
    One part of Bob didn’t want to. One part of Bob wanted to run out in indignation. But a man with a small dick doesn’t have much dignity, anyway. 
 
    Bob went to the bed, Cal took his arm, helped him on to the bed, and arranged them so they were facing each other. Her hand went to his groin and began playing with him. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was an ugly, little girl. She was ugly and nobody would play with her.” 
 
    She bent her head and kissed his nipples, sucked on them. 
 
    “She lived a lonely life, no friends, nobody’s shoulder to cry on. It was bad.” 
 
    She went lower and sucked on his penis. 
 
    “She grew up and was, for a while, quite bitter.” 
 
    She took both his balls in her mouth and rolled them around like ben wah balls. Her hand played with the head of his cock and Bob was breathing hard. 
 
    She slithered up the length of his body and kissed him. 
 
    “Then she made a decision. She would take the most beautiful people in the world, make them her friends, and fuck them.” 
 
    She was on top of him now, pushing him over, fitting his cock to her snatch. 
 
    “Do you know how she did this?” 
 
    Bob shook his head. From tears he had gone to complete enthrallment. 
 
    “One word…” she smiled as she slid the short length down his pole. “Plastic surgery.” 
 
    Then they were fucking. 
 
    Or, least she was fucking. 
 
    Bob was short, he barely fit inside her, and she ground her weight down, trying to get more. 
 
    But there was no more. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Bob! Can’t you grow another inch? 
 
    She pressed down in frustration. She moved her mons fiercely, and Bob tried. 
 
    But there was only so much he could give. 
 
    For a long minute she tried. 
 
    Bob was close, but every time he started to grunt she would back off, reach under, twist his balls. 
 
    “OH!” 
 
    “Don’t you even think about it my tiny man!” 
 
    Again and again and again, and, finally, she had had enough. 
 
    “Charles!” 
 
    The door slammed open and Charles came rushing into the room. 
 
    Cal rose up and pushed Bob aside. Charles finished the movement by pulling him onto the floor. Then Charles was on top of Cal, sinking to the balls, grunting like a man swinging an ax, which, it must noted, his cock was like in this mad moment. 
 
    From the floor Bob stared, his mouth open, his little cock jutting out. He watched as two large, beautiful muscular bodies merged and surged and gave spent to the urge. 
 
    He was stunned, amazed, and he reached down and jerked his cock. 
 
    “YES…YES…YES…” Cal moaned out loudly. 
 
    “Unh…Unh…Unh!” Charles shot his seed deep inside her. 
 
    Then they were done, him laying on her, spent, exhausted, and they heard. 
 
    “Oh, shit!” 
 
    They turned their heads and saw Bob spurt a couple of drops. 
 
    And they began to laugh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Bob’s first inclination was to leave. To walk out, go back to the big city, and…just leave. 
 
    Why he didn’t depart is simple. What would he go to? 
 
    A city where he had few friends, no prospects, and would be reduced to begging on the streets? 
 
    Yet to stay in this place, to suffer such indignity, it was almost unthinkable. 
 
    Talk about being between a rock and a hard place. 
 
    Still, he might have left, except that after Cal and Charles stopped laughing Cal got out of bed and came after him. 
 
    Bob was walking down the hallway in a huff, and Cal came out of the bedroom and called to him. “Stop right there, Bob.” 
 
    Bob stopped. Tears were leaking from his eyes. His head was bent forward and he felt like sinking right into the earth. 
 
    Cal reached him, led him a couple of feet further and sat him on the top of the stairs. She sat next to him, put an arm over his shoulders. She had snagged her peignoir and slipped it on as she had run after him, and the soft material encircled him. She hugged him, kissed the side of his head. 
 
    “Bob You have a wonderful opportunity here. If you want to leave now, and be all offended, I’ll give you some money and you can go. But listen to my proposal first.” 
 
    Bob was trying to stop snuffling. 
 
    “Do you know why I chose you? Out of all the hundreds of men that applied for this job?” 
 
    He shook his head. She dried his eyes with the lapel of her peignoir. 
 
    “You were short, and while that doesn’t necessarily mean a small penis—I have known midgets with monsters—there was something about you, a righteous suffering, that told me you were the one. The expression on your face, the pride that was not justified…I knew you were the one.” 
 
    She hugged him, her large breasts pressing against him. 
 
    “Then, just now, you enjoyed me. You fucked with a mania that is rare. You wanted a bigger dick, and it made me want a bigger dick, and do you know what would have happened had Charles not been there?” 
 
    Bob shook his head. He couldn’t look at her, but he was listening with all his might. 
 
    “You would have squirted and I would have been left high and dry. You would have won, and I would have been the one to ‘beat my meat,’ if you will, and you would have been the one laughing.” 
 
    Bob frowned, he was starting to think. 
 
    “Do you understand what power that gives you over me? Over the one you choose to fuck?” 
 
    He mumbled, “But who would want to fuck me? Especially after seeing the size of my penis?” 
 
    “You would be surprised, Bob. Many people think that women all want a big dick, and that is true, but more than that, they want any dick that is different. They might laugh at you, and say mean things, but in their heart of hearts that are just dying to try out your mini-weenie.” 
 
    Bob managed to look at Cal. 
 
    She leaned down to him and kissed him on the lips. Very polite, but honest. No subterfuge. 
 
    “So, if you want to leave, you certainly may, but if you stay then I will use you, and I will give you the opportunity to fuck those who have shamed you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I am rich, and my friends are all right. We are a society to ourselves, and what do you think we do for fun?” 
 
    Bob couldn’t imagine. He had never been rich. 
 
    “We fuck each other over. If Sam has a beautiful wife we all try to make love to her, behind his back, in front of his face, whenever and wherever. If Martha has a lover we try to suborn that lover to our own affairs. If Charles is a stud, we try to get him drunk and bend him over a barrel. Making a stud into a sissy is one of our favorite sports.” 
 
    “And this helps me how?” 
 
    “You will become famous among our society as the greatest stud. You will become sought after, people will throw money at you for a chance to experience your penis.” 
 
    “But once it becomes known that I’m really not that much down there…” 
 
    “Don’t you worry about that. You see, I have a plan.” 
 
    At that moment Charles was coming down the hallway. He stepped past the two on the steps. “I’ll see to dinner.” 
 
    “Charles?” 
 
    He turned on the steps below Cal and Bob. His dick was still long, even soft it was massive, and it was two feet in front of Bob. Bob’s eyes were almost crossed as he contemplated that huge missile of meat. Why had the Gods been so cruel? 
 
    “You were very mean to Bob in the bedroom. You made him feel terrible.” 
 
    Charles smiled insincerely, “I do apologize.” 
 
    “Not enough,” murmured Cal sweetly. 
 
    “Oh, no,” muttered Charles. 
 
    “That’s right. Spread your legs.” 
 
    “Here? I might fall down the stairs.” 
 
    “You might. Now spread.” 
 
    Gulping, yet looking strangely excited, Charles spread his legs. 
 
    “Bob, as amends for his scurrilous behavior, Charles is giving you one punch to his balls. 
 
    Bob stared at Cal. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “One punch, to his apples. Make sure your fist is tight. Men have hurt their hands on those wonderful globes.” 
 
    “You’re kidding.” 
 
    “Actually, I’m not. You see, Charles, for all his magnificence, has a profound weakness. He likes pain.” 
 
    Bob looked up at Charles. 
 
    “Yes, Bob. I hate to say it, but the greater the pain the more I love it. I have been kicked and punched by the best. I daresay your little attempt will merely titillate me.” 
 
    Such proud words, yet Charles was gulping and his chin was up. 
 
    Bob stood up. He looked up at Charles, over to Cal, who nodded, and back to Charles. 
 
    Bob was not a vindictive man. He was a kind man, a man who had learned to live with his short comings, and to view mankind in kind lights in spite of the way he had been treated. 
 
    But Charles testicles hanging down behind that gargantuan piece of meat… 
 
    “Charles, hold your penis up. Give Bob a target.” 
 
    Charles was really gulping now, and he gripped his king dong and held it up. 
 
    Bob stared at the huge baseballs. He had never touched a man there before, but now, he couldn’t help himself, he reached out and poked Charles left testicle, the bigger one. 
 
    It was soft and spongey for an inch, then it was hard. 
 
    Cal sat to the side on the steps, smiling, anticipating. “Come now, Bob. You know you want to, and Charles will really enjoy this. Won’t you, Charles.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    So Bob did it. He wound up an arm, swung it, and smacked Charles right in the testicles. 
 
    It was like hitting a speed bag, the large balls swung back hard, then returned as if for another punch. 
 
    Another punch wasn’t needed. Charles gasped and grabbed his package. His knees hit the step above the one his feet were on. He bent over, crumpled to the side, and began to roll down the steps. 
 
    Cal was almost screaming with laughter. Bob was stunned. He had actually punched Charles in the nuts! What had possessed him? 
 
    But, looking at Cal, laughing so hard she was doubled up on the stairs, he knew. 
 
    This woman was wicked, but…she was wicked in the most wonderful way. 
 
    Charles came to a stop at the bottom of the steps.  He was bent over. One hand was massaging his nuts, the other hand was stroking himself. 
 
    Cal watched for a few seconds, then called down, “Don’t you dare cum!” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.’” And he stopped stroking. He wasn’t able to get to his feet, however. 
 
    “Nice punch, Bob,” he murmured over his pain.  
 
    Cal stood up. “Yes, Bob, that was a beautiful punch. Tell me, do you like pain?” 
 
    “No.” That was an easy one. 
 
    Cal smiled, then when you are tested be firm. Explain that you don’t like pain, and the members of my little society will respect your wishes. If you’re sincere. Unfortunately, when you put pain and sex together, it becomes quite heady. You may find it difficult to be sincere. But I’ll leave that up to you.” 
 
    At that, Cal led the way down the stairs. She reached Charles and toed him gently. “Hurry with the dinner, Charles.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
     
 
    Dinner was a quiet affair. Charles served, and Cal sat at the head of the table. Bob was invited to sit next to her, and she lectured him as to how to behave with her friends. There were times he was to be polite and circumspect, and there were times when the rules went out the window. 
 
    She also spoke of the dungeon, and promised to take Bob there after his meal had settled. 
 
    Charles played the part of the butler, serving braised ribs, asparagus, mashed potatoes. And he gave Bob two scoops of ice cream, and Cal only one. 
 
    Cal snorted at that, but had a slight smile on her face. When Charles was in the other room she whispered, “Good punch, Bob.” 
 
    All of which really made Bob wonder. 
 
    What had he gotten himself into? 
 
    After dinner they all sat on the patio and enjoyed the sunset. It left Bob feeling relaxed and quite complacent. 
 
    “Well, Bob, would you like to see my dungeon?” 
 
    Charles jumped up. “I’ll be doing the dishes.” And disappeared. 
 
    Bob looked after him, then at Cal. “If it scares him that much then I don’t know.” 
 
    Cal stood up and took his hand. “Don’t let that old party pooper scare you. It’s just a dungeon.” 
 
    Cal led him through the house. She was wearing a long, translucent robe, tied in the front, which left nothing to the imagination. 
 
    Bob followed, eyes to her flesh, dazed by her abundant flesh and charms. 
 
    She led him into the closet, pushed on the back wall and it gave way. Down the short passage, and turned to the right. A short passage, down some stairs, and the atmosphere changed. It became…medieval. 
 
    Instead of wood and cement it became dank bricks. Instead of merely being a passage through the earth it became a route through time.  
 
    It was easy to imagine slaves and whips, debaucheries conducted by the Marquis de Sade, Torquemada in all his glory. 
 
    Another short passage and they arrived at the heart of Cal’s Inquisition. She stood, feet spread, arms folded under her ample breasts, and a look of pride upon her face. 
 
    “Behold, a place of ultimate truth.” 
 
    Bob stared in wonder. A large room, 30 by 40, with three cells at the end of the room, along the 30 foot wall. The cells had thick iron bars for prisoners to cling to and gaze in horror at the whippings and scourgings occurring in the big room. There were chains hanging from the wall on the right, and Bob could imagine prisoners hanging by their shackles, their arms being stretched until they gave way. 
 
    On the wall to the left were a series of different types of pillories. Pillories for the necks, the ankles and wrists, and even one for a cock. 
 
    On the main floor were devices. A rack, a Judas Cradle, various other items, and, in the center, a swayback bench. 
 
    The rack was easily understood. A bed of ropes upon which one lay until they were stretched to the breaking point. 
 
    The Judas Cradle was a pyramid with several ropes to help position he, or she, who wished to sit. Sitting the anus directly upon the point of the pyramid with no way off, the weight of one’s own body would provide pain a plenty. 
 
    The bench was innocuous compared to the other items, just four legs with little platforms for the knees and elbows, but it held a place of honor in the dungeon. 
 
    “My, God!” Bob blurted. 
 
    Cal smiled down at him. “Truer words never were spoken.” 
 
    She walked with him along the side of the room past the pillories. She described how each instrument worked. They reached the cells and she held the door open for him. He walked in and she closed the door. 
 
    Bob spun and jumped back to grip the bars. 
 
    “Do not be afraid, Bob,” whispered Cal, holding to the bars herself. 
 
    “I’m not,” he lied. 
 
    She chortled in a most sexual manner. “You lie, and I told you that this is the place of truth. But don’t be scared, for you are free to leave at any time. Even if we have you at death’s door, stretched on the rack or settled in for the night on the Judas Cradle, you say the word and we raise you from your marvelous torment and care for you. 
 
    “Has anybody ever died?” Behind the bars, Bob was suddenly having an erection. 
 
    Cal looked down and smiled. Then back up at him. “Mattiss came closest. He never submitted, seemed to look forward to his demise, and finally we stepped in. We rescued him from his own obsession with death. Alas, he has never forgiven us. He even refuses to come to our meetings. He does meet with us as individuals, but that is all.” 
 
    She seemed sad about that, then she grinned. “Would you like to come out? Would you like to escape your prison?” 
 
    Bob felt there were double meanings here, but he just nodded. In truth, he didn’t like being confined, and especially in such a classic setting. 
 
    Cal opened the door grandly, bowed and swept an arm. “Freedom is yours for the asking.” 
 
    Bob walked past her, then stopped. 
 
    The dungeon before him, the gloom and the chains, the instruments of torture which she claimed were escapable for the asking…he surprised himself by asking, “What is the point of torture if you just release somebody?” 
 
    Cal sighed. “Yes. Many ask that question. But we are no Philistine. We are enlightened. More, we are stoic. This is not merely a place to punish, but a place to divine whether the will can remain above the self.” 
 
    It sounded like gobbledegook to Bob, but Cal was obviously serious. 
 
    “Can you withstand the pain? Can you transmute it into pleasure? Can you rise above to the point of death? Mattiss could, but in spite of all our dalliances and sins…no one has come close to his sacrifice.” 
 
    They walked slowly along the wall as Cal talked, and she stopped at the last set of chains. She turned to Bob and smiled. “Stand against the wall, Bob.” 
 
    Bob looked at the wall, the chains that reached down low enough for his wrists to reach. 
 
    “These are the lowest chains, you won’t hang unsupported, though I daresay your length could use a little stretching.” 
 
    Yet she smiled as she spoke, and there was no threat to her words. 
 
    “Come, Bob. Try a little experiment. It’s over when you say it is.” 
 
    Bob didn’t want to, but there was a lure here, a testing of the soul, a call upon his ability to do what Cal said. 
 
    “Come. Step up on the block, turn your back and raise your arms. You won’t even be suspended, just placed at a disadvantage.” 
 
    Bob found himself stepping up on a cinder block, putting his back to the cold wall. He was wearing clothes, but the wall was rough and seemed to ignore the material. 
 
    Cal reached over him, placed his wrists in manacles, and snapped them closed. 
 
    He was trapped, he was strung up, he had no where to go. 
 
    Cal leaned against him. Taller than him, she forced her breast into his mouth. 
 
    Bob felt her nipple with his mouth, then she tickled him, hands on both sides of his rib cage. 
 
    Her laughed, and somehow found himself forced to suckle. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she whispered. 
 
    He sucked, hard, to the point of pain, but she just loved it. 
 
    Then she reached down and began pulling on his cock and balls. 
 
    Bob had just come a few hours before, but the combination of being imprisoned, the sexuality of Cal, the way she pulled on him, he was hard and ready to go. 
 
    But it would take some time. 
 
    “You see, Bob,” she whispered into his ear, “You see how easy it would be to succumb to a death such as this?” 
 
    “This is not death!” he protested. 
 
    “Not yet.” 
 
    She slid down his body, kissed his nipples dropped down to her knees. She sucked his tiny prick, deep throated him with ease and much to spare, and treated him to a tongue lashing such as he had never experienced. 
 
    Bob moaned, and the sound was amplified and alone in the cold dungeon. 
 
    For long minutes she coaxed him with her mouth, then she backed off and said, “I can get you to cum, Bob, but this close to your last adventure I will need to do something. Something you might not be used to, but something which will delight you in the end.” 
 
    Bob didn’t understand, but he wasn’t of a mood to think right then. He gulped and nodded and said, “Do it.” 
 
    “Whatever it is?” 
 
    “Okay…I need to get off!” 
 
    She put her mouth on him again, bobbed her head back and forth, and pushed a finger into him. 
 
    Bob opened his mouth: Protest? Delight? Horror? Something else? 
 
    And his seed spewed into her mouth. 
 
    His whole body arched, and he gave more semen than he had that afternoon. His mind blanked out and he was lost in some netherland of white lust. 
 
    And his world was forever changed. 
 
      
 
    The following night, Cal asked Bob, “How do you like your costume?” 
 
    Bob was dressed like a court jester. He had a diamond pattern tunic on, a short pink skirt, with black leggings. He had wore a full face mask. Under the mask, which was locked on, was tucked the beginning of a long wig. It curled down over his shoulders, and would resist the harshest of pulls. 
 
    “It is…odd.” 
 
    “I’ll bet,” Cal grinned. 
 
    Bob reached down and didn’t have to lift the skirt very high to reveal a thick sausage within the tights. To the common glance, or even the most astute observation, it looked like he had a cock longer than Charles. 
 
    It was quite fake. 
 
    “And people will be fooled by this?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You see, I’m going to bring you out late in the evening. Everybody will be drunk, they’ll bid on you, and you will be availed a chance to fuck those who would, in the normal world, laugh at you, sneer at you, and even fuck you over. But it is you who will be the fucker this time, and they will be the fuckee.” 
 
    “But won’t they be upset, maybe even beat me up?” 
 
    “Against the rules. One chooses one’s destiny on the dungeon equipment, not by animosity and brutality, no matter how deserved.” 
 
    “You keep speaking of rules, but it is hard to image when you are engaged in such…such…” 
 
    “Bestial activities?” 
 
    “I suppose.” 
 
    “I know, being called a beast is so inadequate compared to how we reveal our base natures. But…there it is.” 
 
    They were in Cal’s bedroom, and Cal was the first to see headlights coming up the drive. “They have arrived. Now you stay here and I’ll send Charles for you. When you descend the stairway only come halfway. Let the whole room see you, and when I tell you to lift your skirt…” she grinned. 
 
    Bob nodded, and Cal left the room. 
 
     
 
    Bob sat on her bed and watched headlights come down the long drive. There were over twenty cars, and most of them held two occupants, and many held more. 
 
    Bob was nervous. Cal had treated him honorably. A strange thing to say about somebody who had inserted their digit where you fidget, but…would all these people have the same sense of propriety? Would they respect a simple ‘no?’ 
 
    Bob thought not. 
 
    But until he had proof…he trusted Cal. 
 
    Downstairs he could hear music and laughter. A shipment of alcohol had arrived that morning, and it was a sure thing the crowd was whittling it down. Guzzling whiskey, imbibing champagne, gulping gin and vodka and rum and all manner of spirits. It was sure to be getting lively down there. 
 
    Finally, a couple of hours into the night, Charles came to the door and tapped. 
 
    “They’re ready for you, Bob.” 
 
    Bob walked next to Charles. 
 
    “It will be fine, Bob. Cal and I will be there, and you would be surprised at how gentle these people can in their thinking. They’ll fire an orphan and laugh, but in their own company they seem forced to present a genteel front. Marvelous liars, all of them.” 
 
    Charles descended first, stopped at the halfway mark and called out with a bull voice, “Your attention! May I present…” the crowd was now hushed. “BOB!” 
 
    Charles moved down a couple of steps and was positioned perfectly to stop any from ascending the steps. 
 
    Bob took the steps slowly, regally, as Cal had taught him. The crowd grew even more silent, and he felt a hundred pairs of eyes on him as he took his position. 
 
    And Bob looked at the crowd. Women in gowns. Women with bare tits. Men in tuxedos, with their dicks poking out. 
 
    A few had masks on, a couple of women were completely naked. 
 
    They all stared at him. 
 
    Charles intoned in a less loud but quite impressive voice: “Bob was an orphan, raised in the ghetto. He struggled for scraps. Day to day life was a fierce combat. Only by dint of a mighty weapon was he able to escape the fray.” 
 
    Cal stepped forward, “Only by a mighty weapon, ladies and gentleman. And it is your pleasure to see that weapon, if the price is right. Bob! Show us your cudgel!” 
 
    Bob raised his skirt and the crowd gasped. The outline of his giant dick was down the legging to the knee. It was huge, prodigious, and capable of being earth shaking. 
 
    “What am I bid, ladies, for this club so magnificent?” 
 
    “A thousand dollars,” chirped a lady with mammoth boobs and a tattoo of a battleship over one. 
 
    Cal: “With respect, Lady Worthington, we are talking about a weapon of war, a weapon that conquered ghetto gangs with a swat.” 
 
    “Two thousand!” 
 
    “Ha! I laugh in your face! Bob was taken to the Congo where he subdued a tribe of Zulus with that staunch cudgel tied to his thigh.” 
 
    “Aren’t the Zulu’s in South Africa!” 
 
    “A quibble from a jealous man!” shouted Cal. “Is your pride hurt, now that you know you are the lesser?” 
 
    The crowd chuckled at the back and forth. No one’s feelings were hurt, however, and the bidding kept rising. 
 
    “Five thousand!”  
 
    “Ten thousand!” 
 
    “You shame yourselves!” shouted Cal. “Do better or perhaps I will  turn Bob loose, right here in your midst, and he will slay your thighs with his righteous rage and about a gallon of cum!” 
 
    “Twenty thousand!” 
 
    “Twenty-five thousand!” 
 
    And so the bidding went. 
 
    The men who bid were ignored, and the women encouraged. There were no hard feelings for that, and the winning bid was “$90,000. 
 
    Bob was astounded. He was glad he was wearing a mask then, for his disbelief would have been obvious. 
 
    Then a robust woman with large ta tas and ample buttocks leaped up the stairs, picked Bob up, and ascended to the second floor. 
 
    The people all cheered, then went back to drinking, and wondering what was happening to Bob. 
 
    She carried Bob under her arm like he was a poodle. She ripped open the first bedroom door she came to and entered. She placed Bob on the floor and gloated. “All right, my buckaroo. Let’s see what you have to offer.” 
 
    Bob had been schooled as to what to say. “Undress yourself, milady, that I might become properly excited and show you my true length.” 
 
    Bob had been told that if he didn’t get the lady to a compromised position she might actually run out laughing and demand her money back. She wouldn’t get it, but that would end the joke. 
 
    Fortunately, the lady was hot and horny and a wee bit wet. 
 
    She was wearing blue silk with severe décolleté. She stripped off her dress, tossed aside the chiffon, and stood. 
 
    She was a mighty woman, indeed. She was wearing light colored nylons and garters. Her thighs were pudgy, and her face was wide, and her breasts overflowed from a corset that wasn’t adequate to the job. 
 
    Bob pushed her to the bed, “Spread your legs, milady. Let me see what you are built of.” 
 
    Giggling, the lady did as Bob commanded. 
 
    Bob, short enough so she couldn’t see over the edge of the bed, unrolled his tights, then leaped up and onto her. 
 
    She shrieked, expecting to be impaled on a pole, but was, instead, tickled with a pencil. 
 
    Bob rutted, tried to jam it in, but all he could do was feel her wetness. Maybe if she had been a little more slender herself, but as it was he was unable to penetrate, and she was unable to feel a thing. 
 
    “Wait! Wait!” She was breathless as she pushed him up and off. She stared at him. She gazed at his minuscule prick and put a hand to her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    There was anger there, and a ton of frustration, but, in the end, she giggled. “Oh, fuck! Is that really you?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Heysoos. You just tried to fuck me and you’re saying ‘ma’am?’ Call me Martha.” 
 
    “Yes, Martha. This is all of me.” 
 
    Martha began giggling then. Then laughing. Then shouting at the joke that had been played upon her. And for $90,000. 
 
    Downstairs people could hear her shouting, and understandably mistook her shouts for passion. 
 
    Upstairs Martha had grabbed Bob and put him in position. She adjusted her own position, and tried to take more of him into her. Then she turned over and invited him in the back door. 
 
    Bob, however, couldn’t do much more than tickle her. 
 
    He did, however, manage to squirt his own load. 
 
    Supremely frustrated, Martha finally grabbed him by the mask and pulled his face into her twat. Groaning in frustration she fucked his mask, and the long nose on it did wonders for her. In no time at all she was humping and pumping and climbing the mountain.  
 
    Behind the mask Bob felt like a worm in a bean. He was rattled and smashed and all he could smell was Martha’s cunt. 
 
    Yet, it wasn't bad. Just…unexpected. Later he would laugh at his initial shock at being face fucked. 
 
    But, Bob’s shock not withstanding, Martha came. She came in a moan and a groan and a tightening of her fat limbs that almost strangled poor Bob. 
 
    But she came. And she was happy. And wasn’t that the point of it all? 
 
    An hour later, Martha helped him be presentable again. She pulled his tights up and made sure it looked like the massive sausage tied to his leg was the real deal, then she led the way down the stairs. 
 
    She put on a wonderful performance. Staggering a bit, walking spread legged, wiping her brow. Then she turned at the bottom of the stairs and kissed Bob. 
 
    “Oh, thank you. Thank you. I can now go to my grave a satisfied woman!” 
 
    She left Bob there, and Bob ascended, and she descended, and the crowd swarmed her and asked about her liaison. 
 
    “It was wonderful, incredible. And he came so much! I never thought…I—“ 
 
     
 
    Later that night, actually the next morning, Cal tapped on Bob’s door. 
 
    “Come in.” 
 
    Cal slipped through the bars of moonlight coming through the windows and sat on Bob’s bed. 
 
    “You did wonderful, Bob. Here’s ten thousand dollars.” She placed a sheaf of bills on his bed table. 
 
    “Ten thousand?” 
 
    “Of course. You went above and beyond last evening. Charles says we can probably pull that off for another ten or twelve times before somebody reveals your secret. 
 
    Bob was stunned. 
 
    “Would you like to earn more?” 
 
    “More?” 
 
    He was truly flabbergasted, and Cal’s laughter tinkled merrily in the darkness. 
 
    “When you take on men you get twice as much. When I rent you out, for their pleasure, they will pay you well. Imagine, spending a week, playing at being a pony, or a dog, or maybe a girl…and if you get implants your price will go way up. I tell you, Bob, a year of this and you’ll be one of us, rich and jaded and looking for thrills. Does that prospect please you?” 
 
    She kissed him then, reached down and squeezed his manhood. Then, “Good night, dear Bob.” 
 
    And she left the room. 
 
    Bob sat up. He looked at the money. He shook his head, then he lay back down. 
 
    His dreams, that night, were the sweetest. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, Jason, we’re going to be so happy!” Amy gushed over the phone. She was a pert blonde with an ample topside and a round bottom. She had pixie blue eyes and was addicted to laughing. 
 
    “Honey, we’re going to be the happiest!” On his end of the phone Jason was feeling pretty good. He’d been a bit of a wild child, but those days were over. He was slender with an oval face and long, brown hair. Girls had always loved his soft and somewhat effeminate look, but, too bad for them, he was in love with Amy. 
 
    “And, by the way, I told Trixie and Donna you’d be there a day early to set things up. They’ll help you get everything ready.” 
 
    Panic gripped Jason by the gonads. 
 
    Trixie? And Donna? Both of them? 
 
    He tried not to stutter or bumble as he said, “Oh, I won’t need any help. It’s just a few tables and some decorations. They don’t have to—“ 
 
    “They want to. Besides, it’s too late now. They should be arriving within the hour.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Jason thought. Trixie and Donna were her besties. They were also conquests of Jason’s from the distant past. 
 
    He always meant to tell Amy, to come clean with her about having slept with her girlfriends. After all, it had all happened in the distant past. It was a couple of years ago, back in college, before he had even met Amy. 
 
    But somehow he had never gotten around to it, and now…oh, crap! 
 
    While he had been thinking his dire thoughts Amy had continued talking. 
 
    “What was that?” He asked, suddenly aware that she had said something important. 
 
    “I said they want to have a party tonight. Take you out for some fun and games. They promised to return you in good condition.” 
 
    “They want to go out…” now he was fumbling. 
 
    “Absolutely. They know you won’t have any friends up there till tomorrow, so they feel they need to give you a bachelor party. They might even give you a lap dance or two.” Amy was giggling, but Jason was getting scared. 
 
    “But I only want you on my lap!” He tried not to sound piteous as his voice started to whine. 
 
    “And I only want you. On my lap. Inside my lap. If you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, I do!” 
 
    Trixie and Donna? 
 
    “So you have a great bachelor party, but you’d better not let those girls squirt you.” 
 
    “Squi—squirt me?” His lip was trembling. 
 
    “Squirt you. That would be just like those two fiends. Make you have an accident and then what would you do on my wedding night? That would ruin everything.” 
 
    “Oh…yes…” His mind was turning round and round, trying to figure a way out of this. Maybe he should just leave, let them do the work and he could come back the next day, for the wedding. 
 
    “So you promise to be good?” 
 
    “Oh, of course! I’m true blue with a case of the flu!” 
 
    Amy giggled. “You’re so silly. Well, I’ve got to finish packing if I’m going to make my flight. So kisses, my love, and I’ll see you on our wedding day.” 
 
    “Ki-kisses. Yes. I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you. Bye!” 
 
    Click. 
 
      
 
    Jason closed his phone, and his hands and his legs were shaking. 
 
    He also had a big boner, which he always had after talking to Amy. She was the one girl who could excite him with just a word or two. Hell, if she just said ‘no,’ he’d be dripping for a week! 
 
    And she was going to be his. She was going to marry him. 
 
    He couldn’t believe his luck after being such a cad with women. 
 
    He was always known as the ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em boy.’ 
 
    He could have his way with any woman he ever met, and he had, and then he had met Amy. 
 
    But now Trixie and Donna were going to show up! 
 
    Oh, crap! He ran to his suitcase, threw it on the bed. He opened it and grabbed a change of underwear, his shaving kit, and closed the suitcase. He would go out to his car, drive into the woods, and show up tomorrow with some kind of excuse. 
 
    ‘Sorry, I had to identify a body!’ That would be a good one. Or maybe, ‘I stopped to get a cat out of a tree!’ 
 
    Yes, that would do it. He would rescue a cat on the way to identifying a body. He would be a hero, get sympathy, and nobody would be the wiser. 
 
    Immersed in such a muddle of frantic thoughts, Jason reached for the door knob. He turned it, pulled, and— 
 
    “JASON!” 
 
    “SNOOKIE POOKUMS!” 
 
    Trixie and Donna pushed into the room.  
 
    Trixie was a tall blonde with a triple F chest. She was a crossfit contestant, and her body was that of an Amazon. To add to that, she had a beautiful, chiseled face with curvy, red lips and green eyes. 
 
    Donna was a redhead whose chest was almost as big as Trixie’s. She practiced Brazilian Jujitsu, Muay Thai kickboxing, and was being considered for a spot in the UFC. 
 
    Jason didn’t have a chance. They pushed him right across the room and onto the bed. He lost his handful of underwear and his shaving kit as they piled onto him. 
 
    Trixie sat on his belly, pinned his arms down with her hands, and weight, on his wrists. She leaned forward, her mammoth chest pressing on his smaller one, and kissed him deeply. 
 
    He couldn’t help himself. He kissed her back. 
 
    To give him his due, he tried to avoid her mouth, but he couldn’t, and…her mouth was so delicious. 
 
    Meanwhile, he felt a tugging at his waist, then he realized that Donna was undoing his belt buckle!” 
 
    “Mmmm Mmm!” He got his mouth free. “Wait…don’t!” 
 
    “Don’t what?” asked Donna, and his cock popped free. 
 
    And it was still hard from talking to Amy. 
 
    “And what is this?” 
 
    She engulfed him with her mouth. 
 
    He tried to struggle. He tried to writhe, but whichever way he moved Donna stayed with him. 
 
    “Don’t! Don’t!” 
 
    Donna raised her head. “What’d he say?” 
 
    “Something about he loves it, do it some more.” 
 
    “No! I have to be true to Amy!” 
 
    Trixie sat back a little, took the pressure off his arms. 
 
    Donna let go of his worm and her head popped up and looked over Trixie’s shoulder. 
 
    “Did he say what I think he said?” 
 
    “Something about being true to Amy.” 
 
    “Who’s Amy?” 
 
    “My girlfriend! The girl I’m going to marry. I have to stay true to her!” 
 
    “Hunh!” grunted Trixie, letting go of Jason and moving back off his body. She took a moment to rub her snatch on his upright dong. 
 
    Jason tried to worm out of it, and was marginally successful. 
 
    Trixie sauntered over to the bar in the corner. She took out three glasses, scooped ice into them from a big pitcher. Then she reached into her suitcase and produced a big bottle of booze and a six pack of Coke. 
 
    Jason stood up on shaky legs. He tucked his weenie in, zipped up, and tried to act angry. 
 
    But how do you act angry when your pecker is throbbing a mile a minute? 
 
    Donna accepted her drink from Trixie, pushed Jason back on the bed, and sat in the chair next to the side table and considered him. 
 
    Jason started to get up, but Trixie put a drink in his hand and pushed him back again. She sat next to him, one leg folded under, and the other long stem dangling to the floor. 
 
    The three people sipped. Mmmm. 
 
    “I’ve got an errand to run,” explained Jason. 
 
    “Isn’t it amazing?” stated Trixie? 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Donna. 
 
    “I always loved Jason, he was the best in bed, and…he up and dumps me.” 
 
    Donna smiled. “I know what you mean. He took me for a ride, we had incredible sex, and then he leaves me. And then, two years later, he’s about to get married to our best friend.” 
 
    “That is an amazing coincidence.” 
 
    “Small universe.” 
 
    “So how come, Jason? How come you dumped me like a sack of cats into a river?” 
 
    Donna looked at her friend. “A sack of cats into a river?” 
 
    Trixie shrugged. 
 
    Donna turned back to Jason. “Yes. And how come you dropped me like I was roadkill on a Texas highway?” 
 
    Trixie snickered. 
 
    “Donna looked rueful. “Sorry, it was all I could think of.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Jason gets the idea. So how come, Jason?” 
 
    And Jason had had enough. He stood up, quaffed his liquor and said, “Look. You girls are unbelievable. The sex was fantastic. I like you more than anybody on the planet. But…I’m not trying to hurt your feelings…I didn’t feel what I feel for Amy.” 
 
    There was a moment of silence, and it was a respectful moment. Jason had, after all, for once in his life, been honest. 
 
    Trixie poured more drinks. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I have too much to do and I can’t go getting drunk.” 
 
    He took a step towards the door. He reached for the handle, turned and pulled, and Donna shoved the door with her foot—the doorknob slipped out of his grip—and it slammed shut. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Apology accepted,” grinned Trixie, placing a drink in his hand. Then she backed him up to the bed and sat him down. “But that doesn’t mean we don’t have a few things to say to you.” 
 
    “That’s right,” added Donna. “We have lots of things to say to you.” 
 
    “What kind of things?” asked Jason. 
 
    “Yeah, what kind of things?” echoed Trixie with a giggle. 
 
    “Well, for starters, you have to make it up to us.” 
 
    “Make what up?” 
 
    “What you did to us. Hurry up with that drink. We have to finish off this bottle.” 
 
    “But I didn’t do anything really mean to you…” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “You just left us high and dry.” 
 
    Trixie kept lifting the bottom of Jason’s glass, and he kept taking little glugs. 
 
    “That’s right. Dry and high.” Both girls giggled. 
 
    “Aw, come on. I left you messages.” 
 
    “Yeah, on Facebutt, where the world could see.” 
 
    “Did you know my sorority sisters mocked me for months? They called me the Facebutt slut! Do you know what it’s like being called the Facebutt slut?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…no…but…” 
 
    His drink was near done and Donna took his empty glass and placed another drink in his hand. 
 
    “So you have some mighty big amends to make up for the way you treated us.” 
 
    “Okay, I’m sorry. But I didn’t think anybody would get hurt.” 
 
    Trixie, mockingly: “Dear Trixie, we had a lot of fun, but I am going to join a convent now. Youj’ve ruined me for other women.” 
 
    “Uh…I said that?” 
 
    “In flaming digits. With emojis” 
 
    “He did that to you?” asked Donna. 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Well, you’re lucky. I found out I was dumped when I went over to his frat house and found a pair of my personal panties, embroidered with my name, tacked next to the front door with a message spray painted on them. ‘See ya.’ I tell ya, I heard the boys patted my panties…which was my ass in shymbolism…every time they went through the front door.” 
 
    “He did that to you?” 
 
    “He did!” 
 
    The two girls stood in front of the bed, Jason trapped on the edge of the bed by their imposing appearance and large boobs. 
 
    “Well, Jason. What do you have to say for yourself?” 
 
    Jason knew he was done for now. He looked down and mumbled. “I’m sorry. What can I do to make it up?” 
 
    “Now he’s talking.” Trixie slurred her words slightly. Donna turned and mixed another drink. 
 
    “Yeah, he’sh talking.” 
 
    Jason was feeling a bit woozy, too. They had really been pushing the booze into him. 
 
    “I’ll do anything. Just…just don’t tell Amy?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, and the look was one of delight. They suddenly realized that they had Jason over a barrel. 
 
    “That’s right. He doesn’t want little Amy to know what a cat he is.” 
 
    “Cad.” 
 
    Yeah. That, too.” She turned to Jason, “Well you listen to me, bubble butt—“ 
 
    Jason blinked. Things weren’t making sense. 
 
    “—we’re going to have our way with you, and when we’re done…” 
 
    “Yeah! We’re done!” 
 
    “When we’re—“ 
 
    “Wait a minute!” Jason stood up, and was promptly pushed back down. 
 
    “Wait? For what?” Donna looked a little confused. 
 
    “My days of being a lecher are over! My days of mistreating women are done! I’m going to be a married man! So I can’t go around fucking the likes of you just because you’re holding a bag of cats over my head!” 
 
    “He’s got a bag of catsh?” 
 
    “I think that’s a finger of speech.” 
 
    “I promised Amy I would be true blue with the flu, that I wouldn’t squirt. That I wouldn’t fuck anybody but her. My little tootshie…” 
 
    He was growing maudlin. 
 
    “Yeah?” Trixie snarled. “Take off your pants!” 
 
    “What? No! Didn’t you hear what I said?” 
 
    “I heard, but I just got to see you prove it.” 
 
    “Prove what?” 
 
    “That you ain’t got a boner for us. If you gotsh a boner then you ain’t so true blue like a fool.” 
 
    “Of course I got a boner! You girls have manhandled me, and shoved your tits in my face….why wouldn’t I have a boner? But I still want to be true to—AHHH!” 
 
    The girls leaped onto him.  
 
    Jason tried to push them off him, but he stood about as much of a chance as a pygmy in a basketball game. Unless the other players were pygmies. Which, in this case, they weren’t. 
 
    Trixie and Donna weighed the same as him, and they were both trained athletes, and Donna even knew jujitsu holds. 
 
    Trixie punched him lightly in the groin and when he cried out and doubled over Donna put him in an armbar. 
 
    “Lemme go!” Jason cried out weakly, turning pale and thinking about puking. 
 
    “You fucked us over, Jason, so it’s about time we fucked you. Over. That is.” 
 
    “But I promised Amy!” 
 
    And that was the only thing that stopped the two women from ripping his clothes off and having their way with him. 
 
    Trixie sat back and pondered. Donna relaxed her hold enough so that Jason’s arm didn’t come out of the shoulder. 
 
    “That is a quarry.” 
 
    “You mean a Quandary?” 
 
    “Yeah. That, too.” 
 
    “So what are we going to do with Jason? We got to have our revenge!” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You could let me go and we could all be fr—URK!” 
 
    Donna relaxed again, and Jason told himself to be quiet. 
 
    “I think we need to…” then Trixie stopped talking. She laid back on the bed and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    “What do you…oh…” 
 
    Trixie had passed out. Her open eyes stared at the ceiling and she gave a mighty snore. SHNONK! 
 
    “Can you let me go?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “But I promise to stay right here and work it out with you girlsh.” 
 
    “Thatsh what I like about you, Jashon, you’re full of shit.” 
 
    “No! I shwear!” 
 
    “Shush up. We’re going to wait right here for Trixie to wake up, then we’re going to settle this onesh and for all.” 
 
    Jason lay back. He was totally under her grip, and he had a big boner, but if he could wait a minute Donna might go to sleep to, and then he could make his escape. So he lay there. 
 
    Slowly, Donna relaxed her grip. Then let go. 
 
    Unfortunately, Jason was already asleep. 
 
      
 
    Jason had a drunken dream. He dreamed he was driving a clown car in a circus, and an endless line of women were climbing into the car. All his old girlfriends, laughing and giggling, and the car got more and more crowded, and he was naked, and the women all reached around his body, over his shoulder and through his legs, and fondled his cock. 
 
    He thought about cumming, if he could just get them to grip him a little harder, stroke him, suck on him…but the touches were strong but fleeting, and he couldn’t quite, he couldn’t quite… 
 
    “There.” 
 
    Jason’s eyes opened up. 
 
    “Oh, shit,” he groaned, feeling his head. 
 
    “Just in time, too. Wake up, Jason. It’s time to pay the price for all your philandering.” 
 
    Jason opened his eyes and stared. 
 
    Trixie and Donna were standing by the side of the bed and looking down on him. 
 
    “What…what is happening?” 
 
    “You aren’t, and that’s for sure.” Trixie leaned down, and grabbed his groin. 
 
    But…though he could feel his dick moving, he couldn’t feel her hand! 
 
    He raised his head, his eyes opened in horror, and he said, “No!” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    His cock was imprisoned. It was in a chastity tube.  
 
    “No!” He rolled over and tried to pull the tube off, but all he succeeded in doing was stretching his balls out. And painfully. 
 
    “Let me out of this thing!” 
 
    The girls laughed, slapped each other on the back, which caused their ample bosoms to jiggle like overfilled bowls of Jello, and…laughed. 
 
    Jason stood up. His pants were pulled down and his shirt pushed up. His cock, his once might cock, was now squashed into a little tube. 
 
    And it didn’t like it! 
 
    It kept trying to get hard. It wiggled and pressed against the plastic, and bits of his flesh protruded from little portholes on the thing. 
 
    Jason moved about the room. First he would try to shove his nuts through the space between the ring and the tube, then he tried to pull his weenie out, all his efforts resulted in was more and more frustration. 
 
    Trixie and Donna were laughing harder and harder. 
 
    “You didn’t want to cum! Now you don’t have to!” 
 
    The girls collapsed on the bed, holding each other, hysterical. 
 
    Jason stopped his antic finally. He turned to the girls, and his mouth opened. They were kissing each other. 
 
    “Mmm. I’d forgotten how delicious you are.” 
 
    “I sure wish you had a prick.” 
 
    “Jason does.” 
 
    And they stopped kissing and went into gales of laughter again. 
 
    “You’ve got to let me go,” he whispered. 
 
    They sat up and considered him, their faces wreathed in smiles. “But, Jason, you wanted to be true blue and have the flu. Now you don’t have to worry about it.” 
 
    “But…I need to pee!” 
 
    “So sit down, like a little girl.” 
 
    “And don’t forget to blot when you’re done.” 
 
    Again, they collapsed in laughter. After a long minute, and a couple of soulful kisses, the two girls sat up. 
 
    “You should be glad, Jason, now you won’t even be tempted. And we can give the key to Amy as a wedding present.” 
 
    “Yeah, with a note saying ‘Do not open till Christmas!” 
 
    Again with the laughter. 
 
    Jason sat down in a chair. He hadn’t pulled his pants up and he looked at the contraption on his dingus.  
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But what, Jason, don’t you know that—“ 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK! 
 
    The girls squealed happily and Trixie leaped for the door. 
 
    Jason struggled to pull his pants up, and got them to his knees when the door was opened!” 
 
    “Anna! Diane!” 
 
    Two more girls entered the room. There was a flurry of bouncing breasts and hugs and jiggling boobs and kisses and it was like Jason was stuck in a room with a troop of boobs on a trampoline. 
 
    Then the two newcomers noticed Jason. 
 
    Sitting on a chair, his pants half pulled up, his cock—in a cage—on display. And everybody began to laugh all over again. 
 
    The four girls laughed and slapped their knees and held their bellies and rolled on the floor. 
 
    “That’s our Jason!” 
 
    “Jason! What’s that you’re wearing?” 
 
    “His face is so red!” 
 
    “His cock is so tiny in there, but it’s cute!” 
 
    Jason shrunk back, wished he could shrink through the wall and disappear. 
 
    Anna had been on the college basketball team. There had been talk of her turning pro, but the only thing that stopped her was that her boobs were too big. She would have had to get a breast reduction to stay competitive with the pro players, and she wasn’t about to do that! She had stayed in shape, however, and changed her interests. She was working hard to break into women’s professional wrestling. She wanted to be the new ‘Chyna,’ she wanted to be a wonder of the world, a natural wonder of the world, and she needed her breasts to do that. 
 
    Diane was the fourth girl, and she was nothing like her friends. She had tiny, little…wait a minute! Her boobs weren’t small any more! She had had A cups, which was pretty flat, but now…she had the largest breasts of any girl in the room!” 
 
    Jason stared at her boobs. 
 
    The four girls snickered.  
 
    Diane said, “Hey, Jason, how do you like me now?”  
 
    She hefted her massive bosoms and grinned over them at him. 
 
    “What…how…what…” 
 
    “I became a doctor. Among doctors. And I practice plastic surgery.” She turned to the other three women. “Did you girls know that Jason dumped me because, as he said it, ‘I want a girl with big, fat titties! Not some shrunken little walnuts.” 
 
    Now the girls turned serious. After all, this was not a man sneaking into the darkness because he couldn’t satisfy a woman, this was a man with a serious problem! 
 
    “He said that to you?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    Jason didn’t say anything, just stared at her massive mounds and gulped. 
 
    “And that made me decide to get the biggest I could get. How do you like them, Jason?” 
 
    Jason couldn’t speak. He was stunned speechless. Then he bent over. His cock’s reaction to her boobs was so severe he thought he was going to pass out from the pain. 
 
    Then Trixie said, “I know! Let’s all get drunk!” 
 
    The four women cheered, did some more of that bouncing and kissing and hugging thing, and even pulled Jason to his feet and bounced and kissed and hugged him. 
 
    Then they pushed Jason back onto the bed and another bottle was opened, and the party really started. 
 
    Booze was poured, booze was poured down throats, and Jason waited for a chance to escape. 
 
    There would be no escaping this crowd, however. With four eagle-eyed woman, all of whom outweighed him and knew combative arts and were professional athletes, he didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    Time after time he was shoved back down on the bed. Given more booze, and he went from being forced to drink to being happy to drink. 
 
    Really, he wanted to sink into oblivion and forget his troubles. 
 
    Then the girls began comparing the way Jason had dumped them. Jason had to listen to descriptions, and the emotional upset, of Donna and Trixie, who he had Facebutted and panty shamed. Then Anna told her sad story of woe. 
 
    “I thought Jason was the love of my life. He was so good in bed, great penis…” she lifted up his caged cock and giggled, “Not like now.” 
 
    All the girls roared at that. They seemed to take an undue pleasure in the way his little worm squirmed so helplessly. 
 
    “Then I show up in his dorm one day, open the door to greet my great love, and he was ass up, balls down, cock sunk into the slit of that slut of all sluts, Mamie Van Snorkins!” 
 
    The other girls gasped and held their hands to their mouths. 
 
    “Not Mamie!” 
 
    “But she was the skankiest! 
 
    “Apparently Jason has great taste…in me…and you girls, of course…but no taste beyond us!” 
 
    “Mamie Van Snorkins,” the girls shook their heads so hard their boobs jiggled. Not that it would take much shaking to get their boobs to jiggle. 
 
    “She was a cow!” 
 
    “And that’s insulting to all cows!” 
 
    Which statement, of itself, was probably the harshest indictment one could make of the slut known as Mamie Van Snorkins. For women, especially women of breeding, such as these four college friends were, to speak of another women in such terms…it revealed just how lowly a snatch Mamie Van Snorkins was. 
 
    Then Diane cleared her throat. 
 
    The laughter stopped and everybody looked at Diane. 
 
    Diane was sitting on a chair, watching the partying, and she had grown increasingly silent. While the others had become merrier, she had become seriouser and seriouser. And now she spoke. 
 
    “We sit here and we laugh. We all love Jason, and he betrayed us all. And now he is in a position to betray our best friend, Amy, even more.” 
 
    “Wait a minute, I said I’m sorry!” Jason blubbered. He tried to get off the bed but Trixie reached between his legs, gripped his package and pulled him back. 
 
    “I tell you girls, we not only need to get our pound of flesh…” 
 
    Jason clung to his balls and looked fearfully about, “…but we need to make sure that Amy never suffers such as we did.” 
 
    “I would never…” 
 
    “Shush, Jason,” Donna said, stuffing her boob into his mouth. “The grown ups are speaking.” 
 
    “So I propose that we mete out to Jason some of his own medicine, in a manner of speaking.” 
 
    The girls clapped their hands in glee. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    “Tell us what you’ve got in mind!” 
 
    Diane edged forward on her chair. She said, “As you know, I am a doctor. A plastic surgeon, and I specialize in breast implants.” 
 
    The girls began to get it then. Realization burst over their faces like dawn over the Rockies. 
 
    “You mean…” 
 
    “Give Jason…” 
 
    “Do you have a big enough pair?” 
 
    Diane smiled. “I have enough to gift Jason a great pair of Vacation Boobs.” 
 
    The four women turned and stared at Jason. 
 
    Trixie, who he had caused to be called the Facebutt Slut, stared at him. She was a wondrous pair of breasts, a sweet face, and an expression of anticipated wrath. 
 
    Donna, whose panties he had posted next to the front door like a hunting trophy, and every man on campus being able to pat her ass when entering the dorm. The look on her face, sheer avarice, a desire for revenge which the world had never seen. 
 
    Anna, who he had hurt the most by being caught with his dick in (choke) Mamie Van Snorkins! A woman who was adjudged to be a cow by her own kind! 
 
    And that left Diane. Diane who he had once insulted for having tiny breasts, and who now had the largest breasts in the room, and who was smiling such as the Marquis de Sade must have smiled when the first virgin crossed his threshold. 
 
    “No,” said Jason, trying to push back on the bed now. “No! You can’t do that! It’s beyond cruel! It’s against the laws of God and Man!” 
 
    The girls licked their lips. Their red, plump, full lips. 
 
    “You can’t just take a man and…and…” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “After all, that man got me called the Facebutt Slut!” 
 
    “My ass was patted by every man on campus! 
 
    “He fucked Mamie Van Snorkin over me!” 
 
    And Diane just smiled. She of the walnut chest. And she said. “Hold him down, girls. I’ll get my medical bag.” 
 
    Jason tried to fight, but he was no match for the girls. 
 
    Trixie used her muscle to pick him up and body slam him on the bed. Donna gripped his dick in a ‘dicklock’ and turned him over. 
 
    Anna dug thorough his suitcase and found several ties and fastened him to the posts of the bed. 
 
    Diane opened up her medical bag, held up a syringe, and grinned. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” Jason protested. 
 
    Trixie sat down next to his head. 
 
    He looked up at her. “Tell them, Trixie! They can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “Aw, poor Jason. Hoist on his own petard.” 
 
    Donna asked, “What is a petard?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but that’s what you say in situations like this.” 
 
    “I think it’s like a retard, but I could be wrong.” 
 
    “You’re close enough,” smiled Dianne, patting Jason’s head. 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Jason, you seem to think we are mean and brutal, sort of like a man who dumps girls and laughs away.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “But we’re not.” 
 
    “You’re not?” 
 
    “Oh, no. We’re going to give you a choice.” 
 
    “We are?” asked Diane, tilting her head. 
 
    Trixie just nodded and continued. “You see, when the love of your life arrives tomorrow, we could just sit her down and tell her how mean you’ve been to all of us. We could tell her and being a Facebutt Slut and Mamie Van Snorkins and everything. Tell me, Jason, how long do you think she’d stay with you? Do you think she’d actually go through with the wedding?” 
 
    Jason moaned. His emotional turmoil was extreme. 
 
    “Or, you could ask us to give you breasts, and let us play with you all night, and tomorrow, Diane could simply extract the fluid she is about to put in your chest—you can do that with vacation boobs, can’t you?” 
 
    Diane was frowning, she didn’t know where this was going, but she said, “I could.” 
 
    “You see, Jason, we can either tell the truth to your girlfriend, no matter the cost to you, or you could ask Diane to give you boobs and let us treat you like one of us. You could drink and party all night, just like one of the girls. So which would you choose?” 
 
    Jason looked around wildly. 
 
    The girls were grinning. Even Diane was grinning. She would get to give him tits, but then, in spite of anything she might want to the contrary, she would take them back. 
 
    He would be safe, able to marry the love of his life, and free forever from these…these…bitches! 
 
    “Well, Jason?” 
 
    “What’s it going to be, Jason?” 
 
    “You’re going to be the slut. You’ll get to marry Amy, but every time you look at one of us you will remember the night that you were the slut.” 
 
    And, Jason didn’t know who said it, but: “You’re going to be our own Mamie Van Snorkins for a night.” 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    With a deep sob, Jason nodded, and the cheers rose up.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    For the next couple of hours, the longest hours in Jason’s life, Diane made marks around his pectorals and made injections. 
 
    The other three girls sat and drank, and made sure Jason had enough to drink, and made critical remarks. 
 
    “They won’t sag, will they? We want them to be real pointers!” 
 
    “He’s going to need a bra.” 
 
    One of them went out to a bra shop and brought back a 1950 bullet bra. The girls took turns trying it on, and finally tossed it over Jason’s face. 
 
    Diane injected syringe after syringe of boob juice into him. His chest grew bigger and bigger. He kept raising his head to see how much bigger they were getting. 
 
    Diane kept pushing his face back. “Not yet, lover.” 
 
    “Look how hard his nipples are!” 
 
    “He’s really loving this!” 
 
    “You know, we’re going to have to get him underwear.” 
 
    “An outfit.” 
 
    Then Trixie began giggling. “We need to put him in one of our bridesmaid dresses.” 
 
    “I had to have a seamstress let mine out,” Donna said, then, at the looks from her friends, “for my boobs, you ghouls! But I have an extra dress.” 
 
    “He’s going to have bigger boobs than you!” 
 
    “I’ll let him wear the bigger one. I can let my tomatoes be squeezed for a couple of hours.” 
 
    The dress was brought in and the girls oohed and ahed.  
 
    Jason turned his head sideways and stared at the bridesmaid’s dress.  It was white and frilly and had severe décolleté. 
 
    His chest might be inflating, but his heart was deflating. 
 
    Dianne noted his look and chuckled. 
 
    And his boobs grew bigger and bigger. 
 
    Finally, “Well, I’d like to go bigger, but we’ve reached his capacity.” 
 
    The girls all gathered around the bed and stared at Jason. 
 
    They had never untied him, it made for an easier operation, and he lay naked. 
 
    His boobs were truly monumental. They were as big as any of the boobs in the room, and bigger than most. 
 
    “His skin is so thin. Look, you can see blood pulsing underneath.” 
 
    “That’s what keeps his nipples so erect.” 
 
    “He really loves this. Look at how his cock is struggling to get hard.” 
 
    The girls felt his boobs, and one of them held his balls and the cage and turned it this way and that. 
 
    Jason groaned. He might not have wanted this, but things were happening inside him. 
 
    First, the chastity tube was making him more horny than he had ever been in his life.  
 
    Second, he could feel his chest, so big, so…beautiful. 
 
    Jason was a boob man, he always chose girls with big chests whenever he had the chance. 
 
    Now…now he had the big boobs that he had always coveted. Had them for more than just reach out and grab. Had them for…himself. On himself. 
 
    It was turning him on so much his cock was getting hard inside the cage and stretching his balls down. 
 
    “Look at his cock,” Diane muttered. 
 
    The girls stared as his penis pushed out, was squeezed painfully, and his balls tugged in the ring. 
 
    “Now, remember, girls, avoid sharp objects. I’ve made Jason as big as I can, and the skin is very tight. Even a little prick might have disastrous consequences.” 
 
    “He’s got a big prick, now.” 
 
    “Not that kind of a prick, you cow!” 
 
    “Says the woman who made a new Mamie Van Snorkin!” 
 
    They all giggled. 
 
    Diane sighed. “Just remember what I said, I don’t want any accidents. We don’t want his chest to explode.” 
 
    With that the girls untied Jason, and helped him sit up. They quickly wrapped a bra around his chest and fastened it. 
 
    Jason stared down at himself. It was like standing at the top of a ski slope and seeing acres of white curves. 
 
    Oh, Heysoos,” he whispered. 
 
    Trixie nudged Donna and pointed at Jason’s face with her chin. 
 
    Jason was smiling. 
 
    And his cock was fighting the chastity tube and winning. 
 
    And he was actually dripping. 
 
    “All right girls,” Dianne clapped her hands. “I have to clean up, and you ladies need to clean Jason up.” 
 
    From standing around and staring at Jason’s boobs in awe, the girls snapped into action. 
 
    Medical instruments were put away. The bed was made. And Jason was pulled over to a small writing desk. 
 
    The writing desk was facing a window, and the drapes were drawn back. Potions and ointments, tubes and brushes, everything that could make a woman beautiful was placed upon the table. 
 
    Jason looked at his reflection in the window glass. 
 
    He had always had a soft face, even a bit effeminate. He wore his hair long, and now, with a massive chest…he could see it. He could see himself as a woman. 
 
    Oddly, that didn’t upset him. If anything, it made his cock harder. 
 
    “Okay, Jason, we’re going to need to get rid of all your ugly body hair. 
 
    They made him stand up again and they sprayed his body with a Nair type of goop that turned into a gel. They smoothed the stuff into all his nooks and crevices, and especially around his groin. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later it was starting to burn, and he was pushed into the shower. And the girls all went with him. 
 
    They had had to take his bra off when they put the goop on him, and they made sure to act as his bra, holding his tits up with their soft hands. Which meant that had plenty of opportunity to flick his nipples and even suck on them. 
 
    Out of the shower and they dried him off. Then they put his bra back on, which felt good—those suckers were heavy! 
 
    Then back to the writing table. 
 
    Each of the girls took a hand or a foot and they painted his nails, giving him long fake nails on his fingers. The smell of the paint was pungent, but somehow enjoyable. He sniffed, and his cock throbbed, and he dripped more and more. 
 
    “He’s liable to drip out his whole load at this rate,” murmured Trixie. 
 
    “Nah. That’s just pre-cum. He can drip like that all day.” 
 
    “Not in the dress he can’t!” 
 
    “We’ll give him a pad.” 
 
    “No, give him a tampon.” 
 
    They all thought that was hilarious, but Jason just sat and endured and his face turned redder than a sunburned tomato. 
 
    “Let’s wash his hair, then we can make him up while his hair dries.” 
 
    It was agreed upon, and Jason felt dozens of fingers washing and smoothing through his hair. 
 
    “He’s got nice hair.” 
 
    “Curls better than mine.” 
 
    They put big curlers in his hair, tilted his face back slightly, and went to work on his face. 
 
    “Such beautiful skin, Jason. You sure you weren’t born a girl?” 
 
    “I’ve got a dick!” he snapped back. 
 
    “That little thing? Ha!” 
 
    Jason turned even redder, and the girls all kept up the banter and kept making him up. 
 
    His face was cleansed and primed, blushed and bronzed, and the foundation was applied. 
 
    “Your skin loves make up, Jason.” 
 
    Jason said nothing. 
 
    They colored his eyes, mascara-ed him and curled his lashes. Then, the pièce de résistance, they applied lipstick. 
 
    Jason stared at the window as they took the curlers out of his hair. 
 
    He was changed. He was transformed. There was no way anybody could mistake him for a man. 
 
    “But you can undo all this before Amy arrives?” 
 
    “We can,” the four girls smiled as they stood behind Jason and watched him watch himself. 
 
    Behind each of their backs they crossed their fingers. 
 
      
 
    Jason would have stayed in his room for the rest of his life, but the girls would have none of that. They linked arms, got behind him, and walked him out of the room. 
 
    Five, big, buxom girls. All pretty and made up, and one of them wearing a bridesmaid dress. 
 
    The location chosen for Amy and Jason’s marriage was a huge hall. It was back in the National Park, had ample parking, and was made of timbers and planks. 
 
    It was a wonderful site, and since it was the off season they got it for a song. The only stipulation being that they provided their own labor—the staff was off for the winter—and do their own decorations, cooking, and so on. 
 
    Which was fine with Amy because she had lots of friends, and for girls there is nothing so much fun as preparing for a wedding. 
 
    So the four girls walked the fifth girl down to the hall and began working. They hauled trash, cleaned, polished, set up tables, and, of course, imbibed. 
 
    All afternoon they sampled the suds, hard stuff, beer, they even broke into the champagne set aside for the reception. 
 
    For the girls it was fun, easy, and a chance to giggle and tell tales. 
 
    For Jason it wasn’t so easy. First, they insisted on him doing the heavy lifting. If there was a ladder to be climbed then he was the designated climber. If something heavy had to be moved, he moved it. 
 
    And he did it all in high heels. 
 
    That’s right. The girls had locked a pair of strappy high heels on his feet, and they guffawed endlessly as he slipped and tripped and fell awkwardly.  
 
    Then they would help him up, run their hands over his nylons and feel his boobs, and tell him not to be so clumsy. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t bad enough, his dick just would not settle down. It stretched out, poking the chastity tube out and pulling on his balls. 
 
    And the girls laughed all the harder, and they took advantage of every moment to feel him up, to pat his ass, and to call him ‘Mamie.’ 
 
    “Come on, Mamie! Let’s get that bunting up!” 
 
    “Bring the ladder over here, Mamie!” 
 
    “Bend over, Mamie! Let me see that fat ass!” 
 
    To which Jason would mutter, “My ass ain’t so fat.” 
 
    Still, it was fun, and even though Jason hated it, he loved it. Prancing around like a fairy, having big, old titties, it was the dream of every good, old boy, and he was living it. 
 
    Finally, the job was done. The hall was decked out for a top notch wedding, and the five women sat in chairs around one of the big round tables and sipped their liquor. 
 
    “He makes a pretty good woman…for a man,” observed Trixie. 
 
    Jason blushed. 
 
    “What should he wear for the wedding tomorrow?” 
 
    Jason’s eyes went big. 
 
    “Put some chiffon under the dress…” 
 
    “More make up. Maybe a bit goth.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    The girls all laughed. 
 
    “You know, we are missing out on something though,” observed Donna. “We’ve got Jason where we want him, he has to do anything and everything we say, we really should be doing more than just making him prepare his own wedding.” 
 
    “No,” muttered Jason. 
 
    “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Have you girls ever heard of the ‘fuckless fuck?’” 
 
    The girls exchanged blank looks. 
 
    Dianne, “I hope this isn’t a medical term, because I’ve never heard of it.” 
 
    “Jason, go stand in a corner.” 
 
    Jason didn’t want to. Jason whined and begged. Jason did as he was told. And he stared at the four women who bent their heads together, occasionally glanced at him, and whispered nefariously. 
 
      
 
    They took Jason upstairs, undressed him and told him to get on the bed. 
 
    “I don’t want to!” 
 
    “Lay down, honey,” giggled Trixie. “I think we love ya!” 
 
    The girls laughed riotously and used the ties to fasten Jason to the bed. Then they took off the chastity tube. 
 
    His cock sprung up, hard as steel, flicking off bits of pre-cum as it bobbed and throbbed. 
 
    “You aren’t going to fuck me, are you?” 
 
    Donna laughed. “He hopes. But no, Jason, we aren’t going to fuck you. We’re going to fuckless you.” 
 
    “Fuckless me?” 
 
    “You got it. Anna, you have the rubbers?” 
 
    Anna approached with a handful of rubbers. “These are de-sensitized rubbers,” Anna explained as she rolled one on. “That bit of lubrication will dull the nerves to make sure you don’t cum.” 
 
    “But…what are you…” 
 
    Donna was next, unrolling a second rubber on his hard cock. 
 
    Then Dianne and Trixie. 
 
    Rubber after rubber was unrolled onto him. A full half dozen of the de-sensitizing condoms. The accumulation of tightness squeezed his dick so hard that even if he had had full feeling, the tightness of the grip would have stopped him from cuming. 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “Making sure you don’t cum,” explained Trixie, as she threw a leg over him. 
 
    “Wait! No! I don’t want to fuck you!” 
 
    Trixie wiggled, found his dick too dry and rough to slide down on. “Get some lube in here, girls. He’s a rough rider!” 
 
    Hands inserted between his cock and her cunt and thick glops of lubricant made him more amenable. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Trixie grunted, taking the long slide to his balls. “Just like a I remembered, but better. 
 
    “That’s right,” cheered Donna, “No quick cums to ruin it for you. 
 
    Jason stared in horror as his ex-girlfriend rode up and down. Then she grabbed his boobs and licked his nipples. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he groaned. “Please don’t!” 
 
    Anna leaned over him and kissed his mouth. then: “What’s the matter, lover? Can’t cum?” 
 
    “No! But I—“ 
 
    She covered his mouth. “That’s good. Because we don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    The girls took turns, riding, laughing, slapping his face and his boobs (gently), and the minutes became an hour. 
 
    Jason was going insane. “This is cruel!” he cried. 
 
    “Is it worse than being the Facebutt Slut?” asked Tina. 
 
    “Or having your ass patted by all the men in college?”
“Or being called walnut tits?” 
 
    And, of course, “Is it worse than being Mamie Van Snorkin?” 
 
    Yes! Yes! I can’t cum! It hurts! Please!” 
 
    “Oh, it really hurts?” asked Dianne with concern. 
 
    “God, yes! It feels like I’m going to cum, but I can’t, and my shaft is stopped up and my balls feel like they’re going to bust!” 
 
    “Oh, that’s terrible. Girls! We should stop!” 
 
    Which caused much laughter because none of the girls had the slightest intention of stopping. 
 
    This was, after all, the man who had dumped them! 
 
    And so the night proceeded. 
 
     
 
    Jason could hardly walk the next morning. He was sore all over, and his groin felt like a big pulled muscle. 
 
    The girls, however, all felt happy and refreshed. They had all had multiple cums, and they were feeling happy and cheerful like they could do it all again. 
 
    Jason groaned as he slid his feet down the stairs, clutching the bannister, feeling like his body was going to come apart. 
 
    “He really looks bad,” whispered Trixie to Donna. 
 
    Donna just smothered a laugh and enjoyed the site of Jason hobbling. 
 
    He was still in his dress and high heels, and the girls had put the chastity tube back on him. They had fixed his make up, and Jason was getting worried. Aside from not being able to move, aside from feeling sore from the inside out, Amy was due to arrive at noon. And that left him only a couple of hours for him to be made into a male again. 
 
    They arrived at the hall and Donna went back to the kitchen to fix breakfast. The others sat at the round table and chatted. 
 
    Well, the girls chatted. Jason didn’t feel much like chit chat. 
 
    He kept looking at the clock on the wall and muttering. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Jason,” asked Dianne. 
 
    “The clock. It’s ten o’clock. You need to change me back.” 
 
    “Oh, we’ve got plenty of time left.” 
 
    “Heck, Jason, you should consider this a lifestyle change. Think how much Amy would like it if you were to remain a woman.” 
 
    Jason’s eye grew round with horror. “No!” 
 
    The girls all laughed, and Trixie reached over and fondled Jason’s tit. Then the unthinkable happened. 
 
    Donna came running out of the kitchen, ripping off her apron. “Amy’s here!” 
 
    Jason sprang to his feet. The girls all stood up and started talking. 
 
    “I just saw her car through the window!” 
 
    “What’ll I do!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, Jason, we’ll take care of you,” Dianne shouted. “Girls, take him up to the stage, use the back door and get him back up to his room. I’ll stall Amy!” 
 
    Jason hobbled across the hall towards the stage, the girls hurrying him along. 
 
    “Come on, Jason! Hurry!” 
 
    “Climb the stairs!” 
 
    He went up the short flight of stairs at the side of the stage. 
 
    “Through the curtains!” 
 
    Jason had been up on the stage the day before, he knew the general lay out, but it was now pitch dark. Somebody had covered the windows and drawn the thick, heavy drapes. 
 
    One of the girls grabbed his hands and led him. 
 
    Maybe if Jason had been fresh rested he wouldn’t have fallen for it. 
 
    Maybe if he hadn’t been fucked half to death the whole night before…but he wasn’t fresh rested, and he did fall for it. 
 
    The girl leading him pulled, kept him off balance. Other girls on each side of him. 
 
    “Careful, you’’re going to have to climb over some rugs.” 
 
    He felt the rugs with his knees, he crawled, and the girls helped him, and at the end of the rugs the girl pulling him stretched his hands out and pulled them down. They slipped into little half circles cut into what felt like wood. 
 
    And his head was pressed down until his neck was in another half circle cut into a big, thick plank. 
 
    Then the top half of the plank came down. 
 
    Jason was caught! 
 
    Click! He heard something being locked. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    And the lights went on. 
 
    Jason was laying on a stack of rugs, his hands and neck were forward, caught in the holes of a pillory. The three girls, then the fourth one, lined up in front of him. 
 
    “Let me go!” For a brief moment Jason thought it was all an accident. He was so tired he couldn’t think fast, and he didn’t suspect the girls, and then…it hit him. 
 
    “You did this.” 
 
    The girls commenced to laugh. And all the belly busting back slapping laugher of the past day was as nothing compared to this. 
 
    “Oh, Jason! You’re such a dope!” 
 
    “You’re a real Mamie!” 
 
    Tears rolled down his cheeks. He had been caught. He who was so smart, had been outsmarted. 
 
     
 
    The girls pushed the pillory, it was actually on wheels, away from the rugs, and Jason found himself hobbling along in it. 
 
    “Imagine our surprise when we found these stocks,” explained Donna. Apparently this place is rented by a bunch of nudists at the end of the summer, and people are free to stand in the stocks, if they have the courage.” 
 
    “And now you have the courage, Jason.” 
 
    “You’ve got to let me go.” 
 
    “Oh, we will, after you ask for something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “For us to take your virtue.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s only fair. After all, how many girls have you de-flowered, just to dump.” 
 
    “But…but that’s…” 
 
    “Are you going to tell us that it’s okay for men? But not for women?” 
 
    Actually he was, but he didn’t dare now. 
 
    “Amy’s not here, is she.” 
 
    Donna touched her hand to her mouth, “Oh, I only thought I saw her. Sorry, Jason. Will you forgive me?” 
 
    “Sure, after you let me out of this and change me back.” 
 
    “Oh, well, about that…sure, like I said, we’ll let you out, right after you’ve asked us to de-flower you.” 
 
    “But that’s…that’s—“ 
 
    “You’re not going to tell us that’s only something men do to women, are you?” 
 
    It was, but he wasn’t about to say that now. 
 
    “So, you can stay like this for a couple of hours, and we’ll bring Amy to you, and she’ll see you in all your glory.” 
 
    “Or,” continued Trixie, “you ask to be de-flowered and we’ll make sure you get changed back. 
 
    Jason stood there, his neck stretched and his hands clamped. His hair was long and hung down. His boobs hung down below the plank on the pillory. 
 
    The girls moved forward. They hugged him. they felt his caged cock. they ran their hands up his stockinged legs and cupped his breasts. They kissed his nipples, and they kissed him. 
 
    Donna was standing apart from them, about six feet in front of Jason and her back turned to him. She appeared to be pulling up her zipper or something. 
 
    Dianne lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. She cupped his balls, the inserted a finger into him. She had slathered it with lube and it went in easy. 
 
    Easy or hard, Jason jerked and his eyes went wide. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Dianne nibbled on his ear and whispered, “It feels good. Don’t tell me it doesn’t, because I’m a doctor and every doctor knows how wonderful it feels when the butthole is massaged. 
 
    She was right, and Jason gulped. 
 
    “Just relax, let us make you our Mamie, and then you can go back to being Jason…” she paused, then added, “if you want.” 
 
    Jason felt her digit swirl around, waking up all his nerves. His peeny started dripping seriously, and it felt like he was going to cum. 
 
    Donna turned around and walked towards him. A large plastic pecker was swaying back and forth from her thighs. “This is what every woman loves, Jason. Are you ready to find out why we love it so much?” 
 
    She stopped, the tip of the big dick touching his lips. “Are you ready, Jason? All you have to do is nod.” 
 
    Jason felt like he was on another planet. He was gulping nervously, lightening was threatening to shoot through his groin, his eyes rolled as he looked at each of the girls. 
 
    “This is it, Jason. This makes up for everybody calling me the Facebutt Slut.” 
 
    “I’ll give you a pair of my panties to wear when you do this, Jason.” 
 
    “You’ll not only not be a walnut tits, you’ll be a melon titted Mamie Van Snorkins!” 
 
    Jason stared at the eye of the cock head in front of him. He gulped and swallowed and licked his lips. 
 
    Donna moved forward slightly, and the tip of the cock touched his lips, and Jason found himself opening his mouth. 
 
    The girls sighed. 
 
    “There he goes.” 
 
    “That’s a good boy.” 
 
    “That’s a good bitch.” 
 
    Jason couldn’t help it. He had never thought of himself as being gay, and this wasn’t gay. This wasn’t a real dick, but some visceral part of Jason was exulting. He was taking a cock in the mouth. 
 
    But could he go further? Could he take this cock somewhere else? 
 
    He looked up at the excited, happy girls, and he nodded.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “He’s right up here, Amy.” 
 
    Jason heard Anna’s footsteps, her high heels clicking, and a second pair of heels clicking. Amy. 
 
    He was still on the stage, and Donna stood behind him. 
 
    “We tried to get him to stop, but you know how men get when…you know? 
 
    The curtains were drawn back and Jason stared at his girlfriend. 
 
    Amy was beautiful, limned by sunlight coming in the big windows behind her. Her legs were curved and sexy, her hips flared, as did her breasts. Her face was as an angel’s, delicate, with moist, red lips and long, blonde hair. 
 
    Her eyes, so blue, were wide as she stared at Jason. 
 
    Jason smiled through his make up. His breasts hung down, and swayed back and forth as Dianne sawed into him. 
 
    It turned out that Jason did like getting it up the butt. He liked it a lot. 
 
    He liked it so much that when the girls asked him to come upstairs and get remade into a man, he refused. 
 
    “No! No! Do me some more!” 
 
    So they did. 
 
    And now, standing in the pillory on the stage, his hind end firmly plugged and him loving it, he said, “Hi, honey,” and he smiled. 
 
    And Amy’s look of love turned into a glare. She looked up at the giggling girls and said, “Oh, no! You bitches have done it again!” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It was late when Zack headed for home. Late and cold and the wind cut to the bone. There was a threat of snow in the air, but damned if it didn’t feel too cold to snow. 
 
    He huddled in his hoodie and wished he hadn’t stayed late, but he so loved the old movies. He had been to a Dracula revival. Bela Lugosi with his slithery accent…’I vant to drink your blood.’ 
 
    So hokie, and yet…so cool. 
 
    Thinking thoughts of the undead kept Zach warm, and he turned up a side street, more of an alley, and cut behind the teachers’ houses behind the university. The shadows were darker here, and he hoped it was spooky enough to scare away the muggers. 
 
    He trudged, thinking of how Dracula merely opened his cloak and the white-skinned virgins entered into his grasp. 
 
    Man, if he could only possess a power like that! 
 
    To the side of the street the houses rose, their back doors accessible only by long stairways. 
 
    Above, the moon slipped behind some clouds and the street became even darker, more ominous. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    A shriek split the night and Zach looked up the hill, up the long stairway he was just passing. 
 
    At the top of the steps a window was open and a yellow light was momentarily blocked. Zach stopped and peered, and it looked like two figures fighting, pushing and shoving, then one of the figures came out of the window, fell through the night and into the dark shadows at the top of the steps. 
 
    Zach’s mouth was open in surprise and he moved up to grip the iron bars of the gate at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    “No you don’t!” screamed the shadow still in the window, leaning out and holding some weird arrangement of sticks. 
 
    Then the shadow that had fallen, the person who had fallen, came sprinting down the stairs. Great leaps covering six steps at a time…and…it was a woman!” 
 
    “Stop! Damn you!” 
 
    The woman was only yards from Zach when there was a weird twinging sound, and a thud. 
 
    The woman lurched forward, was pushed forward, and a short arrow, a bolt, protruded from her high chest. 
 
    “No!” she gasped, her hands flung out, reaching for the gate. 
 
    She touched Zach. Her flesh, excruciatingly hot, grazed his, and it was like somebody had struck a match on his fingertips. 
 
    He jerked back. 
 
    The girl, blood coming from her mouth, suddenly smiled, and she said, “You…go.” 
 
    She collapsed on her side of the iron bars, her hand reaching through, outstretched, more blood issuing from her lips. 
 
    Zach bent, touched her hand again, held it, “I’ll get help.” 
 
    But the woman merely smiled a wan smile, and relaxed, and said, “Help yourself. Go now, and…help yourself…” 
 
    At the top of the steps a door banged open. Zach looked up and saw the dark shape with the contraption, which he now knew to be a cross bow. The man, if that was what it was, stood there, peered at him, and yelled, “You there! Don’t touch her!” 
 
    Zach looked at the girl again. Dead. He ran. 
 
    Something clattered on the ground near his feet. And he thought he had heard another ‘twanging’ sound. But he didn’t stop to see. His feet slapped the pavement like a rabid rabbit’s, and he crested the hill, angled across deserted and ghostly yards, and headed for his apartment. 
 
    Strangely, he felt warm. The night had been so cold, but now he felt a heat within, warming, and even propelling him. 
 
    He came to his apartment, ran up the stairs, entered and closed the door, and stood breathing lightly in the dark. 
 
    Breathing lightly. Not gasping, like he normally would have after such a frantic run. Just…breathing. 
 
    He felt the heat surging through his body, making him hot, hotter…and he pulled off his hoodie. 
 
    His body was like boiling water. If somebody had poured cold water on him he would have sworn that it would turn to steam. 
 
    As if from far away, he heard footsteps. Somebody chasing him, overshooting the mark and running past his apartment, down the row of apartments. 
 
    The girl…who was she? And was she really dead? 
 
    He knew she was. Killed by the mysterious shadow with the crossbow. The crossbow that had been fired at him. 
 
    But…but why? 
 
    Zach became aware of the silence of his apartment. The tick tick of his clock. Outside the window a street light made fitzing sounds. Under his feet he cold feel the loud snores of old man Fitzsimmons. Old and too fat and his his lungs labored to keep him alive for another day. 
 
    He took his his tee shirt. Ripped it off. It was so damned hot in here! 
 
    He looked at the thermostat, but it said 55 degrees. 
 
    That should be cold. 
 
    Why wasn’t he cold? 
 
    Footsteps outside again. Coming back up the hill, stopping and looking at every house. 
 
    He stood stock still, and he could feel somebody trying to feel him. 
 
    Feeling. Not looking or hearing, rather sensing, like a sixth sense. 
 
    His skin felt like it was going to burst into flame. 
 
    He ignored the person ‘feeling’ for him and pulled off his pants. Then his shoes. Even his feet felt like they were steaming! 
 
    His whole body felt like an electric current. And his nipples, they felt like they were electric. 
 
    He moved to the sink and ran cold water. He dipped his hands under the faucet, scooped water onto his hot body. The touch of cold water soothed him, brought him down, but it wasn’t enough. 
 
    And his nipples were so hot they hurt, and his groin, it hurt…hurt so bad. Hurt like it was being pulled off him, pulled right out of his groin, but…it wasn’t pulling out…it was pulling in. 
 
    He ducked his head under the faucet, his hair became dripping, but it wasn’t enough. 
 
    Now he was so hot his body was threatening to shut down.  
 
    He staggered across the apartment and into his bathroom. He stepped into the shower and turned it full on. 
 
    Cold water drenched him. Cooled his steaming groin, relaxed his burning skin. Except for the nipples. Damn! Those hurt! 
 
    He touched one, rubbed it with cold water, and it just made it hurt more, and it felt like his chest was changing, morphing, and his nipples felt bigger, larger, and they hurt even worse. 
 
    He sagged against the shower wall, slid down the cool tiles. The sound of the water raining on him was like snakes hissing. He huddled under the spray, his flesh now so hot that it felt like the ‘snakes,’ the jets of water, were actually biting him. 
 
    Pain encompassed him, absorbed him, and he cried out in a low voice. 
 
    His groin hurt so much he bent double, went fetal, and still the pain built. 
 
    Then, when he could take no more, when the pain became too much to bear, his mind seemed to slide into another place. An under place. 
 
    Hurts, doesn’t it? Came the chuckle. 
 
    Oh, God! Zach cried into the depthless crevices of his cranium. 
 
    It’s okay. Let it hurt. Let me up, just come here, take my place, and I’ll take yours. 
 
    Zach heard the voice. It promised surcease to the pain. It promised relief. 
 
    That’s it. Just shift a bit, slide a bit, you can fit… 
 
    Zach in his mind, felt himself giving way, and he slid into a narrow space, a vacancy that he had not known existed. His body, which now existed only in his mind, fit perfectly into the space. 
 
    That’s it. Now just relax. Go to sleep, and I’ll take care of everything. Sleep. No more pain if you…sleep. 
 
    Zach slept, and the voice came out of the crevice. It was a cool, competent voice. It was a slithery promise of a voice, but it would not deliver what it had promised. 
 
    It extended its feelers, it explored the control centers of Zach’s mind. It took over the functioning of his body. 
 
    And it changed things. 
 
    That which had begun with a touch from another in another body was continued by the other in Zach’s body. Taking over, using the heat to shape and reshape. 
 
    Zach’s heat continued to rise, and it would have burned Zach out in a fever. But now it was under the control of the other.  
 
    Zach’s chest grew. His hair grew. His lips became softer,  plumper, so soft. And his groin…ah, yes, his groin.  
 
    His penis shrunk in, was inverted, and became a clitoris.  
 
    His balls were sucked into the canal from which they had dropped so long ago. 
 
    Zach’s body was still his, and he would wake up, but he wouldn’t be in control as much. 
 
    Something ‘other’ than Zach would be in control. 
 
    But the touch of that controlling entity would be soft, persuasive, and would guide Zach in ways that Zach had never imagined. 
 
    Just as the girl who had died at the bottom of the stairs had never imagined. 
 
    Had never imagined a long way back into time. 
 
    Had never… 
 
      
 
    Zach was cold. He was wet. He could hear sounds throughout the apartment house. 
 
    Mrs. Kitch was scrubbing a large pot and cursing in a foreign language. Yiddish. 
 
    In the basement Otto was working on the boiler. Apartment one wasn’t getting enough heat. 
 
    Which made Zach wonder why he wasn’t getting enough heat. He was freezing, on wet tiles, sitting in six inches of water. 
 
    He opened his eyes. He was in the shower. His hair was plastered down across his face. A wet slap of strands that felt longer than it should. 
 
    He moved his arm and felt his chest. 
 
    Except his chest was larger, more protrusive, than it should have been. 
 
    Tits. He had tits. He felt his nipples, hard and erect, with the back of his wrist, and he jerked in shock. 
 
    Tits? 
 
    His eyes scoped down his body, ran over sensations and feelings that were not right. 
 
    He struggled upright, shivered, and he had no groin. 
 
    Well, he had a groin, but it was a female groin. A slit. 
 
    “No!” he whispered, and his voice sounded higher than it should have.  
 
    He crawled over the lip of the shower entrance and lay on the cold, tile floor. 
 
    He was making a mess. Water was on the floor, spraying out from the shower. It hadn’t overflowed, but it was filled with water. 
 
    He pushed up on all fours and his head hung, his hair, so long, hung down like a black sheet in front of his eyes. 
 
    He was dazed, feeling like he was drunk, though he had touched not a drop. 
 
    He got his feet under him, grabbed the sink, pushed up on two legs. 
 
    He stood, swaying, and saw himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was slender, but he had always been slender. He had breasts, large breasts that stayed high on his chest. The nipples felt tender, horny, were erect. 
 
    He reached into the shower and turned off the water. 
 
    He threw a towel on the floor and kicked it around, mopped up most of the water. 
 
    He put the towel into the sink and staggered into the living room. 
 
    Light was coming through the front window. Had he drawn the drapes? He didn’t know, and he was so confused. 
 
    He moved, his legs like stumps, through the apartment and into his bedroom. He was cold. He had to get warm. 
 
    He crawled into bed and went to sleep. A deep, dreamless sleep. Dreamless except for the eyes that watched him. Golden eyes, tawny eyes. Eyes like a cat, moving soundlessly through his skull. It’s okay, Zach. Just relax. I’ll do the work… 
 
      
 
    He awoke about noon. Otto must have fixed the heater for it was warm in his apartment. 
 
    Or, maybe, he had a memory of getting up and turning on the thermostat. 
 
    But the memory was like a dream. 
 
    Zach became aware of his female body while his eyes were still closed. 
 
    His eyes were closed but he was listening and he had breasts. Large, cone shaped breasts. Warm breasts. He was laying on his side and one breast was on the other, warmth seeping out from between them. 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    His hair was a mess. His hair that was too long, that was a massive mess of a tangle. He was going to have to comb his hair.  
 
    No. A man combed. A girl brushed. 
 
    But he wasn’t a girl. 
 
    But the thought that he wasn’t a girl didn’t seem to have much impact, because he had breasts, and his hands, scrabbling between his legs, felt only a puffy slit that was moist between the folds. 
 
    “I’m a girl,” he said. His voice was high. He would have been alarmed, but it felt like somebody was telling him not to be alarmed. That it was okay. 
 
    He sat up, and the covers fell down, but the sheet was still over his head. 
 
    He moved his arms, his slender arms, to pull the sheet off him. 
 
    He didn’t feel strong. His muscle mass was gone. 
 
    The sheet fell off him and he stared at the room. 
 
    Same old room. The drapes were drawn in here, but the front room drapes were still open. Sunlight illumined the front room and part of the bedroom. 
 
    He looked down at his boobs. He cupped them, shivered when his hands touched his nipples. 
 
    He turned and swung his feet onto the floor. 
 
    He sat, feeling his body, visually inspecting his body, feeling the different balance, weight, and loss of mass. 
 
    He stood up and walked into the living room. He was off balance. His breasts were too heavy and he placed his hands on the door jamb to stop himself from falling over. 
 
    He hung there, by his hands, his breasts hanging, his hair hanging over his face. 
 
    He mentally adjusted, felt his feet, the length of his legs…he seemed to be about the same height. Weight was not so much different as redistributed. 
 
    He took tentative steps, and mastered the art of walking. Sort of. 
 
    He walked into the bathroom and stared at himself. 
 
    His face was different, the bulges redistributed, the angles hidden by soft layers of fat. 
 
    That which had been male was not distinctly female. 
 
    It’s okay! 
 
    He heard it like an echo in his mind. And it breathed through him, a reassurance. It’s okay! 
 
    He picked up his comb from the counter, looked into the mirror, and started arranging his hair. 
 
    It was messy, a bit tangled, but not knotted. 
 
    First he combed it straight out, but as he felt the voice inside him, so he felt something in his muscles guiding him. He dipped the comb under the faucet, turned it this way and that, and a hidden force seemed to guide him, to shape his hair, to untangle and define and twist and roll. 
 
    His hair became more feminine than he had ever combed it. 
 
    In the mirror his face seemed wan, a bit lusterless.  
 
    Make up. 
 
    But he had no make up. He was a man—no, no, no came the whisper—and had no make up. 
 
    Clothes. He needed a dress. But there were no dresses in his manly apartment (he didn’t bother protesting that he wasn’t a woman…it was okay) so he would have to find some. 
 
    And underwear. 
 
    But he could get by with some of his male clothes until he was able to find the female things he needed. 
 
    He returned to his bedroom and opened his dresser. He took out his smallest, most slenderest pair of jeans. He pulled them up tight, giving himself a camel toe. 
 
    He wanted soft, silky underwear, he wasn’t about to wear boxers. Those would bunch up and show through his jeans. 
 
    He pulled on a tee shirt, then he picked his hoodie from the night before and pulled it over his head. 
 
    His boobs protruded, but the slope of material tended to hide them, and wrapped a scarf around his neck and draped it down his front. 
 
    Excellent. He was, for the moment, unisex. 
 
    He was afraid of being women for the moment, for The Hunter would be looking for him, asking questions, tracking him down. 
 
    Have you seen a man who is suddenly a woman? 
 
    A confusion shot through Zach’s head. He was compelled to be a woman, but he was compelled to protect himself. 
 
    He would have to leave town. 
 
    But The Hunter would be watching modes of transportation. 
 
    How would he do this? 
 
    It’s okay! 
 
    Zach pulled on some shoes, athletic shoes which were now too large for him, and went to the kitchenette. 
 
    He made a bowl of cereal, Raisin Bran, and peeled a banana. 
 
    He was going to have to eat oatmeal and granola and fruit and… 
 
    Noo-o-o-o! 
 
    But the protest in his mind was snuffed out by It’s okay! 
 
    So he ate, and grew accustomed to being told what to eat, and left the apartment. 
 
     
 
    Zach put himself in the mind of The Hunter. 
 
    He would be scouring the streets, looking for a new woman. A woman who wore mans clothes, and in the most feminine way. 
 
    Zach moved along the side of the street, actually darting from doorway to doorway, walking with garbage cans in the line of sight of people coming towards him. 
 
    The sun was bright, and he looked into shop windows and studied the reflections coming around corners. 
 
    No Hunter. 
 
    No crossbow. Or knife, or sword or club or anything that could be used to cut him or bludgeon him to death. 
 
    The Hunter would not be afraid of killing him. 
 
    The Hunter would want to kill him, and in plain sight was merely a convenience. 
 
    Zach ducked into a dress shop. He studied the street through the window, keeping himself out of the line of sight. 
 
    He wasn’t afraid The Hunter would wait for him in a shop, though that was a logical possibility. There were simply too many shops, and The Hunter would think later to enter the shops and ask if any had seen a young girl in men’s clothes who needed dresses and underwear and all the accouterments of femininity. 
 
    “May I help you?” 
 
    Zach whirled, his hair flaring out briefly. 
 
    The woman was middle-aged, hefty in the bosom, with the plump cheeks of the well fed and merry. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I suffered a fire. Just a small one, thank God, but I need to build my wardrobe.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s terrible!” 
 
    The old woman took Zach through the shop. She held up items and placed them on a counter or not. 
 
    Zach somehow knew what he needed. In the back of his mind he marveled at the things he knew. He knew about colors, and the cuts of cloth, and what garments were interchangeable and how colors complimented or clashed. 
 
    In fact, the old lady was a bit surprised at how much Zach knew. 
 
    Zach didn’t wonder how he knew. He was just riding along in his cranium, a bit removed, and his mouth spoke without him needing to do anything. 
 
    “I’ll take those heels, but I need some better running shoes.” 
 
    The old lady had what he needed, and the purchases grew and grew. 
 
    Finally, Zach had everything he needed. A couple of good dresses, some very sexy underwear, shoes, tights, nylons, a good jacket. He produced a credit card and his identification. 
 
    He wasn’t worried about his identification. Don’t worry! It’s okay! because he knew, from the back of his mind, that such things were changed when he was changed. This was the way it had always been, and this was the way it would always be. 
 
    It was later afternoon before Zach left the shop. He thanked the old lady and stood at the front door for a minute. 
 
    “Is everything okay? You look worried.” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Zach flashed a smile. “It just looks a little cold and I wanted to enjoy the warm for a moment. 
 
    The old lady stood with him for a moment, and Zach watched for The Hunter. 
 
    But there was no sign of The Hunter. Zach thanked the old lady again, then picked up his two big bags and walked out to the door. 
 
    To the right. 
 
    Because he had come from the left, and he had to mislead The Hunter. 
 
    He walked up the street, cut through an alley, and headed back for his own apartment. 
 
    This was the dangerous part, for The Hunter would be lurking now. He would have exhausted avenues, and adjusting his thinking. 
 
    He would be laying for Zach in a doorway, an alley, behind a truck. 
 
    He might even have taken up a spot on a roof, or in an apartment, and be watching the streets with binoculars. 
 
    Such had happened before. 
 
    So Zach took his time. He did his own surveillance, not wandering aimlessly, but picking spots with care and moving from position to position. 
 
    There was no sign of The Hunter, and Zach finally went up the stairs to his apartment. 
 
    He entered, didn’t turn on any lights. Locked the door. Pushed furniture against the front door. 
 
    The Hunter would be stronger than him and he couldn’t risk an out and out fight. He rarely won one of those. 
 
    He kept low in the apartment. He didn’t draw the drapes; he didn’t want to change any aspect of the apartment, nothing that would tell The Hunter that something was different. 
 
    The Hunter would be making a list of people on the streets. He would eliminate old people, young people, women, from the list, and what would be left would be the men of the right age.  
 
    Zach knew he was of the right age, so he wanted to make the apartment unchanging, abandoned looking. He wanted The Hunter to think that even if he was there, he had moved on, run, left town. 
 
    That wasn’t always the best strategy, but considering how close The Hunter had come to him the previous night, it was the right strategy. 
 
    Zach learned by experience. 
 
    Zach ate a cold dinner. He sat on the floor and ate beans out of a can and thin slices of lunch meat. Terrible stuff, but it would keep his energy up until he could make a break for it. 
 
    After dinner—he just put the cans and plates and fork he had used into the garbage can, he would be gone on the morrow and never need this stuff again—he turned his mind to the thought of weapons. 
 
    He needed something short enough to use as a walking stick, but sharp enough to pierce the flesh of The Hunter. 
 
    He considered items in the living room. Nothing. 
 
    Nor the bathroom. 
 
    Nor the bedroom. 
 
    But in the closet he took down the pole and began sharpening the end. Not great for a spear, but good for a quick poke, if he could catch The Hunter by surprise. 
 
    Oh, how he wished he could make a crossbow. He knew how, but he needed special materials. He needed wood he could carve, and something stretchy for the string. Even rubber from an inner tube would work—it only needed to work once—but he had no tire in the apartment. 
 
    He selected a large knife in the kitchen. 
 
    He thought about a mace, or nunchucks, but didn’t want to take the time to make them. 
 
    He prepared his ‘go bag.’ 
 
    He packed a bit of food and a thin blanket in his backpack. He put on his underwear, and felt like a real woman, then some sturdy hiking clothes.  
 
    Athletic shoes, and he couldn’t resist wearing nylons and a garter under his clothes. 
 
    He would be manly on the outside, feminine on the inside, at least until he had made his escape. 
 
    He put on his backpack, arranged his weapons for fast retrieval, and went to the back of his apartment and practiced moving quickly for a few minutes. 
 
    Okay. He was ready. 
 
    He took off all his clothes and tools, used a sponge to clean his body off, then went to bed. 
 
    He lay in his bed, listening to the sounds of the encroaching night. He listened to people in the apartment, cooking dinner, discussing the events of the day (did you know a woman was killed a couple of streets over?), doing homework, sighing, reading books, watching TV. 
 
      
 
    ‘Murder in a College Town’ 
 
     
 
    Blared the news bytes. A young woman was found at the bottom of a stairway. She had an arrow through her back. 
 
      
 
    Zach lay awake, his eyes open. He wasn’t tired, he was scared, and excited, and thinking of the morrow. 
 
    He had to escape The Hunter. He had to avoid buses, Ubers, even bicycles. He had to leave town without a camera capturing him, giving evidence of his path. 
 
    And he would do it. 
 
    He had been through this routine too many times. 
 
    Don’t fight, take flight. 
 
    Don’t take a chance, just get to the edge of town and disappear into the countryside. 
 
    As good as The Hunter was, he wasn’t that good. 
 
    He might be strong, and smart, and he could sniff like a dog, but he had to follow the footsteps of a man who was a woman. 
 
    For Zach, now changed, was like a cat. Soft footed, wary, aware. 
 
    And The Hunter was clumsy in comparison. 
 
    The logic of a hunting male wouldn’t win out when the trail went to the emotion of the wilderness. 
 
    Zach would escape. 
 
    He knew he would. 
 
    The night grew in darkness. The sounds of civilization faded. Zach’s eyes closed, and he gloried in his femininity. 
 
    He was naked in bed, and his hands were clasped between his thighs. 
 
    He couldn’t wait to paint his nails, to return to a life more suited to a woman. 
 
    He felt the heat of his slit, and he rubbed the edges of his palm against his slit. 
 
    It felt good. It was like spinning a stick between palms, it created friction, heat, and…it felt so good. 
 
    He was going to escape. He was going to leave The Hunter behind. 
 
    Yes, there would be other hunters, but Zach was old, he was accomplished in his survival. 
 
    His fingers found the button of his clitoris. He rubbed himself, and felt the heat build. 
 
    And the moisture. 
 
    This was the part of being a woman that he loved the most. 
 
    Creating the heat, sparking, building a fire in his groin, between his thighs, deep in his womanhood. 
 
    The night was silent outside, listening, but it couldn’t hear the excitement between his thighs. 
 
    It couldn’t feel the vibrations, only he could feel the heat, and he moved his hands faster. 
 
    One hand went up to his boobs and touched his nipple. 
 
    He groaned as an almost electrical surge coursed through his chest to his groin. 
 
    He was going to cum. 
 
    He was going to feel his woman-ness explode. 
 
    He was going to have that unique orgasm, so overwhelming and pervasive, that was the property of the female. 
 
    Then he blew up, crested, gasped, and rode the wave. 
 
    And he thought: Fuck The Hunter! Fuck him! I will escape! 
 
    And the orgasm slowly resided, and he closed his eyes and enjoyed the warmth of his bed. 
 
    He slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Morning arrived, and with it a host of fears. To be caught, to be murdered, to become someone else. Yet Zach had to move. Such fears would more likely actualize in town, and were less likely to occur if he could escape the town. 
 
    It was still dark when he put on his panties and bra, and covered them with male type clothing. The dawn was barely cracking in the sky when he slunk down the stairs and headed for the edge of town. 
 
    He moved from shadow to shadow, from tree to alley, from corner to the outskirts of the small town. 
 
    He paused, waited, sniffed the air. 
 
    His senses were sharper than a Hunter’s, a woman’s senses are always better than a man’s, and that was a blessing. At one point an early morning walker, who could have been out looking for The Hunter, passed within ten feet of him. 
 
    Still, the sun was up and the day was bright by the time Zach reached a park on the outskirts of town. He paused behind a shed and watched a hundred yards of green. He waited fifteen minutes, and when women with children in strollers started showing up he walked along a fence and disappeared into the woods. 
 
    And stopped and paused and waited and watched his back trail. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Sighing with relief, Zach began the trek through the wilderness. 
 
    As a woman he lived for long limo rides with backseat liaisons. Nothing was more fun than bumping back and forth while a servant traversed mountain roads. 
 
    But, as a woman survivor, he knew there were times to pick up the walking stick and brave the wilderness. 
 
    He walked for a half hour, figured he was safe, and stopped to change into more fashionable walking apparel. 
 
    Ski pants that showed off his legs. A jacket that was more form fitting. A bit of make up. Fluffed up his hair and put on sunglasses. 
 
    Now he was fashionable. Now he felt like himself. Herself. 
 
    He remembered being a man. He knew he should not change clothes just yet, maybe get a couple of towns over before effecting a more feminine appearance. 
 
    But he loved himself as a woman, and the male part of him was succumbing nicely…he just had to change his clothes. 
 
    The warmth in his soul, the heat of his breasts and groin, he had to be she, and not just on the inside. 
 
    She walked across the leaf scattered earth, found old animal trails, and walked proudly. 
 
    I am woman hear me roar went the old Helen Reddy song. 
 
    Around a lake and into the depths of the forest. 
 
    The day waned, and she found a safe place to camp. She didn’t dare start a fire, The Hunter might have tracked her.  
 
    Huddled between two boulders, screened by foliage, she spread her sleeping bag and crawled in. 
 
    She ate candy bars and fruit for dinner. Not the healthiest of cuisines, but it would do. She would find a town in the near future, and she would be safe then. Nobody would have known her as a him, and she could be herself. 
 
    Safe from the sinister depredations of The Hunter. Able to live a life as a woman. Safe. 
 
    She slept. 
 
      
 
    Three days later she came to a wonderful lake in the hills. On the other side of the lake was a small stop in the road. It was a roadhouse a general store, and a few houses. Perfect. 
 
    She could ingratiate herself to the small population, build friendships, and…she had an idea. What if she prepared a trap for The Hunter? 
 
    What if she actually went on the offensive? She had never tried that before, so it would be thoroughly unexpected. 
 
    She certainly had the knowledge, and maybe if one of the few buildings in town was empty, or just set up for a trap…maybe… 
 
    She paused at a stream and stripped down and cleaned the days of marching off her fine flesh. She squatted in the middle of the small flow of water, let her tootsies feel the cold rush of water. She used a small sliver of soap to wash under her arms. She had a small bottle of shampoo and dragged her fingers through her hair until it was soft and shiny. 
 
    Done with her ablutions, she put her finest underwear on, her most uplifting bra, and regular clothes. Not hiking clothes, but a culotte and a blouse that showed off her figure. 
 
    High heels. Refreshed her make up, and when the sun had dried her hair and she had styled it, she entered the small fork in the road. 
 
    The roadhouse was actually not too bad. It was clean inside, and it turned out that there was a hotel a few miles down the road, and people often came to the roadhouse for a polite look at the earthier side of life. 
 
    A small combo would play, a little dancing, good liquor, it was a little slice of paradise. 
 
    Behind the bar a man named Jimmy, bald and red-faced, stood wiping glasses and stacking them for the coming night. 
 
    “Do you need a waitress?” 
 
    Jimmy stopped wiping, leaned his head forward slightly squinted.  
 
    And smiled. 
 
    Zach was a beauty. Full breasts, shapely ankles…and her hair would put a waterfall to shame. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. You have any waitressing experience?” He was already sold, Zach had that effect on people. 
 
    “I know my drinks, I play politics with Republicans and Democrats and men with groping hands, and I know when to bend over for the boss.” 
 
    Jimmy grinned. “You do, eh?” 
 
    “Of course. Would you like a sample?” 
 
    Jimmy did, and Zach came behind the counter and hoisted herself up on a corner of the bar. 
 
    “You’re going to have to juice me up, first.” 
 
    Jimmy went to his knees, a difficult task considering that he had bulk, but he grunted and his knees creaked, and then he was face deep in Zach’s cooch. 
 
    Zach threw back his head and gloried in the man’s mouth. 
 
    As a man he never did this, at least, he was usually the lickor and not the lickee. 
 
    And…he felt a nervous excitement as his mind bent to break long instilled taboos. 
 
    He was going to kiss Jimmy, and bend over for him, and maybe let him suck on her large breasts. As a man it frightened him, as a woman it was what he did. 
 
    She did. 
 
    She pulled Jimmy’s face up and kissed his pussy smelling mouth. He tasted her pussy on Jimmy’s lips, and loved it. 
 
    “I can’t reach you up there!” moaned Jimmy, undoing his apron and dropping his shorts. 
 
    Zach slid off the counter, turned around and bent over. 
 
    Jimmy undid her bra and gropped her tits as he jammed forward. 
 
    Oh, God! Jimmy wasn’t all that good, in fact his weenie felt a little small, but Zach had not had a man before, and that entity which was motivating him was so fucking hungry! 
 
    Jimmy proved flexible enough as he rammed his hips forward and back. 
 
    Zach moaned with the pleasure of feeling his snatch so wonderfully abused. 
 
    Then Jimmy, unable to control himself in the face of such wondrous beauty, let loose. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and he filled Zach’s pussy with cream. 
 
    Zack thought he would faint from the wonderful feeling. 
 
      
 
    Zach was a hit at the roadhouse. His reputation got out and more people began showing up. 
 
    He teased the men and complimented the women. 
 
    He took assignations where he could find them, usually in the back room, and occasionally a sleep over, and he didn’t care if it was male or female…he fucked it. 
 
    Each morning she cleaned his crotch of semen. Each afternoon she serviced Jimmy. Each evening she teased and pleased the customers. Each evening she fell in love with a new person, felt their warmth, slept so desperately entwined and in love. 
 
    Only to fall in love with her next and next and next. 
 
    Often she forgot she was Zach. That part of her was so small now. 
 
    But she never forgot he was she, and that she needed always to be fed. 
 
    For that which had come into Zach, that which had possessed him virtually out of existence, required the love of people. 
 
    Love fed her, and she required endless meals of it. 
 
    And the only thing that stopped her from enjoying life completely was the fact that she knew The Hunter was still out there. 
 
    The Hunter was still on the prowl. He would canvas the town Zach had come from. He would check bus stations and ways out of town. He would isolate the man who had disappeared right after the woman had been killed. 
 
    He might even have himself made into a law enforcement officer of some kind, and use those methods to track Zach. 
 
    Zach knew she had only a limited amount of time before The Hunter, in some guise or other, showed up. 
 
    So she prepared. 
 
    She didn’t run this time, she made plans, she crafted weapons, she considered options and began assembling ways of defeating The Hunter. 
 
    The Hunter, who she had never defeated before; who she had always been the victim of. 
 
    Months passed. Zach moved in with Jimmy, she rented a room in the back of his house. 
 
    Jimmy was thrilled, he got more loving. And Zach was thrilled, she got more loving. 
 
    And, the good news, Jimmy spent most of his time, when he was not bending Zach over, at his roadhouse. Zach was free to place a shotgun at the head of her bed. And a trapdoor just inside the room, a trapdoor that would swing down from the ceiling and give an intruder a face full of knives. 
 
    Zach added water to a couple of boards, then spent hours aiming a hair drier at them. The result was a wonderful creaking effect. Not so much that Jimmy would worry about his little house collapsing, but enough that she would hear a sneaking tread late at night. 
 
    She had a window, and she replaced the glass with bulletproof glass. No entrance there, 
 
    And there was the ax hidden in the bed board, the pistols placed at points around the room, and around the house. 
 
    She cut a small trapdoor in the closet so she could drop to the basement and run for a coal chute and make her escape that way. 
 
    Little things. Wires that tripped, lights and mirrors to confuse, a dozen ways to distract The Hunter, she prepared, and she waited, and she knew the time would come. 
 
    And when The Hunter finally  entered the small crossroads that was the town she could feel him. 
 
    And he could feel her. 
 
    And she knew that tonight was the night. 
 
      
 
    The roadhouse opened at four in the afternoon. It served a variety of sandwiches. Brisket, Rueben, venison, even moose. It poured dozens of exotic brews, and a few fancy drinks. 
 
    Tire Biter, Golden Monkey, Westvleteren 12, 3 Floyds Dark Lord, Unhuman Cannonball, and, of course, Miller’s Lite, were among the beers and ales. 
 
    And for fancy drinks: Boulevardier, Pisco Sour, Corpse Reviver, and so on. 
 
    A wonderful menu for a back country roadhouse. 
 
    And, there were always a few people waiting to get in, ready to start the night’s activities early. Four or six people would crowd in, take places at the bar and order sandwiches and beer. 
 
    Ladies might transition to a light liquor, or even a wine, and the men would, after they had lined their stomaches with dinner, begin sampling the fancy drinks. 
 
    The juke box might or might not play, and at seven the combo would draggle in. An electric piano and guitar, drums and a bass, and a long haired freak with a whiskey voice and the most lopsided grin. 
 
    Zach had fucked all the band members, but she loved the lead singer the most. That man knew how to use his mouth with the best of them! 
 
    And so the night would go. A fuck here, a tip there. Coping a feel of the guy with the wife, then goosing the wife. With these types of free thinkers she usually ended up with the wife, but sometimes they would have a ménage à trois. 
 
    Every once in a while there would be a table of studs, and she would end up pulling the train. On those nights she would get especially energized, and the mornings after she would have to jill herself off several times before going to work.  
 
    Love, when fully expressed, always led to more love. 
 
    And her appetite was insatiable. She always needed more. 
 
    And she felt it when The Hunter stepped into the roadhouse. 
 
      
 
    It was seven o’clock and a few minutes. The band was twiddling  with their amp dials and sipping a last beer. The Hunter was six feet tall, a few inches taller than Zach had been before he had been touched by a dying girl. The Hunter had a bushy beard, narrow eyes, and the worn look of a man who had been hunting, and had not been successful. 
 
    Until now. 
 
    Zach felt him, felt the moment the man’s brogans touched the inside floor of the roadhouse. 
 
    She didn’t jerk, or twitch, though her heart suddenly leaped into high gear. 
 
    She knew. She…knew.  
 
    She was behind the bar, pouring beer for patrons. 
 
    She wanted to run out screaming. She could feel the lust in the man. 
 
    This was not a human man, but a Hunter. He did not fall in love and marry and raise a family. He committed rape, and stole love from all he touched. 
 
    And Zach knew that if The Hunter could touch her, could grab her and squeeze her, then she would be deleted. Erased, and The Hunter would walk away with that spirit that possessed that which was Zach. 
 
    Zach was too small now, too much imprisoned in the back roads of his mind. He would not come back as Zach. And that which made him a woman would be gone, killed by The Hunter. 
 
    It was a timeless game, an endless game, surviving from the times of the first cavemen. 
 
    The Hunter would absorb all the love that Zach, the embodied spirit that possessed Zach, had collected. 
 
    This was the purpose of The Hunter, to steal the love that empowered Zach. 
 
    But Zach didn’t know why. Why would The Hunter kill her and destroy all her collected love? 
 
    Why would The Hunter take the coin of love only to destroy it? 
 
    Why did The Hunter wish to dispense with the manufacturers of that coin? It would only make a world in their image. 
 
    Loveless. 
 
    Barren in spirituality. 
 
    An empty existence for the beings known as men. 
 
    It might as well be slavery. 
 
    Without those special spirits who possessed humankind and showed them the hope of love, there would be no love. Women would be chattel,  men would be brutes, life would be an empty container of no love, which is to say of misery. 
 
    Zach finished the glasses. She could see, peripheral vision through the reflection in the bar mirror, The Hunter wander through the roadhouse. 
 
    He stopped at tables and smiled at women. But whether they smiled back or not, he moved on. 
 
    He was looking for the one woman with the touch, the feel, the spirit. 
 
    A woman filled up with so much love it slopped over and made others happy just to be in the ambience of such a person. 
 
    Zach wandered towards the far end of the bar. The Hunter was busy looking at patrons. He would not be looking at workers, not yet, for women like Zach liked to live the good life, not be workers. 
 
    When The Hunter was at the far end of the roadhouse Zach stepped into the hallway that led to the bathrooms, and the outside world. 
 
    She tossed his apron, her apron, into a hamper and stepped outside. 
 
    She knew The Hunter would feel her leave, but The Hunter would look to the front doors first, then he would explore the rear door, and then he might smell the apron, use it for a clue, and sniff after her. 
 
    Zach was wearing high heels, she so loved high heels, but she shed them and sprinted down the back alley. 
 
    Only a few houses, but The Hunter would be fast. 
 
    Zach turned up her driveway, Jimmy’s driveway, and entered the house. 
 
    First, she locked all the doors. The windows were already locked. 
 
    Then she set a few triggers, and hoped they would be sufficient to the task. Finally, she went into her bedroom. She locked the door, set the string to the trapdoor over the door, made sure weapons were within reach, made a bundle like a body on the bed, and stepped into the closet. 
 
      
 
    The Hunter stepped out the front doors and knew, instantly, that he had been tricked. 
 
    He turned back to the roadhouse and stepped through the doors. 
 
    His prey was definitely gone, and getting goner. He had no time to waste. 
 
    The barmaid. The woman had actually been working! 
 
    He walked quickly through the main room and into the hall that led to the bathrooms. 
 
    He walked past a hamper with used aprons and shirts in it, and stopped. 
 
    He backed up and lifted an apron. He sniffed it, and he smiled. 
 
    He continued down the hallway and stepped into the back alley. 
 
    Not a smile now, but a grin. He could smell the residue of her passing. He could feel her presence in the air! 
 
    Unerringly, he walked down the alley. He didn’t hurry, he was sure on this one. 
 
    He detected her in the house just from looking at the house. He strode up the driveway, illuminated by moonlight, his teeth showing feral in his dark beard. 
 
    He stepped onto the porch, and held still. He sniffed the air. He touched the wood of the door. 
 
    Something was wrong. 
 
    Always The Prey ran. They never tried to fight. It was not in their nature. 
 
    Yet this one was inside, waiting. Was she planning to fight him? 
 
    That made no sense! He was bigger, stronger, and he could subdue her easily. 
 
    Frowning, he pushed on the door. 
 
    Moonlight illuminated the main room, and he stood to the side and inspected the place. 
 
    She wasn’t there, and he could feel that she was in a back bedroom. He was so close he could almost look through her eyes. 
 
    He stepped into the small house. He sidled around the edge of the room. 
 
    If she intended to fight him…where were the traps? Where were the weapons? 
 
    He came to the bedroom door and opened it. And stepped back. 
 
    If he had stepped forward he would have gotten a face full of knives, and would likely have ended up in a shallow grave down by the lake. 
 
    Instead, the trapdoor with knives in it reached the end of its swing and bits of dirt and splinters came at him. He stepped to the side. 
 
    It was dark, but he had excellent vision. He could see strings on the floor, ready to unloose more traps. And on the bed was the figure of the girl. 
 
    He was excited now, and his pants were bulging with his excitement. A quick step, a leap, and he would be on top of her. He could throttle her, stab her if needed, and she would be gone. Done with. Dispatched, and the world would be a safer place for The Hunters. 
 
    But something was wrong. 
 
    The shape on the bed didn’t breath. There was no rhythmic rise and fall of the chest, there was no…life. 
 
    So, where was she? She was here, that was obvious, he could smell her, but…the room was so dense with her essence he couldn’t locate a precise spot. 
 
    Under the bed? 
 
    No. It would take too long for her to get out from under. 
 
    In the closet? 
 
    Yes. And now he focused his senses and perceived her directly. 
 
    He stepped into the room. 
 
    He moved quickly towards the closet. He opened the door, and that was when the second trap door swung down, the one with knives that was aimed towards his back! 
 
    He felt the wind, squatted, and the trap door whistled overhead. Too late, he realized that was just a distraction. The real trap was coming out of the closet, shoving a sharpened fire place poker into his chest. Behind the poker The Prey was snarling, pushing, and The Hunter tripped and fell back. 
 
    He was strong, he was smart, but he was outmaneuvered. He lay on the floor, holding the shaft of the poker, but the tip was touching his flesh, breaking his skin. 
 
    Above him the woman dropped her whole weight on him, her face was pulled back and her teeth were showing, sharp and vicious. 
 
    He struggled. But his death was so close he was sweating, and the she was sweating, and the poker slid through his hands inexorably. 
 
    “No!” He whined gutturally. “No!” 
 
    “Yes! You’ve taken enough of my kind!” 
 
    “Let me go…let me…” 
 
    Then words failed them and they struggled in silence. 
 
    The poker pressed against bone now, and bone was tough, but her weight would defeat even bone. 
 
    Closer she came, descending on him by millimeters, and his face revealed his terror. Never had a Hunter been bested by one of these shape shifters! 
 
    And, as his mortality became evident, a strange thing happened. 
 
    He began to accept it. He began to realize that he was going to die. The struggle was over. He would succumb, he would submit…he would…submit… 
 
    He would embrace his death, for there was no alternative. 
 
    Above him, she felt it, she felt his acceptance. She felt him giving up. 
 
    The shock of such revelation, of seeing The Hunter accept mortality, was too much. 
 
    She hungered for mortality. She was eternal, except when preyed upon by the one beast who could subdue her. 
 
    But now she was subduing him! 
 
    She leaned on the poker, felt the tip sinking into bone, threatening to crack his chest, and…and…it excited her. She was now The Hunter. 
 
    She was in control. She owned him! 
 
    With one hand she reached down and gripped his zipper. 
 
    His eyes widened as he divined what she was about to do. 
 
    She pulled the zipper down, she pulled his weenie out. It was big, stiff, and dripping. 
 
    Death excited The Hunter. 
 
    But now Death Excited The Prey, who had become The Hunter. 
 
    She pushed the poker to the side and straddled him. She pushed down upon him. 
 
    The Prey was weaker. She could be killed, and the spirit driven into nothingness. That was the only way The Prey could be killed. 
 
    And she could leave the body she was possessing. She could go with a touch of the fingers, as the woman dying on the steps had proven. 
 
    And she could go with a touch of any part of her flesh. 
 
    Her pussy engulfed The Hunter’s large cock. 
 
    The Hunter gave up! He had been submitting by force with the poker, but now he was being submitted by love. 
 
    That strength of The Prey was finally and inexorably being applied to The Hunter. 
 
    A touch, and Zach, poor Zach, felt himself dwindling, shrinking, going to wherever spirits go when they die. 
 
    Zach left even that basement of the mind to which he had been forced. 
 
    He died. 
 
    His body died. 
 
    But that which possessed it, that which had driven it into womanhood and endless loving, that spirit that existed only on pure love, went down the poker, through the flesh, into The Hunter. 
 
    His penis swelled, and he felt himself being pushed into a small corner of his mind. And…It was okay! 
 
    It’s okay. It’s just love. Give way. Submit. Give in to the truth of your desires. 
 
    The Hunter gurgled helplessly. It was being devoured by that which it would have devoured. That essence of spirit was being forced into a smaller and smaller space. 
 
    It’s okay. You’re going to be just fine. 
 
    The Hunter stopped fighting. It brought his hips up and felt himself being swallowed, by the penis, by the flesh, by the heart it had never known it had. 
 
    Just relax, I’ll take care of you. Everything will be just fine! 
 
    The Hunter lay there, and a white hot flash of lust passed out of it, and the essence shrank and the possession swelled. 
 
    It was an orgasm, wonderfully beautiful, exquisitely overwhelming. 
 
    Fluids were spurted into the body of Zach, which had just a bare remembrance of being Zach, of being possessed. 
 
    And that which had been Zach wished, one final wish, that it could experience love again, that it could be possessed. 
 
    But, instead, there was the pain of returning penis and testicles. The rupture of a disappearing chest. 
 
    As the spirit of Zach departed his body returned to maleness. 
 
    As the spirit which had possessed Zach departed, and entered The Hunter, The Hunter felt a terrible heat, and his nipples hurt, they were so swollen and rigid. 
 
    And his penis shrank, and his testicles ascended into his body. 
 
    And he passed out. 
 
    But not for long.  
 
    He would awake, and be aware that he was The Hunter, but that he had somehow been relegated to a small, dim corner of mind, to watch, and lust, and be eternally frustrated as The Prey lived his life, and did with him…her…what she wanted. 
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     Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Gotcha!” Johnny’s game made a chinging sound and he jumped up and gloated. “One more win for the pro!” 
 
    Next to him, Janice frowned. She was close, but he was always just a little better than her. 
 
    Tom, their manager came over and patted Johnny’s back. “Well done. Turn in your notes and we’ll do it again.” 
 
    Johnny stopped smiling. That was his weak point. He was supposed to play the game, take notes of where the glitches were, make suggestions for different paths, and so on. The problem was that he got excited and lost track. He immersed himself in the game and forgot to make his notes. the result was that though he sailed through the games faster than anybody, he was turning in results half as much as anybody else. 
 
    “Oh, no! You forgot to make notes!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Tom. The game is just so good…I couldn’t pull myself out of it.” 
 
    Tom shook his head. “Well, it’s okay. Just go through the game again, and try to remember why you’re playing it.” 
 
    At that moment Janice finished her game.  
 
    CHING! 
 
    She sat back. 
 
    “Done, Janice?” Tom asked. 
 
    “Here’s my notes, Tom.” 
 
    Tom looked over her notes. Everything was there, time to glitches, suggestions as to how to fix them, everything.  
 
    He grinned. “Far out.” Then, an aside to Johnny, “See? It’s easy, Johnny. Take a lesson from your wife.” 
 
    Johnny grunted, and felt the irritation. When Tom had returned to his office to go over Janice’s notes he grumbled. “You didn’t have to do that.” 
 
    She blinked and turned to him. “What?” 
 
    “Turn in your notes when he’s chewing me out. It makes me look bad.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking of making you look bad. I was done, and I—“ 
 
    “You’re supposed to have my back.” 
 
    “I’m supposed to test games, and so are you!” Now she was feeling a little peeved. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” muttered Johnny. 
 
    He started up the game again, gripped his pen tightly, and chose a character to play. 
 
    Next to him Janice scowled. Once again he was taking it out on her, and it just wasn’t fair. 
 
    Suddenly she stood up and headed for the office. 
 
    Johnny watched her go, and didn’t care. She had made him look bad, and it just wasn’t fair. 
 
     
 
    Tom was poring over her notes when she knocked. He looked up and smiled. “Looks good, Janice. Very thorough.” 
 
    “Thanks, Tom. I…uh, I have an idea.” 
 
    “Sure. Have a seat and tell me.” 
 
    Janice sat down, crossed her legs and pursed her lips. 
 
    Tom smiled. Janice was a looker, better than that lazy ass hubby of hers deserved. 
 
    “Tom, what are the statistics on gamers. Who plays games, age and sex.” 
 
    “That’s a no brainer,” Tom grew more serious. “Males from 14 to 40 make up our main audience. They buy most of the games, and they play most of the games.” 
 
    He talked for a moment, going over statistics they both knew, what kind of machines the games were played on, hot times of the year, and so on, then he stopped and studied her. “What’s your idea?” 
 
    “You’re missing half the audience. Or, to put it in even simpler terms, you could double your audience.” 
 
    “We’ve talked about this, upper management is all over it. Did you have something in mind?” 
 
    “What if I could design a game that would intrigue females, 14 to 40?” 
 
    “Sure. We’ve thought about it. But girls don’t go for games the way guys do. It’s basic wiring.” 
 
    “No, it’s not basic wiring. You just haven’t given girls games they could relate to.” 
 
    Tom tilted his head. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Guys play games, football, baseball, and it’s easy to put those games to a digital playing field.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “But girls are interested in make up, fashion, and…” she paused long enough to get his attention firmly fixed. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Getting the boyfriend.” 
 
    Tom blinked. He wasn’t a dope, and he saw the potentials right away. 
 
    “So we make a game where girls earn points…” 
 
    “…and they buy make up and fashions…” 
 
    “…and the goal isn’t seven points, or killing a tank, or sniping some dude from World War 2.” 
 
    “No. The goal is to get pretty enough to get the guy.” 
 
    Tom sat back, scenarios running through his head. 
 
    Janice continued. “And, girls can earn multiple boys, she can even make them do things that make it easier to get more boyfriends. She can assign boys to do the laundry, clean the house, and all that sort of thing, and she gets more time to earn more points, to get more boyfriends…” 
 
    “It can go online, competitions between groups of girls…” 
 
    “Chatrooms designed for women, instead of just the hard core snipe and shoot ‘em up gamers.” 
 
    Her spiel done, Janice sat. 
 
    Tom was figuring statistics, thinking algorithms, jumbling numbers and working his way through spin offs and versions. 
 
    Suddenly he leaned forward and picked up his phone. He hit a number and waited a couple of seconds. Then, glancing at Janice, he swiveled his chair towards a window and began talking. 
 
    “Jerry, can I come up and run something past you? Yes. One of my testers has a brilliant idea, and I think…yes? Okay. Be up in five.” 
 
    He hung up and swiveled back to Janice, who was now holding her breath. “Okay. Five minutes we meet with Jerry.” 
 
    Janice fanned herself with one hand. Jerry was the president of the company.  
 
    “I want you to breath nice and slow, he’s a regular guy…” 
 
    Who was worth 50,000,000! 
 
    “…so take a moment and think your proposal out logically. I’ll be there and don’t worry…your idea has excellent potential. Are you ready?” 
 
    Janice nodded. 
 
      
 
    In the testing room Johnny noticed that Janice was going somewhere with Tom. He frowned. Damn. That little distraction made him miss something. He backed up the game and squinted at the screen. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs, Janice pitched her idea, and before she was five minutes into it Jerry was leaning forward and asking some very precise questions.               “How difficult would it be to change one of our platforms over to a girl-friendly version?” 
 
    “Not difficult at all. Colors are the easiest, and if we just change tanks to sports cars, have the player arrow in on clothes instead of grenades or types of weapons…” 
 
    “Tom, what are the chances for some back door income by selling advertising for upscale products in the girl’s make up kits, fashions, and so on. 
 
    Tom answered, “Excellent. Victoria’s Secret, just to name one, would be thrilled to have half the girls in America trying to get into a digital store.” 
 
    Janice blurted, “We can hook digital to sales and offer coupons.” She realized she had spoken out of turn and dwindled off. But her idea suddenly excited Jerry. 
 
    “A portal to the real world, transactions back and forth, Victoria’s Secret as a game that sucks players in.” 
 
    “We could start our own Victoria’s line in conjunction with them. Boost both our businesses. They’d be stupid not to jump on this. Minimal investment, maximum returns.” 
 
    Jerry turned to Janice. “How soon could you have a working model. I don’t care how ragged it looks, I just want something to present to the game designers. You’ll work with them closely, if that’s okay.” 
 
    OMG! she breathed. She had originally wanted to be a designer, not just a tester! 
 
    “Of course, sir.” 
 
    Jerry barked a laugh. “Calls me ‘sir,’ after an idea like that.” He swiveled to Tom. “Set her up in an office. Hook her up with Design and marketing.” 
 
    “Me?” she blurted, suddenly scared. It was all happening too fast. 
 
    Jerry grinned. “You got the idea, and that’s the hard part. You pull this off and we’ll talk shares.” 
 
    Shares? Like a vice-president. 
 
    Jerry picked up the phone and tapped a number. “Lana, can we get you up here? We’ve got a major idea developing and I want you to listen to it ground floor,’ he paused, then winked, actually winked, at Janice, “and from the genius who thunk it up. Yes. Meet us in software.” Lana was head of marketing, and now Janice was sure they were moving too fast. She had figured she’d get a quick talk, they’d find a lot of holes in her idea, but this…this… 
 
    “Okay, kids, let’s meet Lana in Software. Let’s light a fire and make this happen!” 
 
    As they exited the office Janice felt faint. It was just an idea she had had…and it was good…but now…OMG! 
 
      
 
    Johnny finished testing his game, and he had a lot of notes written down. More than usual. Of course it had really bitten him in the ass when he had been shamed, and he had to prove himself. 
 
    Oddly, except for the testers, there weren’t any upper management around. 
 
    Usually the department heads sauntered through, held little meetings throughout the day, and gave a little relief to the hard working testers. 
 
    Where had everybody gone? 
 
    Five o’clock came and testers began disappearing. Computers were shut down, games were saved, notes were put on the side, and…lights dimmed. 
 
    Where was Janice? 
 
    Six o’clock and she still wasn’t around. He finally reached for his cell phone and tapped her number. 
 
    At her station, next to his, her cell phone rang. 
 
    Fuck!  
 
    Where was she? 
 
    More time passed. 
 
    Johnny walked upstairs. Out of bounds for testers, but he was worried about his wife. 
 
    At the end of the hall on the second floor he heard a buzz of voices. The buzz became a grumble as he approached the big glass window fronting the conference room for the Software department. 
 
    He leaned forward and peeked. 
 
    Just about every manager in the company was there. Some of the fellows and gals were leaning forward, little groups, talking excitedly. A few fellows sat by themselves and were working frantically on their pads and laptops.  
 
    At the front of the room Janice was talking with…Jerry and Tom! His direct senior and the president of the company. 
 
    Janice was talking animatedly. She was moving her hands down the shape of her body, then gesticulating in the air. 
 
    The two men were grinning, then Jerry said something that made them laugh. 
 
    Johnny backed up. What the fuck? What the hell was going on? 
 
    He walked back down the hall. He went to the lunch room and bought a Coke. Then he sat down and sipped and wondered what had happened. 
 
      
 
    Two hours later Janice came down the stairs. Skipping. Her face alight with excitement such as Johnny had never seen. She saw Tom at his station and ran to him. 
 
    “Johnny! They loved my idea!” 
 
    Johnny stood up. He was a little put out by having to wait so long, but he tried to put on a happy face. “What idea?” 
 
    “The one about a game for women, make up stations and fashions and women earning points and collecting boys. Or men. Or whatever. Oh! That just gave me another idea!” 
 
    “Well, make a note. We need to get home for dinner.” 
 
    Janice frowned, “Are you upset?” 
 
    “No, no. It’s just late and I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Oh, of course. I’m sorry, but the meeting ran late and…and I had to talk to Marty in Software, and Lana in marketing, and…Oh, Johnny, they’re going to put me in charge of the development. They’re even going to give me my own office! 
 
    All the way home Janice gushed, and all the way home Johnny kept his peace, listened politely, and was unsettled within. 
 
    Heck, he had always dreamed of being a designer, he was the one who had gotten Janice the job in the first place, and now they were choosing her over him? It just didn’t seem fair. 
 
      
 
    Speed, in the game industry, is paramount. 
 
    Drag your heels and the next company over will hear of your idea and go with it. 
 
    Take your time too much and a leading game idea comes in second place. 
 
    Thus, the next couple of months were frantic ones for Janice. She worked late every night. She built friendships with managers and dealt with a whole new world of problems. 
 
    This caused some strain on her marriage, but she wasn’t worried. She loved Johnny, and he loved her. So he made his own meals, and she slid into bed long after he had gone to sleep. 
 
    But it was okay. At least, she thought it was. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand why you can’t put in a good word for me?”               
 
    They were having a late dinner after a long day. 
 
    Janice spooned a bit of lasagne, smiled wanly, and explained, “I’m not in that department. I can’t just bust into HR and demand that a tester be assigned to me.” 
 
    “But I can help with designing! I’ve always had a talent for design, and I know you need help.” 
 
    “Johnny, I don’t ask for people, they inspect my work load, figure out what I need, and assign me somebody with a specialty.” 
 
    “Still, there’s got to be some way to take advantage of my  talents.” 
 
    The talk went long into the night, and Janice was hard put, Johnny was so insistent.” 
 
    The fact of the matter was that she had suggested Johnny to one of her team and had been politely shot down. 
 
    Johnny was a great game tester, if he could keep his eye on the goal. 
 
    And, there were people in the company who were better suited for design. 
 
    Still, Johnny was so insistent that Janice finally agreed to put a word in for him the following day. 
 
     
 
    “I know that Johnny has a lot of talent, and if he just had a chance…” 
 
    Martha O’Brien listened patiently, and she knew exactly what was happening. 
 
    Janice was outshining her hubby. She had the talent, and Johnny was just by the way. 
 
    Considering this, listening to the girl, knowing that Janice had undoubtedly been put on the spot by her husband, she decided that maybe there was something she could do. 
 
    In fact, it was a vicious sort of a ‘something,’ but it was appropriate under the circumstances. 
 
    It would be a win-win for all parties involved, but one of those parties was not going to be happy with his win. 
 
      
 
    Johnny was running through the ‘War Spider’ game for the umpteenth time. In the beginning it had been an exciting game. But a few hundred times through, searching for glitches, making the endless notes, Johnny was less than excited. 
 
    Fortunately, he was distracted by the phone at his elbow. 
 
    He picked it up and gave a “Yo.” 
 
    “Martha O’Brien, Johnny. Human Resources. Can you drop by after lunch?” 
 
    Instantly Johnny was at attention. “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    His head swirled with possibilities. He knew Janice had talked to HR, and maybe they were finally going to notice him. 
 
    Or fire him. 
 
    He wasn’t that confident in his job that he knew which it would be. 
 
    But they couldn't fire the husband of one of the Vice-Presidents, could they? 
 
    He wondered about that all through lunch, and all the way down the hall to the HR offices. 
 
    “Johnny! Wonderful to see you.” 
 
    Johnny put on his best face, shook hands, and crossed his fingers. 
 
    “Sit right here, Johnny, and let me get out this file…right here…yes.” 
 
    Martha sat down across from him. Opened the folder, it was one of the ones coded red, which meant ‘Virgin Paradise.’ 
 
    Holy crap! That was the big one that Janice was working on! She had pulled it off! He was in the door! 
 
    I’m sure you’ve heard the rumors, maybe even talked with your wife a bit about it…but the new game coming out in two months. If the roads are clear and the Gods are willing.” 
 
    She chuckled, and he chuckled right along with her. 
 
    “Now, we have a special version we are preparing, hope to have it ready to launch with Janice’s main version.” 
 
    Johnny listened, turned his head and tried to read upside down and think all at the same time. 
 
    “As you know, the game is aimed at ladies from 14 to 40. That will effectively double our sales and profits. But there is another group which is sadly misrepresented in our statistics. Did you know that 5% of the population identifies as transgender?” 
 
    Johnny blinked. Transgender? WTF? 
 
    “That translates to 17,000,000 people. Do you know how much extra profit we can garner if we tailor a game for that segment of the population?” 
 
    Johnny was stunned. Trans? He didn’t know where this was going. 
 
    “Now Janice is a little overworked at the moment, so we are going to assign a person to aid her, and specifically in the trans versions of her game.” 
 
    For a moment Johnny exulted. She was talking about promoting him to this position. But her next words dashed that expectation. 
 
    “We would like you to work under this person. You would be expected to focus your game testing on the trans version.” 
 
    “Oh, well, uh…sure.” 
 
    It was a promotion, after all. And it would undoubtedly lead to greater things. 
 
    “You realize, of course, that you will be required to learn and adapt your testing to reality.” 
 
    “Reality?” 
 
    “Yes. As you know, everything is interactive. A girl buys a dress from Victoria’s Secret, for example, she gets real credits at the real store. And vice versa. that sort of thing.” 
 
    “I think I understand.” 
 
    “Excellent. I don’t mind telling you how valuable Janice has become to us, and you assisting her in this manner will be well received and far reaching. 
 
    Nodded, smiled, was shaken hands with, and shortly found himself returning to his station. His ‘promotion’ would take place after the weekend. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not really sure what my duties are going to be, but they want me to start with some very extensive game testing.” 
 
    “Johnny! That’s wonderful!” 
 
    “It’s…uh, it has to do with the trans version of the game.” 
 
    Janice knew of the trans version, and had done a couple of things on it, but her main thing was the official Virgin’s Paradise game. Version one. Or ‘Virgin one,’ as some people called it. 
 
    “So you’ll be game testing.” 
 
    “Yes, but they’re not so interested in glitches, that work will be done on Version One, they want to see how fast I can actually go through the game, how well I adapt to the fashions and stuff.” 
 
    Now Janice blinked. “Do you know what the fashion stations are?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. you buy clothes. Apparently they’re going to send me to places and I’ll have to get outfitted like in the game and…that sort of thing. 
 
    Janice saw it then. Johnny hadn’t put it together yet. 
 
    Should she tell him? 
 
    She thought not. He was so excited and happy, better just let him slide into the game and find out that stuff on his own. 
 
    Then, having made up her mind, she stifled a grin. 
 
    Johnny was going to have to go to sexy, dress shops, and other stores. And he was going to have to buy outfits. And that meant getting fitted, and touched, and wearing the right underwear, and…and…oh, crap! 
 
    “You’ve got a funny look on your face.” 
 
    “Oh, nothing, just something one of the girls said today.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Well, you feel like some dessert?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Dessert. Sure.” 
 
    He gave her a look, “Are you sure you’re all right?” 
 
    “Oh, absolutely. And, Johnny?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I’m proud of you. And if you do the game testing in the trans version well, it’s going to open a lot of doors for you.” 
 
    “I know,” he grinned. “And it’s all because of you.” 
 
    She smiled at him. 
 
    And it was true. She had created this great opportunity for him. She just hoped he would be so happy once his new job started. 
 
     
 
    Monday came, and Johnny sat down at his computer and called up the Trans version of Virgin’s Paradise. 
 
    He filled in the forms on the screen, and selected a character. 
 
    He had six characters to choose from, and he could adapt these characters to some extent. 
 
    He chose the name Onyx, and his character started out nude, with no real features. 
 
    The head was bald, his feet were bare, he had no swell of waist or bosom. Even his face was plain. 
 
    He moved Onyx with his joystick, noted the crispness of the character, and began experimenting with moves. 
 
    It was easy. The platform was similar to War Spider, and a jump was a jump, a somersault was a somersault, and so on. 
 
    Then he entered the game proper. In the center of the screen Onyx appeared, along with the legend: 
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    We Are All Born 
 
      
 
    The first part was easy, a good intro, not daunting, just enough challenge to intrigue the player, and…he found several ‘purses’ and entered several ‘salon’ stations.  
 
    He was able to buy purple hair, goth eyes, stiletto heels on combat boots, and a tutu. 
 
    The choices of apparel and his look made him laugh. He was a guy, and there wasn’t much of a guy selection, just a token suit, athletic shoes, a buzz cut. 
 
    So he chose the outlandish ‘trans’ apparel and suffered a squeamish giggle. Was that really what trans people wore? He didn’t think so. But the game was the game so they must have done some kind of research. 
 
    He made a couple of quick notes, then went for part two. 
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    We All Suffer 
 
     
 
    Another easy section, but…getting harder. What made this harder is that he was faced with several situations where his character had to make life decisions. 
 
    This forced a certain re-evaluation of what he understood a trans person to be. By the time he was done with the section he was frowning. 
 
    Still, he was more intrigued. By presenting real life situations, merging them with digital solutions, he was forced to think, and one of the surprising thoughts he had was that being a trans person was tougher than he had thought. 
 
    If the game was accurate. 
 
    Problem, he thought it was. 
 
    Uncomfortably accurate. 
 
    The joy of the game, however, was that he was now able to make definite progress towards a goal. 
 
    And what was that goal? 
 
    Being…trans. Thinking about converting his sexuality. 
 
    Now he was REALLY uncomfortable. 
 
    And the odd thing was that he had a boner! WTF? 
 
    This is ridiculous, he thought, as he signed off for lunch. I’m a well adjusted male. I can handle this stuff. This is for people who are crazy. I mean…changing sex? Who the fuck would want to do that? 
 
    He sat in the lunch room and ate a bologna sandwich with American cheese—a gastronomic tragedy if ever there was one—and contemplated the fact that he had an erection. 
 
    A little unsettled by his morning, was he having a trans experience—virtual, it was still real in his mind—was his boner…legitimate? 
 
    But how could it be? 
 
    He was a guy! Dammit! 
 
    So he grumbled and ate his sandwich and kept to himself. 
 
    Where was Janice? Oh, yeah, she had a lunch with her team, some brainstorming on a design question. 
 
    Damn. He was feeling a little jealous. 
 
    Well, when he knocked this current assignment out of the park they would take notice of him. 
 
    It turned out they had already taken notice of him.  
 
    When he returned to his desk there was a small envelope on his desk. It was from Marnie Schillings, the girl who worked over him, and under Janice. 
 
     
 
    Well done! 
 
    I read over your notes. 
 
    Good. 
 
    Head over to Jennette’s Bras 
 
    and have yourself made into ‘Onyx.’ 
 
    Marnie 
 
      
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened. 
 
    He had never heard of Jennette’s Bras, and he was supposed to go there. To a bra place! 
 
    But what would he want at a bra place? He was a guy, dammit! He didn’t have tits! 
 
    He picked up the envelope and stomped off towards Marnie’s office. 
 
    “Uh, Marnie?” He stood at the door and tapped on the jamb. 
 
    “Hey! Onyx! Come in.” She turned to three other people who were in the office, “I got to go, girls, Onyx is testing the Virgin’s Paradise Trans version.” 
 
    The three people collected their bag lunches and filed out, each one grinning at him, and one of them patting his arm. “Way to go, Tiger.” 
 
    Johnny gulped. 
 
    All three were trans people! They wore brightly colored hair, make up, and an assortment of rainbow colored clothes. 
 
    And he recognized some of the clothes from the choices of apparel he had been given in the game! 
 
    “Have a seat, Onyx, what can we do for you?” 
 
    Johnny sat gingerly. He was suddenly feeling uncomfortable. He had entering in high dudgeon, but now he was unnerved. Seeing the other players, knowing that he might be playing against them, or with them, he was suddenly unsure that he should be making big complaints. 
 
    So he started softly. 
 
    “I got your envelope with the instructions…” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Have fun. We’ve talked to the vendors, everything is free, of course, and they have active opinions concerning what you should wear. The idea is to duplicate the outfits you have in the game. We’ll run you past marketing, make some decisions, maybe make some adjustments to the game, and you get to do it all again.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, it’s just that…I didn’t think I was going to be physically changing.” 
 
    “Oh, it that a problem? It’s just clothes and stuff.” 
 
    And stuff? Uh oh! 
 
    “Yeah, but I have a life outside of…uh…” 
 
    “Oh, I understand, but the company is going to require some level of commitment. We can’t go into a game changer like this with a dilettante attitude. Millions of people are going to be affected by what you do, what you experience. I’m sure you can appreciate that.” 
 
    “Well, uh…um…” 
 
    “Excellent. When you’re done this afternoon come see me. I’m going to want to take a first hand look at how you’re doing. Say, did you want to take the company Tesla?” 
 
    Johnny’s eyes widened. The company had ordered a couple of Tesla’s for company cars. At first it had seemed like a joke, but guys who drove Chevy’s, high tech computer guys, really loved to drive the Teslas. And, there was a lot of status to being allowed to drive the cars. 
 
    Maybe Johnny would have stood his ground, but to be offered the company Tesla? Janice had driven it, and she had raved, and now…he was going to get to drive the Tesla? 
 
    “Uh, sure.” 
 
    A moment later he was out the door. Still conflicted, but mollified. He might have to play a little dress up, but he would be driving the Tesla! Just like one of upper management! 
 
    Behind him, Marnie smiled. She had had a long talk about Mr. Johnny with HR. Martha wanted to see what he was made of, check his level of commitment out. 
 
    Personally, Marnie thought he acted a little weasly. But, if that’s what Martha wanted, then that’s what Martha got. 
 
    She wondered how Johnny would like it when he hit the upper levels of the game. 
 
      
 
    Johnnie hit Jennette’s Bras first. It was a bland, little store front of Santa Monica. On the inside it was trendy, filled with every type of bra imaginable, and Johnny found himself getting an instant boner as he walked through the place. 
 
    All the cups, he wanted to feel. 
 
    He let his hands roam over material. 
 
    He was supposed to wear this stuff? 
 
    “May I help you?” 
 
    The girl was sleek, that was the only word for it, yet under her sheen of womanhood was an earthy feel. 
 
    “Yeah. I’m Johnny, from Red Rocket Games.” 
 
    “Onyx!” The woman blurted and grinned. She immediately stepped forward and linked her arm with his. “I’ve been talking with Marnie all morning. We’ve got all sorts of things for you to try on.” 
 
    She walked him into the back room. There was a big table with material and outfits and tools for cutting and measuring on it. Just beyond the table was a small, circular stool. 
 
    “Hop up here. Girls! It’s Onyx! From Red Rocket Games!” 
 
    Johnny was placed on the stool, and three women crowded around him. 
 
    “Oh, goodie, we can get his real measurements. Hold your arms out…” 
 
    Johnny held his arms out and the girl held a tape to his armpit and stretched it out to his hands. 
 
    Another girl stretched a tape from his ankle up his inseam. Her hand brushed against his groin and he shivered. 
 
    He looked down, she looked up…and winked. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    “Do you, uh, get many people who are really trans here?” 
 
    “Oh, yes—take off your shirt—they are the most wonderful people.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t want to take off his shirt, but…as Onyx, he had to. 
 
    “I mean, I’m not really trans, and I don’t know…” 
 
    The girls all giggled. One was picking out a pair of nylons, from a selection on a nearby table. She held them up and seemed to be comparing them to Johnny’s skin color. 
 
    “Take off your pants, Onyx.” 
 
    “Well, I’ve got a problem, and…” 
 
    “You’ve got a boner! How cute!” 
 
    “Off with your pants and let us see! We’re going to have to figure out how to hide that bad boy.” 
 
    “But I—“ 
 
    “Uh oh, we’ve the got the combat high heels, but only with the big spikes. Can you handle walking in spikes?” 
 
    “Tammy? Where did you put the breast forms?” 
 
    Breast forms? 
 
    “Oh, darn. Hold on, girls, let me get him some panties from the storeroom…” 
 
    And so it went. Johnny tried to blather, tried to distract, tried to get out of it, but they pulled his pants down, then his underpants, and he turned red with embarrassment. 
 
    “Oh, that is nice,” contemplated one of the girls. 
 
    “I don’t know. I like them a little bigger. Not that you’re small, Onyx, but…” 
 
    “Here, this is called a gaff. Try putting it on.” 
 
    Johnny pulled the gaff up his legs quickly, thinking to hide himself. Unfortunately, the gaff was designed to hide his bulge. That meant he had to push his erect peeny back between his legs. Not a veery comfortable action considering his state of excitement. 
 
    “I, uh…don’t fit.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense!” One of the girls reached up and grabbed his cock. She was behind him, and she pulled it back between his legs. 
 
    “Oh…!” Johnny gasped, and the girls all giggled. 
 
    “That’s what you get for being such a horn dog!” 
 
    They snugged the gaff up and he was imprisoned. God, if he walked around in a gaff all the time he was going to have a permanently bent dick! 
 
    “Okay, here are the proper color leggings. Put these on, I’ll get the tutu.” 
 
    One of the girls jumped up next to him, and he was suddenly in uncomfortably close quarters with her. 
 
    She didn’t seem to mind, and he was breathing her hair and feeling her breasts and hands on his body. 
 
    “This is glue for the breast forms. It’ll wear off after a couple of days, but Marnie said we’re going to be seeing a lot of you, so…that’s cool. 
 
    She pressed a pair of big breast forms onto his chest. She held them in place and smiled over them at him. 
 
    Five minutes later he was in a bra. It was flimsy, sexy, but sturdy. It needed to be sturdy because his fake boobs were heavy. 
 
    “I bet you just can’t wait for the higher levels in your game.” 
 
    “Uh…why?” 
 
    “Real boobs, silly. You won’t have to glue these honkers on yourself. Now, you’re almost ready to go. Sally, you want to walk Onyx over to the beauty parlor?” 
 
    Johnny stepped down from the stool and looked in a mirror. 
 
    He was onyx. He didn’t have the goth eyes and the purple hair, but his outfit was exactly as he had chosen it in the game. 
 
    And those damned boobs! How was he going to function with a big pair of tits on his chest! He would have trouble reaching around those humpers just to touch his keyboard! 
 
    But, his worries aside, the girl who was Sally took his hand and lead him through the front room. 
 
    Customers stopped and stared, Johnny turned a super bright shade of red. He was redder than lipstick.  
 
    Sally led him outside and down the side walk. 
 
    At that moment, maybe it was a traffic thing, but somebody honked their horn. 
 
    Johnny spun around and Sally giggled. “Don’t worry, Onyx. You’ll be getting lots of honks before you’re done.” 
 
    “But, I don’t…” 
 
    “Here we go.” They turned into a beauty salon not two doors down from the bra shop. 
 
    A dozen women turned and stared. 
 
    Johnny would have run out, at that point, but Sally had him firmly in hand, and she pushed him towards a woman at the end of a bunch of beauty stations. 
 
    “Shelly! This is Onyx!” 
 
    Shelly was a winsome blonde, sort of a surfer type, but with lots of heavy make up. 
 
    “Oh, goodie! Sit right here, Onyx. Ladies! We have a celebrity in our midst! Onyx is from Red Rocket Games, and we have the honor of making her up! 
 
    Another girl came over to the chair and looked at Johnny’s hands. She made a tsk tsk sound. No more biting your nails for you, sister.” 
 
    Johnny looked at his hands. Yeah. Sometimes he chewed on them while playing games. 
 
    The girl sat down next to him and stretched his fingers out. “You’ll have to come back for your toes,” she giggled, “Unless you want to take your nylons off right now.” 
 
    “No!” Johnny yelped. 
 
    The girl started filing his nails, preparing them. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Giving you nails. Onyx has pretty nails, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…I’m a guy!” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. You don’t have any bulge at all. A guy would have a big boner if he was surrounded by all us sexy girls, right?” 
 
    “Well, but…” 
 
    Johnny’s protests were curtailed when the first girl started cleansing his face. She ran little sponges over his pores, and they quickly turned black. 
 
    “No more blackheads for you, Onyx.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    But Johnny was caught, and he actually felt a tremor of fear. 
 
    What were they doing to him? 
 
    But, even worse, down inside his gaff he was trying to boner up. His cock pushed and pulled and tried to straighten out. It was painful, but in a horny sort of pleasurable way, and he gave a groan. 
 
    One of the girls chirped, “Hey! Mikey! I think she likes it!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny, as Onyx, stood in front of Marnie. His face was terribly red, but the redness was hidden by make up. 
 
    Marnie bit the inside of her cheek and stifled her laughter. 
 
    Johnny had always been a bit of an arrogant prick, but now he was in his place. His proper place. 
 
    “Wonderful,” she said. “Stand right there.” 
 
    To Johnny’s horror, she picked up her phone and called several department heads. 
 
    Lana came in and gushed. Marty from software came in and blinked. “Johnny?” 
 
    “Uh, hi, Marty.” 
 
    “Well, this is a surprise, but you look good! Real good! 
 
    Jerry and Tom came in and were quite professional in their evaluations. They asked Johnny questions and put him on the spot, but he mumbled his way through the inquisition. 
 
    “Johnny!” 
 
    He turned to see Janice. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Johnny, this is perfect! You’re really done it!” 
 
    Johnny was red, but he also felt an unaccustomed heat in his chest. Even though it was for being a trans, Johnny welcomed the compliments. 
 
    “What do you think, Janice?” 
 
    Janice put her elbow in her hand and a hand to her chin. “He really looks the part. But I think we need more makeup.” 
 
    There was some discussion, and Johnny stood and took it all in. He felt like a party favor at a Halloween party. 
 
    The weird thing was the pleasure from Janices compliment. He hadn’t expected to feel good, not at all, from dressing up. 
 
    While everybody discussed Johnny’s transition Janice frowned and stood back and scrutinized Johnny. 
 
    As Johnny felt warmth from compliment, Janice felt a sort of warmth, too. But her warmth was focused between her legs. 
 
    Seeing Johnny like this, like a weird goth, trans, girly guy…she felt downright moist between the legs. This startled her. Why would she feel good about Johnny looking so…so trans! She knew he thought of himself as a manly man, but…he wasn’t. In fact, he was sort of snarky, and seeing him in this position made her feel like he was getting some sort of just reward. 
 
    And, it sort of empowered her. 
 
    After all, how could he ever tell her off, or treat her mean in any fashion, when he looked like this? 
 
    “Janice?” 
 
    Janice spun out of her considerations and face Jerry. “You have a look on your face, what is it?” 
 
    Janice was bothered by something, but she had been so into thinking about Johnny, and liking the way he was, that she had ignored it. Now it burst out of her. “His boobs aren’t right.” 
 
    Johnny felt about an inch tall. 
 
    “They don’t have any kind of natural feel to them.” 
 
    Everybody stared at Johnny’s fake tits. 
 
    “Okay, how about we focus on the program getting Onyx real tits.” 
 
    Somebody blurted, “A hospital voucher?” 
 
    This caused another round of discussion, and by the time Johnny got out of the meeting it was getting late, too late for him to go back to work testing. 
 
    Feeling like crap, he shuffled back to his station and closed it up. Why was he doing this? Did Janice get off on making him feel so crappy? 
 
    He wanted to bring these feelings to the dinner table that night, but Janice was working late, and then got in too late for him to bring it up. 
 
    Not that it would have done any good. 
 
    The fact was that he could see Janice enjoying all her power and attention. 
 
    Fuck! What was he going to do to get out of this mess? 
 
      
 
    The next morning they had a quick breakfast, barely had time to say hello, then she helped him repair his look for work that day. 
 
    He was supposed to test the game completely in his role as Onyx. 
 
    “I’m not really liking looking like this,” he murmured as she fixed his lipstick. 
 
    “Yes, but you’re so good at it.” 
 
    It was hard to complain in the face of compliments, but he tried. “Yeah, but it’s hard typing with these long fingernails!” 
 
    She smiled, kissed him lightly, and said, “Why don’t you loosen your gaff a bit. It seems to be making you a little tense.” 
 
    So he did, and it did help, but there was a lot of unfinished conversation between Johnny and Janice. 
 
      
 
    For the next few days Johnny tested the game. He adapted to his long fingernails, and it became easier to walk in his high heeled combat boots. 
 
    And, thank God, the people in the company stopped picking on him, making mean, little remarks about his apparel and make up. 
 
    So Johnny was starting to survive, and he was even impressing Marnie and other upper management people. 
 
    Trying to ignore people who chuckled at him, or spoke of him, he was trying to stay concentrated on his task, and the result was that he was more focused. 
 
    Then the changes came down the line. 
 
     
 
    Part Five 
 
    Making It Real 
 
     
 
    This was a ball buster, no pun intended, and it took all his gamesmanship to reach the end of the section. 
 
    And, during the section he became aware that the goals had changed slightly. 
 
    Now it wasn’t just to get power points and change your appearance in the virtual world, it was to change your appearance in the real world! 
 
    “Johnny,” commented Marnie, calling another meeting with him, “Have you given much thought to what we discussed?” 
 
    Johnny had. “I’m a little uncomfortable getting a more permanent body modification. I mean, I can take off clothes and make up, but if you give me actual implants…that’s a permanent change.” 
 
    “No, actually, it’s not. Did you read the memo I sent to you about vacation boobs?” 
 
    “Uh…I was about to…” 
 
    “Vacation boobs are direct injections. They give you boobs so you can see if you like having them. They disappear in a month or so. So they are not permanent. And I think you can see how valuable this data, this viewpoint, would be for us in the game.” 
 
    Johnny tried to talk his way out of it. “Yeah, but…don’t you have some real trans people doing some testing? Wouldn’t they make better subjects?” 
 
    “Not really. We’re trying to gauge how the game affects real people, beyond the 5% of the population that is trans inclined. The fact that you’re not a trans makes you possibly our most valuable subject.” 
 
    “Are you trying to make a straight guy gay?” 
 
    She blinked. “This has nothing to do with being gay. This has to do with gender identity. I thought you understood that.” 
 
    “Well, I do, but, uh…” 
 
    But he had screwed up. Marnie actually seemed a bit upset, so he caved in. 
 
    “Uh, well, I guess I could reconsider the vacation boobs, as long as they aren’t really permanent. But I should talk to Janice first. I mean—“ 
 
    “Johnny, Janice is totally behind this. We just had a long talk about it, and she truly believes you’re going to have to go through this to give us the most accurate data. 
 
    That surprised Johnny. Janice wanted him to have tits? 
 
      
 
    “You want me to have tits?” They were sitting at dinner, a late dinner because Janice had just gotten home. 
 
    “It’s scientifically necessary if we are going to have the best feedback, the truest data.” 
 
    She smiled at him, reached out and patted his wrist. His wrist with the long, slender fingers topped with beautiful, bright red fingernails. “Don’t you want to be scientifically true?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I’ve never…” 
 
    “I know. That’s why it’s so important. Nobody has ever done anything like this. We’re opening up a whole new demographic.” 
 
    “But it started out being just girls! this is…it’s making me…a trans!” 
 
    Janice chuckled, “Oh, Johnny. You won’t believe what we’ve found out.” 
 
    “What have you found out?” 
 
    “Fifty per cent of the men in this world want to be women. Isn’t that amazing?” 
 
    “Fifty…” his mind slowed down. Then sped up, “You don’t think I want to be a girl!” 
 
    “Oh, who knows what you want, Johnny, but I’ll tell you this, since you started transitioning I have never had so many people come up and compliment me on your work.” 
 
    That made him happy, but this idea of getting tits… 
 
    Suddenly Janice was sitting on his lap. He couldn’t feel it too much because of the gaff, but he knew she was grinding on him. 
 
    She kissed him and felt his fake boobs. “Johnny, aren’t you curious? Don’t you want to feel what the real thing feels like?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    Janice ripped open her blouse, buttons flew threw the air, and she lifted one of her tits free of her brassiere. “Don’t you want to know what it feels like to have one of these big honkers on your chest? Or two big honkers?” 
 
    Johnny was horny. He wiggled and tried to get his cock out of the gaff, but it was lodged pretty firmly down there. It felt like it was getting more and more bent. 
 
    Then Janice got off his lap. 
 
    Quickly, he pulled out his weenie, but Janice was already heading for the bedroom. “Oh, God! I have to get some sleep!” 
 
    By the time Johnny reached the bedroom she was laying in bed, breathing deeply, and he knew better than to disturb her. 
 
    He walked into the bathroom and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He was wearing make up, had pretty eyes and sexy, red lips. His body was feminine. He had always been slender, and with the big fake boobs he looked…sexy. 
 
    And his hair…the girls at the salon had started fashioning his purple locks into a more feminine look. 
 
    He tried to be honest with himself. 
 
    It was kinky. And he had boners most of the time, even in his tight gaff. 
 
    Did he want to be a girl? 
 
    No. 
 
    Did he enjoyed wearing girly clothes and make up? 
 
    Fuck. That was the thing. He did enjoy it. 
 
    He sighed and his gaze went down to his cock. 
 
    It was sticking out, but bending down. Being in the gaff all the time was effecting it. He was going to have a downward curving dick. 
 
    But did it matter? 
 
    He still felt it.  
 
    On the rare occasions that he jacked off it felt really good. 
 
    He took his cock in hand and started stroking it. 
 
    Damn, he had been so busy, and so conflicted these last few weeks…and Janice hadn’t felt like it. Maybe it was time to give himself a little pleasure. Maybe it was time to— 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    He spun towards the bedroom and felt instantly guilty. 
 
    “Come to bed, honey. I need a little cuddle.” 
 
    So he went into the bedroom, took off his clothes and make up, and slipped into bed. 
 
    Unfortunately, by the time he was in bed Janice was snoring softly. 
 
      
 
    Johnny’s breast augmentation surgery happened on a Friday afternoon. That left him all weekend to deal with any soreness, to adapt to a different bra, and to adjust to feeling the real symbolism of femininity on his chest. 
 
    Janice loved it. She gave him back rubs, jacked him a few times (but never to completion), and discussed wardrobes and underwear and everything Onyx. 
 
    By Monday morning Johnny was used to having real boobs, and he stood in the conference room and the department heads all made comments and asked questions. 
 
    “How do they feel?” 
 
    “Is that bra enough support?” 
 
    “How did it feel getting the procedure?” 
 
    “Would you like them bigger?” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    And, as the session continued, some of the people asked if they could feel his boobs. Johnny wasn’t comfortable with that, but before he could voice an objection Janice blurted, “Of course you can.” 
 
    Hands touched him, touched his nipples, and he tried to control a shiver. 
 
    “How does it feel having a man with breasts?” somebody asked Janice. 
 
    “I like it. Johnny’s always had a touch of toxic masculinity, but now he seems softer, more amenable to reason.” 
 
    More amenable to reason? He simply didn’t want to talk because he was so embarrassed, but…whatever. 
 
    “Is he changing his personality in the game?” 
 
    There was a silence. Marty, from Software, held up a graph. “His decisions are definitely become more thoughtful. There’s a swing in his. ah, mood. He’s making decisions more like a woman.” 
 
    Jerry commented, “Of course he’ll never be a woman. Not a real woman.” 
 
    Jerry looked at the big boss. Was there something in Jerry’s words? Some hidden meaning? 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Janice. “Maybe we should be gearing our questions to bring around an eventuality. After all, he could be a woman if he…” 
 
    She left the statement unfinished, but everybody was now stroking their chins, squinting their eyes, and thinking very deep thoughts. 
 
    Johnny: “If I what?” 
 
    Then there were chuckles. It seemed like everybody was on the same wavelength but him. 
 
    “Wait a minute…I want to know if I what?” 
 
    Jerry put his arm around Johnny’s shoulders, making him feel small and effeminate, and walked him out of the office. “Now Johnny, we’re just talking off the top. After all, there isn’t that big a difference between male and female. Is there?” 
 
    And Johnny was moved out of the door of the conference room and Jerry went back in. 
 
    Closed the door. 
 
    Johnny stared with wide eyes. 
 
    He had just been kicked out of a discussion that dealt with his life! 
 
    And the discussion, as he watched through the window, really seemed to be ramping up. 
 
    Janice and Marnie seemed to be on one side, a couple of department head son the other, and Jerry floated back and forth, playing Devil’s Advocate, as it were. 
 
    Finally, no way back in, Johnny wandered down the hallway. His breasts jiggled and his ass swayed. Those damned high heeled combat boots were making him look a little taller in the butt, a little stilted, and he was starting to sway just from walking. 
 
    He thought back to Jerry’s remarks. What’s the difference between male and female? 
 
    A dumb remark. Everybody knew the difference. 
 
    Males were aggressive, they took things, they asserted themselves. 
 
    Females were more passive. 
 
    Was he getting more passive? According to the department heads he was. But…was he? 
 
    He retooled his thoughts, considered Jerry’s remarks from different angles. 
 
    Men fucked. 
 
    Women got fucked. 
 
    That was the difference. 
 
    But it was a false assertion in his mind, a protest against what was happening to him. 
 
    Wasn’t it? 
 
     
 
    Jerry fell asleep in Janice’s office. 
 
    He awoke hours later, and stretched and yawned. That meeting must have gone on a long time. 
 
    He got up and wandered down the hallway. No sound from the conference room. Seemed like everybody had gone home. 
 
    He peered into the room. Empty. 
 
    Hunh? 
 
    He went past the conference room and turned into the upper admin area. This was where only a couple of big bosses had their offices. 
 
    He heard a voice, it sounded like Janice, but it was strange, sort of…guttural. 
 
    He slowed down as he approached Jerry’s office. He listened. 
 
    “Unh…unh…unh…” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    “You’re so much bigger.” 
 
    Johnny froze. The sounds…he knew what they meant. 
 
    Fucking. 
 
    Janice…his wife…Jerry… 
 
    Little tears formed in the corner of his eyes.  
 
    He was about to catch his wife being untrue. 
 
    He stood and listened to the sounds of their moaning conversation. In his mind’s eye he could see their bodies lurching, humping, as he penetrated her. sucked on her breasts, kissed her passionately. 
 
    For a long moment he considered just turning and walking away. 
 
    She was a human being, she had thoughts unique to herself. Maybe it wasn’t fair, but…but he realized that he was acting in a passive manner. 
 
    He was acting like a woman. 
 
    The transition had gotten to him and…could he consider himself a man any longer? 
 
    With that thought he peeked around the corner of the open door. The sight that he saw made him jump and gasp. 
 
    He had thought…they were…but…no! 
 
    They were doing something else, and it shocked him to the core. 
 
    So that was why she didn’t want to fuck him any more! 
 
    OMG! 
 
    Johnny staggered down the hall, out to the car, and drove home. 
 
      
 
    Janice arrived home at three in the morning. She arrived in the company Tesla, as Johnny had taken their Chevy. 
 
    He knew that she would want to buy an expensive car when the project was done, when she had bonuses and promotions all locked up.  
 
    Heck, she would have to buy an expensive car for a tax write off. 
 
    Johnny lay in bed and listened to her coming through the house. 
 
    He was wearing a peignoir and his gaff. His cock was hard, and bent so far double it reminded him of that dirty limerick. 
 
      
 
    There once was a man from Kent 
 
    whose cock was so long it bent 
 
    not dreaming of trouble 
 
    he bent it double 
 
    but instead of cumming he went 
 
      
 
    His cock was bent, and his balls were full, and he knew what was wrong between him and his wife. 
 
    She came down the hallway, stumbled a bit, and he realized she must have had a little champagne. 
 
    Of course. There had been a bucket of champagne in Jerry’s office. They must had imbibed before…before… 
 
    She entered the room clumsily, kicked off her heels, and sat on the bed. She began taking off clothes. 
 
    “Hello,” he murmured. 
 
    “Hello, husband of mine,” her words were slurred. “Sorry if I woke you up.” 
 
    “How was the meeting?” he asked. 
 
    “It was great. Took a long time, but…oh well.” 
 
    She had her nylons off, and her dress. Her breasts were magnificent in her bra. 
 
    “I saw you and Jerry.” 
 
    Janice went silent. She turned slowly and looked at him. In the darkness her eyes were yet bright. 
 
    “What did you see us doing?” 
 
    “You’ve been untrue to me, and…it’s not fair.” 
 
    “No. I suppose it isn’t. What do you want to do about it?” 
 
    “What you did with Jerry…I want you to do that with me.” 
 
    Janice nodded, seemed to think, and said, “Do you want me to do that to you now?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Janice stood up, wavered a bit, and went to her dresser drawer. She opened it and pulled out a strap on. She was drunk, but she must have put the fake dildo on so many times because she was smooth and polished in her motions. 
 
    She went to the bathroom, the big dick swaying back and forth in front of her. She returned with a tube of lube. 
 
    “On your hands and knees.” 
 
    Johnny slid out from under the covers. He got on his hands and knees. 
 
    Janice slapped his ass, fondled it. 
 
    “I cut a hole in the gaff so you could get it in easier.” 
 
    She stuck her finger through the hole in the gaff, and it lined up perfectly with the hole in his ass. 
 
    “Been thinking about this, eh?” she asked. 
 
    “Not until tonight. But tonight, seeing that Jerry was stealing you from me, I knew I had to do something.” 
 
    She reamed him with a finger, spread lube inside him and around the edges. 
 
    “I didn’t intend to screw Jerry. It just sort of happened.” 
 
    “Like a man screws a woman, except it was a woman screwing a man. I understand.” 
 
    “All that talk of you being a female, making you trans, it all…just seemed to happen.” 
 
    “I said I understand.” 
 
    She stepped up, fit her cock through the hole in his gaff. “I will always love you, you know.” 
 
    “But you’ll also love other men.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “What about men fucking you?” 
 
    “Not likely.” 
 
    And she moved her hips forward. 
 
    Johnny gave a big grunt and fell forward. She rode him down to the mattress, and then humped his rump. 
 
    Johnny groaned with the delicious feeling, and he was surprised when he started to leak, and the golden feeling as he was drained was incredible. 
 
    Maybe the female orgasm thing was really better than the male orgasm. 
 
    No, no maybe about it. It was.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Virgin’s Paradise made an easy billion dollars.  
 
    Janice bought a Ferrari with her bonus. 
 
    When the celebration party was held Johnny wore a silver lame gown with serious décolleté, high hem, and high heeled combat boots. 
 
    He received a special award for being Onyx. 
 
    And when Janice walked up to the podium to accept the Game Award for Best New Game of the Year, Jerry held Johnny’s leash. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
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    He used the women 
 
    until they transformed him! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait for you to meet my mother!” 
 
    Donna pulled Owen by the hand through the fancy resort. 
 
    The floors were marble, the walls exotic wood, the servants were all decked out in fancy livery. They wore  red vests, slick, white pants, and white fezzes. They spoke in English accents and were scrupulously polite. 
 
    “Well, uh, okay.” Owen wasn’t fond of meeting mothers. Girls loved him, mothers didn’t. Something about seeing through to the heart of a horn dog. 
 
    “Don’t worry, she’ll love you!” 
 
    Donna was five foot four, tawny, blonde hair that shone in the sun. Red lips that looked redder when they were descending towards his mouth. A body that was stacked, slender, and never ending. 
 
    “Was this the real reason we’re down here?” 
 
    Donna just giggled. 
 
    Owen smiled, but he was groaning inside. 
 
    The honest to God truth was that he was a cad. He loved ‘em and left ‘em. And he didn’t want to meet the mother of a girl he was about to dump. 
 
    On the surface, he was a catch. He had honest, blue eyes, chestnut hair that that always seemed to stay in place, and he wasn’t too bad to look at. 
 
    Of course, it was his sly wit and endless compliments that really won the girls over. 
 
    Most guys were a little scared of the really pretty ones, but Owen wasn’t. The prettier the better. 
 
    And the fact that Donna had lots of money, be it in a trust fund, really sealed the deal. 
 
    It was her money that allowed them to vacation on this little Caribbean island. Not a tourist trap, but an island owned by a family. 
 
    Donna’s family had owned the property for hundreds of years,  
 
    It was a big island, banana plantations, coconuts and the like, and the natives all worked happily. 
 
    Pretty good for an old-blood, white family. 
 
    “Right through here, Owen.” 
 
    Donna led him through a huge hall, at the end of which a wall of doors opened on a huge patio, a massive pool. and a green sward that led down to sugar sand beaches. 
 
    Owen studied the expensive trappings in the hall, noted the pictures of white plantation owners being waited on by dark-skinned natives. All seemed happy in Utopia. 
 
    Donna led him through the doors and to the right, and Owen stopped in shock. 
 
    Donna stopped as his hand slid out of hers, and she turned back to him. 
 
    “You!” 
 
    Donna blinked in confusion. “You know my mother?” 
 
    Owen nodded, forced himself to speak. “Hi, Missy.” 
 
    Missy Sinclair smiled from her lounge chair. 
 
    She held a glass of some exotic rum in one hand. She wore a two piece which revealed her sumptuous mounds, her flaring hips, her tight waist. 
 
    Owen should have known. The family resemblance…but the personalities…they were different. 
 
    Donna loved him, adored him, wanted to dance the night away with him. 
 
    Missy wanted to own him. She wanted him to wait on her, to drool at her feet. 
 
    She had seemed very squint-eyed when he had chosen to go his own way. 
 
    “Owen and I are old friends. It was Miami, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Uh, yes…” 
 
    “We met in a decadent, old hotel during a hurricane. People were taking refuge in that old structure, the wind was howling, and we shared a libation of some sort.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” 
 
    Owen forced a smile to his face, he went to Missy and offered his hand. “How nice to see you.” 
 
    She was Donna’s mother? Holy shit! Now the only question was whether she would reveal the torrid affair they had had. And a second question, would he get off this island alive!” 
 
    Missy stood, a sultry movement of unfolding sex and body parts, and put her arms around him. 
 
    He felt his boner pop up right away. Missy had that effect on men. One touch of missy was an invitation to Stiff City. 
 
    Missy laughed, relinquished her hold on him, and sat back down. She eyed him with a laughing smile. She glanced at his pants when Donna couldn’t see. 
 
    Owen plunked himself down in a wrought iron chair. He pulled a chair over and Donna plopped her round bottom down next to him. She leaned forward and kissed his cheek. 
 
    “This is my big secret, mother. Owen and I have been seeing each other for a while.” 
 
    “Lovely, could you fetch a pair of Cuba Libres for Donna and her beau?” 
 
    A short, native woman, very dark skin, very plump, went to a wet bar behind Missy. She eyed Owen and mixed the delicate concoctions She presented the drinks on a tray. 
 
    “Light rum, with a splash of Coke, m zanmi.” Lovely said. The glasses had three thin lime wedges perched on the rims. 
 
    The drink was delicious, and Owen gulped, then controlled himself. Missy had said nothing, so his secret was safe. 
 
    Oddly, he could have admitted to the affair and Missy would have chuckled, and Donna wouldn’t have gotten past it. 
 
    But Owen was not that kind of a person. He played things close to the vest, what Donna didn’t know couldn’t hurt him. 
 
    “M zanmi?” 
 
    “My friend,” translated Missy. “Now tell me how you lovebirds met?” 
 
    Though he was nervous, afraid of being discovered, Owen told how they had met on a yacht where they had both been invited to party. 
 
    “We knew we were right for each other right from the start,” Donna chirped. 
 
    “We did feel a distinct draw. We seem to be compatible.” 
 
    Donna kissed his mouth quickly, then wiped her lipstick off his lips. “Sorry.” 
 
    But she wasn’t sorry, she was in thrall. 
 
    “It must be wonderful to be loved so passionately,” murmured Missy. 
 
    “Oh, mother, you know. You had father, you know.” 
 
    “Yes, Henry Sinclair. He’s been gone for many years now, and I shall never get over him. Sometimes, you know, there is only one person for one person.” 
 
    “Mummy loved daddy so much,” Donna whispered to Owen. 
 
    But Owen knew otherwise. He had met Missy during that hurricane, and the hurricane in her heart had near threatened to swamp him. 
 
    She older than him, but she latched on to his smiles and good manners like a gator latches onto a duck. 
 
    It wasn’t just a night of lust and giggles, it was the start of an obsession. 
 
    “I don’t give myself lightly,” whispered Missy as Owen plunged into her. 
 
    He kissed her mouth shut, screwed her again, and took advantage of her. 
 
    “You must not leave me,” Missy had cried, when the storm broke and Owen decided to move on. 
 
    “Sorry, Missy, but I’m young, and I have things to do.” 
 
    Translated, he meant she was too old for him, and he had many young things to explore before he was ready to settle down. 
 
    She had tried to trace him, but he was wily. She tried to have him kidnapped, but he escaped. 
 
    Only to be brought into her clutches by her daughter. 
 
    He wondered if Donna knew anything of this, whether Missy had deliberately sent her daughter after him. 
 
    He thought not. 
 
    Donna was innocent. She was too young to entertain such Machiavellian plotting. 
 
    She was into him for love, and knew no better. 
 
    “What do you do, Owen?” Missy asked politely. 
 
    “I’ve done finances, shipping, a few other things.” 
 
    His work and wealth were difficult to trace, and he usually lived off the women he met. 
 
    “Ah, yes. You understand how wonderful it is to own the world.” 
 
    He smiled. Lovely made more drinks. The afternoon waned and dipped into the sunset, the dusk, and full night. 
 
     
 
    Time, a week of it, passed slowly. The days were spent imbibing, and Missy, for all her hidden passions, was a wonderful and cheerful host. 
 
    Of course she should be, for she had at least trapped the prey she most wished to entrap. 
 
    During the night Donna and Owen wandered on the beach, waded in the surf, and made love under sloping coconut trees. They could hear the sound of animals in the jungles, the screech of large cats, the rutting of wild boar, but they were safe. 
 
    A tall native named Nboko walked just beyond them and he carried a rifle. 
 
    Nboko faced the jungle, watching for dangerous wildlife. He undoubtedly saw the coupling of Owen and Donna, but he said nothing of what he saw. 
 
    Two weeks passed, and Owen was getting a little antsy. 
 
    The nuance laden conversations with Missy, the saccharine loving of Donna, he knew he was going to have to get off the island. 
 
    He was only fifty miles off the coast of Florida, but Donna didn’t want to consider the idea of leaving this island paradise. 
 
    He mentioned night clubs in Miami, places to visit and continue their romance, but she just smiled and changed the subject. 
 
    He couldn’t ask Missy. 
 
    And he couldn’t just steal a boat. Could he? 
 
    Well, he could, but he wasn’t that desperate, yet. 
 
    So the days passed, and Missy laughed with them, drank them cheerfully under the table, and Nboko guarded them, and Owen noticed something odd. 
 
     
 
    “The natives are always happy,” he observed to Donna and Missy. 
 
    Donna got a funny look on her face, but Missy took it in stride. 
 
    “And why not? We protect then, feed them, they have meaningful tasks to keep them happy.” 
 
    Yet Owen knew the natives weren’t always happy. 
 
    Nboko sometimes stared at them like he would like to use his rifle on them. 
 
    Lovely, when he wasn’t looking at her, glared at him.  
 
    It was subtle, behind his back, but Owen took advantage of the reflection of windows and caught her several times. 
 
    One night Owen woke up and couldn’t sleep. He lay, his eyes staring into the darkness for a while, then got up and walked out to the patio. 
 
    Owen went to the wet bar and stopped. Lovely stood in place, almost as if she had been waiting for him. 
 
    “I fix you drink.” 
 
    Owen considered the chubby woman. She had appeared her without being called, as if she had a weird sixth sense that told her when somebody wanted a drink. 
 
    She handed him a Planter’s Punch. It was a mysterious concoction of dark rum and tropical fruits, grenadine and bitters. 
 
    He sipped, and she retreated to the bar. 
 
    He moved closer to her, sat on a high stool and faced the ocean. 
 
    “Are you happy, Lovely?” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “Did you grow up on this island?” he tried. 
 
    “No,” she murmured.  
 
    “You speak English perfectly. Where are you from?” 
 
    “New Jersey.” 
 
    Owen blinked. New Jersey? 
 
    “I lost my accent…” her voice was low, almost a bass. 
 
    “And you stay here. You must love it here.” 
 
    Owen spoke to speak, he couldn’t imagine how somebody could stay in one place, even a paradise like this. 
 
    Owen heard a sound, somebody was coming, a soft swishing as of legs in a robe. 
 
    “Leave,” Lovely whispered, the white in her eyes wide, and she glanced at the doors to the house. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Leave, before…before voodoo.” 
 
    “Voodoo?” Owen’s voice rose in surprise. 
 
    Voodoo was silly mysticism. An excuse for a belief system by ignorant savages. 
 
    If Lovely really was from New Jersey such a statement made no sense. 
 
    “Voodoo? What nonsense is Lovely spewing now?” 
 
    It was Missy. She was wearing a see through gown, even in the dark of night he could see the subtle reflections of light illuminating  through her gown, outlining her so perfect breasts, the nipples poking out so brazenly. 
 
    “Good evening,” Owen gulped, trying to ignore the blatant sexuality of the woman. 
 
    “You may retire, Lovely.” 
 
    Lovely bowed, more a nod of her head, a feat on her thick neck, and scuttled off the patio. 
 
    Missy took a high chair next to Owen and swiveled towards the ocean. Her arms rested on the wet bar and this caused her tits to protrude in a most sexual and even inviting manner. 
 
    “Lovely has such quaint beliefs.” 
 
    “She told me she was from New Jersey.” 
 
    Missy chuckled. “My husband was from New Jersey. It is doubtless the only geographical feature she knows of, outside of this island, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” Owen agreed politically. 
 
    “I love you so much,” Missy whispered into the night. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said, simply. 
 
    She glanced at him, reached for his glass and sipped and smiled. “Delicious.” Then: “You know I had you followed.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “I entertained the idea of having you kidnapped, brought to this island, teaching you lessons you could never learn elsewhere.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    She sighed. “Do you love my daughter?” 
 
    “Yes,” he lied. 
 
    She watched him in the dark then. Watched him closely. Measured him, measured his words and his sincerity. Or, rather, insincerity. Then she simply laughed. 
 
    “Now I understand you.” 
 
    He said nothing. In a way, he felt outnumbered, that she understood him in spite of his ways of prevaricating, dissembling, misrepresenting. 
 
    She stood up, went behind the wet bar and made herself a drink. 
 
    “This is called a Hurricane.” 
 
    She mixed light and dark rum. She added fruity juices, mixed the mess in a shaker and added wedges of orange and pineapple. She had made enough for two people, and she poured them each a glass. “You’ll find this more to your liking.” 
 
    It was, and Owen sipped liberally. 
 
    “Do you love this island?” she asked. 
 
    “I do.” In this he was honest, but he had omitted something.  
 
    She picked up his omission, “But you want to leave.” 
 
    He said nothing. The best lie is never stated. 
 
    “Well, I’ve spoken to Donna, and you know how I feel, so you won’t be leaving.” 
 
    He murmured, “False imprisonment. Kidnapping.” 
 
    “You came here of your own free will. You are free to leave whenever you want.” 
 
    “You’ll take me back to Miami tomorrow?” 
 
    “Oh, I have no interest in leaving the island. You’ll have to see to yourself.” 
 
    He frowned. He knew nothing of sailing. 
 
    Of course, there was a motorboat, perhaps he could just take that. 
 
    Suddenly Missy was closer to him. 
 
    “I pine for you. I want you. I need you to please me.” 
 
    She placed a hand in his lap. 
 
    He was hard. He had been hard nearly the whole time he had been on the island. He was hard not just for Donna, but Missy. Not even his lies could protect him from that sure knowledge. 
 
    “Kiss me,” she whispered in the night. 
 
    He couldn’t stop himself. There were things moving inside him. He was tired of Donna and her overly sweet nature. She was a fuck and a half, but a man like Owen needed more. 
 
    He needed to bend women to his will, use them, and discard them. 
 
    Like he had discarded Missy. 
 
    Except now she was with him again, and there was a pull emanating from her. He leaned forward, his hand caught a boob, and he mashed his mouth on hers. 
 
    They kissed for a long minute in the darkness. 
 
    He felt the hunger of her body. 
 
    She stroked his cock with both hands. Her tongue explored his mouth feverishly. 
 
    Then she was standing, crawling onto his lap. 
 
    He was sitting on the high stool, but she managed to impale herself on him. She rode him, and he found himself gasping. 
 
    He was tired of Donna because he was remembering her mother. 
 
    The nights of the hurricane loving. The days of flight in escaping her clutching grasp…it was exciting, and fucking her had been exciting. And it was especially exciting to be inside her, while her daughter was inside the house, sleeping sweet dreams while Owen pumped into her loins, bit her tits with his mouth, and finally squirted his white essence into her. 
 
    And when he was done, when Missy had cum, too, she held to him, gasped for breath as she clung to him. And she whispered, “I knew it. I knew it.” 
 
      
 
    Owen awoke early. The sun was shining through a tall window, the drapes deliberately drawn back to allow the harsh light to dash him in the face. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” he covered his eyes and sat up. 
 
    “You bastard!” 
 
    “What? Donna? What are you—“ 
 
    “You use me to get to the island, you fuck my mother—my own mother—while I sleep just yards away.” She stood next to the drapes, one hand still on them, and her eyes were filled with virulence. 
 
    “Wait! You don’t understand! It was your mother! She came onto me and—“ 
 
    “You bastard!” Her voice was as screechy as a parrot, and amplified to a painful level. “Well, you can have your wish! You can leave this island! Go back to the States and I’ll never see you again.” 
 
    He was out of bed now, his cock, though he had used it on Missy so recently, hard and stiff. 
 
    She stared down at it. She sniffed, “And to think that I loved you!” 
 
    “And I love you! Your mother…she won’t get to me again!” 
 
    “You bastard!” she screamed for the third time. “I talked to my mother, she was sobbing, crying over how you raped her!” 
 
    “I didn’t rape her! Look, I met her before I ever met you, and we had an affair!” 
 
    “That’s not what she says! She says you raped her then, and she was terrified to say anything about it when she saw you were on the island!” 
 
    “Lies!” 
 
    But to tell a girl her mother is a liar is not a good strategy. Not that Owen had a strategy. He was just fighting back without any clear plan at all. 
 
    “Well, it’s all over. Get off this island!” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “NBOKO!” 
 
    Nboko must have been waiting in the hallway. He stepped into the room, and he was holding his rifle. As if being bigger and stronger than Owen wasn’t enough. 
 
    “Nboko, throw this bastard off the island.” 
 
    Nboko, who had shown little emotion before, suddenly flashed a big, white, evil grin. 
 
    “You come,” and he motioned with the rifle barrel towards the door. 
 
    “Donna!”  
 
    Nboko raised the rifle as if to shoot and Owen found himself scampering across the room. 
 
    “How do you like it now! You bastard! You raper!” 
 
    “But I didn’t do anything!” 
 
    Nboko moved aside and Owen was forced out of the room. 
 
    Nboko followed him, and Donna followed Nboko. 
 
    “I can’t believe you would rape a mother, and her daughter!” 
 
    “I never raped you!” 
 
    “You fucked me under false pretenses, telling me you loved me!” 
 
    “But I do love you!” 
 
    They entered the big, main room. Owen tried to stop and beg, but Nboko again raised the rifle. 
 
    “Missy! Missy!” Owen yelled. “Come tell her the truth?” 
 
    “The truth, Owen?” Missy was standing just inside the big wall of doors. “You wouldn’t know the truth if it bit you in the ass!” 
 
    “Missy! Tell her that I loved you in Miami, that…” he realized he was digging his grave deeper, but he didn’t know what else to say. “Tell her how you came onto me last night!” No, that wasn’t much better. 
 
    “Bastard!” snarled Donna. “Raper!” shouted Missy, be it with an evil smile. 
 
    Nboko cocked the rifle. 
 
    “Okay!” Owen finally yelled. “Have it your way.” He drew himself up and began the march to the front door. Having failed in all arguments he could at least act out his outrage. “I’ll leave here and never come back!” 
 
    Nboko followed him out the front door. 
 
    Owen marched down the steps and stopped. He blinked, and realized he didn’t know where he was going. 
 
    He turned to Nboko. “Where am I supposed to go.” 
 
    Missy and Donna stood in the doorway, holding hands and watching him with their angry eyes. 
 
    Nboko motioned with the rifle barrel again. Towards the water. 
 
    But…there was no boat down there! The boats were a 100 yards up the beach, sheltered by a little finger of land. All that was below the house was a stretch of lawn, a stretch of white sand, and…blue water. Little waves curling and slapping and receding into the Gulf of Mexico. 
 
    Owen, no choice, walked down the expanse of lawn and stepped onto the sand. 
 
    Nboko was still behind him, keeping his distance…and his finger on the trigger. 
 
    “Where do I go?” Owen beseeched the big native. 
 
    Nboko motioned with the gun. 
 
    Owen stepped into the warm water. It lapped at his ankles, washed over his knees, and he stopped. 
 
    There was simply no place left to go! 
 
    He had gone as far as he could go. 
 
    Nboko sat on the edge of grass, his feet in the sand, and watched Owen. 
 
    Owen started back onto the sand and Nboko lifted his rifle. 
 
    Owen back into the waves, and Nboko lowered the weapons. 
 
    So that was it. He was off the island. He couldn’t set foot on it, and yet, he couldn’t go anywhere. 
 
    Swim fifty miles to Miami? 
 
    Maybe he could swim for a ways, and maybe, if exhaustion and dehydration didn’t get to him, he could gain the attention of a passing boat. 
 
    Small bets on a big wheel. 
 
    And that didn’t even include the odds of one of the large sharks that populated the waters just off the island. 
 
    Frustrated, he sat down in the water, facing Nboko, watching the women of the house watch him. 
 
    Bitches. 
 
      
 
    The day was beautiful. A lazy saunter of clouds across deep, blue skies. Birds singing in the nearby jungle, fish occasionally breaching in the ocean. 
 
    Nboko sat, his head on his knees, but his eyes never leaving Owen. The rifle cradled and ready for use. 
 
    Missy and Donna sat on the patio and imbibed. He could hear wisps of their voices every once in a while, the high tinkle of their laughter. 
 
    A hundred yards up the beach was a small dock at which, on one side was a sail boat, and the other side a motorboat. 
 
    Both boats were capable of making the journey back to the States. 
 
    Owen would have tried for them, but he was afraid Nboko would stop him. But he intended to make an attempt when darkness fell. 
 
    But, for the moment, he sat in the water and waited. 
 
    He wasn’t uncomfortable, except for a gnawing in his belly. He hadn’t had anything to eat since dinner, and then he had mostly drunk his dinner. 
 
    The sun rose to overhead, and now he was hot. He kept ducking his head under the water to cool it off. Nboko would raise his head and watch him, then go back to that half slumber but always awake attitude of readiness. 
 
    The afternoon stretched, each minute an hour, and Owen shaded his eyes and inspected the terrain and made his plans. 
 
    The jungle was a couple of hundred yards to the right. The boats a hundred yards to the left. When light began to fade he would stand up and head for the jungle. But when the night had fallen he would reverse his path and make for the boats. 
 
    Nboko might suspect something, but…with luck, he could board one of the boats and make his way to the outer waters. 
 
    Late in the afternoon now. The sun was bouncing beams off the slant of little waves. A million sparkles blinded the eye. 
 
    Still, Owen waited. 
 
    Dusk. 
 
    He waded out a little bit, not far enough to lure the sharks, but enough so that even Nboko’s eagle eyes would have a difficult time picking his body out of the night. 
 
    Full night, and he reversed course. 
 
    It was difficult, for with night came currents. The little waves pushed at him, under currents attacked his legs, but he managed to put his weight into the walk and headed for the boats. 
 
    As he passed the big house he couldn’t see Nboko. He should have been visible against the bright lights of the house, but there was no sign of him. 
 
    Exulting, thinking he had fooled the big native, Owen closed in on the dock. He could hear rigging shifting, waves slapping against hulls. 
 
    The boats loomed over him. 
 
    Moving stealthily, he pulled himself up on the dock, Keeping a low profile, he crawled to a place between the boats. 
 
    He knew nothing about sailing. He felt he could figure it out, one just had to turn the sails to catch the wind, and he had a knowledge of what tacking was, but…he wanted the motorboat. 
 
    He slithered over the side of the big motorboat. It was not just a motorboat, but a power boat. It was a cruiser and it was just over 30 feet in length. It had a huge inboard car engine and it could go all day and night, and up to 80 MPH. 
 
    Not that he needed to go 80 MPH. He could just dawdle along, even go fishing, and make Miami in a couple of hours. 
 
    Of course they would probably report the boat as stolen, and then things could get sticky. He would have to counter charge them with kidnapping, and…better to just run the boat onto a beach and walk away. 
 
    He explored the boat by touch. He found a stash of candy bars in the cabin and ate them voraciously. 
 
    He put on a life vest. His safety was paramount. 
 
    Glory of glories! The key was in the ignition! 
 
    He checked the gas, the tank was full. 
 
    It was almost as if those bitches had outfitted the boat for him. 
 
    Hunh. Maybe they had! Maybe it was all an act. Maybe they still loved him. 
 
    He wondered which of the girls cared for him the most. Missy? With the slightly bigger breasts and the hunger for his cock? Or Donna, a bit more slender, but still, boobs to rival her mother’s? 
 
    Done with the pre-check, putting his musings aside, Owen picked up a paddle and pushed away from the dock. The boat drifted sideways a few feet, then he went to the bow and stirred the water on one side, then the other. Back and forth, and the boat moved slowly out towards the sea. 
 
    After a half hour he decided to give the motor a try. 
 
    He hadn’t made much progress, but he was tired, and the ocean was so close. 
 
    He turned the key and the engine turned over and caught. 
 
    It was a loud engine, and he kept it at a low idle. No need to wake up the suckers in the mansion before morning, right? 
 
    As the boat moved very slowly forward he turned the wheel and angled the cruiser towards the open seas. He pushed the throttle forward and the boat growled a little louder. 
 
    Odd, he didn’t seem to be going anywhere. The lights on the point, the fires in the native village, they held their position, and the boat just sort of wallowed. 
 
    He turned and looked back towards the house. 
 
    Lights were turning on, and he could see what looked like Nboko standing on the lawn, the rifle hanging from his long arms. 
 
    Then he saw the girls come out of the front door. 
 
    They were in no hurry. They sashayed down to where Nboko was standing, and it appeared that they were just talking with him. 
 
    But why wasn’t the boat moving? 
 
    He looked down at the stern, thinking perhaps there was a problem with the propellors, and realized: Oh shit! He hadn’t untied the boat from the dock. He had gone barely fifty feet, and there he hung, eternally moored, until he cut the line or somehow managed to officially cast off. 
 
    He throttled down, ran to the back of the boat. 
 
    He could hear the girls talking to Nboko now. They seemed to be laughing. Probably laughing at him and his stupid mooring. 
 
    He unhooked the line, let it sink into the brine, and scampered back to the wheel. 
 
    He sat in the pilot’s chair and reached for the throttle, then he stopped. 
 
    He turned back towards where Nboko and the girls were chatting. 
 
    “See ya later, bitches!” He yelled. then he shook his fist and laughed. 
 
    His insult didn’t seem to bother them, however. If anything they laughed louder. 
 
    Fuck ‘em. 
 
    He turned towards the open sea and pushed the throttle full open. 
 
    The boat tilted up and the propellor blades bit into the ocean water. 
 
    He sat there for a minute, enjoying the feeling of the boat bouncing, thinking about how he had won, how he had made those bitches look stupid. 
 
    Then he turned and looked back. 
 
    The boat was tilted up, the bow high in the water, the blades were throwing up a froth, but the boat wasn’t moving! 
 
    WTF? 
 
    He stood up and watched the figures on the shore. The girls were…it looked like…they were laughing! 
 
    But how could this be? 
 
    The props were working, he could see the stream of white water shooting back from the boat, but the boat wasn’t moving. 
 
    He jerked the throttle a few times, tried to get some kind of traction. 
 
    The boat just wallowed a bit. 
 
    He throttled down and looked over the sides. In the faint bit of moonlight he could see that the boat wasn’t hung up, hadn’t gone aground on some hidden sand bar. 
 
    It was just stopped. 
 
    He turned the key off and listened, and the only sound he heard was the girls shouting, “How you like that, bitch!” 
 
    And their howls of laughter.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Owen sat in the boat all night long. Every once in a while he would try the motor, he would try to paddle with the big oar, but the power boat refused to go further than fifty yards from the dock. 
 
    Dawn, a purpling of the skies, offset with orange streaks, then the sun rose. 
 
    Owen was hurting. He had eaten a few candy bars, and that was his only meal for two days. 
 
    His belly hurt and he could swear he could feel his backbone through it. 
 
    On the lawn Nboko stood, a grim smile on his face. 
 
    The girls came out for breakfast. One of them waved a waffle at him and yelled, “You should taste this! It’s delicious!” 
 
    Slowly, so slowly, the power boat began to drift backwards. 
 
    Owen was laying under the canopy when he felt it bump against the dock. It was in exactly the same position it had been before he had tried to use it to escape the island. 
 
    He raised his head, saw Nboko striding towards the dock, and he slipped over the side. 
 
    He swam for fifty feet, and wondered if he would make it, then his feet touched the sands under the water in front of the big house. 
 
    Exhausted, he turned and looked back at the dock. 
 
    Nboko knelt on the planks and watched him. He didn’t seem upset that Owen had escaped him, nor particularly vindictive, or even happy. 
 
    He just was. A force of nature. 
 
    A bully with a gun. And Owen wondered if there was a racist component in the big man’s make up. 
 
    Whatever. 
 
    Owen thought about sitting in front of the beach again, but there seemed to be no point to that. 
 
    He went waist deep and float walked along the beach. It was easier to motor along like this, and he made his way towards the jungle side of the island. 
 
    Maybe in the jungle he could find some food. He knew that natives lived there, and maybe he could sneak ashore and throw himself on their mercy. Maybe they even had a canoe or something he could use to brave the ocean and head for Miami. 
 
    Nboko followed along on the shore, but he was dropping back. He seemed more concerned with keeping Owen off the big property than he did with following him into the jungle. Shortly after he reached the jungle Owen found out why. 
 
    Cutting right through the mass of the island was a canal. 
 
    In some places it was natural, and in some places it seemed to have been widened, dug deeper. 
 
    Of course. The girls wouldn’t want the natives to visit their part of the island, so they had separated it. 
 
    And this meant that Owen could come ashore. 
 
    Owen struggled out of the surf and into the thick undergrowth. He could hear animals, but that didn’t bother him. He was more concerned with food. 
 
    He looked up and saw the evenness of the trees, and…bananas! 
 
    That’s right! This place had a banana plantation, and coconut trees! 
 
    A leopard screeched, and sounded like it was mere feet from him. 
 
    And, in the heavy undergrowth, it might be. 
 
    He picked up a stout branch and made his way deeper into the jungle. 
 
    He found a coconut, fresh fallen, and he bashed it on a rock and drank its milk. 
 
    Gah! He wasn’t fond of coconuts, but he drank anyway, and he could feel the strength leeching back into him.  
 
    He managed to climb a banana tree and pry a couple of the things loose from the clump. He sat on the ground and ate, and thought. 
 
    He was trapped on an island. It was virtually caveman here. Though he hadn’t seen the native village he felt sure he was right. 
 
    He was not allowed to cross the canal to the more modern settings. If he tried he knew that Nboko would be waiting. 
 
    Nboko, guardian of the passage, protector of the women, a bully with a rifle. A bully who outweighed him and had more muscles than a big time wrestler. 
 
    And how would Nboko know if he tried to get to the house? To a phone? To some form of protection? Even to take hostage the women who held him hostage? 
 
    The same way a motorboat couldn’t go more than fifty yards away from the dock. 
 
    Owen was sure that if the girls manned the helm that boat would roar into the ocean without a problem. 
 
    After all, it had carried him here. 
 
    But if he tried to take the motorboat he would be held by some invisible leash. 
 
    Lovely had said to leave before…before voodoo. 
 
    Was that what it was? Voodoo? 
 
    Sure, he had heard the tales, men possessed, ancient rituals in the night where old women drank blood from skulls and spat rum into the flames. 
 
    But…voodoo? In this modern day and age? 
 
    No matter how he tried to deny such a concept he couldn’t help but wonder at the boat that wouldn’t float into the ocean, the native with the rifle who knew when he tried to gain a foothold on modern land. 
 
    He sat on the earth and looked at himself. 
 
    His clothes were filthy. He showed the ravages of crawling into a greasy boat, clawing his way up a muddy beach. 
 
    He looked more savage, in spite of his western clothes, than the savages that he so detested. 
 
    Well, whatever, he was going to have to get off this island. 
 
      
 
    Getting off the island proved to be impossible. 
 
    He discovered the native village, and found that they had no modern tools of communication, no boats, not even pencil and paper. 
 
    There were only a score of the savages, and they went to work in the plantation every day. Men, women and children, they walked to the fields and were issued machetes, and they harvested big bundles. The bundles were taken across a rickety bridge to the modern side of the island, the girl’s side of the island. There they were loaded on a boat, but there was no way Owen could get to the boat. It was surrounded by natives armed as Nboko was. 
 
    It came close to shore and the natives took the bundles of bananas out to the end of a shabby pier and loaded them onto the boat. 
 
    Nobody was allowed on the pier except for a couple of natives who did the loading. They were watched closely, and even the water was inspected for a stray swimmer. Then the pier was gated and the guards went to the boat, got on, and sailed away. 
 
    Even as the boat trudged through the waters guards looked over the sides. 
 
    No hitchhikers allowed. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t bad enough, when the boat set sail either Missy or Donna would stand on the shore and watch it. 
 
    What the guards wouldn’t see they would, with this…this…voodoo crap they possessed. 
 
    Well, it had to be! The boat, the control they had over Nboko and Lovely…they were the ones using voodoo. Or whatever it was. 
 
    A month passed, and Owen’s clothes were falling off him. 
 
    He ate bananas and coconuts, and his western chub melted off him. 
 
    Sometimes he stood on the edge of the canal, looked across the island to the pier. 
 
    Sometimes Missy, or Donna, saw him. 
 
    Once, one of them, he wasn’t sure who it was, waved to him. 
 
    And laughed? 
 
    He couldn’t be sure from the distance he was at, but it looked like whoever it was was chuckling. 
 
    Whoever they were. 
 
    Sometimes the natives saw him. 
 
    At first they fled from him, maybe considering him some kind of white devil. 
 
    But as the days passed, and his clothes fell off him and his skin turned brown under the Caribbean sun, they natives showed less and less fear. 
 
    He watched as they supplemented their diet with fishing. They would wade into the shallow waters, cast a net, and drag a bunch of wiggling fish onto the sand. 
 
    They would take the fish into the village where they would cook them. 
 
    Owen would watch from the outskirts of the village as they cut them up and fried them. The smell was devastating. Owen’s mouth watered and his stomach growled. 
 
    Then, one day, a native took pity on him. 
 
    He was standing on the edge of the beach and several brawnies were preparing to drag the net through the surf, and a black-skinned native saw him, motioned to him, bid him to help. 
 
    Owen moved into the water as if in a daze. He had watched enough, and he knew what to do. He took his place, pulled on the net, and, for the first time in. months, enjoyed community. 
 
    He sat at their fire that night, and he ate little strips of fish. The fish had been rubbed in some kind of oil, rolled in some kind of crumbs, and was the most delicious meal Owen had ever tasted. 
 
    Truth, he didn’t remember western cooking so much these days. He had vague memories of McDonalds, and Burger King, but…those were just hazy, paper thin memories. 
 
    His desire and need for the native cooking outweighed his ability to remember. 
 
    Still, he wasn’t hopeless; he wasn’t reduced to a Paleolithic existence. He remembered speech, and had a vague desire for clothes, and it was this that prompted him to learn the language. 
 
    He fished, he ate, he talked to the natives, learning their phrases and hand motions…and he watched the banana boat load up and trudge off to…a land of dreams. A land of memories that seemed to be fading. 
 
    It was months, nearly a year, before Owen found out what he needed to know. The truth about the island. 
 
      
 
    He sat in the circle around the campfire. 
 
    The rare cigarette made its appearance, and Owen was given a puff on the exotic favor. 
 
    He was naked. His clothes had worn off in the tropical weather. 
 
    But the natives had clothes. They had shorts, tee shirts, and some of them even had shoes! 
 
    Owen had left the mansion without shoes, and he wanted that reminder of civilization badly. 
 
    He had tried to trade with the other natives for a pair of shoes, but he had nothing to offer, and they seemed particularly attached to their shoes, anyway. 
 
    Then Samuel, one of his ‘friends’ in the village, suggested: “Why don’t you go big house?” 
 
    “I not allowed,’ responded Owen. 
 
    Samuel laughed. 
 
    “You not allowed then, now you allowed. You buy the magic…you allowed.” 
 
    This was an odd thing to say. ‘You buy the magic?’ 
 
    “What you mean?” 
 
    Samuel smiled, showed his even, white teeth. “Once a month we allowed to cross bridge to Missy side of island. They give us pants, shirts, shoes. Sometimes a new machete if we wear one out.” 
 
    “How they know when you wear machete out?” 
 
    “They know…they know.” 
 
    The natives all nodded, ate their fish fillets, and glanced knowingly at each other. 
 
    “How they know?” 
 
    Samuel rocked back and forth and thought about his words. Or, perhaps he just needed to remember the words that went with the concepts he had in his mind. 
 
    “Once,” Samuel muttered, struggling to put it together, “We have voodoo. We fight the white man. But white man steal. White man more powerful than Mambo. White man voodoo stronger. Now…we work, we play, and the white man…the white man…” 
 
    His words failed at that point, but Owen got the concepts. 
 
    These savages (of which he was starting to recognize himself as one) believed in magic, ancient voodoo, and Missy and Donna had western weapons, so they were in charge. They defeated the voodoo culture and enslaved it. 
 
    That didn’t explain why boats couldn’t sail without the white man’s blessing, or how Nboko knew where he was, or when he tried to cross to the modern side of the island, but…he didn’t think about that. 
 
    There were certain memories that Owen was allowed, and certain memories that he wasn’t. 
 
     
 
    On a day Owen awoke, and knew that he could cross the bridge to get clothes. He didn’t know how he knew, he just knew. 
 
    He rose, exited his hut, as did others, and the village as a whole walked towards the canal. 
 
    They crossed the bridge between the old and the new and ascended the slight slope to the mansion. 
 
    Missy and Donna, and Nboko, were waiting for them. 
 
    As was a pallet loaded with shorts and shoes, tee shirts and the occasional pan, or machete, or other trinket that the village needed to survive. 
 
    Owen held back a little, but not for long. The glitter of goods, the idea of wearing pants after all this time, he couldn’t resist. 
 
    He stepped onto the patio and looked longingly at the pallet. Other natives were already picking through the material. 
 
    “Come, Owen, find yourself a pair of pants. And make sure you get a belt.” 
 
    Missy stood next to him, held his arm. 
 
    His arm which had once been puny and white, but now was muscular and dark. 
 
    He smiled at Missy, showing his strong, white teeth. 
 
    No Coca Cola on his side of the island, no way of drowning his teeth in unhealthy acids. No way of harming his organs with processed foods. 
 
    “Me?” He touched his chest with a strong finger. 
 
    “Of course. You need to hide that big schlong, don’t you?” 
 
    Owen looked down. His penis had been fair limp these last months, but now, in the presence of white women, it was big, huge, stood out like a shovel handle. 
 
    Missy touched it, smiled, “Still works, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Owen nodded, then shook his head. He was confused by this white woman who seemed to know him so well. 
 
    Better than he knew himself. 
 
    She helped him picked out shorts, and a shirt with a bright pattern of tropical trees on it. She helped him tie his shoes. That seemed like something he should know, but he couldn't quite recall, and he was grateful for her help. 
 
    In the end, he walked back across the bridge. He was dressed now, and his clothes would last until the next market. And he even held a new machete to help him with the harvesting. 
 
    He waved happily to the kind white ladies, the Donna and the Missy, and they smiled and waved to him. 
 
    And all was right with Owen. 
 
    Except he didn’t notice the chubby black woman standing on the patio, by the wet bar. He didn’t see Missy as she called to Lovely and pointed after him. 
 
      
 
    Life was play. 
 
    Owen fished and harvested. He wore nice, new clothes and he had the sharpest machete in the jungle. 
 
    He sat around the fire and ate baked banana and fried fillet.  
 
    He sat in a hut and watched the hurricanes blow by, and they barely touched his island, which was a blessed island. 
 
    He played with the men of the island, and the women, and he didn’t know the difference between. 
 
    His penis, though big, hung slack. It no longer worked, except when he went to market and was blessed by the presence of the white ladies. 
 
    Instead, it just hung to his knees and got in his way when he wanted to climb a banana tree. 
 
    One night he entered his hut. It was late and he was tired from his long day in paradise. He lay down on the sheaf of fronds that served as a mattress. 
 
    Innocent, none of the big spiders of the island bit him. 
 
    He, as property of the white Mambos, the high priestesses of the white voodoo, was untouchable. 
 
    He lay down, closed his eyes, and slept the sleep of the innocent. 
 
    An hour passed. The moon fell. Darkness was over all, and he awoke. 
 
    “Hello, Owen.” 
 
    He sat up. Owen. That was his name. But he never used it anymore. Now he had no name, and that was as it should be.  
 
    Wasn’t it? 
 
    “No.” 
 
    A shadow sat in the corner of his hut. A squat, chubby shadow. 
 
    Lovely. 
 
    Memories tumbled through his mind. He was Owen. Missy and Donna had done this to him. They had stolen his memories and made him…a native. 
 
    He wondered if he could even scrub his skin back to white. 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe if you fight back.” 
 
    He sat up, faced Lovely. Her round cheeks shone in the darkness. The whites of her eyes seemed to give off an illumination. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Many years ago we had voodoo. We, the people of the island. We were strong, happy, and the island belonged to us. Then the white people came. We kill them, they have no voodoo, but they still come. Then they steal our Mambo. They find our secrets. they find our voodoo, and they take it. Now white man voodoo stronger than native voodoo. They use white man voodoo against you.” 
 
    Owen sat up straighter. Things made sense, and his cock even seemed to grow in strength. At least it was standing straight out as Lovely made her points. 
 
    Hours later, in the wee hours of the morning, Owen was recovered to himself. He understood what had been done to him. He even understood something of how a boat could be stilled in the water. 
 
    Most of all, he understood what had been done to him. 
 
    And he understood what he had to do. 
 
      
 
    As the sky purpled and lightened Owen made his way across the bridge. 
 
    He was a shadow in the vestiges of night, creeping from plant to plant, slithering through slight depressions in the sward. 
 
    He held his sharp machete, and he crawled towards the big house. 
 
    Towards Donna and Missy. 
 
    They had enslaved him, changed him, and he needed to end them, then the boat could go into the deep waters. Then he could return to civilization. He might even be able to be a white man again. 
 
    He crawled onto the porch, and Lovely smiled from the wet bar. 
 
    He slithered over the threshold, and Nboko was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    In Nboko’s mind he was still just an ignorant savage. A native who picked bananas for the powers that be. 
 
    He bellied across the big room, moving under sofa and into corner and finally into the hallway that led to the sleeping quarters. 
 
    No sign of Nboko. 
 
    He pushed the door open to Donna’s room. 
 
    She slumbered in a big, canopied bed. There were nets around her bed to protect her from insects. She lay, arms akimbo, breasts sighing in the night. 
 
    Owen came closer. The lip of the bed rose above him. 
 
    Then, in a swift motion he stood up and raised his machete. 
 
    He began to swing the weapon down, slicing through the air, aimed at her pale throat. 
 
    And stopped. 
 
    Like a boat in the surf. 
 
    Frozen. 
 
    The sound of feet behind him. 
 
    Donna stirring, then opening her eyes. 
 
    “Hello, Owen,” Missy said, coming into his frozen view. 
 
    Donna stretched, showing her wonderful bosom, and said, “Good morning, mother. Good morning, Owen.” 
 
    Owen was trembling. His muscles tried to move, but the voodoo kept him paralyzed. 
 
    Missy sat on the edge of the bed and kissed Donna on the lips. “Good morning, daughter.” 
 
    Donna grinned. “Mama? Is it time for us to…?” 
 
    “Absolutely. He has been a wonderful slave, but we have more need of him. And, vile though he may be, he is strong and can be used.” 
 
    “Then let us be about it.” 
 
    The two women stood up and looked at Owen. 
 
    “Lay down, Owen.” Missy pushed him, and he fell, a tall oak into a swamp of white sheets. 
 
    “Lovely! Nboko! Come! Attend!” 
 
    Lovely and Nboko entered the room. They shuffled to the side and watched as Owen tried to move, looked at them, tried to speak. 
 
    “Attend, my faithful servants, and let the villagers know the power of the white voodoo.” 
 
    The two servants said nothing, just watched with glittering eyes. They were about to observe a lesson, and they needed to absorb it so as to best relay it to the slaves of the island. 
 
    This would further cement Donna and Missy’s hold over the natives, over the island, over the ocean currents themselves that swaddled the island and stopped even mechanical things like boats from functioning. 
 
    Donna went to one side of the bed, and Missy to the other. 
 
    Again, they kissed, their mouths coming together right over Owen. 
 
    Then Donna reached down and spread Owen’s legs. 
 
    “Pity, such a wonderful dingus.” 
 
    “Yes, he has grown.” 
 
    “And he is ready.” 
 
    Missy took the head of his penis. His cock was erect, and she pulled the head of his peeny down. 
 
    It hurt. His cock was stuff, filled with blood so strong it felt like his boner was really constructed of bones. 
 
    Owen managed to verbalize his pain. He groaned, and then yelped, as Missy bent his penis further and further. 
 
    “Shush up now, Owen. Let the pain feel good.” 
 
    Sissy bent his penis even further, pointed it between his legs, then she began stroking it, shaping it, bending it further and further. 
 
    Owen tried to scream, but the pain, as Donna had commanded, was being transmuted into pleasure. 
 
    Sissy pulled harder, stroked and shaped. His penis lay flat against his scrotum and his balls were pushed to the sides. 
 
    Donna reached in then and pushed his balls under the flat of his cock. 
 
    He could feel them ascending into the little canal from which they had dropped when he had developed as a child. They fit perfectly, and held. 
 
    Sissy shaped his dick further, and it became longer and longer. 
 
    Donna licked her fingers and rubbed his asshole. 
 
    Oh, the pain/pleasure. His mouth opened in protest and delight. 
 
    Sissy pushed the head of his cock into his anus. 
 
    “No!” he burbled, trying to contort his body, but his body was not answering to his commands. It was following the directions of the white voodoo Mambos. 
 
    Sissy pushed his cock deeper, deeper, and he felt something change inside him. Something…’clicked.’ His cock began crawling, like a big snake, deeper and deeper inside of him. 
 
    His skin at his groin became a smooth front, and Sissy licked a finger and began stroking the front of his mons. 
 
    She stroked and stroked, and her finger went deeper, and her fingernail split the skin. 
 
    She folded and rolled, and the sides of his slit became puffier, became labia. 
 
    The tip of his dick, so deeply embedded, forced its way through the skin and the head, now shrunken and shriveled, poke through the skin at the top of the labia. 
 
    Owen was gasping now, lost in a swirling of pain and pleasure that was unendurable. 
 
    Yet…he was frozen, forced to endure. 
 
    Sissy moved up to his chest. On the other side of his chest Donna took a place. 
 
    They brought their hands together, shaping mountains out of his pectorals. They took their time, and enjoyed his inner struggles. His pain and pleasure fed their voodoo, and they became more powerful. 
 
    Finally, Owen passed out. 
 
      
 
    He slept for a day and a half, awakening late in the afternoon of the second day. 
 
    He knew what had happened, for the knowledge had been written on his bones. 
 
    His dick was gone, and now he had a vagina. 
 
    A deep vagina, and he knew it was deep because one of the things he had dreamed of, under the voodoo spell of Missy, was of her pushing something big and round into his vaginal canal, shaping so it could accommodate a penis. 
 
    A big penis. 
 
    He lay, stunned, thinking with a clarity he could not recall. 
 
    He was a woman. He had the breasts of a woman, and he felt them with his hands. 
 
    And he had a canal for love making. He cupped his mons, then inserted a finger. He groaned as he experienced the pleasure that a woman could experience. 
 
    The sounds of the house were faint. 
 
    But he was comfortable in bed. 
 
    He rose, and held to the poster of the bed. Swayed. Kept his footing. 
 
    His breasts were heavy, and when he walked his hips seemed to sway unnaturally. But they weren’t unnatural, not now. 
 
    He exited the bedroom and made his way to the patio. 
 
    Missy and Donna looked up as he stepped onto the patio. 
 
    “Hello, Owen,” said Donna.  
 
    Missy just smiled. 
 
    “What have you done to me?” 
 
    “Made you a fit vessel.” 
 
    He looked uncertain. He didn’t understand. 
 
    “A vessel for what?” 
 
    “For our pleasure.” 
 
    Owen looked down at his body. The fullness of his breasts, the invitation of his hole. He looked back up. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Nboko!” 
 
    Nboko stepped onto the patio. 
 
    Now, Owen’s body shrunken into femininity, Nboko towered over him.  
 
    And now, for the first time, the shape of Nboko’s tool pointed at him. 
 
    It was massive. Bigger than even Owen had been as a native. 
 
    And Nboko grinned. 
 
    But it wasn’t Nboko who was going to steal his virginity. It wasn’t Nboko who was going to sink his cock to the root in his virgin hole. 
 
    At least, not yet. 
 
    “What are you—“ Owen turned, and saw that Missy and Donna had stood up. They were both wearing robes, and they started untying the sashes. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “Oh, Owen, I do so love this part,” said Missy. 
 
    Donna smiled, “If you had even a bit of honor, then this wouldn’t be happening. We would simply love you, and return you, eventually, to your kind.” 
 
    “My…what…what the fuck!” 
 
    They dropped their robes. From their groins hung large penises. Down to their knees. Fat and engorged with blood. 
 
    They smiled as one. 
 
    “You see, it wasn’t white Mambos that stole the voodoo, it was white Oungans. It was us.” 
 
    “But we stole Mambo voodoo, high priestess voodoo, and that transformed us.” 
 
    “We were men once, but now…” Donna shrugged and took a step towards Owen. 
 
    “Now we pick people like ourselves, people like you, and we transform them, and that is the only time we can manifest our cocks and do what we do best.” 
 
    “And what we do best,” explained Missy. 
 
    “Is fuck virgins,” finished Donna. 
 
    Behind him, stopping him from fleeing, Nboko laughed. 
 
    “By the way, meet my husband, Henry.” 
 
    At the wet bar, Lovely chuckled and polished her glasses. 
 
    “And my mother…” Nboko bowed slightly at the waist and grinned. 
 
    Owen’s eyes  went wide with each revelation. In front of him, two gorgeous creatures, creatures with large-boobed bodies and giant cocks moved forward. 
 
    “Throw him down, Nboko.” 
 
    “Spread his legs!” 
 
    “Face down! that’s it!” 
 
    “Hello, Owen!” 
 
    And Owen screamed as he was split open. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
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    Fatty, Fatty, Two by Four! 
 
    His insults resulted in feminization! 
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    Author’s NOTE 
 
      
 
    Hey! Hey! 
 
    I don’t mind a little zinger, but do you remember back in school when kids were mean? They’d call you fat and pull your hair and kick your butt and laugh at you? 
 
    I do. That all stopped, of course, the moment I became well endowed. 
 
    Then the insults were of a different nature, and I didn’t mind being called ‘Madam Boobs-a-Lot.’ 
 
    But those times when I was almost brought to tears by that stupid ‘Fatty, Fatty’ rhyme…I tell ya. 
 
    So this is my revenge on all those idiots who get off on their stupid name calling insults. 
 
    Fatty, Fatty, Two by Four,  
 
    couldn’t get through the bathroom door 
 
    but those who call me by a name 
 
    will end up with a dick that’s lame! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Come on, honey! Lose that weight!” 
 
    Rita looked up at Rick. Her face revealed her frustration. 
 
    “What do you think I’m doing!” She pushed the bar, her face contorted with effort, and slowly, the bar rose. 
 
    It was well over a hundred pounds, too much for her, but Rick was such a bully when it came to weight lifting. 
 
    Rick stood over her. He was at the head of the bench spotting for her, and not doing a very good job. 
 
    He thought it was funny when Rita struggled.  
 
    And, in his little heart of hearts, he thought that women should probably stay home when it came to getting muscles. 
 
    Heck, he had tried to convince her otherwise, but she was stubborn. 
 
    Of course it didn’t help that he called her ‘Fatty, Fatty,’ from the old school yard chant of  ‘Fatty, Fatty, Two by Four’ a couple of times. 
 
      
 
    Fatty, Fatty, two by four 
 
    couldn’t get through the bathroom door. 
 
    when the door began to break 
 
    Fatty had a tummy ache! 
 
      
 
    She was twenty pounds overweight, getting wide in the hips, and he hated a slovenly woman. And he didn’t understand that so did she. 
 
    Finally, she got the bar up. Her arms were shaking, she was crying in frustration, and he finally took pity on her and lifted the bar up and slid it over on the hooks. 
 
    Rita was shaking when she stood up. “You son of a bitch! You are a fuck louse as a spotter! You knew I couldn’t lift that much weight, and yet you made me do it.” 
 
    “Ah,” he grunted, spinning plates off and putting heavier plates on the barbell. “You did it, so what are you complaining about?” 
 
    “I’m complaining that I have an asshole for a husband.” 
 
    Around them in the gym guys and gals were listening. 
 
    One of the trainers came over and tried to throw water on the fire. 
 
    “It’s okay, guys. We’re all here to get in shape.” 
 
    Rick, however, wouldn’t let go. “Yeah, get in shape. Not be fatty two by four.” 
 
    Rita said a word that wasn’t very polite. At that moment Shirley came over and put an arm around her shoulder. 
 
    “Come on, girlfriend. Let it alone.” 
 
    “Yeah, let it alone.” Rick was under the bar now, and he started to lift. 
 
    Shirley took Rita out to the juice bar and they sat at a little table and Shirley ordered a couple of smoothies. 
 
    “Hey, men can be idiots. You know it and I know it. Don’t let him get to you.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say. Tom supports you, he watches out for you. Rick is…” she left the statement unfinished and looked away. 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. You realize that you’re doing okay? You lost ten pounds in the last two months, your ass is no longer bigger than the horse’s, and—“ 
 
    Rita snickered. “I don’t ride a horse.” 
 
    “Yeah, but if you did, your ass would be smaller.” 
 
    Now the girls were smothering laughter. Then Rita sobered up. 
 
    Seriously. I love him, but he’s a bully, and his sense of humor leaves something to be desired. 
 
    “Sure it does. You know, I had the same problem with Tom.” 
 
    “What? You’re kidding! Tom is always so polite, and he helps you!” 
 
    “He didn’t always.” 
 
    “What did you do to change things around?” Translated as…’how did you train him to be a better person.’ 
 
    “Well, that is a super secret of the sissy society.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “I simply made him be a sissy for awhile. Once he realized that he was the weaker one, he shaped up. See guys don’t always realize how cruel they can be. They’re around other guys, they bump chests and smoke cigars and act like assholes.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    “So I made him a bet.” 
 
    “What kind of a bet?” 
 
    “I bet him that I could lift more weight than he could.” 
 
    Rita frowned. “What kind of a bet is that? Rick can lift more weight than me any day of the week.” 
 
    Shirley smiled. She was a good looking woman with hefty breasts and strong face. Her golden hair swirled down around her shoulders, and her grin was infectious. “You have not been doing your homework. In fact, hardly any woman understands what I’m about to tell you.” 
 
    “Okay, give. Tell me.” 
 
    “Let’s say you weigh 100 pounds, and Rick weighs 200 pounds. I mean, that’s not your weight, but that will give you an idea of what I’m talking about, and you can do the real math later.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “So let’s say that Rick can lift two hundred pounds right now, and you can only lift 100 pounds.” 
 
    “Sounds like he can lift more than me.” 
 
    “Yeah, but here’s where it gets sneaky. You guys are in different weight groups, not to mention different gender groups.” 
 
    Rita frowned. 
 
    “Rick has been lifting for a couple of years, how much more can he improve?” Shirley didn’t wait for an answer. “He might improve ten per cent. Okay?” 
 
    Rita nodded. 
 
    “Now you’ve been lifting for a couple of months. So you can improve maybe fifty per cent. So he goes to 220 pounds, and you go to 150 pounds.” 
 
    “Wait…” Rita was starting to get it. 
 
    “So Rick lifts twenty more pounds, and you lift fifty more pounds, who is lifting more?” 
 
    “But that’s…that’s…” 
 
    “That is the facts. Men may complain, and there is a certain amount of wiggle here, but what you have to do is frame the bet so that he ends up measured by your standard. Tell him that you have a weight disadvantage and you need a handicap, that a handicap is required for the contest to be fair.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “But, here’s what I did, I didn’t just do it for one lift. I did it for a whole bunch of lifts, and I figured every one out. In the beginning, he looked at the lifts and thought he could beat me. And he could, for three of the eight lifts we agreed upon. But I knew I could beat him on five of the eight lifts.” 
 
    “You cheated.” 
 
    “Is a handicap cheating in golf? No. It just makes the playing field even.” 
 
    Now Rita was silent. She was relatively new to the weight lifting game, but what Shirley said made total sense, and it would be Rick’s fault if he didn’t figure out the numbers. 
 
    Shirley leaned forward, made sure nobody was listening, and said, “And there’s one other thing I did. It’s pretty sneaky, but I managed to pull it off, and it’s what made the real difference.” 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “I put estrogen in his energy drink.” 
 
    Rita actually jerked back and stared at her friend. “You didn’t!” 
 
    Shirley nodded. “And he eventually found out, but by then my plan was working and he couldn’t reverse the program in time to beat me.” 
 
    Rita stared at her friend, and she said the only thing she could. “Oh. My. God!” 
 
    Shirley nodded and smiled. 
 
      
 
    That night Shirley was thinking. She was thinking about what a butt Rick could be, and she was thinking about what Shirley had told her. 
 
    In her mind she could see Rick slenderizing, slimming down, little by little.  
 
    He wasn’t one of the big, bulky types, but he was solid. A little estrogen and he might not be so solid. 
 
    She lay in bed and giggled and visualized him with boobs. 
 
    Her Rick, her big, manly man, with tits. 
 
    “What are you laughing about?” Rick asked from the other side of the bed.               
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    “Come on,” he said, going up on one elbow and reaching for her boob. 
 
    Rita sighed. He insults her, then wants sex. What was wrong with that picture? 
 
    “You’re not still mad, are you?” 
 
    Thoughtfully, speaking on two levels, Rita mused, “I go to the gym and work out so we can be together, and so I can lose a little weight, and you called me Fatty Two By Four again.” 
 
    “Aw, I was just talking. I was talking of everybody, I wasn’t speaking of you, specifically. We’re all there not to be Fatty Two by Fours.” 
 
    That was the moment Rita blinked. 
 
    He was prevaricating, manipulating, trying to schmooze her down so he could get a little sex. 
 
    She turned towards him and reached for his cock. It wasn’t a big one, but it fit nicely into her hand. She stroked him, and he sighed, and with her other hand she grabbed his balls. She squeezed and he gasped. 
 
    “Is this what you want?” she whispered sweetly. 
 
    “Uh, yeah, but maybe not so hard.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry. By the way, is this the ‘Fatty Two by Four’ you were speaking of?” 
 
    Like all men, Rick was inordinately proud of his meat. He didn’t think of it as undersized, he just enjoyed it and thought the world should be jealous of him. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    He leaned forward to kiss her, but she put her hand on his chest. “Just enjoy, Fatty.” 
 
    “He grunted, and moaned, and tried to increase the friction. 
 
    “You are fatty Two by Four, aren’t you?” 
 
    “No…no!” he hissed, bending his hips to thrust harder. 
 
    He was on the edge now, ready to go, if he could…just…get…a…little… 
 
    She let go and turned her back on him. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Rita smiled. 
 
    “Finish me off!” 
 
    Rita whispered, just loud enough for him to hear. “Fatty, fatty, two by four, couldn’t get through the bathroom door.” 
 
    Rick was silent now. He was frustrated and his cock was throbbing and he wanted to finish himself off. 
 
    “Going to jack off?” she quipped. 
 
    “I should…” 
 
    “Fatty, fatty, two by four, jacked his load onto the floor.” 
 
    Her ridiculing him brought his boner down, and he rolled onto his back and said a dirty word. 
 
    “How do you like it?” 
 
    “I like it fine,” he groused petulantly. 
 
    “I’ll bet.” 
 
    “Okay, be a bitch.” 
 
    She rolled over and grabbed him again. “Maybe I should finish you off.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “If you wear my panties to work.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She stroked him slowly, she cuddled against him, letting him feel her large boobs on his chest. “God, that would be so sexy. You wearing panties. Your big fatty falling out the door.” 
 
    He was blinking. He wanted to cum, he was still close, but this talk of panties was getting to him. 
 
    “I’m a guy. I can’t wear panties!” 
 
    “Then you can’t cum.” She rolled away. 
 
    Now Rick was getting pissed. Guys will get that way if you don’t let their little ding dongs spit. 
 
    “You should stop being a bitch!” he snapped. 
 
    “Oh, sweet talking me, eh?” 
 
    They lay there, facing up. Him pissed, her pleased. 
 
    Women were the more vicious of the species, after all, and if Rick wanted to play the insult game… 
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” said Rita. “Let’s play a game.” 
 
    Rick turned his head and stared at here in the dark. “What kind of game. 
 
    Boys were always up for games, and Rita held in a snicker. She was working off things that Shirley had told her, and they were working. 
 
    “I’ll bet I can lift more weight than you by the first of the month.” 
 
    It was the fifteenth, which gave her two weeks. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Of course you have to give me a handicap.” 
 
    “What kind of handicap?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “I weigh less than you, so we figure out improvement by percentage.” 
 
    Rick thought about that. It was hard thinking, because Rita was once again stroking him, and men, when they have two heads, only think half as well. 
 
    He tried to figure out his weight, and her weight. 
 
    “What kind of lifts?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” she knew very well, “just the standard eight, I suppose. Squats, presses, that sort of thing.” 
 
    Rick fell right into her trap. He grinned. He knew those exercises well, and he was good at them. He didn’t bother to think the percentages through, just agreed because, well, because he was good at them. 
 
    “Deal.” 
 
    “And if I win then you have to wear panties.” 
 
    He had already made the deal, he was breathing hard and couldn’t think, and he acceded easily. “Okay.” 
 
    Then he had a thought. “And if I win…” he was thinking ‘when’ and not ‘if,’ “Then you don’t wear panties at all.” 
 
    She actually halfway expected that. Shirley had warned her of some of the things her man had brought up, and men were men, after all. 
 
    “What’s the matter, chicken?” 
 
    No. She wasn’t chicken, she was just thinking it out. After all, she wasn’t trying to think with two heads, and she could figure things out. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “And the two weeks after that you go without a bra!” 
 
    Again, she was already figuring that out, and her ability to actually think, opposed to his boner trying to think…she knew she could beat him. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Rick chuckled. He loved it when Rita walked around and let it all hang out. 
 
    “But if I win the second contest then you have to wear a bra.” 
 
    His mind jumped the tracks. “What for? I don’t have boobs!” 
 
    “Hey, sauce for the goose and all that. You’ll wear a bra, and I’ll get you some breast forms so you’ll feel good about it.” 
 
    “Feel good about having tits?” He was incredulous. 
 
    But he was also hard. Real hard. Her stroking him, him being on the edge. 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” 
 
    In the dark she smiled, and she stroked him again, and she backed off. She could go further later, but right now she had gotten him started. That was the real point of her quick hands on this fine evening. 
 
    “Now get me off!” 
 
    So, having won, knowing that she could build him up, edge him to the moon over the next couple of weeks…she let him squirt. 
 
      
 
    “New protein powder additive,” she stated the next morning. 
 
    His normal can of the stuff was half empty, so she had poured in a half a can of estrogen powder. She mixed the new mixture into their morning smoothies and poured him a glass. 
 
    Protein powder was designed to be tasty, so he gulped it down, rubbed one biceps and said, “I can feel it already!” 
 
    He was gloating, thinking of their bet. 
 
    She just smiled and snuck a testosterone blocker capsule into his morning  pills. 
 
    For two days Rick didn’t feel anything, but the powder was strong, and she was giving him a killer dose, and on the third day he showed it. 
 
    He was on the bench, doing bench presses, hoisting a couple of hundred pounds over his chest. 
 
    “Damn!” he muttered. “I’m feeling weak!” 
 
    Rita was on a fly machine next to him, working on lower reps and heavier weights. She was taking her time, squeezing her grip at the end, like Arnold, and she said, “You aren’t coming down with anything, are you?” 
 
    “God, no!” 
 
    “Good. Because I’d hate to win just because you got wimpy or something.” 
 
    He frowned. That was pretty close to an insult, and he didn’t want to get into the ‘fatty’ thing again. 
 
    “No…no. I’m fine.” 
 
    But he wasn’t fine. He was hurting. And the next couple of days it didn’t get any better. 
 
    Rick got up and shuffled into breakfast. He yawned. He watched as Rita mixed his protein powder and prepared his pills. 
 
    “Man, I don’t feel great.” 
 
    She kissed him and patted his cheek. Then she grabbed his groin. 
 
    He came alive, and that helped. 
 
    But he didn’t realize—there was no way he could realize—that the mixture of protein powder and estrogen supplements was confusing his system. 
 
    That day he worked late, just made it to the gym, and didn’t have the energy to do his full work out.  
 
    Still, he worked out, but he was rationalizing the whole time. 
 
    Just a day or two of being off the mark. I’ll be back tomorrow. 
 
    But the days kept getting worse. 
 
    Rita, unbeknownst to him, was coming down during the day and working out with Shirley. She was losing fat, and gaining muscle by the pound. Then she would go home, rest a bit, and when Rick got home she would feed him something weak, yogurt and oatmeal kind of stuff, and take him to the gym. 
 
    The oatmeal gave him an enduring kind of energy, but not an explosive energy. And the yogurt was filled with estrogen. 
 
    Then she would put out a measly work out, and he would chuckle and think he was pulling ahead…as he did his own measly work out. 
 
    And, to top it off, Rita was giving him sex every night. 
 
    She’d suck him, and fuck him, use her hands, get him super excited, and squirt him. 
 
    She didn’t worry about her own desires, because an odd thing was happening. 
 
    The weaker he got, the more powerful she felt, and power is the ultimate sex. 
 
    And the first testing day approached. 
 
      
 
    Word had gotten out at the gym, mostly courtesy of Shirley, and there was a small group of men and women waiting to see how the big male to female contest went. 
 
    Rick received a few high fives, but he was feeling punk, and it showed. 
 
    When Rita exited the locker room she got a cheer. Her body was looking fit with a capital F. 
 
    “Okay, guys and gals,” Shirley held up her hands. “My man Tom is going to keep the scores. Jerry over there will call the exercises and weights and count reps. We’ll do a handicap at the end to find out the real winner. 
 
    “What handicap?” asked one of the fellows. 
 
    Rick, full of himself and proud of his new knowledge of handicaps, explained, “She’s got a smaller body, so we’re taking that into account. If I weigh two hundred and she weighs one hundred, then she only has to improve her weight by half as much as I do.” 
 
    That was the moment he blinked. But he still didn’t get it. But…it sounded funky. 
 
    “Okay! Ready to go?” Shirley called. 
 
    Both contestants were, so the contest began. 
 
    For an hour they worked the machines, rested when appropriate, and lifted the iron. 
 
    Rick went first, and by the end of the contest he did show an improvement. But not much. The weird thing was that his body didn’t look as fit as normal. He had love handles, his butt was flabby, and… “Seven per cent improvement!” 
 
    The guys cheered. 
 
    “Okay, now my bestie Rita…” Everybody was silent while Tom worked the figures. 
 
    “Eleven per cent improvement!” 
 
    The girls cheered, and the guys sort of snickered. 
 
    And Rick about died when one of his friends quipped, “Well, I guess we know who the fatty is.” 
 
    He glared at his friend, who shrugged good naturedly, but…Rita had won. 
 
    And, to make it worse, Rick had no idea that Shirley had actually been slowing Rita down. She knew the curve could peak, and she was adjusting Rita’s work outs so her graph would stay just ahead of his. 
 
    “Okay, Rick,” Shirley turned to the unhappy hubby. “You know what this means!” She held up a pair of pink panties. 
 
    Rick looked at the floor. He took them, but he muttered, “I’ll put them on tomorrow morning.” 
 
    But that wasn’t good enough for the guys and gals in the gym. 
 
    “Panties! Panties! Panties!” Everybody chanted. 
 
    Rick was caught. 
 
    Shirley yelled, “If you don’t go put them on right now we’ll put them on for you!” 
 
    Rick’s head snapped up. His eyes opened. He looked around and realized that he was caught. 
 
    He stood up and went to the locker room, and when he came out a. minute later everybody started laughed. 
 
    Rick usually wore a jock strap. It made his bulge look bigger. But now the panties let his cock slide out the leg hole, and it showed in his tight shorts. 
 
    Rick’s face turned as red as a spanked tomato as everyone pointed and giggled. 
 
    And, to make matters worse, he heard somebody say—he wasn’t sure who it was except that it was a girl—it’s not that big, is it.” 
 
    And: “Poor Rita.” 
 
    Rick drove home, and he was in a mix of high dudgeon and embarrassment. 
 
    He had lost. The honor of the guys was broken. The only good thing was that Rita was kind. 
 
    She had to be. She knew he was going to be feeling emotional because of the estrogen, and down because of his defeat, and she didn’t want him trying to get out of the next contest. 
 
    “Seven per cent is amazing. I really got lucky, I guess.” 
 
    Rick glanced at her and sniffed. 
 
    “Next week you’re going to wipe me out, maybe we better cut down on your protein powder.” 
 
    “No,” he blurted. He figured he needed more. 
 
    Rita concealed her smile. She leaned against him and reached for his cock. 
 
    “I’ll bet this is seven per cent better, too.” 
 
    He smiled as she stroked. 
 
    “And, what do you think? Am I going to be eleven per cent better?” 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he muttered, and he licked his lips. 
 
    And so was disaster averted, and the contest was continued. 
 
      
 
    Rick worked out harder, which exhausted him more. 
 
    Rita did him daily, which exhausted him more. 
 
    Rick asked for more protein powder, and he got it, and didn’t know that it was more estrogen. 
 
    Rita found her afternoon work outs going through the roof. 
 
    “Now listen, you did good,” said Shirley, “But you’ve got to be careful.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “You’ve got to pace yourself. You’ve got to beat Rick by a little, save  a little for when the contest gets a little hairy. Don’t beat him by a lot and make him feel so bad he quits.” 
 
    So Rita pumped that iron, and memorized weights so that she could beat Rick by tiny amounts. 
 
    During the third week Rick finally took notice of his decreasing weight. “That’s funny,” he said, stepping off the scales. “I should be gaining weight at this point.” 
 
    “You look fine,” Rita said.  
 
    But he didn’t. Not only was he showing a bit of flab as muscle turned to fat, but his penis looked a wee bit smaller. 
 
    In fact, it stopped falling through the leg holes in his panties. He could pull his panties up, they were a bit stretchy, making them snug, and his cock actually fit! 
 
    Not that he noticed. Typical male, he thought as long as he had a dick everything was fine. 
 
    By the middle of the third week Rick was so tired he almost didn’t want to work out.” 
 
    He wasn’t making much improvement, but on some of the exercises he was actually lifting lesser weight. 
 
    “What the fuck,” he mumbled, shaking his hair, which was starting to look a little long, and he tried to lift more. Which tired him out more. Which made him lift less. 
 
    Rita, of course, kept complimenting him. Especially his dick. 
 
    His penis was staying hard. That is what happens when a guy takes estrogen. The penis might shrink a bit, but it gets hard and stays hard, and even feels harder. Until it doesn’t. That’s just the effect of the hormones. 
 
    Some authorities say the penis is making a last ditch effort, that the possessor of the penis is trying to stay a man. 
 
    But…who knows? 
 
    But what Rick did know was that he was getting harder, and it felt. good, so something must be working! Right? 
 
    And Rita made sure she worked him every night. Laying in bed, him tired and trying to sleep, she would do everything in her power to get him off. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Where’s my big, fatty man!” 
 
    He tried not to think of his love handles, of his reduced weight, and to think of his cock. And he could because her hands were doing the deed. 
 
    “Unh…unh…” he groaned and thrust his penis into her pussy. And was embarrassed when it fell out. 
 
    Damn! Was he really getting that small? 
 
    But Rita appeared not to notice. She just grabbed him, stroked him back up, and guided him into her. 
 
    Until he shot his load. 
 
    Which, like his shrinking cock, seemed a bit pitiful. 
 
    In fact, the only bright side to this journey was the fact that he liked the panties. 
 
    He would wake up, exhausted, and put them on, and they never failed to get a rise out of him. 
 
    Rita smiled. 
 
      
 
    The third week wound down, and the contest was just ahead. Everybody in the gym was talking about it. Everybody in the gym was checking out Rick’s package. 
 
    His tiny weeny was poking the material of his shorts, and it was obvious that he was getting smaller. 
 
    The girls giggled, and made jokes. 
 
    “He ain’t no fatty no more!” 
 
    “Fatty, fatty, one by two, nothing to show, ooh ooh oooh!” 
 
    The guys, of course, were embarrassed for him. 
 
    While girls can chit chat about everything, guys can only talk about cars, or sports, never about their personal problems. 
 
    So nobody said anything, and the day of the contest came. 
 
    Shirley had bought a pair of breast forms, big honkers, and she placed them on a table between the locker room doors where everybody could see them. 
 
    Guys snickered, girls giggled, and Rick’s face was flaming red. 
 
    And he was now pumped up. In spite of being tired, and his muscles wasting away, he was angry, and ready to lift! 
 
    When the gym cleared out a bit, but only a bit because everybody in the place now knew about the battle of the weight lifting sexes, Shirley raised her hands and tooted on a whistle. 
 
    “Okay, iron heads! Are you ready!” She sounded like a ring announcer, and she loved the way everybody looked up at her and waited. 
 
    “Yes!” a hundred weight lifters roared. 
 
    And the contest was begun. 
 
    Rick did well on the squats, the deadlift, and the power clean. His legs still had some male muscle, and he was able to translate that when motion was required. 
 
    The rest of the drills he didn’t do so well. In fact, he was lifting less, and it required more effort. 
 
    On the bench press, reverse bent over row, pull-ups, military press, and dips he had some gain, and some loss. 
 
    Shirley glanced at Rita, who was frowning.  
 
    Rita knew she was going to have to really blow it to win by a little. 
 
    She let Rick have the exercises that he had improved at, but gave away a lot of strength on the others. 
 
    Honestly, she could have improved by fifty, maybe sixty per cent. 
 
    Instead, struggling to make it look like she was barely making it, she posted a three per cent. To Rick’s one per cent. 
 
    The gym was strangely silent at that point. Everybody was embarrassed for Rick, and curious. 
 
    What the heck had happened? Rick not only lifted less, it looked like he was losing bulk! And his fanny…his fanny was getting…wider. 
 
    And his arms seemed skinnier. And…and his neck was thinner and…and even his dick was smaller! 
 
    When the contest was over Shirley merely said, “You can take the breast forms with you. Put ‘em on tomorrow.” 
 
    Rick walked out of the locker room and across the gym. His hair was wet, and now everybody could see that it was getting longer. He hadn’t had a haircut for a month, but…it seemed to be growing longer faster than it should have. 
 
    Rick walked out of the gym like a broken man. He had never done this poorly in a contest. And weight lifting was his passion! His forte! How could this be happening? 
 
    “Oh, man. I barely beat you. I can’t believe how poorly I’m doing.” 
 
    He looked at her. Her face was solemn, and she called her help and understanding. Maybe even pity. 
 
    Rick, being the manly man, sort of, put his arm around her waist. “We both sucked,” he said. “But we’ll do better.” 
 
    “Tell me again how no pain means no gain.” 
 
    Rick’s favorite subject, and he launched into a lecture. He was unaware that Rita had realigned him, re-enforced his way of thinking. 
 
    He had to lift harder! Lift more! That was the only way to achieve success! 
 
    So they went home, Rick programming himself down the same path that had been used to minimize him, and when they got home Rita pulled him into the bedroom and rewarded him for being such a positive inspiration. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you are so good!” 
 
    She couldn’t say big anymore, because he wasn’t. 
 
    She pulled his panties off and pushed him back on the bed, then she got a sly look on her face. “Let’s try on your new boobies!” 
 
    On one hand, Rick didn’t want to. He didn’t want to have boobs. He didn’t want to be girly. He didn’t want to suffer any more of that subtle emasculation that Rita was preaching. 
 
    On the other hand, the only real pleasure he had been getting for the last two weeks was his panties.’              Rita fondled his package and complimented him, and just putting his panties on caused him to have an erection. 
 
    Rita held up the bra. It was pink, matching to his panties. “Oh, my God! Have you ever seen anything so sexy in your life?” 
 
    Rick sat on the bed and watched as she glued the breast forms onto his chest. Damn. His dick was reacting. 
 
    “Glad I shave all over,” he muttered, watching the glue dry as Rita pressed the mounds against him. 
 
    Rita just smiled, and kissed him. 
 
    This was making her so fucking hot! 
 
    She let go, and Rick felt the weight sagging on his skin. 
 
    “Woops, you’re going to need a bra. We don’t want your skin all stretched out.” 
 
    Rita helped him into the bra and he stood up and faced the mirror. 
 
    He had lost weight. His mass had reduced, and in all the wrong places. 
 
    His arms were skinny and his butt was big, and wearing the bra and panties he was…excited. 
 
    What the fuck? he thought. What the fuck? 
 
    But Rita stood next to him, and she cupped his tits. Even though he couldn’t feel through the breast forms he could imagine the sensation, and his little cock grew harder. 
 
    Rita notice and cupped his mons, let the little penis poke the panty material through her fingers. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she breathed. “Rick the prick.” 
 
    Rick grinned. 
 
    He felt weird inside, but the excitement of seeing himself en femme, even for a little, and the way his cock felt in his panties as Rita stroked him… 
 
    Rita bent to her knees and sucked him right through the panty material. 
 
    “Oh! fuck!” 
 
    Little droplets squirted through the front of the panties and Rick sagged. Rita actually had to hold him up. 
 
    And that was the night that Rita perceived the real problem.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I need a dildo,” murmured Rita. 
 
    “What’s that? A little louder?” Shirley snickered. They were at the smoothie stand and Rita was waiting for Rick to finish his work out. 
 
    His more weight, higher reps, all he could stand work out. 
 
    “I’m serious. Rick has shrunk.” 
 
    “I know. All the girls are talking about it.” Shirley grew more serious. “Do you really think a dildo is the answer?” 
 
    Rita sighed and looked into the distance. “I don’t know. Sex—and I know Rick’s got a smaller dick—just isn’t as much fun as it was.” 
 
    Shirley sipped her smoothie and listened. 
 
    “I mean, this last week he doesn’t even get hard, and when he does he barely fits in, and he goes limp pretty fast. 
 
    Shirley gave a wan smile. “Poor boy.” 
 
    “So what do I do? What did you do?” 
 
    “Oh, what I did was finish the program.” 
 
    Rita studied her friend. 
 
    “Is Tom still a sissy?” 
 
    “In some ways. But he’s also a better man. He does what he’s told, he doesn’t give me shit. He leaves the toilet ring down.” 
 
    Shirley shrugged. Then: “Be honest. If you backed off now, how long before Rick started lording it over you, chanting that stupid ‘Fatty, fatty rhyme?” 
 
    Shirley nodded. “One win and it’s over. One win and I’m back to being property, a second class citizen.” 
 
    “You take it all the way, and control him, and he’ll never go back to that. He’ll know who’s boss. He’ll be a good husband.” 
 
    “If I take it all the way.” 
 
    “If.” 
 
    “If only men didn’t need this to be intelligent.” 
 
    “But they do.” 
 
    The sound of weights clanging in the big room washed over their conversation. 
 
     
 
    Rick wore tits. No way around it, no way to sugarcoat it, he had boobs. 
 
    He wore them to work, and that was okay because he was the boss and his workers didn’t mind if he stayed in his office all day. 
 
    He wore them around the house, and Rita love it. Seeing him all feminine, with his long hair and his swaying butt gave her a sense of incredible power. 
 
    Sometimes she would sit and watch him walk past. And she dreamed of him in high heels. If you got the booty then you should work it. 
 
    He especially wore his tits at the gym. 
 
    A few of the fellows looked at him strangely, most of them stayed a little back from him, and he grew used to a certain sense of isolation. 
 
    But the isolation wasn’t bad, because the girls were finding excuses to talk to him. They admired his chest. They asked him how the bra felt. 
 
    “If your nipples itch put a little vaseline on them.” 
 
    “Loosen the back strap and they won’t weigh so much.” 
 
    “When you going to go for the heels, Rick?” 
 
    Rick was lost in his own world. He was silent, adjusting to his circumstance. 
 
    He was quiet when Rita played with him. 
 
    Rita played, and it felt good, but his dingus just wasn’t rising to the occasion. 
 
    “I’m not satisfying you, am I?” he asked one night. 
 
    She smiled and stroked his limpness. “That’s okay. I’ve got a dildo on order.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Sure. Would you like to see me get off on it?” 
 
    Rick did. And his prick temporarily rose. But then it fell and the only real pleasure he got was in anticipating seeing his wife do herself. 
 
    The fifth week Rick worked out lackadaisically. After all, nothing was working, so just lift the iron and see what happens. 
 
    He was getting skinnier.  
 
    He had run through the big can of protein powder and Rita was giving him pure estrogen now. His body was no longer confused, and it was reacting to the estrogen quickly and efficiently. 
 
    “I’ve lost twenty pounds,” he said sadly. “I should see a doctor.” 
 
    Rita didn’t object. Seeing him drop in weight so fast had worried her. 
 
    So they went into the doctor’s office and Rick got an exam. 
 
    The doctor, a liberal thinking woman, noted his fake chest and knew what was happening. 
 
    Rick was transitioning. 
 
    She smiled, didn’t mention that he had high estrogen counts and low testosterone, and prescribed a few extra vitamins. A more efficient testosterone blocker. Stuff to protect the calcium in his bones. that sort of thing. 
 
    And she said: “Healthy as a horse, Rick.” 
 
    And she thought: A horse on Hormone Replacement Therapy. 
 
    And the night of the third contest arrived. 
 
      
 
    The gym was packed. People had even come in from other gyms to see the show. A woman was kicking the ass of a man. How glorious! 
 
    Shirley raised an air horn and tooted it. She spoke through a bullhorn. 
 
    “Friends and Fiends! Welcome to the battle of the weightlifting sexes! in this corner is Rick the Prick!” 
 
    Lots of laughter, and Rick smiled wanly. His chest, now that his body was shrinking, was enormous. His hair was so long Shirley had styled it before the contest. His butt was large and round and even his face looked a little softer. 
 
    “And in the other corner we have “Rita, who is sweeta!” 
 
    Cheers, and the woman were noticeably louder than the men. 
 
    Shirley took the time to explain the contest, pointing out the handicap and that the final results would be tallied at the end of the contest 
 
    At the other end of the gym management watched proudly. They had never had so many sign ups, and there was even an article in the daily newspaper! 
 
    And, the proprieties observed, Shirley tooted the horn again, and the contest was begun. 
 
    It was even worse than the last time. 
 
    Rick was in the negative points. Badly. 
 
    And his balance seemed a bit off as he compensated for his large chest. 
 
    The guys cheered a little, but he was looking pretty lackluster. 
 
    The girls cheered a lot, and it was only the fact that Shirley had talked to a lot of them that kept the catcalls and insults down. 
 
    And it helped that some of them knew what Shirley and Rita were doing. 
 
    Heck, many of them were planning to do the same to their men. 
 
    And many of the men, it could be seen, were wearing panties. 
 
    You could tell which men were wearing panties because they were the ones usually erect. 
 
    Rick lifted first, and Rita had to control herself. She could have lifted twenty per cent more than Rick, but Shirley counseled her to control herself. 
 
    Besides, she was actually feeling a bit guilty. Rick had fallen for everything, he didn’t have a chance. 
 
    Still, she knew she had to take this game to the end, or Rick would just revert. 
 
    In the end, Rick lost nine percent, and Rita gained one per cent. 
 
    It was becoming a blow out, but Rick didn’t care. He was lonely, his dick wasn’t working too well, and he was tired, and…and the crowd cheered. 
 
    Rick raised a hand, and let it flop. He was a loser. He felt like crying. 
 
    The girls lifted Rita on their shoulders and marched her around the gym. 
 
    It was in this conflux of emotions, Ricks lows and Rita’s highs, that the big misunderstanding occurred. 
 
    Rita was lowered to the ground in front of Rick, and Shirley said, “Okay, nylons and heels for you. And if you lose again you have to wear a dress and make up!” 
 
    Rick waved a hand. He was already defeated. 
 
    Rita was pushed back by the admiring throng, and Rick turned to his friends, and he said, “And to think…I used to call her Fatty, fatty.” 
 
    Silence. What everybody heard was Rick’s sour grapes. They heard ‘Fatty, Fatty!’ And it sounded like he was calling Rita names! 
 
    The gym went silent. The girls rumbled like an angry volcano. Rita turned around. 
 
    Her eyes were flashing. “What did you say?” 
 
    “Nothing,” Rick said. Too tired to fight, not understanding that he had been misheard. 
 
    “No! You said something! You called me Fatty!” 
 
    Rick flashed. He was so tired, and so worn down, but he had hormones working in him, and he was starting to feel the emotion of the loss. “I did not!” 
 
    “You son of a bitch!” 
 
    “Fuck you!” 
 
    Guys and gals were egging them on. Everybody loves a good fight, right? 
 
    “Fuck me? Fuck me? You couldn’t fuck anybody with that little dick of yours!” 
 
    Rick tried to hold on, but he wanted to burst into tears. This whole thing was getting out of hand. 
 
    Then Shirley threw in the wrench. “Why don’t you do it for real?” 
 
    “Do what for real?” snapped Rita. 
 
    “Yeah, what?” Rick was close to blubbering. 
 
    “Play for real tits. If Rick loses next time…he has to get implants. Big ones. Chyna 2000s.” 
 
    “And what do I get when I win?” He said it, but it was mostly residue, false hope, not the fight of a real man. 
 
    “If I win I’ll be your servant for a year! I’ll wear what you want, do what you want. I’ll be your sex slave!” 
 
    And, the hormones raging, the emotions bursting, Rick said, “You’re on!” 
 
      
 
    The seventh week passed slowly. Rick and Rita spoke to each other, but in mostly subdued tones. 
 
    In truth, they both wanted to call off the contest. 
 
    But Shirley pushed Rita to hold to the course, and there was just enough machismo male in Rick to make him stubborn. 
 
    Rita loaded him with hormones, some of them doctor prescribed, and  worked out during the day. 
 
    Rick drank his ‘vitamins,’ worked all day, then tried to keep up at the gym. 
 
    But he was now falling like a rocket turned around and blasting for earth. 
 
    Hormones, in the beginning, work slowly. There is a gently dropping off, a slight downward curve. 
 
    As they begin to take effect they start having more effect. Until, by the end, the body does a terrible nose dive. 
 
    Rick lost more weight. his ass flared out. His chest, now getting thinner, made his boobs look bigger. 
 
    He didn’t comb his hair, he brushed it, and he explored twisting the handle to make curls, and things like that. 
 
    And he lifted less, appearing to even give up. 
 
    Rita watched him, and though she felt a certain degree of sadness, she also felt an exultation. 
 
    She was winning. She was in control. She had the power. 
 
    And power was every bit as exciting as sex. 
 
    “Hey, honey, my dildo is here!” She pranced around the bedroom and held the tool up high. 
 
    Rick felt a quiver of excitement. He couldn’t cum, but he could watch her cum. He was laying on the bed and he put his magazine down. 
 
    Stupid magazine, aimed towards weight lifters. He thought that maybe he should be reading fashion magazines. 
 
    “Well,” his dick shivered, “Let’s see.” 
 
    Rita threw herself on the bed, rolled over and kissed him deeply, the first real kiss in weeks. 
 
    She lay on her back, arranged pillows, and aimed the missile at her groin. 
 
    Rick stared, was actually a bit shocked at how wanton she was. 
 
    She touched it to her hole and shivered. 
 
    Rick’s mouth opened. 
 
    Rita went to town. She drove that shaft into her and tickled her insides. She leaned over and kissed Rick, as if he was the real lover shoving into her. 
 
    Rick got into it. He played with her breasts, sucked her tits, and before long she was gasping, her eyes were open and staring, and she began grunting. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Unh…unh! Oh…Heysoos! Ohhhh!” 
 
    She pulled the toy out, turned her face to him and grinned. “Now that’s how a big dick does it.” 
 
    She didn’t mean it as an insult. Well, not too much. She was just teasing, and forgot that women are the more vicious of the species. 
 
    But Rick was…not shattered. 
 
    He was changed. 
 
    He had never seen anything so exciting in his life. His limpness was actually hard, and he stroked it with a couple of fingers. He even got close to cumming. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whined. 
 
    “Can’t get there?” asked Rita. And she actually cared. 
 
    “Nu…nu…no…I—AHHH! 
 
    Rita-she didn’t know what possessed her—touched the vibrator to his back hole. It was fully lubed up from her, and it only went in a little. 
 
    But a little was a lot. 
 
    “AHHHHH!” Rick came. He came hard. He came harder than he ever had as a male with a working dick. The force of the orgasm washed over him, blotted him out, wouldn’t seem to end. 
 
    Then he was back. Stunned, shocked, changed. 
 
    “Wow!” said Rita, giggling. She cleaned off the vibrator and put it away. “Remind me to do that to you again!” 
 
    And though it would take a while, he would. 
 
      
 
    They only had a week left. One week and somebody would be getting big, old honkers, or they would be a slave for a year. 
 
    The night arrived, and Shirley, once again, was in her element. She blew the airhorn, called for attention and began speaking. 
 
    “This started out as a lark, but it has become more! For the honor of the men…Rick the Prick!” 
 
    A few cheers, and a few boos. 
 
    “For the honor of the ladies I present…Sweeta Rita!” 
 
    The ladies lifted the roof with their bellowing cheers. Girls pounded on tables and screamed. A couple of the girls actually pulled out strands of their hair. 
 
    To the side a local television station had set up a camera, and the hair heads could be heard saying the stupidest things. 
 
    “This will decide the fate of humanity!” 
 
    “Can a small town girl David open a can of whoop ass on a big town Goliath!” 
 
    Shirley pulled Rita aside and whispered. “Okay, girlfriend. This is it. No more. Do your best.” 
 
    And the contest began. 
 
      
 
    Rick started to go first, but the crowd wouldn’t have it. 
 
    “He always goes first!” 
 
    “We want Sweeta Rita!” 
 
    Shirley stood up and asked for a vote. Everybody wanted Rita to go first. 
 
    It was obvious from the first that Rita had been holding back. She lifted enormous amounts of weights, did tons of reps, and her totals went through the roof. 
 
    Rick was done for. He watched his wife out lift him, and he knew he had been taken for a ride. She had been holding back, but now she wasn’t. 
 
    He hardly tried. His muscles were like noodles. The crowd grew silent as he gave way, and as he failed it became obvious what was happening.  
 
    He was submitting. 
 
    He was like a beaten dog that had to turn up his belly. 
 
    He had nothing left, and Rita had it all. 
 
    Rick wound up down twenty-five per cent. 
 
    Rita was up almost fifty per cent. 
 
    It was the blow out of all blow outs. 
 
    And Rick knew it. 
 
      
 
    Everybody congratulated Rita. People came up to her and treated her like a rock star. People asked for autographs, the TV station asked for an interview, the gym offered her a lifetime membership, for her and Rick, if they could use her likeness in promotions. 
 
    Hours later she finally managed to leave the gym. 
 
    She walked across the parking lot, carrying her gym bag, and people called to her. 
 
    She waved, and reached the truck. 
 
    Rick was sitting in the passenger seat, head down, his hair over his face. 
 
    Rita hesitated, then, seeing the look on his face, perceiving his attitude, she walked around to the driver’s side. 
 
    Rick always drove, he was the king. But now he was the king no longer. 
 
    “Hi, honey.” 
 
    Rick was silent. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    And he finally broke down. The tears gushed from his eyes. His body shook, and he leaned into her. 
 
    Rita had known this might happen, Shirley had told her it might happen, but it was a shock when it did. 
 
    And she realized, as she held his quivering shoulders and soothed him with words and murmurs, that Rick had been broken.  
 
    But that was not bad. 
 
    Because now Rick could be remade, better, a better husband. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey,” she said, brushing his hair. “Everything will be all right.” 
 
    After a half hour Rick was composed enough to sit quietly and Rita drove home. Still, he sniffled a bit, and gave out the occasional sob. 
 
    They arrived home and Rick went to bed. 
 
    Rita, however, was feeling great. 
 
    She had won. And Rick was changed. 
 
    She spent some time reading about herself on the computer, answering a ton of emails, and making plans. 
 
    She was the golden girl of a new age. The Age of Truly Emancipated Women. 
 
      
 
    Rick went in for surgery two weeks later. He stayed home a week after that, and finally showed his face at the gym. 
 
    He was a female now. 
 
    He was even skinnier, and his boobs were huge, and he wore panties and bra, nylons and heels, and a dress. 
 
    His hair was perfectly coiffed and he had a trace of make up on. Eyes and lips, a bit of mascara, and his eyebrows were sculpted. 
 
    The guys said hi to him, but they were just being polite. They knew that he was no longer one of them. 
 
    The girls all clustered around him, and that saved his bacon. 
 
    A man needs community. 
 
    A woman is community. 
 
    Rick had graduated from needs to is. 
 
    And he changed his weight lifting regimen. Instead of power lifting, he worked on lesser weights and more reps. His boobs were big and heavy, and he focused on female weightlifting modes and yoga. 
 
    Now that he was female he had to become more genteel, cultivate a different look, and act the part. 
 
    His penis stopped working almost completely. That made it easier to conceal in his tight panties and dresses and things. 
 
    All in all, Rick was making the transition surprisingly well.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    A couple of months after the big contest, the Battle of the Weight Lifting Sexes,  Rick and Rita came home. 
 
    Rita drove the big truck, and Rick was content to sit in the passenger seat and stare out the window and make small talk. 
 
    They pulled into the driveway and Rick suddenly said, “Rita?” 
 
    Rita had flourished since her big win. All sorts of opportunities had opened up for her, she was making deals that were making them rich, and she still worked out for hours every day. 
 
    “Yes, honey?” 
 
    “Would you like to make love?” 
 
    She turned to him, tilted her head. “And how would you like to do that?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, I thought maybe you could use your vibrator on me.” 
 
    She smiled. “Well, actually, I bought something you might like.” 
 
    They entered the house and retired to the bedroom.  
 
    “Why don’t you hop up on the bed and make yourself comfortable,” she said.  
 
    She opened the bottom dresser drawer and took out a mess of straps and a dildo. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” Burbled Rick happily. He jumped up on the bed and assumed the all fours position. 
 
    Rita put the strap on on. She screwed in the big dildo and it jutted out from her groin. 
 
    “Wow! Do you think I can take all that?” 
 
    “I’m sure you can, honey. Now pull down your panties and let me lube you up.” 
 
    Rick followed her directions, moaned as she greased his man pussy. A minute later he was moaning and writhing as she plumbed his depths. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Author’s Note! 
 
    Hey guys and girls! Let me ask you a question. Do guys need to be trained? 
 
    And, if they do, how much work does it really take? 
 
    The answer, of course, is ‘yes.’ And, as this story will show, it takes very little work. 
 
    After all, a man is easily led around and manipulated, and it’s just a matter of you sticking to your guns. 
 
    So go for it. You’ll be happy you did! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “So how long are you going to be gone?” Rick sat on the bed and watched his wife put on her make up. 
 
    She primped and powdered, plucked and sculpted, and her face become professional and sexy. 
 
    Not that it was sexy before, but being a private stewardess she had to look extra sexy.” 
 
    Jo smiled at him in the mirror, and put on her lipstick. “A week to ten days. Are you gonna miss me?” 
 
    “Crap,” he said. “You walk out the door like that and you wonder if I’m going to miss you.” 
 
    “Honey, I’m not talking about your dick. I’m talking about love, the space in your heart.” 
 
    Rick shook his head. “That’s the thing. Women measure love by how they feel. Men measure love by the dick.” 
 
    Her turn to shake her head. “You know, that is just wrong. Can’t you separate the two? Love on one hand, lust on the other?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She turned to him. “Well, honey, I’m going to teach you the difference.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “Mother is going to visit you tomorrow, and she has a special present.” 
 
    “What?” Inwardly he groaned. His mother-in-law was okay, but she was also a cuckoo. She believed men should not wear shoes in the house. That men should give up their seats to a woman, open doors for women, do everything for women. 
 
    “Mother, as you know, was married for thirty years. Happy years, and my father was the happiest man I have ever seen.” 
 
    “Happier than me?” Rick leered. 
 
    Jo gave a little sniff. “Far happier than you. He understood what marriage is about, and he lived by mother’s rule.” 
 
    “That Female Led Marriage thing again.” 
 
    Jo turned back to her vanity mirror and inspected her perfect face. “Honestly, Rick, if you’d just try it. You’d find it enlightening, and illuminating.” 
 
    He grunted, and mocked her. “Yes, dear, no dear, can I hand wash the laundry dear. Is it time to spank my weenie dear.” 
 
    Jo whirled towards him, a grim look on her face. “I wouldn’t be so mean with mother around. She has ways of dealing with smirky men.” 
 
    “Smirky? So I’m smirky?” 
 
    “You are definitely smirky. And snarky and silly.” 
 
    “With a big dick.” 
 
    She sighed and looked at his crotch. “Yes. A big dick.” 
 
    “Well, there’s my argument right there. A big dick does not belong in a Female Led Relationship. In fact, I would go so far as to say that men who are in female led relationships don’t have very big dicks at all. 
 
    Jo stood up, and Rick’s breath caught. She had 44s, and a thin waist, and a round, bubble butt that swayed with a wiggle when she walked. 
 
    She knew the effect she had on him, and she grinned. “Okay, I’ll tell you what.” 
 
    “What?” he asked, unable to take his eyes off her charms. 
 
    “If you do whatever mother says…I’ll be your sex slave for a month.” 
 
    Now he looked up at her. He checked out her gorgeous blue eyes, the fall of her shiny, golden hair, the way her earrings caught the light and sparkled. 
 
    “A month?” 
 
    
“I’ll wait on you, I’ll wear sexy clothes all the time, I’ll go without a bra. Anything you want…I’ll do it.” 
 
    Rick couldn’t help the smile breaking out on his face. “Suck my dick.” 
 
    “Until you squirt. And I’ll swallow every drop.” 
 
    “Anal sex.” 
 
    “You want anal sex, you got it.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “And all you have to do it whatever mother says. No complaints, no second thoughts, just when she says jump you hit the roof.” 
 
    Rick thought about her proposition. He thought his wife doing whatever he wanted, when he wanted. No complaints or second thoughts. 
 
    Then he frowned and thought about her cuckoo mother. 
 
    But, what could her mother do to him that he couldn’t handle? 
 
    He could do the dishes or take out the trash for a week. He could bring her chocolates and tune in her soap operas for a week. 
 
    Heck, all it meant was that he would have to work a little harder, be a little more attentive. 
 
    And it helped that she was good looking. She was a more mature version of Jo. Her boobs were bigger, she swayed more, she was one hell of a fine woman. 
 
    And all that meant was that he would go around with a boner, and at night he would relieve himself of that boner. Small price to pay for a month of sexual slavery from his favorite person. 
 
    “But what’s she going to ask of me?” he asked. 
 
    “She’ll show you how she made father so happy.” 
 
    Rick got a look on his face, and Jo got serious. She grabbed his weenie and held it. Tightly. And his eyes blinked and his mouth opened to give out a little ‘Urk!’ 
 
    “No sex, you idiot.” 
 
    But Rick was not going to let it go that easy. “But what if she asks for it. Do I still have to do whatever she says?” 
 
    Jo’s face twisted in a frown. In a way, his question was fair. But she trusted her mother. She didn’t completely trust Rick, he was such a horn dog, but her mother could be trusted. 
 
    Then she had a mental image of her mother and Rick in bed, hugging and kissing, and she chuckled. 
 
    “What?” Rick was a bit confused. 
 
    Jo patted his cheek. “Honey, if my mother wants to fuck you, you go for it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    “And you won’t get mad?” 
 
    Jo wiggled into her pencil skirt, put on a white blouse, then a red butterfly bow tie. It matched her lips and Rick’s dick throbbed. As she tied the knot she noted that his dick had just bounced. She shook her head. What a horn dog. 
 
    “I won’t get mad.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She pulled on her jacket, looked at herself in the mirror, and was pleased. She flew with private jets, luxury jets, and even though the trips were for a week or more, she was expected to be completely professional. 
 
    “So, are you going to go for it? A week of mother for a month of me as your personal sex slave?” 
 
    “Sure,” he snapped off the answer. 
 
    “Excellent. “I’ll tell mother. But, remember, if she calls me and tells me that you refuse…you’ll be the slave, and there will be no sex!” She eyed him fiercely, and he knew she meant it. 
 
    Rick gulped, but he was sure of himself. Heck, her mother would go to bed early and he could watch a little porn, drink a little bourbon, and stroke himself off. 
 
    Jo wouldn’t know, Tammy wouldn’t know, and he would be the happiest camper in ten states. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Horn Dog. Grab my bags and bring them out to the car.” 
 
    Rick picked up her suitcase and make up kit and trotted after Jo. He followed her out the front door and down to her car. She opened the trunk for him and he stuffed the bags in the boot and stood back. 
 
    Jo kissed him then. Very gently so as not to mess up her make up. And her hand brushed against his front. 
 
    Sproing! Instant reaction. 
 
    She laughed and got into the car. 
 
    “Okay, lover, I’ll see you in a week or so, and you have a good time.” 
 
    “With your mother around?” he laughed a groan, “How could I miss?” 
 
    Jo grinned, backed the car out and headed down the street. 
 
    Rick walked back into the house. He thought about Tammy, about having to wait on her, then put her out of his mind. 
 
    He only had a day until she showed up, so he better watch some porn, drink some booze, and get off. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen and got down a bottle of Woodford Reserve. Fifty bucks a bottle, and he deserved it. 
 
    He poured a straight shot, slugged it down, then mixed a Coke High. Half and half Coke and Bourbon over ice. Mmm. Delicious. 
 
    The shot hit him as he walked down the hallway, lifted his scalp a bit and cheered him up. He sipped on the mixed drink to bolster the high and keep it lasting. 
 
    He walked into the computer room and powered up the porn. He lusted for Holly, tickled his nips for Lisa, stroked his weenie for Ava. 
 
    And Brandi and Charli and Casca. 
 
    He watched their so fine boobs bounce and jiggle. 
 
    He got rock hard over the bits of lace and cups they wore for lingerie. Before they stripped their lingerie and went hunting for the biggest dicks around. 
 
    And he sucked bourbon, scrolled and tapped his mouse, and, finally, after a couple of hours, and another couple of drinks, he was ready to let lose his load. 
 
    But he stopped. 
 
    He was horny. He hadn’t made love for a couple of weeks. Jo had had her period, then she had a cold, and she never wanted to make love the day before she flew. She didn’t want him dripping down the inside of her thighs when she was waiting on people at 20,000 feet. 
 
    So he was horny. 
 
    But he might not have a lot of time on the morrow evening. Maybe Tammy would want to stay up late, and he couldn’t very well squirt with her in the other room. So he might not have a lot of time; he would have to make sure he was extra horny and ready to shoot. 
 
    So he backed off. 
 
    Oh, it hurt, but it also felt good. 
 
    It felt good to have his urge growling in his groin. To feel his white batter surging and boiling and desperate for release. 
 
    He sat back in the swivel chair and stared at the computer screen. 
 
    Acres of humping, bumping rumps. Fields of boobs, red lips, and juicy vaginas. 
 
    He wanted to cum in the worst possible way. But he held back. 
 
    Tomorrow, when he needed to cum fast. That’s when he would let loose. 
 
    Besides, it would help him keep his mind off his mother-in-law. 
 
    Better to think of sex than her snippy comments and intrusive eyes and opinions. 
 
    Yeah. 
 
    He pushed back, sipped the last gulp of his bourbon, and headed for bed. 
 
      
 
    “Rise and shine!” Tammy threw the drapes back, sunlight flooded the room, and Rick jerked upright. 
 
    He was lying naked, half entwined in the  sheets, and, what was worse, he had a king-sized morning boner. 
 
    He groaned and covered himself up. 
 
    Tammy grabbed the sheets and pulled them back, and he rolled over and tried to cover his package with his hands. 
 
    Tammy laughed, gripped his shoulder, and pulled him back. “None of that, pervert! Get up and get ready! It’s time for you to grow up.” 
 
    Rick forced his eyes open and looked at her. 
 
    Tammy was, as has been stated, a more buxom version of her daughter. If Jo had 44s, Tammy had 46s. She was slightly taller, and her skin was a creamy sort of a bronze. 
 
    She always thought the surfer look benefited her most, so she wore her luscious, blonde hair long and flipped. Her eyes were bluer than Jo’s, and her face had high cheekbones. 
 
    Right then she was pulling Rick by the arm. 
 
    “Out of bed, you sluggard. Time to get the day started.” 
 
    She ignored Rick’s protruding penis and rushed him to the shower. She opened the door, pushed him in, and turned on the water. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled. 
 
    She laughed at his reaction to cold water. “Honestly, I don’t understand why my daughter puts up with you!” 
 
    Rick shivered, then the water heated up. But she only gave him ten seconds. She reached in, soaped him, grabbed the spray nozzle and rinsed him off. Then she pulled him out. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered. He was coming awake now, and he started to resist as she dried him off. 
 
    “Don’t you do that,” she warned. “Fight and it’ll get worse.” 
 
    “Get the hell out of he—OW!” 
 
    She grabbed his cock and lifted it, and he went up on his toes. 
 
    She snarled into his face. “I’m in charge. I talked to Jo, and she told me I could train you, and it’s about time.” 
 
    “Let go!” His voice sounded like he was being strangled. 
 
    “Only if you behave yourself!” 
 
    He grabbed her wrists and tried to push her hands off him, but she kept twisting and lifting harder. 
 
    “Okay! Okay!” 
 
    She let go and pushed him into the bedroom. “Okay. Your panties are on the dresser, along with your bra. Get ‘em on, and be quick about it.” 
 
    Rick stared at the underwear in shock, his eyes opening wide. He turned to Tammy. “I’m not wearing that shit!” 
 
    “Then you’ll have to answer to your wife.” She snickered. “I can’t wait to see how much sex you get after you blatantly disregard her instructions.” 
 
    “But I can’t wear those! They’re…they’re girl’s!” 
 
    “And you’re a pussy.” She pushed him onto the bed and grabbed the the panties off the dresser. 
 
    A sad truth, Tammy was stronger than Rick. 
 
    Rick liked to run long distances, and his body was slender. His legs were strong, but his arms weren’t. 
 
    Tammy, on the other hand, was a die hard physical fanatic. She worked Pilates in the morning, focusing on sheer strength. In the evening she trained crossfit. In between she ate organic, took supplements, and wrote a blog about women reaching their peak of physical fitness. 
 
    Thus, Tammy reached down and slipped the panties over his feet and pulled them up. 
 
    Rick felt weak in her grip. He lied to himself, however, and told himself that he shouldn’t beat up women. He ignored the fact that Tammy had earned her black belt years ago. 
 
    Tammy pulled the panties up his legs and then stepped close to him, grabbed the hem and near lifted him off the ground. 
 
    “URK!” he gargled, his eyes bulging. His hard dick was forced upward, his balls were smashed into his crotch so hard it felt like they actually went up into the canal from whence they had dropped when he was a child. 
 
    His face turned white. 
 
    And he felt her giant boobs pressing against him, which certainly didn’t help. 
 
    It didn’t help because he couldn’t help but get sexually excited by her proximity and the press of her mountains into his skinny chest. 
 
    “There you go, big boy,” she patted his cheek and smiled. She let go of him and he fell back on the bed. 
 
    She picked up he bra and advanced on him. 
 
    “No! No!” He tried to back up across the bed, but where you gonna go when you hit the wall? 
 
    But she didn’t chase him, she just grabbed one of his ankles and pulled. 
 
    He flopped over the bed towards her and she pushed the bra across his chest, flipped him over, and jumped up and put a knee in his back. 
 
    Rick mumbled into the mattress, but it was too late. She had the back strap fastened and she was pulling his arms under the shoulder straps. 
 
    For a second he thought his arms were going to break, then she was done. She let go and he sat up and looked down. 
 
    The bra was pink. It was a training bra so there were no cups, just sheer material that emphasized his nipples…which were hard and erect. 
 
    She giggled. “You like it.” 
 
    “I don’t!” He started to take the apparel off, but she grabbed his arm and twisted it behind him. 
 
    He yelped, and suddenly realized just how close she was. Her chest was pushed against his, her face, with those curvy, red M lips just inches from his. Her blue eyes peered into his brown eyes. 
 
    “Leave it all on,” she whispered gruffly. “It’s time you realized who’s the boss. Try to take it off and not only will Jo hear about it, but I’ll spank you. And I don’t spank lightly.” 
 
    Rick stared at her. 
 
    She grinned. “You say you don’t like it, but you are hard and erect. I can feel your nipples poking into me. Your cock is hard as a rock. So knock off your whimpering and whining and grow up.” 
 
    “I…am…grown up,” he managed. He tried to move a bit, but she had his arm lifted up between his shoulder blades. 
 
    She jerked his arm, forcing him against her harder, and snapped, “I told you. You want that spanking?” 
 
    “I…don’t…” 
 
    He twisted, managed to get his arm out, and tried to get away. 
 
    Tammy had studied her joint locks, however, and when he twisted she turned, regripped, and spin him around. 
 
    Suddenly she was sitting on the bed, and he was across her lap. 
 
    “I told you!” She raised a hand and smacked down. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Rick was shocked. He knew Tammy was strong, but she was handling him like he was a baby! And those smacks on his rump hurt! 
 
    “I…told…you!” 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! Her hand emphasized each word. Her hand was delicate, a female’s hand, but it was made strong by her exercise. It struck his cheeks, alternating buns, with a ferocity he had not expected. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! AND…SMACK! 
 
    She set him on his feet and smiled at him. “I can give you ten more if you want.” 
 
    “Nu…no.” he sniffed, rubbing his reddened bottom with one hand. 
 
    “Good. We’re off to a good start then. Now then, while you’re in the house I expect you to wear your bra and panties…and that’s all. If you have to go outside for any reason you may wear a robe. That red one hanging by the door is perfect.” 
 
    Rick looked at the robe. It was his wife’s and it was shiny satin and thin. It was short and he would have to be bent over to cover his genitalia. And then somebody might be able to see his bra straps and panty lines. 
 
    “I want to talk to Jo.” 
 
    “I’ll allow you a phone call after breakfast. Merely to assure you that you need to follow directions.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    He was on his feet now, and she suddenly pulled him back on the bed. He gasped when his tanned ass hit the mattress, but she held him there. She reached down to his groin and started petting his flattened cock. It throbbed as she stroked it through the panties. 
 
    “Now listen,” she said, almost whispering in his ear with her red lips. “This can be a lot of fun. My husband lived for these times. Or you can hold on to your silly masculinity and…you won’t like it. Guaranteed, however, by the time your wife comes home you will be a happier person. Whether you fight it or embrace it is beside the point.” 
 
    Now she was half leaning into him, her large breasts again touching his chest, her lips slithering over his ear, and her hand…God! Her hand felt so good as she played with him. 
 
    “So what will it be? A week of spankings, me playing the bully? Or will you just go with it and learn?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She stood up, gripped his wrist and lifted. “Well, the choice is yours. Come on, I’ll teach you how to make breakfast.” 
 
    She walked towards the kitchen, pulling him along. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I need slippers!” 
 
    “What for? Has somebody been playing jacks on the linoleum?” She dragged him down the hallway. “Besides, you can’t go wearing anything on your feet until we’ve handled your body hair and painted your nails.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    They entered the kitchen and she finally turned him loose. “You certainly can’t understand a woman until you’ve walked a mile in her shoes. And if you don’t understand a woman…how can you properly serve them?” 
 
    “But I’m a man!” 
 
    “Men can be servants. And they should be servants. Especially if they are weak and malleable and downright effeminate.” 
 
    “But I’m not effeminate!” 
 
    Tammy sat at the table and chortled. “Have you ever seen yourself?” 
 
    “What? But—“ 
 
    “I’ve been handling you like you’re a two year old. You are weak, and you wear your hair long. And you even have a few mannerisms that shriek ‘pansy.’” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    “Do you mind stamping your foot when you say that?” she laughed. 
 
    Rick stood in the center of the kitchen and…he felt like stamping his foot. He felt so helpless. The only thing that saved him from a screaming fit was the knowledge that this would only last a week, then he would have a slave for a month! 
 
    “Now then, the proper mixture for pancakes…” Tammy went over the amount of milk and mix, how to crack the eggs, and how to make the flapjacks light and airy, just the way a genteel woman would like them. 
 
    Rick stood, not moving. He was trying to figure how to get out of this. “Wait a minute.” 
 
    Tammy paused.  
 
    “This is all against my will.” 
 
    Tammy smiled. “Men are to serve. This talk of having a free will is jus that. Talk. It is the blatherings of a weaker species to distract women from their very important task of ruling. Now repeat the instructions for proper pancakes to me.” 
 
    “But wait…” 
 
    Tammy pursed her lips slightly and tilted her head just a bit. “Yes?” 
 
    Rick should have listened, for there was warning in her words. 
 
    “I don’t want pancakes.” 
 
    Tammy was up like a shot. She spanked him standing up, pulling him around, twisting him around her form. Her hands smacked painfully against his rump, and now his ass could be seen turning red. 
 
    “Stop! Stop!” 
 
    But she wouldn’t. Not until the full ten had been administered. 
 
    Finally, she released him, pushed him away from her. “You’ll never get to suck mommy’s tits if you keep acting so pettish.” 
 
    He stared at her, and through the tears his face turned incredulous. 
 
    “Suck your…what?” 
 
    She smiled. “Surely you didn’t think it was all going to be the stick. Bad boys can best be molded with a taste of the carrot. 
 
    “But I don’t want to suck your tits!” 
 
    “Of course you do.” 
 
    Before he could move she stepped forward, grabbed his arm and pulled him into her. 
 
    She pressed his face between her mammoth boobs. He held him by the back of his neck and his hair. 
 
    “Do you feel my love pillows?” she whispered. “You may kiss them.” 
 
    He wasn’t so much kissing as trying to get free. But he couldn’t. And his sputtering mouth was brought into contact with her nipples. 
 
    “Ah…na…paa!” 
 
    Then, no choice for it, he had to give in to breath, his mouth opened and sucked in her nipple. 
 
    She sighed. “Doesn’t that feel wonderful?” 
 
    He couldn’t help it. He nodded slightly. 
 
    “And you can suck them any time you want, if you’re a good boy. But if you’re a bad boy…” 
 
    He lay against her chest, standing up he was still in the laying position, and suckled her. 
 
    “And feel how hard your little dickie is. Can you feel it?” 
 
    He could. It was pressing against her flesh and throbbing. 
 
    She giggled. “It feels like it’s been some time since you were given any relief. Hasn’t my daughter been letting you squirt?” 
 
    Rick said nothing. He was suddenly enjoying that huge nipple in his mouth.  
 
    She transferred him to the other boob. “Equal time, honey. Now, answer me, has Jo not been letting you cum.” 
 
    He mumbled over his nursing, “She lets me cum. but the last couple of weeks…” 
 
    “I understand. And you should understand…she told me a couple of weeks ago that she wanted me to train you. So she probably told you she was having her period, or maybe getting sick. And she probably didn’t give you much time to sneak off and masturbate.” 
 
    Rick thought about it. Tammy was right. Right on all counts. He was sort of surprised, now that he thought about it, now that he realized how easily his wife had played him. 
 
    “Okay. That’s enough for now.” 
 
    She pushed him away. 
 
    Rick stood, still feeling her nipple in his mouth, moving his mouth as if he was still suckling for a moment. 
 
    “Now then, what are the steps for making the most scrumpdiddlyumptious pancakes that a woman will love. 
 
    Surprisingly, Rick remembered most of the instructions. They were simple, after all, and he did know about such things. He mumbled the instructions back to her. 
 
    Tammy smiled and nodded. “Very good. Now, get out the pots and pans and go to work. You may serve me, but I warn you…if you make bad tasting pancakes I’ll spank you, and I’ll use a belt this time.” 
 
    Rick blinked. 
 
    She smiled and softened up a little. “But, if you please me, if your pancakes melt in my mouth, then I’ll let you have a taste of something that won’t melt in your mouth.” 
 
    She held up her tits, her fingers little circles around the turgid nipples, and pointed them at him. 
 
    A half hour later Tammy sat at the dining table and ate his pancakes. 
 
    “Hmmm. Not bad, but not sweet enough. You don’t deserve a spanking, this was a good effort, but you certainly don’t deserve to nurse.” 
 
    Rick stood by, waiting, and he was curiously disappointed. One of his favorite sports was sucking on his wife’s nipples, and now that he had tasted his wife’s mother’s boobs…he wanted to taste them again. 
 
    Tammy added a little syrup, tasted, and smiled. “Yes, you need more sugar. You don’t want your wife to be in a position to have to add too much syrup. Do you?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    He was looking at the front door and wondering if he could make it there before being grabbed. 
 
    But even if he did make it out the front door, where would he go? Wearing just a thin, high robe and panties and bra, where would eh go? 
 
    No. He needed to get some real clothes on. Then he could grab his wallet and head for a motel or something. Fuck the month of being a sexual slave. He had to get out of this silliness. 
 
    “Sit down, Rick,” Tammy motioned to the other side of the table. 
 
    Rick sat, and he frowned. He was further from the front door. 
 
    She placed a pancake on his plate, a thin pat of butter, and no syrup. 
 
    “You may eat.” 
 
    He looked at his plate and blinked. “But…” 
 
    “You’re a man. You don’t need the extra sweetness. At least not until you know your place.” 
 
    He looked at the pancake on his plate, then looked up at her. 
 
    “I really can’t do this anymore.” 
 
    “Oh, you men. You all say that. But in the end you all give in. You submit. And who wouldn’t want to submit to these?” She once again hefted her boobs. 
 
    He gulped as he eyed her mammaries. He could remember the sweet taste of her nipples. He wanted to nurse. 
 
    He wanted to run out the door screaming, but…he wanted to nurse. 
 
    And he knew it wouldn’t be long before he wanted to nurse more than he wanted to run. 
 
    That was a very scary realization for Rick, but…there was nothing he could do about it. At least, not yet. 
 
    “Now then, let me explain how this program works. It will be much more effective, and faster, if you understand it.” 
 
    He watched as she sliced a corner of pancake and lifted it, dripping with syrup, to her sweet mouth. 
 
    He had never noticed how sexy her lips were. 
 
    “As you progress you will experience much joy. You will be allowed to touch me, to nurse, to nurse down there, and you will find this activity immensely pleasurable. 
 
    “However, if you prove resistive, then you will be punished. You will be spanked, and with a belt, and a birch rod, and, finally, you will have your cock locked up.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she smiled. Her tongue darted out and licked a bit of syrup off those magnificent lips. “I am a firm believer in chastity. I don’t administer it right away, men should experience the carrot as well as the stick, but…I don’t mind telling you this…all men eventually end up in chastity. They fight the program; they fight their own inner nature, and they end up in chastity. 
 
    “And, again, I don’t mind telling you this, men loving being in chastity. They love the loving embrace. They love the feeling of being contained, not out of control. They love it when a strong woman takes them in hand and teaches them how to behave. The only real question is…when will you break?” 
 
    “Break?” 
 
    “Yes. When will you decide that you have had enough and run for the door, barricade yourself in your bedroom, cry and cry and cry. The only question is when.” 
 
    Rick stared at her. He didn’t realize that she had chosen her actions and words carefully, that she had brought him to this spot. He didn’t know that she was driving him to make a break. 
 
    He just knew that her words mirrored his feelings, and that he was going to have to run for it. 
 
    He jumped up and sprinted for the door. 
 
    He was willing to run down the street in bra and panties and sexy robe. He was willing to put up with the snickers and laughs of his neighbors. 
 
    After all, when he got free, when he could explain what she was doing to him, then they would understand. 
 
    So thinking, he rounded the table, pushed a chair aside, and thought he was going to make it. 
 
    the front door was right ahead. He had made a good head start. There was no way she could catch him. He was going to make it! He was going to—
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    Tammy caught his arm. She merely darted a bit, reached out, and snagged his arm. 
 
    Her Pilates strong arm, her Cross Fit body, she caught him and he spun and belly flopped on the floor. 
 
    “UNH!” he grunted. 
 
    “I thought so,” she spoke in hard tones. Then her hand rose and fell, and in her hand was a thick, leather belt. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And it wasn’t one of those sissy spanks she had done earlier! It was the full weight of her toned body. 
 
    Rick howled. He felt the leather blister his flesh, and he tried to get away. 
 
    But she was actually sitting on him now, sitting on his back and facing his butt, and she let loose with a series of tremendous strikes. 
 
    Rick cried and struggled, but he couldn’t dislodge her, and he couldn’t stop the rain of blows to his butt. 
 
    The spanking went on for a long time, then she stood up, grabbed his wrist, and jerked him back towards the bedroom. 
 
    “Stop! Stop!” 
 
    She didn’t. She pulled him into the bedroom and threw him on the bed. 
 
    She reached behind the door and extracted a birch rod she had hidden there. She stepped to the dresser and picked up a six inch box.  
 
    Her hands were firm and steady as she opened the box and took out a chastity tube. 
 
    Rick eyed the thing in horror. 
 
    It was made of polymer and couldn’t be broken. The ring folded down and the lock was set in the device. No way to pick it. 
 
    He knew what it was, he had seen enough porn, and laughed at the sissies on the net who allowed themselves to be so restricted. He thought it was funny when women in tight, black pants with big boobs manhandled them, jacked them only to stuff their weenies back in the torture devices. He looked down on such men, for they weren’t really men. They were just…sissies! 
 
    But now he was being manhandled, treated like they had been. 
 
    Tammy smacked his thighs with the birch rod and he shrieked and tried to scamped away. 
 
    But, again, how far can you run on a mattress? 
 
    His scrambling benefitted her, however, and she managed to flip him over on his back and bring the rod down even more effectively. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! But now the smacks were foreordained by a HISS as the rod descended through the air. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    Rick was now in terror. He hadn’t been so manhandled since he was a little boy and his mother had caught him with his fingers in the pie. She had grabbed him like this, handled him like this, spanked him with her open hand. 
 
    But this wasn’t an open hand. This was ten times worse. 
 
    And, while some people speak highly of the way a spanking will bring up the cock, the fact of the matter is that, if done in a certain manner the cock will begin to shrink. 
 
    Rick’s dick shrank. Rather quickly. 
 
    Tammy flipped him over and began putting the tube on him. 
 
    Rick fought then, slapping at her hands, trying to see through the tears. 
 
    Tammy turned him back on his belly and continued the whipping. 
 
    Again, Rick screamed. He screamed so loudly the neighbors actually heard him, and there was some discussion as to whether the police should be called. 
 
    But his crying stopped, so they just listened and wondered, and Tammy put on the chastity tube and locked it. 
 
    Rick stood up. He wouldn’t be sitting down for a few days. He started to rub his striped ass, but stopped. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. It was too painful to touch. 
 
    “There, there,” soothed Tammy. She went into the bathroom and found an unopened bottle of lineament. “My, my,” she said. “My daughter has been remiss. It’s never been opened.” She went back into the bedroom and asked, “Hasn’t Jo ever given you a thrashing?” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no.” 
 
    “Well, I shall have to have a talking with her. Come here…”  
 
    She sat on the bed and pulled Rick over her lap. She gently pulled down his panties and began smoothing the lineament into his scored hide. 
 
    Rick cried unashamedly. He had not just been bruised, but there was also the psychological impact of having been bruised by a girl! 
 
    “It’s okay now,” Tammy rubbed cream onto his ass. 
 
    Slowly, the burning faded. The bruises would remain, but the immediate pain lessened. 
 
    Rick sniffed, and he just lay there, helpless, and let her console him. Now that it was over he relished her touch, and something amazing happened. 
 
    Even though she had been the source of his pain, he looked to her more for pleasure. 
 
    He wanted her touch. He wanted to feel good, and she was making him feel good. 
 
    After a while she placed him on his feet. He stood and faced her, the tears still streaming down his cheeks. 
 
    She reached out and held his caged cock. 
 
    He looked down, and there was a sense of marvel, a feeling of appreciation. 
 
    This was what had started it all. At least, so he thought in his mind. 
 
    This thing encircling his manhood. Squeezing him ever so lightly, resisting any attempt of his to get hard. 
 
    As he watched it began writhing within the plastic. He watched in fascination as it tried to push out, as it tried to push his cock out so his balls were stretched. 
 
    But it was a good fit, and he experienced the first feelings of frustration. 
 
    “Isn’t it beautiful?” Tammy smiled up at him. “And doesn’t it feel good?” 
 
    “I need to get out. It’s starting to hurt.” 
 
    “Control yourself, little one. Learn to let it be. Learn a more pure form of love.” 
 
    “What form of love?” he was stunned, and horrified, and amazed, and…curious. 
 
    “It’s not all about the dick. Learn to control the dick and you will learn a more pure form of love. A form of love where you give of yourself and for no other reason than that is your purpose. 
 
    Rick frowned. He had heard Jo saying similar things, though not in so much depth and detail. 
 
    “But it hurts, and I need to cum.” 
 
    She smiled. Already he was thinking about cumming. It had only been on a minute and he was understanding the true purpose of the thing. 
 
    “You focus on being a good boy, and I will eventually give you relief.” 
 
    “But I need relief now! I haven’t cum for a week!” 
 
    “And you won’t cum for another week. Maybe longer. If you don’t behave yourself I won’t give you relief, and that will be up to Jo.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She was still holding his cock, and she lowered her grip to his balls and put a finger over his lips. 
 
    He felt her finger, and it was like the finger was kissing his mouth. His sense of life was already being transmuted, changed, made into something else. 
 
    She rolled his balls in her hands, treated them a little roughly, like ben wah balls. 
 
    He groaned and his knees buckled. 
 
    “Your training has exhausted me. Please take off my skirt and attend to my needs. 
 
    He stared. It was wrong…at least wrong to his old way of thought. 
 
    She smiled, and nodded down at her crotch with her chin. She pulled down on his balls and he went to his knees. 
 
    Lift up my skirt and pull down my panties. Now that you are neutered there is no reason for me to wear panties, or to wear anything, for that matter. 
 
    Rick was now gasping, his mind overloaded. He was being asked to…to perform cunnilingus on his mother-in-law! 
 
    She half lifted her dress, encouraged him. 
 
    As if in a daze Rick hooked his fingers under and lifted her skirt. It folded back easily and left her exposed in panties. 
 
    “That’s it,” she touched the back of his head, stroked his hair gently. “Now the panties.” 
 
    He reached his hand in, hooked fingers over the waist band, and pulled her panties down. 
 
    Tammy lifted a bit and the panties slid off. 
 
    Her skin was fair. Bronzed because she tanned all over. She had just a small landing strip, and under that landing strip was the line of her slit. The line was puffy on each side. 
 
    “Use your fingers and open me up.” 
 
    He moved her labia to the sides. Her hole was pink and moist. Her clitoris popped out. It was as large as his thumb and very excited. 
 
    “Now you must suck on my female cock,” she said, guiding his head down to the clitoris. 
 
    He closed his eyes at the last second, and sunk into her cunt the way a bird lands in a nest. Senses out, awareness radiating, his penis trying to erect. 
 
    She tasted wonderful. She tasted like perfume, and she was so soft and incredible. 
 
    He licked her with his tongue. 
 
    “You should start gentle, but as I become more aroused you should get rougher.” 
 
    He nodded, a very slight movement, but she moaned. “Oh, yes. It’s been a while. I wish we had trained you long ago.” 
 
    But now Rick wasn’t hearing properly. His ears were covered by her smooth thighs. His face was deep, he assayed the wondrous miracles of her pussy. 
 
    Tammy leaned back, held his hair and pulled him deeper. She sighed, and though it had been long, she had not forgotten how to orgasm. As soon as her back hit the bed she began to tremble and quiver, and a moment later she made guttural sounds and her thighs clamped harder. 
 
    Rick could hardly breath, but he didn’t care. 
 
    The spanking, the whipping, the caning…he was ripe for some serious loving, and he had been made into a worshipper of she who had disciplined him. 
 
    An hour later Tammy was done. She smiled lazily up at him, she pushed him away. “Go vacuum the carpets and wash the floors. I need to rest. Unless, of course, you require another spanking.” 
 
    He shook his head hard. 
 
    She smiled, turned her shoulder to him, and went to sleep. 
 
    Rick stood there for a moment. He was in shock, but he was also elevated. 
 
    His ass burned, but the feeling in his heart was warmer. 
 
    He hadn’t fucked his mother-in-law, but she had taught him something. 
 
    Oddly, he wasn’t sure what. But he loved her, he felt so strongly for her. 
 
    And now he knew why he loved his wife. 
 
    But…he dreamed, had visions, of Jo spanking him, letting him suckle, making him chaste even as she satisfied herself. 
 
    He turned and walked, more staggered, out of the bedroom. 
 
    Tammy was sleeping in his bed, yet…it was okay. 
 
    She had more right to it than he did. 
 
    He reached the end of the hallway and looked at the front door. 
 
    He had wanted to run screaming out of the house. but now…? Now he wanted to go back into the bedroom and please Tammy some more. 
 
    But she had told him…what had she told him…? Oh, yes. the floors. He was supposed to vacuum and wash and…and he was surprised to find out that he wasn’t resisting such ideas. 
 
    After all, it was his house, but he had to keep it clean enough that it pleased the women. 
 
    The women. 
 
    Not his wife, not his mother-in-law, but…’the women.’ 
 
    And he knew womenfolk had somehow been elevated in his eyes. 
 
    And he needed to do what Tammy had commanded. He had to deserve her embrace. 
 
    More, he had to deserve her punishment. 
 
    For from harsh punishment did love emit. 
 
    He walked to the hall closet, found the vacuum cleaner, and he began to clean the house. 
 
      
 
    Tammy awoke, and the house was quiet. She had heard the sound of the vacuum and smiled in her sleep, but now it was silent. 
 
    She stood up and took off what remained of her clothes. The dear boy had stripped much of her clothes from her body in his lust, but now she had no need of clothes. 
 
    Rick would not be fucking anybody for a while. 
 
    She slipped on high heels. This would make her taller than him, and he would be properly cowed. 
 
    Eventually she wouldn’t need such artifices, but for right now, beginnings were so important. 
 
    She moved down the hallway. 
 
    Click, click, click, her heels announced her coming. 
 
    Rick was in the kitchen. He was scrubbing the floor with a mop. 
 
    She had noted that the carpets had a pattern in them now, and she noticed that the floors were immaculate. 
 
    “Very well done, Ricky.” 
 
    Ricky. The transforming of his name to something more boyish pleased him, and he grinned compulsively. 
 
    “Make me a drink, Ricky, then sit across from me.” 
 
    She sat down at the kitchen table and watched him hurriedly mix the drink. “No hurry,” she chided. “Better right once than a thousand wrong.” 
 
    He slowed down, nodded, and brought the drink to her. 
 
    She sipped, and he couldn’t keep his eyes off her red lips. 
 
    She knew he couldn’t, and she smiled wanly. “It’s time we talked, little one.” 
 
    He was perched on the edge of the chair on the other side of the table. His robe was parted and his cage cold be seen bobbing helplessly. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    She smiled wider. Men were such importunate creatures. First they resisted, then they fell all over themselves. 
 
    “You have done well.” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “But you need to control yourself. It is okay to feel your heart falling for me, but you must control it…you must control yourself.” 
 
    “I don’t understand?” 
 
    “You have a wife. You may let your heart out for her, but only as she sees fit. As far as I go, no matter how desperately you fall in love with me, you must not show it. Take your rewards and punishments, and appreciate them, but do not be a simpering, little girl when you look at me. Ours must be a more professional relationship, with only occasional demonstrations of lust and love.” 
 
    He was nodding, not completely understanding, but it as sinking in. He was like a dog who had figured out he must crap on the newspaper, but didn’t understand why the newspaper was shrinking. 
 
    “Now then, for the next few days we must work on your appearance. This means we will get rid of your body hair, teach you about fashion and make up, and you will learn what a woman needs. in that way you will become better prepared to serve them. 
 
    His face contorted slightly, and she knew he was having resistive thoughts. 
 
    “Ah, ah. None of that,” she admonished. You must remain deeply in love with me even as you learn to toil for me.” 
 
    He nodded, not understanding, but somehow reassured as the rules were set in place. 
 
    She reached under the table and took him in hand. She rolled his testicles gently. “Don’t worry, little one. You’ll learn. The main thing is to just go along and let the dust settle.” 
 
    “Okay.” He loved the feel of her hands on him. He was reminded that he had not cum for a long time. He was reminded that she held the power of pain and pleasure over him. 
 
    It was now afternoon, and she led him back to the bedroom and handed him a bottle of Nair. 
 
    “Dispense with your ugly hair, little one,” she smiled. “Take your time, I’ve got some shopping to do.” 
 
    Rick read the directions, then rubbed Nair into his pores. He imagined he could feel the follicles closing up and his hair losing its grip on him. 
 
    Tammy headed for the computer room and began ordering things off the net. 
 
    A half hour later Rick entered the computer room. His skin was baby bare smooth, and it felt so downright electrical. Sexually electrical. 
 
    “Come, honey. Sit by me. Place your hands on my thigh.” 
 
    Rick sat next her, placed his head against her thigh, circled his hand around it, and listened as she tapped on the keyboard. Every once in a while she would brush his hair. 
 
    An hour later she was done. She turned off the computer and said, “I’ve ordered you more underwear, outfits, and breast forms. I think we’ll eventually get you some implants. Small ones, so we can have you present to the world as male, but big enough so that you never forget yourself, so that you will always need a bra.” 
 
    She walked out of the computer room and headed towards the bedroom. 
 
    He scampered after her, totally devoted, wondering what had happened to him, even as he tried not to wonder too closely. 
 
    He didn’t want to jinx this wonderful feeling he had. 
 
    In the bedroom she began his education into make up. She showed him how to cleanse his pores, how to apply primer. She talked about fingers versus clothes or brushes. She colored his cheeks and plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    He was caught. He was in thrall. He was enraptured. He watched his face in the mirror as she transformed him. 
 
    She lengthened his lashes and curled them. She applied a dusky kohl color to his orbs, making them into mysterious caves from which his brown eyes glinted. 
 
    He was now civilized, but looked savage in his look. 
 
    She pierced his ears and hung long, tiny ornaments from them. Thin strings of diamonds with little triangles on the bottom. 
 
    She thought about piercing his nose, then decided against it. Maybe later, when he deserved it. 
 
    Then she brushed his hair, long, loving strokes, twisting and flipping and styling it in a most feminine way. 
 
    Finally, the pièce de résistance, she plumped his lips and painted them. 
 
    He was beautiful. He was a work of art. He was flat, but some women are, and yet he exuded a feminine attitude. 
 
    In a low voice she spoke of how to act like a woman, but without going overboard. 
 
    Cross your legs in this manner, align your feet thusly, let the sway happen because of the heels. Don’t force it, live it, be assured in your attitude and everything will happen naturally. 
 
    He listened avidly, and wanted to be close to her. 
 
    He knew he loved his wife, but he loved Tammy, too. 
 
    And he knew that his wife would somehow understand. 
 
    She would appreciate him. 
 
    She would let him be bear her. 
 
    She would smile and forgive him his excesses. 
 
    Tammy finished with him, put one of Jo’s dresses on him, had him stand in high heels for a short time—he couldn’t stand for long—and snapped a couple of pictures. 
 
    “These will got to Jo so that she will know of your progress.” 
 
    He was worried now, he was changing, being changed, and this wasn’t what Jo had married. 
 
    Or was it? 
 
    Did she see something in him from the beginning? 
 
    Tammy tapped her phone a few times and sent the images to his wife. 
 
    Too late now. No way to take that back. 
 
    Then came the evening. Again, Rick learned more about cooking and serving. 
 
    Now there was no need for spankings, for he was trying. 
 
    He didn’t want any more spankings, though he would doubtless earn some in the future. 
 
    What he wanted was for Tammy to love him, he wanted to deserve her soft words and gentle manner. 
 
    Then, after dinner she showed him how to do his nails. 
 
    The toenails were hard because he was not flexible. He wasn’t used to bending over and reaching. 
 
    And, to top it off, it was delicate work! 
 
    But she helped him, showed him tricks and educated him. 
 
    Then, the fingernails. And this was hard because she insisted he wear fake fingernails. 
 
    He had to shape and prepare his nails, then select the right shapes, and shape and prepare them, and…finally, he had to paint them. 
 
    Long strokes of shiny red from the cuticle to the tips. You couldn’t waver. You couldn’t go back and repair. You had to have a firm, steady hand. 
 
    It was that frustration that made him realize just how much more difficult a woman’s life was than a man’s. 
 
    And, finally, the end of the night. 
 
    Rick was tired now. He was alert, like he had a wire of energy in his chest, but he was tired, and too tired to jack off. If he could have. 
 
    But, tired or not, he had one last duty to perform. 
 
    Tammy entered his bedroom, she had been wearing a robe and she took it off. 
 
    He stared at her lush body and his cock dripped inside his cage. 
 
    “Okay, lover. Time to give me a rub and get me off.” 
 
    “But I already got you off!” he said, thinking of his cunnilingus. 
 
    She reached into her bag and pulled out a strap on. She smiled. 
 
    Rick held the strap on and…and stared at it. 
 
    The straps were stretchy, the dick was big, and… 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    Now trembling, going through emotions he didn’t understand, Rick strapped on the dildo. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Come on.” 
 
    She pulled him onto the bed. She enwrapped him in her arms, and she made love. 
 
    She chewed on his mouth, made him suck her tits. She took his whole cage in her mouth and pulled on his nipples. 
 
    She giggled and laughed and blew his plastic peter. 
 
    And then she pushed him on his back and mounted him. 
 
    Rick stared up. He was in awe, and he was shaking. He was being fucked, but his dick felt nothing. 
 
    Well, it felt something, but it wasn’t about to get out and play around. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” murmured Tammy, riding him mercilessly. She pulled her nipples and started to climb the mountain. 
 
    she grabbed Rick’s hands and made him fondle her breasts. 
 
    She rocked back and forth, moaning and groaning and having ehr way with him. 
 
    And he felt everything, experienced all her passion, and he felt nothing. 
 
    He was in her, without being in her. 
 
    He began to cry. It was too much. She reached down and wiped his tears away and kept bouncing on him. He could cry as much as he wanted, as long as he served her pussy well. 
 
    She crested, arched her back, thrust her breasts forward. She held that position for about ten seconds, her legs cramping, her back aching, then she collapsed. 
 
    She fell on him with her breasts and he oofed. 
 
    His tears dried. He laugh there while she eked every last bit of pleasure out of him. 
 
    Then it was over. 
 
    She pulled off him, lay on her side, and watched him. 
 
    He lay there and watched her, and wondered what was happening to him. 
 
    He wanted to cum, but the sensation of being in the totally excited phase of sex was too much. he actually loved that better. 
 
    “Just think,” she whispered, “Soon you won’t want to cum. You’ll be able to fuck your wife with your dick and stop yourself from cumming. And you’ll love it. 
 
    Then she kissed him gently on the lips and closed her eyes. 
 
      
 
    All night he lay there, as erect as he could be within his cage. Watching her, feeling his passion mount and mount, and never crest. 
 
    It was heaven. 
 
    It was hell. 
 
    But it was more heaven. 
 
      
 
    All week he learned about women. He learned by being one. He learned to wear heels and nylons, to put on make up, to move in carefully calculated manners. 
 
    During the day he cleaned, and his cock spoke to him, but he couldn’t speak back. He couldn’t touch it and stroke it and make it spit. 
 
    During the night she took him into her. The plastic him into her. She loved him, and excited him, and laughed when he whimpered and whined. 
 
    The days and nights passed, and Rick changed, deeply, and, finally, Jo was due home. 
 
    He had not been untrue to her. He had not fucked his mother-in-law. 
 
    But he was changed, softened, made compliant, made to understand his real duties. 
 
    Then, on the last night before Jo was due home, Tammy called him into the living room. The drapes were drawn and a towel and pillows were laid upon the coffee table. She wore the strap on now, and she smiled at him. 
 
    “Up on the table, honey.” 
 
    “But, why?” he asked as he mounted the low table. 
 
    “You’ve learned much, but you haven’t learned the most important part.” 
 
    “Are you going to fuck me with that?” 
 
    His heart was thumping. 
 
    “Oh, no. Not tonight. Maybe some other time, but right now, I need to prepare you for your wife.” 
 
    She sat down on the couch next to the table. She massaged his back gentle, and spoke even more gently. 
 
    “A man must learn to control himself around women. If I didn’t do what I am about to do, then you would be out of control. You would throw yourself upon your wife and take her in the most rude manner. And we certainly don’t want that, do we?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “So I’m going to drain you. Later, if Jo feels like it, she will introduce you to the joys of the dick. But, for right now, it’s milking time.” 
 
    She moved a finger to his anus and began rubbing lube into his hole. 
 
    Rick groaned, and it felt so wonderful. 
 
    She inserted a finger and reamed him, widened him, prepared him. 
 
    “Is that it?” he asked when she extracted her digit. 
 
    “Oh, Lord. No.” 
 
    She held what looked like a small butt plug in her hand. It was slightly bent. She placed it at his button and started pressing. 
 
    For a moment it hurt, then it simply slipped in. 
 
    He gulped, and blinked, and was impaled. He felt full, and it felt good. 
 
    Tammy began to move the thing up and down.  
 
    “This is called a prostate massager. It is designed to press on your prostate. Eventually you will feel like you need to pee. At that point semen will come out of you. You will be drained and your out of control desires will be under control. 
 
    She moved the thing up and down, and he felt it rubbing inside. 
 
    Then, sure enough, he felt like peeing, and the semen started to pour out of him. 
 
    He had a lot in him. He had a couple of weeks of sperm, all enhanced by al the love making she had put him through. 
 
    He moaned, and his back dipped, and his butt shook. 
 
    Still, he came, but without the orgasm. 
 
    In place of the orgasm he had a wonderful, golden feeling. He felt so good and loose and warm and… 
 
    “There we go.” She patted his pass and withdrew the tool. 
 
    Rick stood up, felt like he cold leap through the roof, but just stood there. Amazed. 
 
    “Go shower now, honey. Clean yourself off.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Jo came home the following day. Tammy greeted her, then had to run. The two women shared a secretive smile, then Tammy was off. 
 
    Jo turned to Rick. 
 
    “How you doing, honey?” 
 
    Rick stood, trembling, in a night gown. He was wearing his panties and night gown under the gown, and a garter and nylons and high heels. His make up was perfect. 
 
    “I love you so much,” he whispered. 
 
    “And have you been drained?” 
 
    “Last night.” 
 
    Jo smiled. “Then I guess we should make love.” 
 
    Rick felt like he was flying out of his body. “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “You won’t be allowed to cum, of course. And, in fact, you wouldn’t be able to cum even if you wished to. You are officially empty and ready to please me.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” 
 
    “So I want a long back rub, a long fuck, and then you can do the dishes. Okay?” 
 
    Rick nodded, and was so glad. This was the life he had been dreaming of, even before he knew he was dreaming. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Man! What a bunch of garbage!” Jim ran the door up and stared at the contents of the storage locker. 
 
    The storage locker was big, and it held endless stacks of boxes, suitcases, plastic containers, and on and on and on. 
 
    Ann stood next to him and sighed. “We paid over a hundred bucks for this. There’s got to be something in here.” 
 
    Jim moved a couple of boxes and found a skinny aisle that led to the back. He moved in and nudged more containers aside. 
 
    Ann moved to a light switch at the side of the locker and hit the switch. Yellow light flooded the space, but it didn’t help. 
 
    Boxes. Cardboard, wood, plastic. 
 
    “Where’s that Harley Davidson you swear we’re going to find?” 
 
    “In the next locker,” he grunted. 
 
    Ann moved to the aisle and turned sideways and followed him. 
 
    And stopped. 
 
    “I’m stuck!” 
 
    Jim looked back and started laughing. “Your tits are too big!” 
 
    Ann grunted and tried to wiggle through the corridor. 
 
    Nope. She was stuck, and it was like Jim had said, her breasts were too big. 
 
    Jim turned sideways and squeezed back to her. “Lose some weight, baby.” 
 
    She snorted. “You want to give up these big ta tas?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He shoved a box, reached around pulled her butt, and she came loose. 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “The pleasure was all mine.” And it was, because now she was turned towards him and still stuck. But it was him she was stuck against. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos. You’re not going to be horny at a time like this!” 
 
    “If not now,” he chortled and rubbed his front against her. She could feel his big boner rubbing on her and she pushed him away. 
 
    “Aw, what’s the matter? You a frigid bitch?” 
 
    “I’m a bitch who wants to make money, now let’s get these boxes open and figure out what we can sell, and what we can throw away.” 
 
    Jim shoved boxes, made a space, and started opening the things. 
 
    After a few minutes Ann muttered, “When did they rent this unit?” 
 
    “Back before computers. I’ve got nothing but paper receipts.” 
 
    Ann moved a rolling trash can to the unit and they began to fill it. 
 
    Receipts. Old, mildewed magazines. Pots and pans. A couple of boxes of old toys which, unbelievably, held promise. 
 
    “A Red Ryder lunch pail. I don’t know what we can get for it, but it belongs in a museum.” 
 
    Ann pulled out a couple of raggedy Ann dolls. One male and one female. 
 
    Jim found a phonograph, plugged it in, and it worked! 
 
    Ann found a bunch of records. Frankie Avalon, Fabian, Del Shannon, and so on. All the white bread singers from the fifties. 
 
    “Well, we got music.” 
 
    They were heartened, listening to Frankie croon about ‘Puppy Love,’ because there was a market for this stuff. 
 
    Still, they were only breaking eve, at best. 
 
    Tax records for a pawn shop. 
 
    A stack of 1950 movie star magazines. All crinkled and used up. Not much value there. 
 
    All afternoon they went through the boxes. They took a couple of garbage can loads to the big dumpster, they threw out some broken furniture, and in the far right hand corner, tossed into a box full of vintage clothes, was a small box. It had a velvet covering and rivets and a little padlock. 
 
    Ann pulled out the old clothes, and she grinned. “Look. Corsets, nylons from world war two, kinky dresses. Look at this bullet bra! 
 
    Jim laughed. “You can wear that.” 
 
    And she could. Ann had a real pair of bazumbas. She could fill a bra like nobody else. 
 
    Jim picked up the box. “Locked. Wonder what’s inside it.” 
 
    He rattled the padlock. No joy. He tapped it with the end of a folding knife. It stayed locked. 
 
    “Well, whatever it is, it’s going to stay locked up till we get it home.” 
 
    It was getting late then. So they made a couple more trips to the dumpster, loaded their goodies in the back of the pick up, put the vintage clothes and the little box in the back seat of their truck, and headed to the front office. 
 
    Jim and Ann made a living selling storage locker stuff on Ebay, yard sales, and so on. They would break better than even on the stuff they had found, but it wasn’t a good day. It was a so so day. 
 
    The manager of the property came and inspected the unit, gave Jim his deposit back, and they were done. 
 
    “Well, it happens,” muttered Jim philosophically. “We’ve had good units, this wasn’t one of them.” 
 
    “I wonder what’s in this thing?” Ann was fiddling with the padlock, trying to get it open. 
 
    “Probably somebody’s medicine.” 
 
    “Carter’s Little Liver Pills,” snickered Ann. 
 
    She had Jim’s knife open and she was trying to insert the tip into the padlock. 
 
    “Don’t cut yourself.” 
 
    “I won’t. Hey, stop at a McDonald’s or something. Let’s get a Coke.” 
 
    A mile further, Ann was still messing with the little box, Jim pulled into a McDonalds. He guided the truck into the drive through and ordered two Cokes. 
 
    Ann was now using a bent bobby pin on the lock. She could feel the mechanism and she thought she almost had it. 
 
    Waiting for the line of cars to move up Jim watched her, a twist of a smile on his face. “Probably somebody’s marble collection.” 
 
    “What if it’s baseball cards?” 
 
    Jim perked up. “I’d like that. Dibs.” 
 
    Ann glanced at him. “I’m doing the work and you get the dibs?” 
 
    “I called it, I get it.” 
 
    It was a game they had. A rule. Whoever called dibs got the item, no matter what it was. In the end they shared everything, so it was just a game for them to play. 
 
    “All right. Okay. If it’s a Faberge egg you get it. But if it’s the corpse of a cockroach, you get it.” 
 
    “Oh boy! I get corpses!” 
 
    They pulled up to the window, the girl handed them Cokes, and the padlock sprung. 
 
    “All right!” 
 
    “Quick, tell me what I won!” Jim pulled to the side to let other cars out of the parking lot. He turned on the overhead light and Ann opened the box. 
 
    Inside the box was a velvet bag with a golden loop. 
 
    “I won a bag?” he mock groused. 
 
    “Shut up,” she smiled, and she pulled out the contents of the bag. 
 
    It was a tube in the shape of a cock. A ring. And in the top lip of the tube was an inset lock. 
 
    “What the fuck?” He stared at the two pieces in her hands. 
 
    Ann started laughing. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “You know what this is?” 
 
    “No. What?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube.” 
 
    Jim blinked. “A chastity who?” 
 
    “It’s a sex toy. It goes on your cock, the ring goes around everything, and you lock it together.” 
 
    “You lock your cock up?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Why would anybody ever want to lock their dingus up?” 
 
    “Because it’s fun.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “I had a bestie in college who swore by them. She kept all her boyfriends under lock and key.” 
 
    “Well, it’s stupid.” 
 
    She laughed at him, a sly and gleaming look in her pretty, blue eyes. “It may be stupid, but you won it…so you have to put it on.” 
 
    “I do not! I would never put on a chastity whatever it is!” 
 
    “You dibbed. You won. Rules of the game.” 
 
    The rules of the ‘dibs’ game were loose, but she had him. Not because he had to, but because he was sort of curious. 
 
    He took the thing from her and held it up to the light. It was made of some kind of polymer. He could almost see through it, but not quite. 
 
    “Come on,” Ann giggled. “You have to wear it.” She leaned over and fussed with his belt buckle. 
 
    He laughed and tried to move away, but she already had his buckle unbuckled. 
 
    “Come on, honey. I want to see that big, old thing of yours in the hoosegow.” 
 
    “Help! Rape!” He chuckled. 
 
    She pulled his zipper down and began shimmying his pants. 
 
    “Okay…okay!” he finally gave in. 
 
    She watched avidly as he pulled out his cock. He looked around to make sure nobody was near them, then held the tube next to his cock. 
 
    “It’s too big,” he said. And it was. His cock was hard and eight inches long. The tube was only three inches long. 
 
    “Oh, come on. Jack off or something. Make it fit.” 
 
    “Sorry, honey, but you’re going to have to give me a blow job.” 
 
    “No fair!” she complained, but she wasn’t too sincere. She liked giving him blow jobs. 
 
    “Hey, that’s the way the mop flops.” 
 
    She reached into his lap and took the tube away from him. She held it up and examined it, and said, “You can put the ring on at least.” 
 
    “Well, I could.” but he didn’t really want to. 
 
    Ann turned to him again. Her eyes were lit up and her teeth were showing. “Don’t be a party pooper. Put the ring on.” 
 
    So Jim lifted his shirt, held the ring up, and placed it over his cock and balls. It was a tight fit, he had to pull his balls through the ring one at a time, but it was a fit. 
 
    “There, happy?” 
 
    “No!” she said. She placed the tube at the head of his cock. His penis would never fit in there, but she pushed the tube down on the head. 
 
    It was just for fun. A joke. The tube slipped on. 
 
    Not only that, it sucked his whole cock in, and they heard a CLICK! 
 
    “What the fuck?” Suddenly his cock was compressed, jammed in, made instantly smaller. “What’d you do?” 
 
    “I didn’t do anything!” Ann said. “I just touched the tube to the head of your cock and it…it leaped out of my hand.” 
 
    “Leaped out of your hand?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Well, get it off!” 
 
    Ann looked around the parking lot. They were still alone, and she gripped the tube and pulled. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Ann let go. 
 
    “Pull it off!” 
 
    She tried again, and again he said, “OW!” 
 
    “It’s not coming!” Ann sounded a bit alarmed. But if she was a bit alarmed, Jim was all the way alarmed. 
 
    “It’s got to come off! It’s tight!” 
 
    “Does it hurt?” 
 
    Jim was silent, gauging the sensations he was undergoing. “It doesn’t hurt hurt, but it’s like my dick can’t get hard.” 
 
    “But it was hard!” 
 
    “But when it went into the tube it stopped being hard, and now it hurts because it can’t get hard! It’s like I’m being strangled down there. 
 
    Ann moved her head over. She got out the flashlight out of the glove box. She examined Jim’s cock closely. 
 
    The tube was definitely trapped his weenie. And she could see it wiggling in the polymer, or whatever the thing was made of. 
 
    “We’re going to have to cut it off.” 
 
    “Cut it off? My penis?” Now he was sounding a little high pitched. 
 
    “No. The chastity cage. We’re going to have to go home and cut it off.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Want me to drive?” 
 
    “I can drive. But…you can’t get it off? 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Okay…okay!” 
 
    They were scared. they were panicked. But there was nothing to do. Jim put the truck in gear and headed for home. 
 
    The Cokes didn’t taste all that good. 
 
      
 
    Jim moaned all the way home. He finally admitted that it didn’t hurt that much, but it was the idea that he couldn’t reach Mr. Happy. 
 
    “How would you feel if you couldn’t touch your tits?” 
 
    “Fine, because I’m not boob obsessed like some people I know.” 
 
    Jim muttered a few choice words, and Ann giggled. 
 
    He cast her a dire look. 
 
    “Come on. It’s funny. We’ll get home and you’ll get that thing off…no harm, no foul.” 
 
    A few more choice words. 
 
    Then Jim turned into their driveway. He didn’t bother trying to unload the boxes and stuff in the back of the truck, he just opened the garage door and went for the tool box. 
 
    “I can’t believe this is happening. I can’t believe…” he kept muttering. He picked up a pair of pliers and worked them around the ring. If he could snap the ring off the tube would fall off. 
 
    “Careful there, slick. I don’t want to lose my favorite part of your anatomy.” Ann spoke in a dry voice and watched him. 
 
    Jim tried to close the pliers, but they wouldn’t close. He adjusted his position, tried to get more muscle on the things. He squeezed, and squeezed, and… 
 
    SNAP! 
 
    The pliers broke. One of the handles had come apart right above the joint where the two sides were attached. 
 
    “Fuck!” 
 
    Jim went back to the tool box. He found a bigger set of pliers and tried to get them under the ring. 
 
    The odd thing, it was almost like the ring closed up, squeezed together when he tried to get them under the ring. It was like a python that, when you compressed the flesh, it compressed also. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    “Try a file?” 
 
    Jim pulled out a big file. He angled it under his balls and slid it back and forth. 
 
    Again, the ring looked like it was adjusting, taking the heat out of the filing process. 
 
    For ten minutes he tried to cut the edge into the ring of the chastity tube, but it just wasn’t working. Finally, he bent over and moved the file and saw that he hadn’t left a mark on the thing. 
 
    He sat back and stared at the little thing imprisoning him. 
 
    “It’s not working,” he said. 
 
    “Let me try it.” 
 
    Ann took the file and  began sawing. Within the first minute she slipped and the file ran across his most sensitive skin. 
 
    “OW! Watch it!” 
 
    Ann jumped back. Now she was starting to feel scared. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    She tried again, taking her time and making sure she had the angle right and that there were no slips. After five minutes of mild sawing she sat back in frustration. “Not a mark. What kind of stuff is this thing? 
 
    “It’s like it moves, expands and contracts, but never enough for me to get loose.” 
 
    “And it doesn’t cut or show any signs of being able to be cut.” 
 
    Defeated, the couple went into the kitchen. Jim got down a bottle of bourbon, mixed a couple of drinks, and they sat at the kitchen table and considered the situation.  
 
    “If I wasn’t so worried it would be funny.” 
 
    “Big joke, ha ha!” Jim groused. 
 
    “Well, we’ve got several options.” 
 
    “Yeah?” he looked at her. 
 
    “We go to a locksmith, or we go to a hospital.” 
 
    “Oh, crap!” Jim thought about the embarrassment, and the idea of having somebody handle his junk, even while they cut the tube off him, was…humiliating. “Okay,” then he stopped. 
 
    “Tomorrow morning,” Ann said. “We’ll try a locksmith first.” 
 
    They didn’t want to think about having to go to the hospital. 
 
    With that they finished their drinks and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    It was getting late, but they were having trouble falling asleep. 
 
    “How does it feel?” Ann asked. 
 
    “Like a big hand is squeezing me. The odd thing it feels like it’s not just squeezing my dick, but my balls.” 
 
    Ann reached for him under the covers. She placed her hand over the tube and just felt him. 
 
    “It feels a little warm, but that’s reasonable.” 
 
    “Reasonable,” he scoffed. 
 
    “Sorry, you know what I mean.” 
 
    They lay there, her holding his package, turned onto him in a way that left her big boobs pressing up against his chest. 
 
    After a few minutes he asked, “Could you let go?” 
 
    She immediately did. “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” but his voice sounded a little strangled. “It’s just that I’m, uh, getting hard.” 
 
    “In that?” 
 
    “Well, I’m trying to get hard, and it’s not all that comfortable.” 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    They lay awake for a while longer, but, eventually, they fell asleep. 
 
      
 
    “I have a lock that I can’t undo.” 
 
    The locksmith was wearing a green apron. To the sides were stands with keys on them. In front of them was a key duplicator machine. Behind the locksmith was some industrial equipment. He had a dusty looking short beard and thick glasses. 
 
    “You got it here?” 
 
    Jim and Ann looked at each other. Jim was bright red now.  
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. But there’s a problem.” 
 
    The locksmith tilted his head. “What?” 
 
    “It’s…I put this thing on…and, uh…it’s down there.” 
 
    “The locksmith blinked. “Down where?” 
 
    “In my…it’s on my junk.” 
 
    “Are you talking about a chastity tube?” his mouth widened, but he tried to keep his grin from showing. 
 
    “Yes,” blurted Ann. “We got it at a storage unit we bought. We thought it would be a joke, but now Jim is stuck in the thing.” 
 
    The locksmith did grin then, and immediately said, “It’s okay. I mean, sorry, but I get these every month or so, and…it’s sort of funny. Not for you, I know, but…” 
 
    He came around the counter, walked to the door and flipped the closed sign and pulled the shade. 
 
    “Okay, come in the back and have a sit. Oh, and take your pants off.” 
 
    Jim followed directions and shortly was sitting in a metal chair, his legs spread, the chastity tube on display. 
 
    “I’ve never seen anything like that,” the locksmith muttered. Then he looked up at Jim. “I’m not gay or anything, but I’ve got to get close up to examine the lock.” 
 
    “I know.” Jim felt like dying, he was so mortified. 
 
    The locksmith got down on his knees, picked up a magnifying glass, and looked at the mechanism. 
 
    “Hunh,” he said. “I’m going to have to touch you.” 
 
    “Oh, God, this is weird!” 
 
    “You ain’t kidding,” muttered the locksmith. He put his hand on Jim’s junk and lifted and turned. 
 
    “Careful,” muttered Jim. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” said the locksmith. “This is not my favorite sport.” 
 
    For a long minute he peered up close at Jim’s groin. He examined the tube from every angle, apologizing every once in awhile, and finally he sat back with a puzzle look on his face. “Hey, I’m sorry, but the lock is a fake lock.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It looks like a lock, but there’s no tumblers in there, nothing that I can use picks, or anything else on.” 
 
    “But what do we do?” blurted Ann. 
 
    “Well, I can try some of my tools; I’ve got pliers and cutters, and power machinery.” 
 
    “We tried pliers and they didn’t work. And I’m a little worried about the power tools.” 
 
    The locksmith was honest. “You and me both. But let me try some pliers.” 
 
    He produced some thick pliers and tried to work them between the plastic and the skin. Again, the ring seemed to actually move, to get smaller, and as the locksmith persisted Jim could feel it. 
 
    “It feels like it’s shrinking.” 
 
    “It looks like it’s shrinking, admitted the locksmith. He sat back and said, “I think you’re going to have to go to a fire station, or a hospital or something.” 
 
    “A fire station?” Ann asked. 
 
    “Maybe they have miniature versions of the ‘jaws of life,’ other than that, I don’t know. Nothing I can do.” 
 
    The three people looked at each other sadly. 
 
      
 
    Jim walked through the front doors of the hospital and up to the front desk. Ann was right behind him. 
 
    “May I help you, sir?” The receptionist was a pretty, young thing. Probably went tot he local college and was doing an internship or whatever people who wanted to be nurses did. 
 
    “I, uh…” Jim was stumped. How could he explain this to the young girl with the innocent eyes. 
 
    Ann stepped forward. “We want to see a doctor.” 
 
    “What for?” the girl smiled and showed her pretty, white teeth. 
 
    For a moment Jim and Ann were silent. Then Ann burst out, “He’s got a growth he wants looked at.” 
 
    “I see,” the girl tapped her fingers on the keyboard. “And where is this growth?” 
 
    “On my…on my…” 
 
    “His private parts.” 
 
    The girl didn’t react, but they could feel the atmosphere change. “Oh,  I see. Can you tell me more?” 
 
    She wasn’t being snide, or enjoying the moment, she was a little surprised and just wanted more information. 
 
    “Uh, can I just see a doctor?” 
 
    “I need to know more so I can send you to the right doctor.” 
 
    Ann butted in again. “It’s big and black, looks like a wart. It’s located right on the head of his penis.” 
 
    The girl was starting to turn red. She picked up the phone. “Martha? Can you give me a hand, please?” 
 
    An older nurse came striding down the corridor. She was about fifty, and she had the wise look of having seen everything, whether she wanted to or not. 
 
    “This gentleman has a growth in his genital area.” 
 
    “A growth, eh? Can you describe this growth?” 
 
    Ann again. “Black and ugly and on the head of his dick.” 
 
    The nurse pulled them aside and spoke in a low voice, “Did you get something lodged in your hind end?” 
 
    Ann looked a little miffed, but Jim whispered. “It’s actually a chastity tube, and I can’t get it off.” 
 
    The nurse stared at him for a moment, then nodded. “Have you tried other methods to remove the device?” 
 
    “We went to a locksmith, and he sent us here.” 
 
    The nurse frowned, “Okay. Let me get something set up here.” 
 
    Five minutes later Jim and Ann and the nurse were walking down a long hallway. 
 
    “This is so embarrassing,” muttered Jim. 
 
    “Well, it happens,” the nurse commented, but not in a mean fashion. “And I’ve seen worse. So don’t worry, suffer through your embarrassment and don’t worry about what others think. 
 
    As gruff as it sounded, it was the right thing to say, and when they turned into an exam room Jim was actually relaxing a little. And he was relieved. He was finally going to get this thing off his dick! 
 
    The nurse took his blood pressure and measured various vitals and before she was done the doctor entered the room. 
 
    “Hi, folks. Got a chastity tube locked on?” 
 
    “Is this a common occurrence?” asked Jim, his face turning red again. 
 
    “It happens. Fortunately not a lot, but…can you show me the device?” 
 
    Jim unbuckled, unzipped, and lowered his garments. 
 
    The doctor sat on a rolling swivel stool and leaned forward. “Hunh. Never seen anything like this. Of course I haven’t seen everything, but…Martha, can you get me some forceps?” 
 
    Martha left the room momentarily, and the doctor rummaged in a glass cabinet. He extracted a pair of scissors just as Martha returned with forceps. 
 
    “I’ve tried pliers, they just snapped off.” 
 
    “And the ring, it sort of moves,” added Ann. 
 
    The doctor glanced at Ann, then smiled at Jim. “These are a bit more sturdy, believe it or not, than shop pliers.” 
 
    Jim looked at the pliers and doubted, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    The doctor moved between Jim’s legs and used the forceps to clamp the ring. 
 
    The ring moved. 
 
    The doctor jumped back. “What the…” 
 
    “It does that,” explained Ann. 
 
    The doctor held a stethoscope to the ring and listened. The ring didn’t move. There was no heartbeat or any other sign of life. 
 
    But it had moved! 
 
    The doctor used the forceps again, placing the flat tips against the ring, and he slowly squeezed. 
 
    And the ring contracted. 
 
    “Ow!” Jim yelped. 
 
    The doctor moved back and frowned. 
 
    He moved forward, used his fingers to stabilize the ring, and put the point of the scalpel to it. 
 
    The ring contracted and Jim lurched forward a little. 
 
    The doctor put the scalpel aside and examined the ring. There wasn’t a mark where he had poked it with the scalpel. 
 
    The doctor tried several to her things. Different scalpels. He had the nurse hold the ring, but nothing worked. He even called in another doctor for a consult, but…nothing worked. 
 
    Finally, the doctor sighed. “Look, I can give it a good cut, hope to sever it before it contracts, but…you can see what’s happening.” 
 
    Jim was desperate by now. “Go ahead. Cut it.” 
 
    “Wait!” said Ann. 
 
    They waited, and looked at her, but she came to the same conclusion. If they were going to get this thing off Jim they were going to have to go for it. 
 
    The two doctors had Jim lay down on the exam table. They maneuvered over his groin, they tried various clamps and forceps, got the best position they could, and the doctor used a pair of surgical scissors. 
 
    “OWWW!” The ring contracted and Jim tried to leave the table. 
 
    When the doctors jumped back the ring went back to its normal size. 
 
    “Honestly,” said the doctor. “I don’t know what to do.” 
 
     
 
    Jim left the hospital with a bottle of ointment for skin rashes, and nothing else. 
 
    Ann sat next to him. She was driving and he was looking at the bottle and feeling very sorry for himself. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Ann. “Maybe it will fall off by itself.” 
 
    Jim wasn’t hopeful concerning that eventuality, but he had no more ideas. 
 
    At home they broke out the bourbon and sipped. 
 
    The device circled his cock and balls and did nothing. 
 
    And he felt horny. 
 
    “God, I’m getting horny.” 
 
    “Does that hurt?” 
 
    “No. It actually feels good. The hornier I get the better it feels. It’s almost like the chastity tube wants me to be horny.” 
 
    “But it’s just a…a device!” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    They sat and sipped, and Jim stared at the thing on his penis, circling his balls. He looked up at Ann. “We need to go back to the storage unit and get all the stuff we threw away.” 
 
    “You’re right!” 
 
    “There might be something in there…” 
 
    So they jumped in the truck, Ann driving because Jim was too distracted to drive, and headed back to the storage units. 
 
    The manager was understanding, and gave them access to the dumpsters. For an hour they were in the dumpster, sifting through every piece of trash, no matter how disgusting, and they rescued all the stuff they had thrown away the day previous. 
 
    It barely fit in the back of their truck, and they drove home. 
 
    They moved everything out of the garage and stacked all the stuff from the storage unit in the garage. It was crowded. Their garage was bigger than the storage unit, but not by much. 
 
    They began going through the material. 
 
    For hours they opened boxes, took out individual papers one at a time, explored items other than papers, and slowly moved the contents of the storage room from one side of their garage to the other. 
 
    “Here’s something,” Ann finally said. She was face deep in a box with a logo of a clown face on the side. The lettering said, ‘Hiram’s Jokes.’ 
 
    “A joke shop? Jim placed a box next to her and sat on it. 
 
    Ann held a folder and she spread it out on another box. 
 
    It was a packing slip. It had writing on it, but the writing was some Indonesian script or something. What was recognizable was the picture of the chastity tube. 
 
    They saw lines and arrows describing the size of the tube thing, but they had no idea what the writing said. 
 
    Jim went through the remaining items in the box. It was all other stuff, nothing to do with the tube.  
 
    Ann puzzled over the packing slip. 
 
    “It comes from the far east.” 
 
    “But what is it doing in a joke shop?” 
 
    “Who the fuck knows,” Ann turned the slip over and read the back. “But there’s an address here.” 
 
    Jim glanced over her shoulder. “We’re going to have to get somebody to translate this thing.” 
 
    They continued working through the storage locker contents, and by that evening they were done. 
 
    One packing slip, and that was all. But at least it was something. 
 
    “So how do we get this translated?” 
 
    They talked about finding an Indonesian community. They discussed calling an embassy and finding a translator. In the end they found a much easier method. 
 
    Jim slapped his head, picked up the packing slip, and went to the computer. He typed in ‘translate,’ and was directed to the Google translator. 
 
    But, there was a problem. 
 
    The letters were in Indonesian script, they weren’t ‘A, B, C…” And how the fuck do you read an entirely different script? 
 
    Still, it could be done, though it took some time. 
 
    First, Jim typed in English words. Chastity tube, sex organs. Penis. And so on. 
 
    And they studied the Indonesian translation and found letters, and put them together. It was a dreadfully slow process of reverse engineering, but it worked. 
 
    It took hours, but they finally pieced the translation together. 
 
      
 
    Singh’s Shrinker 
 
    Most excellent for revenging (joking?) on friends. 
 
    Apply and watch panic start up (set in?) 
 
    Slowly penis shrink, balls go way (away?) 
 
    Leave nothing but poontang hole! 
 
    No way off, good many laugh 
 
    Good for meandering (wandering?) husband. 
 
      
 
    There was more. A lot more, but it seemed mostly to be fine print. 
 
    But it wasn’t the kind of fine print that did anything but tell you not to cut the label off your mattress. 
 
    Jim and Ann stared at each other. 
 
    “Shrinker?” gasped Jim. 
 
    “Balls go away?” responded Ann, her eyes wide in fright. 
 
    “This is supposed to be funny? I’ll bet this Singh person was an abused woman.” 
 
    “But you’re a good guy! You don’t hurt anybody!” Ann was starting to cry. 
 
    “How did it get to Hiram’s Joke Shop?” 
 
    But there were no answers, and they dully contemplated the chastity device that was, if the packing slip could be believed, slowly constricting, and would eventually choke Jim’s dick right off his body!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Talk about your downers. Jim was face to face with the idea that the chastity tube on his dick was going to choke his snake until it was no more. If the packing slip could be believed, he would have a vagina! 
 
    Still, he had to go down fighting. 
 
    The next week he spent a lot of time going through all the material they had taken out of the storage unit. The main item to be gleaned from all this stuff was ‘Hiram’s Jokes.’ 
 
    Who was Hiram, and was there an actual joke shop? 
 
    There was, and they found this out through the simplest of artifices. They went to the storage place and Jim asked to see a unit, and while the manager was out in property with him Ann ransacked the computer. 
 
    The storage unit was originally rented back in the seventies.  It was probably the first unit they ever rented, and it had lain with no visitors in nearly the whole time since then.  
 
    Unfortunately, computer failures had obliterated much of the original records. There was no address, and not even a driver’s license. 
 
    There was, however, a name. Hiram Hakenstein. 
 
    The next stop was city records. The city records weren’t very complete, and the writing was hard to read. Back in the seventies people filled out forms with script and not block letters. 
 
    Still, they found an address. 
 
    Hiram’s Jokes was located at 1344 Fourth St. 
 
    Unfortunately, 1344 Fourth St. had burned down. It was just a blackened vacant space between two other buildings. 
 
    At that point most people would have quit. But most people wouldn’t be in danger of becoming eunuchs. 
 
    Jim and Ann visited the surrounding stores looking for clues to Hiram Hakenstein. 
 
    In the fourth store they visited an old granny was selling dress material, and she remembered Hiram well. 
 
    “Hiram? Oh, Lordie, he was a figure. Always passed by, and if you were out he had a joke for you. Course that was before his sex change. After that he didn’t laugh too much.” 
 
    Jim and Ann looked at each other. Sex change? And they wee both thinking the same thing. Hiram had lost his marbles and his peanut shooter. 
 
    “I always wondered about that,” the old lady continued. “If you choose to cut your weenie off I would think that it would be that you wanted to cut it off, so why be so sad.” 
 
    “Do you know where Hiram lived?” 
 
    “He lived out in Oakview. Don’t know the address, but he showed me a picture once. There was a big oak out in front of his two story house, A swing hung from it. I believe he had a couple of children. But this was back in the sixties. The children would be 80 years old by now.” 
 
    “Oakview. But you don’t know which street?” 
 
    “Lordie, no. But it’s not that big a place. You knock on a few doors and you’ll find him. Or his children. If they haven’t moved on. 
 
    Jim and Ann went out to the truck and sat in it for a while. 
 
    “Oakview. Lot of old people there now.” 
 
    “I think it was built in the forties, maybe by returning servicemen.” 
 
    But she was wrong. It had been built in the twenties and thirties, and it was filled with large, two story homes that were mostly warped and missing shingles and bits of clapboard. 
 
    They began knocking on doors. 
 
    “No. Never heard of a Hiram around here.” 
 
    “No, sorry. Was a family named Schmidt over there, but no Hakenstein.” 
 
    “Never heard of a Hiram. Couple of old folks on the next block, they have German sounding names. Is Hiram German? Hakenstein sounds German, but…” 
 
    They knocked on doors, talked to people, made notes, and came back in the evening to catch those who hadn’t been home their first time through. 
 
    Every morning Jim looked at his cock. Well, at his cock cage. Maybe it was his imagination, maybe it was born of a basic fear, but he could swear the cock cage was getting smaller. 
 
    But how long before it was…too small? 
 
    How long before his dingus was no longer functional as a cock? 
 
    He didn’t know, but every waking moment was spent in a terror of anticipation. 
 
     
 
    “Sure. Hiram was our father. And then…” the old lady was about 70, near sighted, and the way she truncated her explanation was suspicious, to say the least. 
 
    Jim and Ann were invited into the old house, and they sat on an old sofa that was a wee bit lumpy. Like if they weren’t careful they’d get a spring up their ass. 
 
    “And he ran Hiram’s Jokes?” 
 
    The old lady, whose name was Mathilda, nodded. “I loved that place. And Daddy was such a practical joker, we, my brother Wilhelm and I, we’d be laughing all day long. That was before…” she shut up again. 
 
    After a few more failed attempts to get information, Ann leaned forward and spoke in a determined voice. 
 
    “Mathilda, I don’t mean to bring back bad memories, but the unfortunate truth is that we are interested in Hiram during those times.” 
 
    Mathilda rocked. She excused herself, got up and brought back some lemon cookies and placed the plate on the coffee table. She was obviously thinking about something the whole time. 
 
    She sat down in her rocking chair, rocked, and a big, grey tabby jumped on her lap. 
 
    She stroked it, and looked at Jim. Really looked at Jim. Like, looked all the way through him. 
 
    “You’re wearing it, aren’t you?” 
 
    Jim blinked. His chest pounded. 
 
    Ann: “Wearing what?” 
 
    “The thing. The thing that ruined Daddy. Made him turn into a girl.” 
 
    A moment of profound, deep, very, very sadness. 
 
    Jim gave an abrupt nod of his head. 
 
    Mathilda reached for a lemon cookie. She nibbled at it, and she was thinking. Lost in memories, hating it, yet…she knew she had to come clean. 
 
    “Daddy special ordered the Shrinker from some place in far east. I don’t know how he found out about it, or what he expected, but…he put it on, and that was the last of Daddy. It took several months, and then, one day, it fell off. Just fell off. His penis and testicles were gone, and in their place was a vagina. 
 
    “Mind you, I didn’t understand, I was just into my teens, but Daddy lost his zest for living. He moped. The Joke Shop closed.” 
 
    Wilhelm and I talked to him, but he was close mouthed, wouldn’t say a thing. It wasn’t until some dozens of years had passed, he was old, and I had to take care of him, and that included washing his butt. That was when I saw his vagina. And how he had bound his breasts.” 
 
    “Breasts?” asked Jim in confusion. 
 
    “Yes. You’ll grow those, too.” 
 
    Jim placed his hands over his pectorals, and the look on his face was sheer terror. 
 
    Mathilda continued her story. “He told me the whole story then. He told me how he had. tried everything, but he couldn’t take the thing off, and it kept getting smaller, and his boobs…his boobs…” 
 
    She paused, selected another lemon cookie. Nibbled. Got up and went into the kitchen. 
 
    “Would you like some tea?” 
 
    Neither Jim nor Ann did, so Mathilda returned with as single cup, selected another cookie and ate and sipped. 
 
    “At any rate, Daddy turned into a Mommy. He tried to pretend he was still a man, but it’s hard to hide boobs that big. Still, he tried.” She shook her head. Then she looked directly at Jim. “May I see it?” 
 
    Jim glanced at Ann, then stood up. He unbuckled, unzipped, and showed the tube. 
 
    Mathilda nodded. “Looks like it’s already started working. Like I said, a couple of months and…” she shrugged. 
 
    “But there’s got to be something we can do!” Ann cried. 
 
    “Well, I always thought Daddy should have embraced his new self. Fighting it just made him sad. No more jokes.” 
 
    “But surely there must be something…did you ever track down who he bought it from?” 
 
    “I didn’t, but he did. I always remember the day he got that special delivery letter. It was brown with funny lettering, and somebody had written our address in English next to it. He read it, put his face in his hands, then tossed the letter into the fireplace.” 
 
    She paused, and thought, then: “Anyway, he still had the thing, was afraid to throw it away. When he died I found it and I tried to destroy it. But the material just sort of changes shape, refuses to burn, and so on. I thought about throwing it in the ocean, but I always had this unreasonable fear that it would find its way to some shore, be found by someone, and do its worst again. 
 
    “Eventually I put it in a box, and when I stored all of Daddy’s stuff I put the thing in a box and hoped no one would ever find it. I’m sorry. I should have done better, because you found it.” 
 
    An hour later Jim and Ann walked down the walk, away from the two story house with the Oak in front of it, the tatters of a swing hanging from a high branch. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” asked Jim. 
 
    “I don’t know,” murmured Ann. 
 
    And they drove home. 
 
    Lord, the conversations Jim and Ann had over the couple of weeks. 
 
    Penectomy. Eunuchs. Castrato. Orchiectomy. 
 
    Becoming a woman, binding breasts, whether his voice would become higher pitched, how would people view him. 
 
    Changing his driver’s license, his name, what lawyers to see. 
 
    Making an appointment with doctors who specialized in transitions. 
 
    Yet, the inexorable is just that…unstopping. Jim felt like he was standing at the bottom of a mountain and watching that whole, entire mountain avalanche down over him. 
 
    As did Ann. 
 
    But Ann, being a woman, had a few options available to her. One night she said, “You know, it’s not bad being a woman.” 
 
    Jim looked at her balefully, his eyes were dying as his cock shrunk. 
 
    “You get to wear dresses and kinky underwear.” 
 
    He sounded a bit choked up as he explained. “I’m horny all the time. The smaller that thing gets the hornier I get. It’s almost like it’s stroking me, making sure I’m as frustrated as possible.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So what do we do when my thing falls off? Do you buy a strap on and fuck me?” 
 
    His voice was rising slightly. It was obvious that the prospect of being fucked was frightening to him.” 
 
    “Honey, it’s not that bad.” 
 
    He thought it was. 
 
    “Okay, so I tell you what. Let’s try some things. Let me dress you up, show you how much fun it can be.” 
 
    “I’ll feel stupid.” 
 
    “Do you have a better idea?” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    The next day Ann left a pair of panties on top of his normal underwear. 
 
    Jim got up, went to the dresser, and stared at the panties. 
 
    Later, Ann went into the dresser and saw that they were gone. He had put them on! And she smiled, and something deep inside her clicked. 
 
    No, she didn’t want him to turn into a woman, but…but there was something exciting in the thought. 
 
    That night, at dinner, she asked him how the panties had been. 
 
    He mumbled, “I didn’t think they’d be so comfortable.” 
 
    She nodded, then asked, “I noticed that your chest seems…larger. Are you changing up there?” 
 
    He nodded. He had been hiding his body, was ashamed, but he couldn’t lie. 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    Slowly, he unbuttoned his shirt and opened it. 
 
    He had small tits. They were A cups, if that, but they were unmistakeable.  
 
    She was a large busted girl, and she didn’t have a bra that would fit him. She did, however, have a box of vintage clothing she had rescued from the storage unit.  
 
    That night she went out and brought the box in. She dumped it on the living room couch and went through all the items. 
 
    Bras of all shapes and sizes. Hiram had apparently tried to find bras for his different stages of development. 
 
    Ann tossed Jim a bra that was small, but firm. “Put it on.” 
 
    “I don’t want to,” his voice was a whisper. 
 
    “You have to.” 
 
    So he took off his shirt and put on the bra. 
 
    It fit perfectly. It supported his little boobs. The straps didn’t show under his clothes. 
 
    And, worst of all, it felt comfortable! 
 
    And, it pushed his boobs out so they were recognizable as boobs. 
 
    He looked down at himself and wondered. Boobs. What the fuck. How big would they get? 
 
    “You look good.” 
 
    He looked up at Ann. 
 
    “I’m serious. Your waist looks a little thinner, and…is your hair longer?” 
 
    “No,” he said, sounding choked up. 
 
    “No. You are changing, and if there’s nothing we can do about it then, like Mathilda said, You need to embrace it.” 
 
    “I don’t want to embrace being a woman.” 
 
    “Hiram didn’t embrace it, and it ruined his life.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” his voice came out in a wail. He was not addressing the situation now, he was talking about them. What was going to happen tot heir relationship? 
 
    “We’re in love. I love you, you love me. We deal with it. 
 
    “But I’ll be a woman!” 
 
    “Hey, I’ve always wondered what a lesbian feels, now I’ll find out.” 
 
    She was standing close to him now, and she hugged him and kissed him. 
 
    He kissed back, then stopped. “Oh, fuck!” He squeezed his knees together. That’s worse. It’s making me super hornier. 
 
      
 
    Another week passed. His boobs were bigger. They were B cups, and his cock was definitely shrinking. The cage had been three inches in the beginning. Now it was two inches. 
 
    One morning Jim started shaking his cage violently. “Stop it! Stop it!” He screamed. 
 
    But whatever the cock cage was, it wasn’t going to be stopping. 
 
    “You’re losing your body hair,” Ann observed. 
 
    Jim stared at his smooth flesh. 
 
    Jim was silent, but suffering loudly in his silence. Ann was…complacent.  
 
    “You need to wear garters and nylons.” 
 
    Oh, Lord, Jim didn’t want to. He wanted to be a man. But when Ann arranged the garter and helped him roll up stockings he found himself feeling strange. 
 
    Strange, like…like it wasn’t that bad. 
 
    His mind shrieked, but his emotions were changing. 
 
    On the next week she painted his toes. And Jim found the sensation, the experience, so interesting that he allowed her to fit him with fake fingernails and paint them. 
 
    And his hair, he was combing with a brush, and exploring turning the brush and flipping his hair and making waves. 
 
    One night he was standing in the bathroom, his bra nearly a C cup now, combing his hair. He studied his red nails. His body was changing. Even his face was changing. Fat was moving, redistributing, and his male planes were becoming female curves. 
 
    Ann came into the bathroom. She stood behind him and watched for a long moment. 
 
    “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    He stared at himself. He was afraid to admit that he was a better looking woman than a man. 
 
    Yet, it was true. 
 
    On the fourth week he began wearing dresses. 
 
    Not all the time. 
 
    And he usually wore baggy men’s clothes and bound his breasts when he went outside. 
 
    But it was only a matter of time before his boobs got too big, before he couldn’t disguise his shape, no matter how baggy the hoody or jeans were. 
 
    His cock cage was down to an inch long. His balls were shrinking. His whole package had a smaller circumference now, and he wondered when it would fall off. 
 
    When would he become a woman? 
 
    When would he no longer be a man? 
 
    His height was changing. He was getting shorter. He was definitely getting lighter. 
 
    One day he started looking for lawyers on the internet. He was going to have to change his license, maybe his name. But when he took out his license and looked at it it was already changed. His picture was made into what he looked like now. 
 
    The box that labeled him male was fading. The faint impression of a check mark in the female box was appearing. 
 
    And he was horny. 
 
    He pressed his groin with a fist and rubbed it. He couldn’t stop. 
 
    “What are you doing?” asked Ann. 
 
    He looked down at himself. He was humping the door jamb. Rubbing his crotch madly. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t…” and he ran into his room sobbing. 
 
    Sobbing because the emotions were getting to him. He had heard about females and their emotions, but now he was experiencing it. 
 
    Ann followed him, lay on the bed next to him and hugged him. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. I’m horny, too.” 
 
    Her remark was meant to be empathetic, but it had the reverse effect. He held to her and sobbed and said, “I can’t satisfy you!” 
 
    “It’s okay…it’s okay.” 
 
    They cried themselves to sleep. 
 
    The good news was that they were able to keep making a living from storage units. They bought more, emptied them, put items up for bid or for sale, and they were making good money. 
 
    Unfortunately, Jim had lost enough muscle and mass that he could no longer throw things around. He had to use a hand dolly for almost everything, and often he and Ann had to double team something to get it moved. 
 
    Then, about the sixth week, Jim hit the crying jags. He was experiencing female hormones and he couldn’t stop sobbing. He cried all day, he cried all night. He didn’t go crazy, though one would think that such crying was crazy, he just sat and sobbed. 
 
    “Jim, you’ve got to stop.” 
 
    Ann was having a terrible time with Jim’s crying. He was so sad and unhappy, and there was nothing she could do. 
 
    “I…I can’t!” he sobbed. 
 
    His penis was about a half inch now, and they expected the tube to fall off any day. 
 
    He was dressed like a woman 100% of the time now. He wore underwear, heels, dresses, and full make up. 
 
    Desperate, Ann poured a couple of drinks. She helped him still his hands long enough to drink the concoction. 
 
    He sipped, and sipped, and when the drink was gone he looked at her, and his face was the most miserable thing she had ever seen. 
 
    “Help me,” he begged. “I can’t take it any more!” 
 
    “But how do I help you? What do you want me to do?” 
 
    Jim said the unthinkable. “Kill me!” 
 
    Ann was shocked for a moment, then Jim added. “Or convince me how to be a real woman.” 
 
    Ann was now shaking, the idea of losing her husband, it was too much. She poured herself another drink, no mix, and gulped it down. And an idea came to her. 
 
    Jim was sitting int he kitchen, trying to dry the tears that never ended, and she grabbed his hand and pulled him towards the bedroom. 
 
    “What…where…” 
 
    “Come with me,” and now she was crying. 
 
    They went to the bedroom and Ann told him to get on the bed. 
 
    Jim lay down, his cheeks stained with tears, and more tears coming. 
 
    Ann went out to the garage and came back a minute later. 
 
    In one of the storage units they had bought they had found a strap on. She was holding it now, and she began putting it on. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m going to make you a woman!” 
 
    they were both shaking and the tears were pouring out of their eyes. 
 
    “I’m going to make you enjoy what is happening, and then…then it will be all right. 
 
    Jim was scared of the dildo, but he was more scared of his peeny falling off. He sat on the bed and watched and kept wiping the back of his hand against his cheeks. 
 
    She turned to him, grabbed a tube of lube from the dresser and walked over to him. 
 
    Jim looked at her. 
 
    She pushed him back and he lay on the bed.  
 
    She spread his legs and started smearing lube inside him. She held his caged dick with her other hand and he started to moan. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! That feels good!” 
 
    “Like a woman feels,” she said, her words strangling on her tears. “You’re going to feel like a woman feels, and then it won’t be so bad.” 
 
    The weeks of increasing horniness made him start to hump his hips. He pushed against her fingers, and she slipped three fingers into him and greased him up. 
 
    Finally, he was ready. Their eyes locked, Ann moved forward. She pushed her hips forward and slid into him. 
 
    Jim’s mouth went open in shock. 
 
    It felt…good! 
 
    He was filled, and all his sex nerves were firing. 
 
    “That’s it, honey,” her tears splattered on his belly as she leaned into him. “Take it like a woman!” 
 
    Jim started to lurch his hips up and down, trying to get as much as he could. 
 
    His horniness was in charge now, and he wanted more and more. 
 
    Ann was crying, and she jerked on his cage like she was trying to pull it off him. 
 
    “Come on! Come on!” 
 
    Jim came. It was a prostate orgasm, which some people call a sissygasm, and it was big. All his erotic feelings summated and poured into his groin, and then it happened. 
 
    His chastity tube came off! 
 
    But it didn’t leave a hole! It left…his big, fat dick, spurting cream into the air. His sperm coated Ann’s front, and she looked down in shock. 
 
    “Jim! Jim! Your…your cock is back! And your balls are big!” 
 
    Then she realized she was holding the chastity tube. She looked at it, flicked her hand to throw it away, and leaned forward. She collapsed on Jim and his spurting dick in joy. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    A month passed, and Jim and Ann fucked like rabbits. Rabbits on viagra. Viagra on steroids. 
 
    Every night, and sometimes during the day, they would head for the bed and fuck their brains out. 
 
    Jim was happy to have his dick. 
 
    And so was Ann. 
 
    They worked, buying storage units and searching them and selling what they found. 
 
    Sometimes they would stop in the back of a unit and he would rip her dress up and her panties down and bend her over or push her against a wall. 
 
    And they were so happy. 
 
    But Jim thought something was wrong. 
 
    He still had it in his head that his dick was going to fall off. This in spite of the fact that no matter how hard he tugged on it it was firmly connected. 
 
    No way that sucker was coming loose. 
 
    But something was wrong. 
 
    One day Ann went shopping. Bought some steaks and potatoes and a salad and a watermelon. Thought about how happy she was. She had her man back. It had been a month, and she was ready for a celebration. 
 
    Then she giggled. They had already celebrated that day. A couple of times. In the bed when they awoke. In the kitchen when she was preparing lunch. 
 
    Jim, now that he had his cock back, was insatiable. 
 
    She pulled into the drive, picked up her bag of groceries and entered the house. 
 
    “Jim?” she called. 
 
    No answer, so she put the groceries away and pounded the steaks and added extra salt and pepper. 
 
    She went out of the kitchen. She thought she heard something in the back of the house. She turned into the computer room, and there was Jim. 
 
    After he had returned to being a male he had stopped wearing dresses and make up. But now he was wearing his female stuff again. 
 
    He was made up. 
 
    His hair, which he had never cut, was long and styled. 
 
    His dress was up and his legs were spread and…he was wearing the chastity tube. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    The tube was locked on and his cock could not be seen. Though the cage bounced a bit as his cock struggled. His balls were big and red under the cage. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    Jim was crying. He looked at her. “I’m sorry, honey…I’m sorry. But you convinced me.” 
 
    Ann grabbed a corner of the desk with one hand and held herself up. 
 
    “It’s better to be a woman.” 
 
    Ann moved forward. She had told him she would convince him, and she had. She buckled at the knees and fell forward, on to him. And she held him. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he mumbled. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “I’m not.” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Karen stood in stunned surprise. She was in her garage, putting laundry in the washing machine. 
 
    She had put in her own laundry, taken out of her own hamper. Her clothes lay in a rumpled bundle in the bottom of the machine. Skirts, blouses, bras and panties. 
 
    She hated to put her underthings in the laundry, it seemed to sap the life out of them, and nothing was worse than a saggy bra, especially when that bra was trying to hold up monsters like Karen’s. 
 
    Finished putting her laundry in the machine, she had walked back through the house and picked up her husband’s basket. She sighed. She didn’t understand why he couldn’t take a turn at doing the laundry, at least take his own laundry out to the garage. 
 
    But Rod was always in a hurry. He was somewhat of a glad hander, and that was all right with Karen. After all, a salesman always has to be up. 
 
    But that didn’t mean he couldn’t pitch in. After all, they were both working. And, truth, she was making more money than him. While he was in sales, she was in administration, and it looked like she was about to crack the glass ceiling. 
 
    She had put his basket down on the garage floor and picked up a clump of his clothes. Jeans, shirts, underwear, and some of that underwear was caked! 
 
    Yuck! 
 
    Oh, not caked with poop, but with semen. 
 
    Yes, Rod had a masturbation problem. 
 
    Which sort of pissed Karen off. Why would he want to screw his hand when he had a gorgeous wife who was, courtesy of his masturbatory habits, horny. 
 
    But he did. 
 
    Schmuck. 
 
    Then she picked up his dress shirt and froze. 
 
    Red on the collar. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    Lipstick? 
 
    She sniffed it, it had the very faintest aroma of lipstick. 
 
    She held it close and looked at it, and she knew…it wasn’t hers. 
 
    She stood, unwavering, frozen by the sight of another woman’s lipstick on her husband’s collar. 
 
    Rod was having an affair. 
 
    Rod was cheating. 
 
    Rod was dipping the old dipstick into another woman. 
 
    Tears were suddenly streaming down Karen’s face. 
 
    He masturbated, he was off at odd hours, supposedly to make sales, but now she knew. 
 
    The only thing Rod was selling was his…rod. 
 
    Images flew through her mind. 
 
    His secretary? 
 
    One of the girls on the floor? 
 
    One of his bosses? 
 
    No. Not a boss. She knew all the bosses, and there was a brotherhood of sorts there.  
 
    So…who? 
 
    A neighbor? 
 
    A casual acquaintance? 
 
    One of her friends? 
 
    A complete stranger? 
 
    The tears were still flowing, and they dropper on the basket of Rod’s laundry. 
 
    She put his shirt aside. She would hide it and confront him with it later. 
 
    She dug through his laundry and looked for other evidence. 
 
    And she found it. 
 
    In the pants he had worn when he had worn the dress shirt she found a handkerchief with the rest of the lipstick on it. 
 
    Some bitch had painted her lips, then painted her hubby’s with a juicy kiss, and he had wiped off the evidence. 
 
    Then Karen wondered: Something innocent? A co-worker under the mistletoe?  
 
    Then she found the business card. 
 
      
 
    Lauren Simpson 
 
    Sales 
 
    (213) 435-1600 
 
      
 
    Which was not so incriminating. Except that when she turned it over there was handwriting. 
 
      
 
    Call me! 
 
      
 
    And the printing was right in the center of a big, red, lip print. 
 
    The same color as was on his collar. 
 
    Karen finished checking pockets and collars. She put soap in the machine and started the cycle. Then she hid the shirt, the handkerchief, and the card. 
 
      
 
    Rod arrived home an hour and a half late, 7:30. 
 
    “Hey, honey!” He kissed her a hard smack on passing, “Don’t bother with dinner, I have a client.” 
 
    He sauntered down the hallway, undoing his tie and his pants. 
 
    In their room he dropped his drawers, hopped into the shower, and was out a moment later. 
 
    Karen had followed him into the bedroom. She was thinking about confronting him, but she was scared. It’s a tough thing to risk losing a husband. She loved him, she was afraid of a life alone, so she sat on the bed and thought about it, but that was all. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and called out, “Did you do my dress shirt and pants?” 
 
    “She shook her head, then called back, “No.” 
 
    Her voice sounded like the voice of a ghost, wan and faded and not her own. 
 
    “Oh, well, that’s okay. I’ll go casual.” 
 
    He went into his closet and came out holding a pair of Dockers and a polo shirt. 
 
    He saw her on the bed, and he was so excited to be cheating that he didn’t read her face. Didn’t see the misery edging onto her cheeks, into her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, but I need my dress shirt and slacks.” 
 
    A hint that she should do the laundry. 
 
    “Okay,” her voice was soft, and he finally noticed. 
 
    “Is something wrong?” 
 
    She plastered a smile across her face and said, “Oh, no. just…thinking.” 
 
    He dressed, and quipped, “Well, watch out for that thinking stuff. It can hurt you.” 
 
    She walked out of the room and heard his chuckle at his own bad joke. 
 
    That was Rod. A grin, a joke, and he whistled by. 
 
    And he didn’t fuck her. He fucked somebody else. Or he just jacked off. 
 
    Karen went into the kitchen. She listened to Rod whistling as he dressed. 
 
    She got a bottle of Whistlepig Piggyback 100 proof bourbon. She got out a glass and half filled it with cubes. Then she filled the glass halfway with the bourbon, and the other half with Coke. 
 
    The booze was Rod’s favorite, and he sort of hogged it. But now she didn’t care what he wanted. Now she felt like doing a little hogging. She felt like treating herself, living higher on the hog, and the fuck with Mr. Rod Johnson. 
 
    Rod came through the kitchen, plastered another kiss onto her red lips. And he was in such a hurry he didn’t smell the booze on her breath. 
 
    “See ya, hon. Don’t wait up for me.” 
 
    Out the door and the car roared to life. 
 
    The car backed out, and Karen simmered. How dare he. How fucking dare he. 
 
    She stood up and grabbed the keys to her little Miata. She went to the garage and jumped into the seat. She backed out and saw his tail lights disappearing around the far corner. 
 
    She gave her little car the gas and it leaped forward. Tonight she was going to get proof of her husband’s affair. 
 
    She reached the corner and turned after him. He was already down by the on ramp, and she throttled up, weaved in and out, and shot up the ramp. 
 
    It was getting dark, but she could see his car five cars ahead. 
 
    She pulled up two cars, and followed him. 
 
    He was in no hurry. He stayed in the slow lane and headed for…out of town. 
 
    Out of town? So he wasn’t going to work. 
 
    But that didn’t mean anything. He could be meeting a client at their office, or having a dinner somewhere. 
 
    He headed down the exit ramp. Turned under the freeway and headed out along the country club drive. 
 
    She only had one car between him and her now, so she went slower and let him pull further ahead. 
 
    He cruised around the lake, passed the Country Club, and turned into the Rock Springs community. 
 
    There was a gate there, but it wasn’t closed. She crept through the roads, searching for his car. 
 
    At the end of a short cul de sac his car was pulled into a driveway. He was already out of the car and up the drive, and as Karen passed the mouth of the street she saw the front door opening, and Rod taking a woman in his arms. 
 
    Tears were coming down her cheeks now. She had thought she had cried herself out after the laundry and discovering the lipstick on his collar, but apparently not. 
 
    She fixed the position of the house in her mind and drove around the block. 
 
    On the other side of the house was an empty lot. It was totally dark now, so she parked her car, picked up her cell phone and walked across the empty lot. 
 
    There was a fence at the back of the house Rod was ‘visiting,’ and a gate that wasn’t locked. 
 
    She opened the gate and crept through. 
 
    The backyard was empty. No lawn, nothing but dirt. Whoever owned the house wasn’t much into landscaping. 
 
    There was a small above ground pool however, and Karen crept up behind it and looked over the lip. 
 
    Rod and…and…Sally Besson! Not Lauren whoever, but Sally! 
 
    That bitch! 
 
    Sally was in the Women’s Club. She was a member of the Country Club. She and Allison had had lunch a few times, and…and…Sally Besson? 
 
    Again with the tears. 
 
    Karen lifted her cell phone up and clicked a couple of pictures. And what pictures they were. 
 
    Rod was standing, and Sally was attending to his penis. She was on her knees, her head bobbing back and forth, her big lips sucking like there was no tomorrow! 
 
    Rod took off his shirt. His pants were already around his ankles. 
 
    Karen watched, and the tears fell in the above ground pool. then she knew she had to get closer. 
 
    She squat walked under the lip of the pool, around it, and dashed across the patio. 
 
    She was out of sight, there was no hurry, but Karen knew she wasn’t thinking straight. 
 
    She lay down next to the big picture window, extended a hand, and put her phone in the low corner of the window. 
 
    On the face of her phone she could see Rod and Sally. 
 
    Rod had stepped out of his pants. Sally was throwing off her robe and revealing garters and bra and a shaved snatch. 
 
    Rod pushed her back on the couch. they were both laughing, and Karen wondered if her cell was picking up the sound. 
 
    She watched the screen, saw Rod kneel on the sofa between Sally’s legs. He fell forward, free fall, and landed with his lips on her nips. 
 
    Sally groaned and pulled his head against her large breasts. 
 
    Karen cried soundlessly. Her breasts were a lot larger than Sally’s. Why would Rod want to put his dick in her? 
 
    Rod edged forward and stuffed his penis in her slit. 
 
    Sally arched and moaned and held on to Rod. 
 
    Rod began pumping his hog into her. He kept back a little, enjoying the way he was making her cry out. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Fuck me, lover!” 
 
    “You got it, baby.” 
 
    And, a few minutes later Rod stiffened up and sent his seed deeply into Sally. 
 
    Sally clawed his back, but not hard enough to draw blood. The bitch knew what she was doing! 
 
    And, finally, Karen had had enough. She backed up, closed her cell phone, and made her way through the back yard, and across the vacant lot to her car. 
 
    And, finally, she was done crying. 
 
    She had proof. 
 
    She had been wronged. 
 
    And the only thing she needed to figure out now was how to have her revenge. 
 
    She went home, uploaded her cell video to the cloud, and thought. 
 
    He was a cheater, so what was she going to do about it? 
 
      
 
    There is a place where there is no emotion. Simply, a person has become so overwhelmed, so distraught, so upset…and suddenly emotion disappears. 
 
    It was like that with Karen. 
 
    She was calm. 
 
    Rod came home and she was in bed. Most women would be in a crying jag, would flip over and glare, would bring out the proof and accuse. 
 
    That would lead to recriminations, accusations, misery. 
 
    Karen turned over and smiled. “Did you make a sale?” 
 
    Rod immediately went into his glad hand act. “Oh, yeah. It was great. I smell of booze, sorry about that…what are you doing up?”               
 
    He was hurrying into the shower to watch off any evidence. 
 
    “I was just laying here thinking.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” 
 
     He didn’t ask what she was thinking of because he didn’t want to know what she was thinking. He was scared she was thinking of them. 
 
    Like all cheaters, he had a secret, and he would do his best to hide that secret. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I was thinking about how we used to make love all the time.” 
 
    Now he was caught. He stepped into the shower and sort of grunted a, “Oh…yeah.” 
 
    Fake enthusiasm, acknowledgement, scared that she would want to screw him right now. 
 
    But she didn’t want to screw him. Not now, not ever. 
 
    When he stepped out of the shower she was on her side, her back to him, and sound asleep. 
 
    Rod sighed in relief. Dodged the bullet again. 
 
    Then, oddly, he thought about all the times they had made love. 
 
    It hadn’t been that long ago, but then she’d gotten promoted, was busy all the time. Wasn’t interested. 
 
    And he, stuck in sales and with weird hours, started hitting the internet. Porn excited him, and he found himself masturbating more and more. 
 
    He didn’t need her to get off, he had a million women on the net. Different shapes and sizes, different faces, different ways of acting. 
 
    And the fetishes, good Lord, what women did on the net. It was incredible. 
 
    Kinky, fisting, whipping, sensual blow jobs. 
 
    Erotic, toys, women squirting, all manner of fetishes. 
 
    Then, horned up beyond belief, he had made a connection. One of the girls in the office. He didn’t know why, he wasn’t planning it, yet…some subtle thought process traveled through the universe and they hooked up. 
 
    And then there were other women. 
 
    And he began to make love less and less to Karen. 
 
    In his own mind he outgrew her. 
 
    The truth was he shrank into his own, little world. 
 
    Trying not to disturb her, he crawled into bed. 
 
    She didn’t stir. She gave a light snore or two, and ignored him. 
 
    Ignored him in life, and ignored him in sleep. 
 
    He didn’t understand that when a woman stops dreaming of her husband there is no more marriage. 
 
    The next day Rod got up and went to work. He laughed and joked and things appeared normal. 
 
    But she knew things weren’t right. 
 
    And for the next week everything was hunky dory and copasetic. He went to work and made sales, and even had an afternoon tryst in a restaurant bathroom with Sally. 
 
    Karen smiled at him, wondered vaguely what he was doing and when and to whom. 
 
    She started to follow him on the day he went to the restaurant to meet Sally, but when she saw both their cars she knew she didn’t need to. She had proof. And she didn’t want to risk any more hurt. 
 
    She thought greatly about confronting Sally, but…no. She needed to do something more than just talk. 
 
    There had to be consequences. 
 
    And she started thinking about vacation. Rod’s vacation was at the end of the next month. He had three weeks and she knew what he wanted. 
 
    He wanted to go on vacation without her. With somebody else. 
 
    Every time she brought up vacation he changed the subject, said he wasn’t ready, was too busy, and…she could see from the look on his face that he was thinking of somebody other than her. 
 
    “Honey,” she said one day. “I hate to say this, but…I don’t think I can get away for vacation.” 
 
    Rod hid his glee. “Oh, gosh. I’ve already put in for my vacation.?” He hadn’t.  
 
    “Well, I’m not going to be the party pooper. Why don’t you just head up to the cabin without me?” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    He tried to convince her not to have separate vacations, but it was a lame attempt. He didn’t bring any emotion to the argument, if there was a reason to be considered he skirted it. 
 
    She took the soft approach, sacrificing her happiness for him. 
 
    Finally, appearing reluctant, he agreed. 
 
    “But I won’t enjoy a single minute,” he groused, lying like a rug. 
 
    “Oh, you will, too. Besides, you can take your computer up there, hook it up and watch porn for three weeks.” 
 
    “Honey! I don’t watch porn.” 
 
    “I know,” she kissed his cheek. “You’re the truest, bluest hubby a wife ever had.” 
 
    And so the matter was settled. 
 
    As the month progressed Rod began making preparations. He bought a rod and tackle and a new shot gun. He gathered supplies. Packed. Made phone calls to make sure the cabin would have water and power. 
 
    And Karen began making preparations. 
 
    She knew Rod was cheating, but she didn’t know how much he had been cheating. At first she hadn’t cared, but now that she had a plan, she cared. 
 
    And it was easy to find out. 
 
    She went through his computer and found emails.  
 
    She ransacked his desk and found notes, and even a pair of panties. 
 
    She went to his office when he was out boffing Sally and went through his computer there. 
 
    Within a single week she found three women. 
 
    Rhonda, Patty and Sue. 
 
    Three gorgeous women who received her phone calls, sat down with her, and were shocked when she laid everything out in front of her. 
 
    Rhonda was a redhead, and she didn’t know that Rod was married. When she found out she had broken it off. She had always felt guilty, and had thought about talking to Karen. 
 
    Patty was a pert brunette. She knew he was married, didn’t care, and didn’t seem interested in anything except her current affair. 
 
    Sue was another brunette. Very large boobs and innocent eyes. 
 
    But she wasn’t innocent in her actions. She found out Rod was married, tried to break it off, but he strung her along for six months. She was really pissed off and anxious for some revenge. 
 
    The week before Rod was due to take his vacation Karen met with Rhonda and Sue. They sat in the living room, sipped some wine, and talked about men and their faithlessness. 
 
    “So we have a golden opportunity here, but I can’t do it alone. Are you girls ready to help me?” 
 
    Rhonda and Sue nodded. Sue was smiling quite happily. 
 
    “So the question is…what are we going to do to Rod? I want this to be consequences. I want him to know what he’s done to us, and for him to look in the mirror for the rest of his life and see himself for what he really is. 
 
    “Castrate him,” snapped Sue. 
 
    Rhonda glanced at Sue, then at Karen. It was obvious she agreed with consequences, but: “That might be a little drastic. Besides, we want him to suffer, and we don’t want to go to jail.” 
 
    Sue frowned, but agreed. After all, she was pissed, and emotional, but she wasn’t totally crazy. 
 
    Not totally. 
 
    “Can you girls take some time off?” 
 
    It was August, vacation time, and both of them nodded. 
 
    “Heck,” said Rhonda, “my boss has been trying to make me take a vacation for a long time.” 
 
    “No problem,” said Sue. “I’m quitting my job for this.” 
 
    At first Karen and Rhonda were alarmed at this degree of dedication, then they found out that Sue had a side business on the internet and had been looking for an excuse to quit work. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s talk about what we’re going to do, what we’ll need, and when we’re going to do it.” 
 
    They talked all afternoon, made some great progress, then Sue looked at her cell phone. “Got to go. I’ll make arrangements for materials and it’ll be ready to go to the cabin.” 
 
    She headed out the door. 
 
    Rhonda immediately turned to Karen. “So how’s your sex life.” 
 
    Karen bit her thumb nail and thought about it. “I haven’t had any sex for months. And even when I did have one, he wasn’t much into it. 
 
    “What a bozo,” Rhonda shook her head. “If I had a woman like you waiting at home…” 
 
    Karen looked at Rhonda. She had only talked to her on the phone a couple of times, then met her for the second time this afternoon. 
 
    Rhonda sat back, smiled, and Karen could feel sex vibes. 
 
    “Have you ever thought about other women?” 
 
    Karen felt like she was moving out of her body. “Why, no. I’m not a lesbian.” 
 
    Rhonda’s lips curled upward slightly. “All women are lesbians.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Rhonda slid down the couch and placed her hand on Karen’s knee. 
 
    Karen felt Rhonda’s soft palm slither over her nylons. Rhonda’s face was now inches from hers. Her red lips looked so moist and plump. 
 
    Karen licked her own lips. She had never made love to a woman, had never even thought of it, but now…with Rhonda so close, overwhelming with the slight amount of perfume she was wearing, her eyes so intense and caring. 
 
    “Would you like to kiss my lips?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    Karen stared at Rhonda’s lips, and she felt a hunger arising within. She felt like gravity was pushing her towards the other woman. 
 
    “You can, you know. Just lean forward and brush your lips against mine.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…” But Karen was breathing hard. Very hard. 
 
    “Sure you do. You just lean forward, like you would with a man, but instead of the man pushing himself onto you, grinding his mouth on yours, you experience a heady cloud like feeling. Men are too rough. I’ll bet Rod is too rough.” 
 
    “Rod doesn’t care.” 
 
    “I care.” 
 
    Their lips made contact. It was soft, it was sweet, their eyes were open. Karen pulled back. 
 
    “Did you like that?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    Karen nodded. 
 
    “Then do it again.” 
 
    Again, Karen moved forward. Their lips fused, not hard, but like they were being glued together. Their eyes were open. Rhonda’s breasts touched Karen’s. 
 
    “This time,” said Rhonda, breathing heavily, “Kiss me, and feel me.” 
 
    Karen leaned forward, their mouths were slightly open. Rhonda extended her tongue and licked Karen inside the mouth. 
 
    Karen didn’t back up. She reached up and cupped Rhonda’s breasts. She squeezed them. She could feel Rhonda’s erect nipples standing up inside her thin bra. 
 
    “Oh, God,” whispered Rhonda. 
 
    Karen asked, “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    Rhonda smiled and said, “Because your husband fucked me…and that meant he fucked you over. And if I can fuck you, then I’ll be fucking him over.” 
 
    That made total sense, and Karen leaned in one more time, and she didn’t lean back at the end. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey! I’m home!” Rod tossed his keys into the key bowl on the counter next to the garage door. 
 
    Karen was sitting at the kitchen table. Her blouse was undone and the smooth curve of her breasts was visible. Her hair was a bit frowzy. She wasn’t wearing lipstick, but Rod didn’t know that her lipstick had been worn off by Rhonda’s passionate kisses. 
 
    “Are you all right?” he leaned down and looked into Karen’s eyes. She looked like she wasn’t all there. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she said. She lifted a glass of wine that was near empty and drained it. 
 
    “Well, you don’t usually drink in the afternoon.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Are you sure you’re all right?” 
 
    Karen giggled, then looked him in the eye. Looked at him serious like. “I made love to a woman today. It was glorious.” Then she stood up and headed for the bedroom. 
 
    Rod’s mouth was open. Made love? To a woman? What the…? 
 
    He followed her into the bedroom. She had gone through, stripped her clothes off, and was in the shower. 
 
    Rod took his clothes off. For some reason he felt like making love. His cock, though he had used it that very afternoon, was hard and bouncing. 
 
    He didn’t understand that on some level he was perceiving that she was now out of his reach, and that made him want her. 
 
    He stepped into the shower. 
 
    Karen smiled at him. She reached down for his cock. She soaped it, and he groaned. “Want a little, eh?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Too bad. Not in the mood.” 
 
    She wasn’t in the mood to fuck him, but she sure was in the mood to tease him. 
 
    She slid her soapy hand over his shaft, palmed the head of his cock, and then grabbed his balls. 
 
    Rod gasped and lifted up on his toes. 
 
    Karen pressed against him. Her breasts were against his chest, and both of their nipples were rigid and excited. 
 
    “You want me, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” He cupped her buns, tried to lift her so he could impale her, but she wiggled out of his grasp and laughed.  
 
    “You’re not good enough for me.” 
 
    The thought that was bothering him popped up. “You didn’t really make love to a woman.” 
 
    “Why not?” she tilted her head curiously. 
 
    “Well, uh, I don’t know. It’s just that…you’ve never been into women. 
 
    “Maybe I’ve never been into men? Maybe you’ve been played for a sap.” 
 
    Now Rod was confused, and getting even hornier. 
 
    He was confused because she wasn’t a lesbian. At least, he didn’t think so. 
 
    But, more important, she had said she had been untrue to him, and that was exactly what he had been to her. 
 
    The twist was crashing in his psyche. 
 
    “Maybe I had a friend over, while you were pretending to work.” Her little nuance escaped him because he was trying to figure things out so hard.  
 
    “Maybe she showed me a pure love. Maybe we kissed and played with each others breasts. Maybe she sucked my nipples and I sucked hers. Maybe she went down on me, are me out, licked my clit and showed me how to lick hers. Do you think I’d look good with nipple rings?” 
 
    Rod gave a shake of his head. It was too much. And it was non sequitur. How could she go from lesbian cunnilingus to nipple rings? 
 
    Oddly, he thought of an old girlfriend. A real babe named Rhonda. She had nipple rings, and how he had loved to pulled on them and make her cry out and groan. 
 
    But why had Karen suddenly started talking about nipple rings? 
 
    But, nipple rings or not, Rod was getting close. Her educated hands had stroked him to a froth, and he was about to cum. He was about to—she let go. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She stepped out of the shower, left him and his boner and started toweling herself off. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower. He stood, dripping, and realized she had the only towel. 
 
    She laughed at him, then tossed the towel, hitting him in the face. 
 
    He dried himself off, then stepped into the bedroom. 
 
    She had her panties on and was working on her bra. It was a lot of work because she had a lot of breast. 
 
    “But…hey. I thought…” 
 
    “You thought we were going to make love?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Silly boy. It’s not time to make love.” 
 
    Rod stood, his cock throbbing so hard it flicked off little bits of pre-cum. “But…” 
 
    “You can go jack off if you want. Watch some porn, maybe have a drink, stroke your dingus…at least, that’s what I’d do.” 
 
    His mouth was open. He didn’t understand any of this. 
 
    But he did understand one thing. He wanted her. She had become something he couldn’t have, and it made him want her all the more. 
 
    He grabbed his cock and stroked it. 
 
    “I could jack off on you, you know.” 
 
    She looked at him. 
 
    He was getting excited, talking himself into it. 
 
    “I could squirt all over your tits. Puddles of cum. And you could lick it all up.” 
 
    She laughed. “I could, if I wanted to.” 
 
    She stepped over to him and grabbed his cock at the base. She squeezed, and the contractions starting in his cock were stopped. 
 
    “The problem is,” she kissed his lips lightly, “I don’t want to.” 
 
    Then she left, stepping into shorts and pulling a hoodie over her fantastic figure. Her legs were so curvy and delicious. Her breasts gave the hoodie a shape it never had by itself. 
 
    He stared after her, his ardor dampened, but only a little. He could go jack off. And maybe he would. Later, when she went to sleep. 
 
    And she, as she walked down the hall, thought of only one word. 
 
    Consequences. 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Rod had one week of work, then three weeks at the cabin. During the first week, before he went to the cabin, he was confused. 
 
    Something about Karen was different. 
 
    First, there was that joke about her having a lesbian experience. 
 
    Karen was a straight arrow. No way she could make love to another woman. 
 
    So what was going on? 
 
    He knew she hadn’t discovered his affairs. If she had done that she would have been screeching like a harpy, buying a hatchet at the hardware store, putting rat poison in his oatmeal. 
 
    No, she didn’t know he was unfaithful to her. And that made him smile. After all, he was so clever. Much too clever for her. 
 
    And why should a man have to have only one lover? There were too many sexy women in the world to be limited to one. 
 
    So why was she walking around with a simpering smile on her face? Why did she looked at him and sometimes start to chuckle. 
 
    He didn’t know that he had enraged her to the point that she had flipped. Gone over. Had a psychotic break. 
 
    In the calm of that deranged state of mind everything was loosy goosy fine. 
 
    But he didn’t know that. 
 
    So, on the morning of his departure, looking forward to three weeks of screwing the holy heck out of Sally Besson, he packed his car. 
 
    He put the fishing gear in the trunk, and didn’t intend to catch a single fish. 
 
    He put the new shotgun and his rifle in the backseat. He might do a little target practice, but he wasn’t about to tramp about the country looking for some stupid bird to fly up in front of him. 
 
    No, he had another little bird in mind. One with big tits. 
 
    He put a box of groceries in the car, and a cooler with steaks. Another cooler with beer. A couple of bottles of bourbon.  
 
    Finally, he was set. He went into the house and said good bye to Karen. 
 
    “Are you okay,” he asked after he kissed her. The kiss had been to her smiling lips and open eyes and a look of amusement. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “It’s just that…you’ve been acting a little different.” 
 
    “Oh, well, good things are happening.” 
 
    “At work.” 
 
    “Sure. At work.” 
 
    She reached down and squeezed his package. “You got enough porn?” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t do too much of that.” He was lying through his teeth. He had tons of porn, and he intended to watch it all. Sally said she would watch it with him, and do everything on the porn with him. 
 
    And that meant that he was taking the wildest, kinkiest porn collection ever. 
 
    “Okay. Well, you have fun. Think of me every once in a while.” 
 
    “Okay, honey.” Yet he was doubtful, but he kissed her again and sauntered out to the car. 
 
      
 
    The trip to their cabin at Moonbeam Lake was a four hour drive. Three hours of interstate, then an hour of mountain curves.  
 
    Rod turned on the music, cracked a beer, and drove. 
 
    Past wide fields and into the woodlands. 
 
    Up the mountain and into the deep forests. 
 
    And, finally, he was there. 
 
    The cabin was made of logs, and it was fairly new. It was spacious, with three rooms upstairs, bathrooms upstairs and down, and a monster living room with adjoining kitchen. 
 
    It even had a basement. 
 
    Rod unloaded his car, made sure the power was on, checked the pipes, and settled in for a night of porn. 
 
    He closed the curtains, dimmed the lights, hooked his laptop to the big screen TV, and tapped into that most scurrilous of places, the internet. 
 
    There he sat, reclining on a leather couch, a big pillow to prop him up, a big drink in his hand, and a big grin on his face. 
 
    He started with collections of orgasms. 
 
    Yum. 
 
    Acres of pulchritude, bent and twisted, spread and arched, as women  took it in all orifices, let loose with massive squirts, and came so hard they farted! 
 
    He stroked, sipped beer and bourbon, and thought about what he was going to do to the most eager and voluptuous Sally Besson. 
 
    Yum. 
 
    All night long he stroked and stoked himself, and, finally, he passed out. 
 
    The next morning arrived, and he awoke with a most satisfied groan. 
 
    His dong was King Kong, big and massive and dripping, and Sally was due up by noon. 
 
    So he had breakfast and…watched some more porn. He wanted to be on the biggest edge in the world when she arrived. 
 
    Oh, what he planned to do. 
 
      
 
    Sally Besson wasn’t a bad person. She just liked fucking other women’s husbands. Nothing wrong with that, right?  
 
    That morning she packed her suitcase. One outfit for walks in the woods, several kinky outfits for teasing and fucking a man. 
 
    Nylons and garters, bras with lots of flesh a poppin’. Crotchless panties. Peignoirs and corsets and heels just made for walking on a man’s back. 
 
    Her luggage packed and loaded into her car, she smiled and walked through the kitchen and into the garage. And stopped. 
 
    Two figures were standing just inside the garage. They wore black outfits. Their faces were obscured by ski masks. They wore high heels. Black tights and hoodies. 
 
    Both women had large breasts pushing their hoodies out. Their lips were painted red. 
 
    And they held guns. 
 
    No, not guns, but…tasers. 
 
    “Hello, Sally.” 
 
    Sally turned to run back into the kitchen. 
 
    A third figure in black was standing in the doorway, her taser aimed at her. 
 
    “What…what do you want?” She was terrified. 
 
    “A talk, a drive, a little fun. Put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    Sally broke. She tried to run around here car to the side door, but she was interrupted by a buzz and the smell of smoking flesh.  
 
    They had tased her. 
 
    The three figures in black cuffed Sally’s hands, lifted her up and set her on the back of her car, on the ledge of the open trunk. 
 
    She came back slowly. One of the women, it was obvious the three were women, held a glass of water to her lips. She drank gratefully, and opened her mouth to scream. 
 
    One of the women was waiting for that, and she popped a penis gag into Sally’s mouth. The woman didn’t fasten it, just held it and whispered in a hoarse voice. “We want to talk. Do you want to talk?” 
 
    Her eyes showing whites, Sally nodded. 
 
    The woman removed the penis gag. 
 
    Sally sat on the lip of the trunk, it was uncomfortable, and stared at the three women. “What do you want?” 
 
    “Well, Sally,” said one, “We’re a group who hires out to teach people lessons. People who cheat.” 
 
    Sally realized the women were growling to disguise their voices. 
 
    “I don’t cheat?” 
 
    “No, but you encourage it. And that means that if you had a husband you would cheat.” 
 
    “But…you have to let me go. Undo these cuffs and set me free and I won’t tell the police about you and…and this…society that you speak of.” 
 
    The three women grinned, showing slices of white teeth. 
 
    “Let’s talk about your current fuck.” 
 
    “I don’t have a current ‘fuck!’” she snapped. 
 
    “Not any more, but up to this moment you were screwing Mr. Rod Johnson. 
 
    Another woman asked, “Did you know he was married?” 
 
    Sally looked surprised. “He is?” 
 
    One of the women snorted. “She’s lying. She knew.” 
 
    “I agree.” 
 
    And the third one said, “That’s what we wanted to know. If you really didn’t know we would let you go. Right now. No harm, no foul. But since you lied…” the woman reached down, grabbed Sally’s feet and lifted. 
 
    Sally fell back into the trunk of the car. She tried to fight her way out, but she was outnumbered. The women cuffed her ankles, put the penis gag in her mouth, and one of them said, “It’s a four hour drive, and we suggest you not try to kick the tail lights or anything. If a tail light goes we’ll see it on the dash, and we’ll pull over and fix it, and fix you, too.” 
 
    With that the women closed the lid. 
 
    It wasn’t totally dark in the trunk, but it was close. A little drain hole in the bottom of the space gave a teensy weensy bit of light. 
 
    Sally struggled for a moment, then stopped. 
 
    Four hours. They were taking her up to the cabin! Then Rod would rescue her, and these bitches would get what was coming to them. 
 
    She settled back, and it wasn’t very comfortable, but she would survive. 
 
    Oh, yes. She would. 
 
    A few minutes later she heard things being loaded into the car. The car sank an inch under the weight. Then the car door slammed and the motor started up. 
 
    It sounded like only one of them was driving. And that meant that the other two were in another car. 
 
    Her car backed out, slanted down the driveway and bumped over the end of her driveway. 
 
    A moment later the car was speeding down the street. 
 
      
 
    Four hours later the car stopped. 
 
    The three women stood under a tree and stared at the cabin. 
 
    “Nice place.” 
 
    “All the comforts,” answered Karen. 
 
    “Well, it’s about to have all the discomforts. How do you want to do this? 
 
    “We should go in the back door. Sue, you stay in the front, tase him if he comes out the front door.” 
 
    The three women nodded, pumped fists, and Karen and Rhonda set off through the woods. 
 
    They circled to the back door, tried it, and it was locked. 
 
    Rhonda whispered. “You stay here. I’ll go through the front.” 
 
    Karen nodded and took up a place next to the low porch. She held her taster at the ready and practiced deep breathing. 
 
    Rhonda circled to the front of the house. She gave a thumbs up to Sue to let her know that everything was all right, then crawled over the side of the front porch. She slithered under a window, stood up next to the door, and took a few breaths. She reached forward and tried the knob. 
 
    It turned. 
 
    She pushed the door open and stepped into the house. 
 
    It was cool, and she was impressed by how nice it was. 
 
    But there was no sign of Rod. 
 
    She looked down and saw a trail of flower petals on the floor. The trail led across the room and up the steps to the second floor. 
 
    Rhonda couldn’t stop the grin, and she followed the path of petals. 
 
    Across the room. 
 
    Up the stairs. 
 
    Into the largest bedroom. 
 
    She moved slowly, but the floor boards creaked. She held the taser ready and stepped through the doorway. 
 
    It was a big room. The drapes were drawn and made it a bit gloomy. 
 
    But the striped bed spread on the bed made it bright. 
 
    And the fact that Rod had cuffed himself to the posts of the bed made it perfect. 
 
    Rod was face down, a blindfold over his eyes, a ball gag in his mouth. Yet his voice, though muffled, could be understood. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Come on! Do me! Do me!” 
 
    Rhonda burst out laughing. 
 
      
 
    Karen, Rhonda and Sue sat in chairs and on the side of the bed. 
 
    Rod, of course, was grunting and protesting on the bed. And not having much success. 
 
    Sally was sitting on the floor. 
 
    Rod was naked. His buns making little mountains on the bed. 
 
    Sally was naked, and she tried to talk through the penis gag. 
 
    “He should have the penis gag,” observed Karen. 
 
    “It’s true,” said Sue. 
 
    “We can switch them. How about it, Rod, would you like a little dick in your mouth?” 
 
    “Mmmmph mm!” 
 
    “I think he said fuck you.” 
 
    Karen nodded. “He did, and, you know…I think he should know who he’s messing with.” She took off her ski mask. 
 
    Rod looked sideways from the bed and his eyes went wide. 
 
    “OO!” You. 
 
    “If you don’t yell we’ll take the gag out. Yelling wouldn’t help you anyway.” 
 
    “Unh!” 
 
    Rhonda took the gag out of his mouth. 
 
    “What the fuck are you doing! Let me loose!” 
 
    Sue slapped his ass a good one. 
 
    “Ow! Stop that!” 
 
    SMACK! SMACK!  
 
    “OW! 
 
    Sue grinned. “I could learn to like this!” 
 
    “Oh, hell.” Rhonda took off her ski mask, and Sue followed a moment later. 
 
    Rod stared at his former girlfriends. “What…what…you…” 
 
    The girls laughed. 
 
    “Do you remember when you dumped me?” Rhonda asked cheerfully. 
 
    “He left me a note,” said Sue. 
 
    “He sent me an email.” 
 
    And Karen said, “He dumped me and never told me.” 
 
    That was a moment of silence. That was the moment Rod’s crimes came home to roost. 
 
    “Wait a minute, honey. I know I’ve been bad, but…I’m sorry, but…” 
 
    “But what?” Karen asked curiously. 
 
    That moment, of her bland curiosity, was when Rod realized something was wrong with his wife. He put all the two and twos together and realized why she had been so happy this last week. 
 
    She knew that he had cheated. And there was something wrong with her. She should have been mad, but…she wasn’t.  
 
    “Well, Rod, no doubt you wonder why we called you and Sally to this little meeting.” 
 
    “Let me go,” he whispered. 
 
    “Let you go? Why would we do that?” Karen seemed quite sincere, and Rod wished she had just gotten mad and yelled at him. 
 
    But this calm, smiling Karen was…not right. 
 
    “What are you going to do to us?” asked Sally. 
 
    “Oh, ho! The scarlet turd speaks!” 
 
    “I didn’t know he was married!” But her voice was weak, and they had already figured out that she had known. 
 
    “Please, let us go.” 
 
    “Isn’t that interesting,” mused Rhonda. “Sally begs for ‘us,’ and Rod…it’s all about just him.” 
 
    “He always was a selfish bastard,” commented Karen. 
 
    “You’ve got to let us go.” 
 
    Karen faced Sally, leaned down a bit and spoke directly to her. “We will let you go. We need you to do a few things for us, and you are a member of the sisterhood.” 
 
    “Yes,” continued Sue. “You may have stolen a married woman’s husband, but that wouldn’t have happened if Rod wasn’t such a bastard.” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” protested Rod. 
 
    Rhonda slapped his ass. “Quiet, Rodless.” 
 
    The girls all giggled. 
 
    Rhonda continued. “We talked about what we were going to do to you, Rod, and there was some discussion of castration.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked and he turned pale. 
 
    “Yes, we thought that the punishment should fit the crime. We thought about just chopping your willy off. Then you really would be Rodless. What do you think of that?” 
 
    “You can’t!” he whispered. “That’s…that’s…” 
 
    “But first we have to handle Miss Bitch Face over here.” 
 
    “Please!” begged Sally. 
 
    Rhonda stood up. “I’ll go get the tar ready.” 
 
    “Tar?” Rod’s voice was going even higher. 
 
    “I’ll go get the pillows.” 
 
    “Pillows?” 
 
    Karen, why don’t you watch over our little chickadees. And feel free to use the taser. 
 
    Rhonda and Sue left the room and Karen smiled and licked her lips. 
 
      
 
    Karen sat by the doorway with the taser. She watched Rhona and Sue coat Sally with a white goop. 
 
    It wasn’t tar. Tar and feather somebody and the pores wold be closed up and the person could die. 
 
    It was a mix of food syrups and flour. It would coat Sally, but not kill her, and it would make her very sticky for the few minutes until it dried. 
 
    The mix all over her body, except for her tits and ass, Sue cut open a pillow. It was filled with feathers and the girls sprinkled the feathers onto Sally. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” cried Sally. 
 
    “Hush, now,” said Rhonda. “And don’t cry. You don’t want your feathers to run.” 
 
    Karen, and Sue laughed, then Rhonda did, too. 
 
    “I guess that is sort of funny.” 
 
    From the bed Rod was trying to look over his shoulder. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Shut up, Rodless.” murmured Karen, placing feathers on Sally’s face. 
 
    When they were done Sally looked like a giant, humanoid chicken. She stood in the middle of the room and Rhonda took pictures, then a video of her, from all angles. 
 
    “Okay, the pièce de résistance,” stated Sue. She reached into a bag and took out a strap on with a large dildo in it.” 
 
    “Hey!” yelled Rod. 
 
    Karen sat down next to him and brushed his hair back. “Now, honey. You always liked it when I wore the dick. Has Sally ever fucked you with one?” 
 
    “No!” yelped Sally. But she was now looking at Rod’s tight ass and thinking. She had heard of pegging, but she had never done it, but men were supposed to like it, so…hmmm. 
 
    Rhonda put the strap on on Sally. The cock jutted out obscenely, and the girls all smiled. 
 
    Even Sally had a wan curl of the lips. 
 
    “Okay, you’re ready.” Rhonda slapped Sally’s ass. “Time to get Rod ready.” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘get me ready?’ Ready for what?” 
 
    “Okay, Rod, honey. We need you up on your knees. And you’d better work with us, or…” Karen held up her hands and made a ‘snip, snip’ motion. 
 
    “You aren’t serious.” 
 
    “We could go right to the castration, or you could hope that we get distracted by feminizing you.” 
 
    “Feminizing me?” 
 
    “Is there an echo?” 
 
    “Why would you feminize me?” 
 
    “Oh, just because.” 
 
    The girls cuffed Sally to a chair and went to work on Rod. 
 
    They ran ropes to a couple of eye hooks they planted on one of the ceiling beams. They loosened his cuffs and hauled him upright. 
 
    Rod stood on his knees on the bed, his hands up and looking around frantically. 
 
    Karen and Sue coated him with Nair, then, after a few minutes, wiped him clean. 
 
    Rhonda knelt on the bed in front of him and began pushing a syringe into the area around his pectorals. 
 
    Rod watched in horror as she injected a solution and his chest grew tits. 
 
    “These are called Vacation Boobs. They’re temporary, but it enables a person to see if they like themselves with bigger boobs. How about it, Rodless, would you like bigger boobs?” 
 
    “You can’t do this!” 
 
    “Why not? It doesn’t hurt, and they’ll only last a couple of months. Unless, of course, you want to keep them. Would you like to have a big, old pair of titties on your manly chest for all time?” 
 
    “Stop this!” he whined. 
 
    “Careful. You move and the needles with scratch you.” 
 
    While Rhonda improved Rod’s chest Karen and Sue worked on his nails. They gave him red toenails, and long, red, fingernails. 
 
    “You’re so pretty,” admired Karen, holding his hand up and looking at her work. 
 
    Tears were coming from Rod’s eyes now. 
 
    “I never did anything like this to you!” 
 
    “Oh, you did. You always wanted me made up. And you really liked screwing my butthole. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “The girls laughed. “Yep. He’s a butt, all right.” 
 
    Rhonda put a wig on him while the other two girls worked on his face. When they were done Rod was…a girl. 
 
    He was slender in the body anyway, and with the two big tits Rhonda gave him he presented a stacked form. 
 
    The make up had softened his features, and the eyes and lipstick were definitely female. 
 
    They took pictures and videos, then showed Rod. 
 
    Rod stared in shock. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “For fun,” answered Sue. 
 
    The girls worked the ropes and lowered him to the bed and re-cuffed him. 
 
    “Okay, Sally. It’s time for you to do your stuff.” 
 
    “What? I don’t understand!” 
 
    “You came up here to make love to Rod, and here he is. What’s not to understand?” 
 
    Sally stared at Rod’s backside. 
 
    She looked down at her cock. 
 
    She giggled. She turned to the girls, “But…but…” 
 
    “You could screw him, or we could just chop off his weenie.” 
 
    Karen sat down next to the now feminized Rod. “Rod? Would you like Sally to fuck you? Or would you like to move on to the castration part?” 
 
    “You can’t…this isn’t happening!” 
 
    He struggled, but the girls just laughed, and Rhonda said, “Make up your mind, Rod. One last screw for the home team? Eh?” 
 
    Finally, Rod was exhausted. 
 
    Sally asked, “What do you want me to do.” 
 
    “Rod, did you want Sally to screw you?” 
 
    “Uh…well…” 
 
    “Ask now, or forever hold your peace.” 
 
    “Or pieces,” laughed Rhonda, “like in pieces of your you know what.” 
 
    Rod mumbled something. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked up. “Please, Sally. Would you…would you…” 
 
    “Make love to you?” asked Sally, and she was starting to get into the spirit of things. 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “What?” asked Karen. 
 
    “Make love to me! Screw me! Put your dick in me!” 
 
    Karen smiled, “Now that’s the Rodless I know and love.” She turned to Sally and waved a hand to motion her on. 
 
    Sally crawled onto the bed. She knee walked between Rod’s legs. 
 
    The girls all had their cell phones out and were filming the whole thing. 
 
    “Rod’s about to fuck a chicken.” 
 
    “No, a chicken is about to fuck Rod.” 
 
    “Which came first, the chicken or the or the bitch?” 
 
    Laughter filled the room, and Sally moved closer to Rod. Her big peeny was drooping slightly, and she lifted it and aimed it for Rod’s button. 
 
    “Bawk, bawk, bawk!” said Rhonda. 
 
    “Sally,” commanded Sue. “You make the chicken sounds. And try to look a little more excited.” 
 
    Sally licked her lips, her tongue appearing amongst all the feathers. Her eyes were gleaming. 
 
    “You know…” she said. “You know…” 
 
    “Chick, chick, chick!” The three girls chanted, egging her on. 
 
    “Stop! You can’t—ACK!” 
 
    Sally was suddenly plumbing Rod’s depths. And her face was wreathed in a big grin. 
 
    Rod grunted, his eyes were wide, and he felt her opening him up. 
 
    And, it felt good. 
 
    Fact is, Rod liked anal sex. He was always begging for it. 
 
    Of course, he wasn’t begging for a big chicken to fuck him, but…it felt good! 
 
    The girls howled and took their pictures. Sally really got into it. She began clucking in time to her thrusts, driving her hips down ruthlessly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” yelled Rod, and he started pushing back. He loved the feeling of a big weenie in his most private part. 
 
    “I think he’s going to lay an egg!” 
 
    “I know who came first! The rooster!” 
 
    “Look at him go!” 
 
    Rod bounced up and down, giving Sally a ride, and her big tits bounced and jiggled. 
 
    The girls kept taking videos, and, finally, Rod grunted, grabbed the sheets with his hands, and came. 
 
    Karen stuck a hand between Rod and Sally, inserted a finger into Sally and lifted. 
 
    She went up and Rod’s dick was visible. White goo was squirting out in a long stream.  
 
    Rod grunted and grunted, and everybody was laughing and even cheering. 
 
    Finally, he was done. He lay on the bed, exhausted, white feathers stuck to his back. Sperm coated the bed between his legs in a big puddle. 
 
    Sally crawled back from him and regained her feet. She stared at him and said, “I can’t believe I did that.” 
 
    “Are you sorry?” asked Rhonda. 
 
    Sally sighed. “I guess I am. I’m sorry I took another woman’s man. But that fucking…me being a big chicken and fucking him. That was crazy!” 
 
    The three girls were turned to her and listening. 
 
    “In fact, call me crazy, but I’d like to do that again.” There was satisfaction in Sally’s voice. “I mean, not to Rod, or a married man…but…there’s got to be somebody out there for me. Right?” 
 
    The four ladies went downstairs then. They let Sally watch the feathers and flour and syrup off, and they sat for an hour and sipped bourbon and Coke. 
 
    It was a good hour, but it finally came to an end. 
 
    “What are you going to do to Rod?” Sally asked, before she left. 
 
    “You don’t want to know,” murmured Karen. 
 
    “Are you really going to castrate him?” 
 
    “Do you think we should?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. Seems like a waste of a good dick. I mean, you could probably rent him out, have him do the chicken thing. Maybe he’d like to be the chicken doing the fucking?” 
 
    That was something to think about, but now the laughter had stopped. The girls bid good bye to Sally and returned upstairs. 
 
    Rod was laying on the bed, breathing, wondering what was going to happen next. 
 
    “Okay, Rod,” said Karen. “Time for consequences.” 
 
    “Being fucked by a chicken is consequences,” he muttered. 
 
    “Nah. That’s just foreplay. It’s time you faced the real consequences.” 
 
    The girls hooked the ropes again and pulled him upright. Once again he was on his knees, his arms up, and scared. 
 
    Karen put a chair on the bed in front of him. 
 
    “You just came, so it should be a while before you have to cum again.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Rhonda. “When he used to fuck me he could get it up a couple of times in a row.” 
 
    Sue nodded. “He was a boner machine. He’d fuck me till I was sore, then laugh about it.” 
 
    “Hunh,” grunted Karen. She put a hot plate on the chair, then plugged it in. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Rod stared at the hot plate and worried. 
 
    “It’s very simple, Rod. Here’s a pill.” 
 
    Rhonda put a pill in Rod’s hand.  
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s called Lupron. It’s very fast acting, and it will stop you from having a boner for a year.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s a chemical castrator. They use it on sex criminals. And you’re sort of a sex criminal, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Wait a minute! You can’t do this!” 
 
    Karen smiled and patted his limp dick. “So here’s the deal. You get a boner and it might get a little painful.” 
 
    “Might scorch your poor, little weenie,” chimed in Sue. 
 
    “Or, you can eat the pill. It’s fast acting, and…it’s your choice.” 
 
    “This isn’t a choice!” 
 
    “Of course it’s a choice,” said Sue. “Everything’s a choice.” 
 
    “You chose to cheat on me.” 
 
    “You chose to have that chicken fuck you.” 
 
    “But I was tied down! There was nothing I could do!” 
 
    “And who tied you down?” 
 
    Rod had no answer for that. He just gulped and looked at the pill in his hand. 
 
    Then started the waiting game. 
 
    The girls sat around and sipped booze and waited for Rod to resurrect his erection. 
 
    The minutes passed. 
 
    Rod tried begging in the beginning, but they ignored him and just waited. 
 
    Rod stared at the hot plate. 
 
    He could feel the start of a boner. 
 
    “You can’t do this,” he sobbed. 
 
    “You’re doing it, Rodless. If you don’t want your dick burned off then you have a choice. You can always take the pill.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “After all, it’s only a year. I’d say that’s not much of a sentence for abusing my love.” 
 
    He turned his head and stared at Karen. He whispered, “I’m sorry…I’ll never do that again.” 
 
    “You won’t do it for a year, that’s for sure.” 
 
    His dick was starting to raise up a bit. The hot plate was six inches from his now stirring penis. His dick was eight inches long. The head of his dick was his most sensitive body part. 
 
    “Thinking about it, Rodless?” 
 
    Rod gulped. his eyes were wild, his heart was pounding. 
 
    His dick bobbed. 
 
    “Stop it! Stop it!” 
 
    Bobbed again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    Rod pulled his hand to his mouth and gulped the pill. 
 
    He cried. His dick was still getting hard. 
 
    “Oh, did we mention? It takes a day for the pill to work.” 
 
    Rod screamed, and cried, and sobbed, but his dick, his precious, most wonderful duck, kept getting harder and harder. Inch by inch it grew closer to the hot plate. 
 
    “You can’t…you can’t…” 
 
    His penis touched the hot plate and he screamed. 
 
    “AAIIIIEEE!” 
 
    Then he stopped. He looked down. 
 
    His penis was touching the hot plate but nothing was happening. 
 
    The plate was cold. 
 
    His dick just touched it and nothing happened. 
 
    He looked up at the girls. 
 
    The girls were rolling on the floor, hysterical with laughter. 
 
    “Did you see his face?” 
 
    “He really thought…” 
 
    “Oh, God! We’ve got to do this to somebody else!” 
 
    Rod knelt, his penis pressed against the hot plate that wasn’t hot, and the girls slowly stopped laughing. They stood up and faced him. 
 
    “Well, Rod? What do you think?” 
 
    “It…it didn’t burn me.” 
 
    “Of course not. You think we want to go to jail for ruining some guy’s penis?” 
 
    “But…but…am I still going to be chemically…you know?” 
 
    “Not get it up? Yep. You’re about to pay the consequences for a year. No boners, no sex.” 
 
    “Except for when you take it up the ass.” 
 
    The girls laughed some more. 
 
    Rod hung in the cuffs. “Can you let me out?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    The girls undid the cuffs and Rod got off the bed. He was naked, with boobs, and feminized, and bits of feathers all over him. 
 
    His dick was now limp, and would remain that way for a year. 
 
    “So…where does this leave us?” asked Rod of Karen. 
 
    “Wherever I want, honey. I’ve got videos of you being screwed by a chicken. That would go over well in court. I’m sure the judge would give me everything, and put you in jail, too.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “But this,” Karen said with a smile. “I like you like this. So I’m going to keep you like this. If you don’t want to face a divorce, with LOTS of publicity, then you will stay female and wait on me for a year. And for that year I will occasionally take advantage of you. Unlike you, I’m not limp. I’ve got a plastic dick that will give you lots of fun.” 
 
    “And at the end of a year?” 
 
    “Then we’ll see.” 
 
    Rod nodded. He was caught, and he knew it. 
 
    “And, by the way?” Karen said. 
 
    Rod looked up. 
 
    “You will be expected to lay down for my friends here.” She put her arms over Rhonda and Sue’s shoulders and all three women grinned. 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ (47,000 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminization Ranch! 
 
    He had a problem and 
 
    bending over was the only solution! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    Howdy, folks! 
 
    This story is based on a book written by my bestie, Alyce Thorndyke. It’s called ‘The Broken Man.’ 
 
    In ‘The Broken Man’ a man’s wife tells him to get naked and climb into a strange lady’s trunk. He is then taken to a BDSM ranch where he has lots of adventures. 
 
    I recommend The Broken Man to all. 
 
    And I give you fair warning, this little homage, ‘Feminization Ranch,’ is a bit rough. Lots of sex, a guy with a big problem, and a solution that is over the top. 
 
    So think about how nasty you want it before you get this book. 
 
    As always…STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The swing couples party was a raving success. 
 
    Lynn Avalon was a rare beauty. She had golden blonde hair, impressive melons, and she drank too much. 
 
    Sam Otterson was a confirmed lecher. He tried to take advantage of Lynn. He followed her around the pool, cornered her in the kitchen, and began taking advantage of her. He felt her boobs, he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties, and just when he was about to slide into home plate she let loose. 
 
    “GAH!” Her vomit, a disgusting yellow color, painted his shirt, and when he jumped back it got all over his manhood. 
 
    He had, of course, a grateful audience who cheered. 
 
    Betsy Billings, meanwhile, was making out with Tom Forsythe. Then Randy Avalon, Lynn’s husband, came up and punched him in the nose. He was drunk, so it wasn’t much of a punch. 
 
    The two men rolled around on the ground for a minute, then Randy realized Betsy wasn’t his wife, so the two men went into a closet with Betsy. 
 
    A half a dozen people stood around the closet door, so drunk they could barely stand up. they listened to the sounds of slobber love and ripping clothes, and laughed. 
 
    A half hour later Tom and Randy came out of the closet, arms around each others shoulders and barely able to stand.  
 
    Betsy came out of the closet a minute later. She was trying to pull ripped pieces of cloth together, and she had the biggest smile. 
 
    Half a dozen people ended up in the pool, lost their clothes, and began playing musical fucks. The water turned frothy as they whooped it up. 
 
    People in the bedrooms fucking. People in the bathrooms puking. People out under the bushes. Everybody was having a good time. 
 
    Leo Sanderson was drunk, but not that drunk. 
 
    For a while he hung with his wife. He wondered if she was going to sneak off and screw somebody, and, eventually she disappeared. 
 
    Leo sauntered around the grounds, looking under bushes and peeking into bedroom windows. He tried the garage and two couples were int he back seats of the cars there, and the cars were bouncing like hippos on a trampoline. 
 
    Leo scowled. Damn. His wife had done it again. Seemed like when they went to these parties she always got taken, and he always ended up being left out.  
 
    He finally went to the patio to watch the goings on in the pool. He sat down in a swinging bench next to Jane Gustavson. 
 
    “Hey, Leo. How’s it hanging.” 
 
    “Long, loose and full of juice.” 
 
    Jane glanced at him, a wry look on her face. “You mean to tell me that with all the sex going on here you can’t get laid?” 
 
    He sighed, then turned to her. “Would you like to fuck?” 
 
    “Oh, gosh, no. I’m fucked out. But thanks for asking.” 
 
    “Well, that’s it,” he explained. “Every time I come to one of these I end up high and dry. People are already fucking, or they are done, and I never seem to get any.” 
 
    “Never?” 
 
    Jane had turned to him, and he appreciated her full breasts, her long, chestnut hair. She was a beauty. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “How about your wife?” 
 
    “Oh, she gets laid, and a lot. But me…I seem to be a loser.” 
 
    Jane was chuckling lightly, and she placed a hand on his knee and said, “Why don’t you stay right here. Bourbon and Coke?” 
 
    “Sure, and thanks.” 
 
    “It’s the least I can do for a loser,” she chortled, and she headed towards the kitchen. 
 
    A minute later she was back, and she handed Leo a glass. It was bourbon and Coke over ice, and it was delicious. He sipped and murmured, “Thanks.” 
 
    “Por nada.” 
 
    She had a glass, too, and she faced him when she sat down. “Do you really think you’re a loser?” 
 
    “Well, I’m not a winner, not here.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re just not horny enough?” 
 
    “Oh, God, I’m horny enough. Sandy horns me up for a couple of weeks before one of these shindigs. Won’t let me cum. Says I need to get out and mingle, and that being horny might do it.” 
 
    Jane laughed. All being horny will do is make you hornier, and make you desperate, and desperate men don’t usually get what they want.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    “Nah. You’ve already told yourself enough.” 
 
    He smiled wanly. 
 
    Todd Russo was banging Shiela Wainsworth on the diving board. He went up and down and the board was smacking her ass and everybody was cheering. 
 
    Leo sighed again. 
 
    “You know, there is a cure.” 
 
    “For what? Me and my malaise? What would that be?” 
 
    “Tandy’s Ranch.” 
 
    “And what, pray tell, is Tandy’s Ranch?” 
 
    “It’s a place where people go to lose their inhibitions. You surely don’t think you’re the only one in the world that’s a loser, do you?” 
 
    “Well, I figure there’s got to be other losers somewhere…” 
 
    “Heck, there’s lots of losers. And usually it is a simple lack of confidence, a bit of self pity, and lack of opportunity.” 
 
    Leo studied Jane. She had a low cut dress on, and he studied her chest especially hard. Then he caught himself and looked up at her laughing eyes. 
 
    “So what do they do? Is it some sort of therapy? A self help group?” 
 
    “All that and more, and none of that.” 
 
    Leo blinked and tilted his head. “Yes and no?” he asked. 
 
    “Yep. I’ll tell you what. Why don’t I call Mistress Tandy for you and arrange a meeting. She’ll tell you all about it. You can’t get in unless you get a recommendation, and pass an interview.” 
 
    “How do you know about it?” 
 
    “Roger was pretty much like you.” 
 
    “Roger? Your Roger?” 
 
    “My Roger. He acted like a loser, he wasn’t getting any, and I was getting fed up with it. Then somebody recommended Tandy’s Ranch, and the rest is history. 
 
    Leo thought about what Jane had told him. Roger was one of the most popular guys here. He fucked everybody and anybody, and was always in demand. 
 
    But he had once been a loser?  
 
    It sounded impossible. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Yes, you do, and I’ve made up my mind. I’ll pass the word, make the arrangements, and if you pass the initial investigation she’ll call you. Heck, I’ll even tell Sandy about it.” 
 
    That saddened Leo. If they went together she’d get all the fucking and he’d get bupkis.  
 
    But Jane saw what he was thinking. “Hey, don’t worry about it. You’ll get sorted out. And if Tandy thinks you’ll do better without your wife there, that’s what will happen.” 
 
    “Now it sounds even worse. It sounds like I don’t want my wife to come to this ranch with me.” 
 
    Jane shook her head. “Oh, Lord. Lord. You’ve got it bad. Well, I’ve laid the groundwork, and maybe Tandy will call you. Until then, do nothing. 
 
    “Nothing?” 
 
    “Nothing. Don’t stroke yourself, or rub up against a tree, and for God’s sake, don’t fuck your wife!” 
 
    He laughed, then smiled. This crazy conversation, it sounded too much. He’d have to wait and see. 
 
    “Leo! Where you been?” Sandy came out of the shadows. Apparently she had been in the side yard, maybe getting banged while standing up, maybe bending over for some lucky stud. 
 
    “How you doing, babe?” 
 
    “Oh, man! I’ve had the best time. How about you?” 
 
    Leo: “Well, I’ve, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, crap! You haven’t fucked anybody, have you?” 
 
    Jane was listening to their conversation, and she chimed in, “He almost screwed me, if that’s any consolation.” 
 
    Sandy gave her a quick smile, then turned back to Leo. “Leo. You’ve simply got to get over it. You’re the one who got us started in the swinger’s scene, and you’re going to have to start fucking.” 
 
    “Well, I—“ 
 
    “Sandy?” 
 
    Sandy turned to Jane. 
 
    “Leo and I were just talking about this very thing.” She said to Leo, “Why don’t you go get some drinks, and I’ll talk to your wife.” 
 
    Leo was glad for the break, and he hopped up and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Behind him, Jane patted the seat of the swinging bench and Sandy sat down. 
 
      
 
    Sandy was silent when they were driving home. It was late and the street was empty. Leo steered the car and felt sort of punk. All that funking, and he hadn’t gotten any. 
 
    “What are you thinking about?” asked Sandy. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    “You’re thinking that we started this swing, hot wife sort of thing, and you thought you were going to get laid…and you’re getting a lot of nothing.” 
 
    Leo was silent. She had hit it right on. 
 
    “So what do you think about this Tandy Ranch thing?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Honey, you’ve lost your confidence. From what Jane told me it’s a BDSM orgy. You’ll get fucked whether you want to or not, and you’ll get over whatever neuroses you’ve got.” 
 
    Leo was silent. She was right. He had so little confidence when it came to this life style that he was downright sad. 
 
    “So I want you to go to this ranch.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes. I do. I want you to go and figure things out. I want you to have as much fun as I’m having. And this sounds like it might work.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. We always agreed to watch out for each other, and you wouldn’t be there…” 
 
    “No. But I’m not having any trouble. I’m having a fucking good time, if you get what I mean. So I want you to go and have a fucking good time. I want you to use your cock until it droops. If you don’t come back with notches on your weenie…well, I don’t know what I’ll do. But…you have to go.” 
 
    At that moment they arrived home and the conversation ended. 
 
    But Leo didn’t stop thinking about his problem. 
 
    In fact, he was thinking about it more and more. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up! Wake up!” 
 
    Sandy shook Leo and he blinked his eyes and muttered, “What the…” 
 
    “Today’s the day! Today you get interviewed by Mistress Tandy! You passed the initial investigation and she’s willing to come talk to you!” 
 
    Leo struggled up on his elbows. 
 
    Sandy threw open the drapes and let the sun dash him in the eyes. 
 
    “Whoa,” he muttered. Then he yawned, stretched, got out of bed, and headed for the shower. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Leo was dressed and eating breakfast. 
 
    He liked to eat mush in the morning. Oatmeal with a big square of butter and a tablespoon of honey. He spooned it down his gullet and Sandy sat opposite him and regarded him. 
 
    “You really want me to do this.” 
 
    “Oh, God. Yes!” 
 
    “Well, okay. If this Mistress Tandy person approves of me.” 
 
    “What’s not to improve?” 
 
    “So, since I’m going to go, and might be gone for a while, do you think we could have some sex?” 
 
    “Not on your life, buster!” Sandy laughed harshly, but humorously. “She said she wants you orgasm free and thoroughly edged.” 
 
    “Well, I am that. You haven’t fucked me for a month, but you’ve certainly driven me crazy.” 
 
    She patted his hand. “Don’t worry, honey. It’s for a good cause.” 
 
    At that moment: DING DONG! 
 
    “Come on!” Sandy leaped to her feet and rushed to the front door. 
 
    Leo took his last bite of mush and washed his dish, then sauntered into the living room. 
 
    Truth, he was nervous. He had a problem, and he didn’t want to talk about it, and he didn’t think some trip to a sexual dude ranch was going to help him. 
 
    He turned into the living room and his eyes opened. 
 
    Mistress Tandy was an absolutely, stone cold fox! Spelled foXXX! 
 
    “Hi,” he managed. 
 
    Mistress Tandy stepped forward and held out her hand.  
 
    She was a tall woman, maybe six feet, and she was built. Her legs were long, her butt was round, and her tits were big. 
 
    She wore a pencil skirt, nylons and high heels on the bottom. 
 
    She wore a blouse with a short jacket on the top, and the jacket couldn’t be buttoned over her sizable jugs. 
 
    Her lips were full and wet looking. Her hair was tawny blonde and she had this expression on her face like she knew what you were thinking. 
 
    “Hello, Leo. Can we sit down over on the sofa? Sandy. You’re invited, but I’ll be wanting Leo to answer the questions, and I won’t be shy about telling you to be quiet.” 
 
    “That’s okay with me,” Sandy said. “This is all about Leo, anyway.” 
 
    Tandy smiled. 
 
    Leo asked, “Would you like water? A drink, coffee?” 
 
    Plain water with a wedge of lemon on the rim. 
 
    She watched, and he thought maybe she was checking how compliant he was. 
 
    “Okay. Just have a seat and I’ll be right back.” 
 
    Leo went to the kitchen and made three glasses of water with lemon. He brought them into the living room and passed them 
 
    Sandy was on the Queen Ann chair, leaning forward in conversation with Tandy. Tandy gave a sort of nod that truncated the conversation and turned to Leo. 
 
    “Excellent,” she sipped her water. She left a faint impression of her lips on the glass. She handed the glass to Leo. “Drink from my imprint.” 
 
    Leo was fastidious. He didn’t normally do this kind of thing. But he knew she was testing him. Judging him. 
 
    He looked at the lip print on the glass and time seemed to slow down. 
 
    Her lips on the glass. 
 
    If he drank from those lips it would be like he was kissing her. 
 
    Sandy was staring at him, fascinated. She was doing a little judging on her own. 
 
    His lips approached the lip of the glass. They touched, and he sipped. 
 
    His heart was pounding. 
 
    He handed the glass back. 
 
    Tandy took it and set it on the coffee table. 
 
    “So tell me about this problem of yours?” 
 
    Leo knew he couldn’t hold back, or hedge, or do anything but be honest. Not if he wanted to be accepted at the Tandy Ranch. 
 
    “Sandy and I decided to enter the swinging lifestyle. She’s adapted well. We go to parties often, but I…I have trouble making connections.” 
 
    “What happens?” 
 
    “When I meet somebody I’d like to make love to?” 
 
    “Don’t stall for time. Just give me the facts.” 
 
    He nodded and said, “I get tongue tied. Women seem willing, but I can’t talk, and other men move in and take them.” 
 
    “Have you made love to any other women at these parties?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Okay, let me ask you some questions.” 
 
    He was nervous now. The way she was arrowing in on him was actually sort of scary. 
 
    “How old were you when you first masturbated?” 
 
    “I think 12.” 
 
    “And did you enjoy it?” 
 
    “I thought I’d broken something. All this semen came out, and…I was scared.” 
 
    “And how many women have you been with.” 
 
    He answered and the questions kept coming. 
 
    “How old were you when you lost your virginity?” 
 
    “Do you fantasize? 
 
    What do you fantasize about?” 
 
    “Have you ever engaged in anal sex.” 
 
    And on and on and on. 
 
    It was sort of like twenty questions, but much more intense. 
 
    After a while Tandy started slipping questions to Sandy. Quick and innocuous, but the answers gave clues to Leo’s personality. 
 
    And, finally, it came down to it. 
 
    “If I accept you for the ranch, would you like to do it?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “No thinking. You ‘know’ so, or you don’t want to go.” 
 
    He blurted, “Yes.” 
 
    He didn’t have to explain. She knew what he meant. 
 
    “Okay. I’d like you to go out to my car, open the boot, take your clothes off, and get in.” 
 
    Sandy sat up straight. 
 
    “You mean…” then he stopped talking. 
 
    This was a test. It was shut up or put up. It was we’re done with talking, it’s time to start walking. 
 
    He stood up, faced Sandy. “I’ll see you when I get back,” he said. 
 
    But it was a subtle statement. He was saying something, but asking permission, too. 
 
    “Have fun, honey.” 
 
    He turned to Tandy. “Can I kiss my wife?” 
 
    “Hurry.” 
 
    Leo was blushing, but he almost leaped across the space between  them. 
 
    They kissed, a curious blend of hunger and good bye. Then Leo turned and walked out of the room. 
 
    He heard the two women talking as he passed through the foyer.  
 
    It was sunny out, and she was driving a Mercedes. He opened the trunk and looked into it. 
 
    A spare tire and a bag of what looked like tools. He pushed the stuff to the side, took his clothes off, and climbed in. He lay in the back of the car and got as comfortable as he could. The floor was hard with only a light black bit of outdoor carpet in it. His cock stuck out from between his legs and bobbed. 
 
    He wondered how such an experience could result in him being horny, but it was. 
 
    He moved the bag and realized there was water in it, but he didn’t take it out. He suspected it was for him, but…he hadn’t been told so. 
 
    He lay there, the lid open, the sun heating up the little space, and waited. 
 
    Tandy had said ‘hurry,’ but she seemed to be in no hurry. Long minutes passed before he heard the front door open and close. Then he heard foot steps, Tandy’s high heels clicking, and she peered down into the trunk. 
 
    “There’s water in the bag. Please pee in the bottle when it’s empty. I don’t want a stinky car.” 
 
    With that she closed the lid. 
 
    It was dark. And it was hot. There were some holes at the sides of the trunk next to the back seat. He imagined he would get some air conditioning through them, but right now he was getting nothing. 
 
    The women talked outside the car for a few more minutes. They spoke in low tones and he couldn’t really hear what they were saying. 
 
    Then the car door opened and the car lowered as Tandy sat down. She heard her say good bye, then the car motor started up. 
 
    The car lurched into forward motion and he bounced in the trunk space. He felt every dip and bump as the car drove down the driveway. Then it hit the street and smoothed out. 
 
    It was a quiet car, nothing but the drove of tires on the road, and he heard Tandy plainly when she yelled back to him. 
 
    “It’s a four hour drive, so settle in. And remember what I said about water and pee.” 
 
    Leo found himself nodding. 
 
    Within minutes the AC kicked in and cold air came through the little holes next tot he back seat. 
 
    Then Tandy turned on the radio and good music invaded the trunk. 
 
    Loreena McKinnett. Nora Jones. And his favorite, Katie Melua. 
 
    Leo lay on the hard floor of the trunk and tried to get comfortable. 
 
      
 
    The miles passed, mostly freeway, and time dragged. Leo was thirsty, but didn’t want to drink because he didn’t want to pee. There was only one bottle of water, it was small, and how the heck could he contort himself to pee in the bottle? 
 
    So he waited, and when he realized he was going to have to pee anyway, he drank the whole bottle. 
 
    Within a few minutes he was feeling like he was going to bust, so he hunched over on his side, held the top of the bottle against his cock head, and tried to pee in it. 
 
    Mostly, he was successful. He got a little of the pee on his thigh, a bit on the floor, but the bottle was almost full. He capped it and put it aside. 
 
    Then Tandy hit some wiggles and bumps. The Mercedes was probably comfortable for people in the seats, but for Leo it was terrible. He jounced, banged his head on the tire, which was hopping a bit, and had rug burns on his elbows and knees. 
 
    Then the road smoothed out. It wasn’t a tar or cement road, but it was heaven after the bumps he had been put through. 
 
    Then the car sped up, and he could feel it sliding around corners. 
 
    And it stopped. 
 
    Voices greeting Mistress Tandy. 
 
    She got out and closed the door, then it was silent. 
 
    It grew hot in the trunk without the air conditioning running. 
 
    “Hey!” yelled Leo. 
 
    No answer. 
 
    So he just lay there, his body sweating, and waited. 
 
    A while later, no way to tell how long, he heard footsteps. Then the door opened and the trunk latch clicked. Leo pushed the lid up and tried to get out of the trunk. 
 
    He was tired, needed water, and weak from not moving for so long. 
 
    “Hello, Leo.” 
 
    A woman loomed into the light and he blinked. 
 
    “Come on, let’s get you out of there.” 
 
    She was a big woman, real big. Six foot six, and muscular. 
 
    She grabbed Leo and hoisted him, and he fell over the lip of the trunk and sprawled on the ground. 
 
    The woman laughed. “Up on your feet, Leo. We have to get you dressed.” 
 
    She helped him to his feet.  
 
    “Water,” he gasped. 
 
    “Time enough for that. More important to get you ready.” 
 
    She walked him across a lawn, and he looked around and took in his surroundings. 
 
    A big ranch house, two story, lots of rooms. There was a building attached to the rear that looked like a kitchen. Leastwise he saw a big, round woman throwing scraps to three naked people. 
 
    Leo blinked. Scraps? To people? 
 
    “What are they…” he mumbled, but the big woman ignored him. 
 
    “I heard you have trouble fucking. Is that true?” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    They were heading towards a large barn. To the left was a field of green grass. Two large women were sitting in sulkies and slapping the asses of the teams pulling them. The teams consisted of a naked man each. The two women doing the harness racing were big, like the woman guiding Leo. They wore leather, skin tight shorts and halter tops. Their breasts bulged over the halter tops. 
 
    Then Leo realized the men pulling them were wearing some sort of bikini. 
 
    Before he could figure out their apparel the woman leading him to the barn said, “My name is Mistress Shiela. You’ll be kissing my ass a lot, and I’ll be fucking yours.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He stared at her leather shorts and halter top, her long hair done in a top knot and her red lips. 
 
    “This ranch practices BDSM. Mostly for shits and giggles, lot of people like to be tied up, whipped, tickled, fucked in various manners, and so on. This is the off season, however, and we do take on special cases. Cases like yours.” 
 
    Leo was pretty aware now, and he took note of the neatness of the place, saw a couple of other mistresses, and masters. 
 
    The masters were scary. They wore bikini things, but their cocks were large and stuck out in front of them, red and dripping. 
 
    Mistress Shiela entered the barn and it was suddenly cool. There was a long row of stalls. There were horses on one side—the ranch was apparently a working ranch—but on the other side were people. The stalls were smaller and the people were standing, naked but for the weird bikini outfits. 
 
    Some of the ‘people-horses’ were men, and some were women. Sometimes they were by themselves, sometimes other people, wearing the same types of clothes, were grooming them. They brushed their flesh with brushes which were stiff bristled, or so Leo assumed from the way the people shied away and tried to avoid the brushes. 
 
    People brushed the ‘people-horses’ long hair. 
 
    Then he passed a stall where a woman was on all fours, tied to a contraption of bars with a milking machine attached to her nipples. She moaned as the machine chugged and sucked the milk out of her tits. 
 
    “What the fuck?” whispered Leo. He was started to get alarmed. 
 
    He had joined the wife swapping lifestyle, he had seen people doing strange things, but to be milked like a cow? 
 
    “Stand right here.” 
 
    Shiela pointed to a small stand. Leo stepped up on the thing. 
 
    Shiela wrapped a leather strap around his wrist and fastened a hook. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Leo tried to get loose, but Shiela grabbed his free arm and pulled it out. She was stronger than him, much stronger, and he presented no problem for her. 
 
    She fastened another leather strap to his other wrist, and he was caught. His arms were outstretched, and, what was worse, his dick was getting hard. 
 
    “Nice,” said Mistress Shiela, stroking his shaft. 
 
    “Let me go!” 
 
    “No can do. And, please, no yelling. It’s too early in the morning for a spanking.” 
 
    Leo’s mouth was open and his eyes were wide. He was thirsty and his voice was hoarse, and his dick was getting harder and harder. 
 
    Mistress Shiela moved to a work bench and began fiddling with something. It looked like one of the leather bikini things the men were wearing on the ranch. 
 
    “What are you doing?” He struggled, pulled on the leather straps holding him, but he was unable to get loose. 
 
    “Well, Leo, men on the ranch are required to wear a certain uniform.” 
 
    She turned a round and held up a leather bikini. But it was a weird bikini. It had a little hole in the front for his cock to stick out. 
 
    Mistress Tandy walked over to him. “No kicking, please. I’ll beat you with a plow line if you do.” 
 
    Her voice was definitely no nonsense. Still, Leo wanted to kick. He wanted to fight back. He didn’t know exactly what was going on, but he was having natural reactions to being imprisoned. 
 
    Mistress Shiela pushed the hole in the belt over his cock, then pulled his balls through. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She grinned, and tightened the hole. 
 
    Now his cock was engorged, the blood trapped. It wasn’t tight enough to hurt him, but it definitely made his cock bigger, and he doubted he would be able to cum with the thing on. 
 
    Mistress Shiela pulled the sides of the bikini around his waist and fastened it in the small of his back. It was very tight. Then she pulled the bottom part of the bikini between his legs and a little bit up his crack. 
 
    “Ow!” he yelped. 
 
    “Don’t be such a sissy,” Mistress Shiela grunted, pulling it tighter. 
 
    Now his ass cheeks were slightly spread right below his buns. This allowed access to his asshole, which was good because if it wasn’t for that he would be pooping on the leather. 
 
    “We’ve made improvements to your uniform over the years, but if you get any poop on yourself you can run down to the river and jump in. It’s that way.” Mistress Shiela waved across the big green field where the harness racing was occurring.  
 
    She pulled the bikini bottoms even tighter, then snapped some rivets in place. She loosened the straps holding his arms and helped him off the platform. 
 
    Leo looked at his groin in shock. 
 
    His cock was big and red, but couldn’t cum. His asshole was presented and even open a bit. 
 
    Then Mistress Shiela grabbed him and kissed him. 
 
    Leo struggled, but he was helpless in her arms. 
 
    She manipulated him easily. She grabbed his cock and backed up to what looked like a tack room. But when she pulled him through the door he saw there was a bed there. And a bookshelf and it was quite pleasant. 
 
    “This is my quarters. Any time you want to fuck, just come a’knockin’. I don’t usually fuck just anybody, but Mistress Tandy explained about you.” 
 
    She pushed him back on the bed and he lay on his back and looked up. 
 
    “I don’t…what do you mean she explained about me?” 
 
    “She said you’re a swinger, but you’re afraid of fucking other women.” 
 
    “What? No! I just…” 
 
    “You just what?” Mistress Shiela wiggled out of her tight pants. She stood over him, her legs spread slightly, and her breasts heaving. 
 
    “I don’t want to…” He was prevaricating, but he didn’t understand his own motivations. Mistress Shiela understood this. 
 
    “You are a swinger that doesn’t want to fuck? Do you know how ridiculous that sounds?” 
 
    She grabbed his legs and lifted them. He was completely exposed, his cock sticking up and his asshole gaping open underneath it. 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    She kept pushing his legs until they were on his shoulders. “Nice asshole, but I think I want the cock. You ever been fucked Amazon style?” 
 
    “Amazon? Let me go! You can’t—“ 
 
    She moved forward and squatted over his penis. She lowered herself and sighed. 
 
    Usually a man lays on top of the woman and has his legs on the inside of a woman’s legs. This is called the Missionary position. But Shiela was now sitting on his thighs, her large breasts bulging, and her vulva controlling the action. 
 
    Leo was completely engulfed. She rocked back and forth and leaned down and pinched his nipples. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Oh, shut up and take it like a woman.” Shiela grinned as she said this. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Shiela rocked back and forth, and started pulling on her own nipples. It only took a moment for the glaze to come over her eyes as she approached orgasm. 
 
    “You see,” she licked her lips and wiggled a bit. 
 
    Leo’s cock was straight up and totally taken advantage of. 
 
    “You see…when a man is scared of sex, a man like you with a wife, then it is almost always the fact that he is scared of cheating on his wife.” 
 
    “I’m not scared! I’m a swinger!” 
 
    “A swinger who doesn’t fuck. Right.” 
 
    She angled her hips, moved his legs slightly. “Ah, yes. That’s the place.” 
 
    “Let me up.” 
 
    “You’re scared. You watch your wife fuck and get fucked, but there is a fear deep inside. Will she leave you? Will somebody else fuck her better than you? And this causes you to hold yourself back. I think I’m going to…oh, fuck…Oh…Oh…GAH!” 
 
    Shiela orgasmed about as hard as a woman could. Leo watched in amazement as she twitched and jerked and her eyes rolled back in the sockets. 
 
    Then she was leaning forward a little, still holding him inside her. “Damn. You’re good. I’ll tell the others.” 
 
    But Leo now had little tears running down his cheeks. 
 
    Shiela smiled wanly and touched his. tears, wiped them away. “What’s the matter, Leo?” 
 
    “You can’t do this! you can’t!” 
 
    “You would be surprised at what I can and can’t do.” 
 
    Then she stood up, sighing as his red cock pulled out of her hole.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Shiela tossed him out of the barn. She pointed towards the kitchen and said, “Go see Mistress Helen. Get some water. Maybe even some food.” 
 
    Leo staggered across the lawn towards the far house. The bikini thing didn’t chafe him, but it caused him to be awkward when walking. It kept his boner boning, and his asshole open, and that was awkward. 
 
    He approached the back extension on the house and heard the rattle of pots and pans, the sound of a deep, robust laughter. 
 
    Outside the door he saw the three people who had been getting fed scraps lying on the ground like a bunch of lazy hounds. They looked up at him in curiosity, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    He knocked on the screen door and it rattled in the frame. 
 
    “Yo!” A large, round figure came out of the darkness. “Oh, you must be Leo. The fuckless fuck.” 
 
    She opened the door leaned forward and grabbed his erect cock and pulled him into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Mistress Helen was built like a cannon ball. She had big boobs, and they sagged. She wasn’t wearing a halter top, or leather shorts. She wore only a pink apron. 
 
    “You must be thirsty.” She dragged him to a big sink, gripped the sink sprayer and aimed it at his mouth. She turned on the cold water and the stream of water hit his mouth. 
 
    It was ludicrous, but he was thirsty, so he gulped. 
 
    Mistress Helen laughed and kept spraying until he closed his mouth and shook his head. 
 
    “Clean up the floor and I’ll fuck you.” 
 
    Leo blinked. There was a lot of water on the floor from the sprayer. 
 
    “If you fuck me good maybe I’ll give you some dog food. Or dog poop. Around here we don’t differentiate.” 
 
    He looked at her. 
 
    “The floor, bozo!” 
 
    She turned away and left him. She walked across the kitchen to a stove, took out a frying pan, slapped a steak in it, and began cooking. 
 
    Leo found a mop in a closet and began mopping. He cleaned up the floor while Mistress Helen ignored him, then put the mop away. 
 
    When he closed the door to the mop closet, however, Mistress Helen was right behind him. She again grabbed his cock.  
 
    “You want steak or dog shit?” 
 
    “Steak,” his voice was strangled and his eyes were crossed from her grip on him. 
 
    “Then lay down, I think I love you.” 
 
    Mistress Helen was bigger than him, and stronger, and she put a foot behind his and executed a judo throw. 
 
    Leo hit the floor, and she pushed his legs up, the same way Mistress Shiela had, and sat on his cock. 
 
    Leo’s eyes bulged. This was his second fuck in fifteen minutes, and with no squirt. 
 
    He couldn’t squirt! 
 
    But that didn’t seem to matter to the mistresses. 
 
    Once again locked into the Amazon position, Mistress Helen’s bulk greater than Mistress Shiela’s, Leo felt her pussy slide down over him. 
 
    He gasped, couldn’t struggle, then just lay there as she worked him. 
 
    “Scared your wife will leave you, eh? What a bozo! Who would leave this dingus?” 
 
    She rocked and she rolled. She leaned forward and her large breasts hung long and touched his lips. 
 
    “Suck me, lover. Show me you care.” 
 
    Leo’s horniness quotient was out the roof now. He wanted to cum in the worst possible way, but…the bikini thing stopped him. All he could do was be hard. 
 
    But he tried. He worked his legs and tried to thrust up into Mistress Helen. 
 
    She laughed. “Aha! Go for it, little man!” 
 
    He did, but he couldn’t cum. 
 
    Mistress Helen, however, could. She suddenly gave a big groan and her ass shivered and he could feel her pussy gripping his tool and shaking it. 
 
    But he still couldn’t cum! 
 
    Mistress Helen stood up, grinned down at him. “Boy, you have a most excellent fuck tool. No woman would ever give that up, not no how for nobody.” 
 
    Leo struggled to his feet. 
 
    Mistress Helen went to the big stove and grabbed the handle of the frying pan. “Damn. Good timing, too.” 
 
    She turned the pan over and the steak flopped into a big plate. She had snuck some tatter tots around the lip of the steak, and they were soaked in that good grease. She brought the steak and potatoes to a table in the middle of the kitchen and set it down. 
 
    “Right here, Leo. You done good, so you eat good.” 
 
    Leo’s mouth was watering. The steak was done to perfection. It had been pounded and dosed with herbs and it was scrumpdiddlyumpcioius. Leo attacked it and Helen sat down and watched him. 
 
    “You’re a good fuck, boner face.” 
 
    “Boner face?” 
 
    “You got horny written all over you. Honestly, I don’t see why you’re having such problems.” 
 
    “I’m not having problems.” 
 
    “A dick like that and you’re afraid to share it?” 
 
    “I’m not afraid.” 
 
    But something was breaking down inside Leo. Am I afraid? 
 
    He said, “Does everybody think I have a problem?” 
 
    “Everybody knows you have a problem.” 
 
    “So is everybody gonna be sitting on my dick?” 
 
    “Everybody and their aunt. But, don’t worry, we’ll keep the farm animals away from you.” 
 
    “Oh, thanks.” He spoke dryly. 
 
    “Don’t mock me, sonny boy. You’ll just make me want to fuck you all the harder.” 
 
    When Leo finished his steak Mistress Helen pushed him out the door. “Go have some fun, and get over yourself, okay?” 
 
    Leo stood outside the door and looked around the property. It was neat and kept up. A working ranch, and a BDSM ranch. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    He looked down at one of the people laying like a dog. It was a man wearing the same type of bikini harness he was. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Is it true that you’re afraid to fuck?” 
 
    “ARGH!” Leo stomped off. 
 
    Behind him a woman whispered, “I think you pissed him off.” 
 
    “Better to be pissed off than pissed on,” said the man sagely. 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” The girl jumped onto him and began pissing. 
 
    “No!” But he was laughing. 
 
    Leo headed across the field. He had no goal, he just wanted to see the stream he had been told to wash off in. It was hot, and he could do with a dip. 
 
    He passed the barn, and saw that Mistress Shiela was putting a bikini/chastity/whatever it was belt on a girl. 
 
    He paused and watched. The women received a halter top with her nipples protruding through little holes. Her bottom offered no protection at all. There was a hole for a cock to be inserted. 
 
    Then Leo saw Mistress Shiela looking at him. He quickly dodged back and headed for the stream. 
 
    He crossed the big field and entered a little path. He walked for some minutes and came out on a stream. It was sparkling under the sun and half a dozen people were swimming or sunning. 
 
    Leo paused, then moved a bit to the side and stepped into the water. 
 
    The water was perfect. He lay, his cock sticking up, and enjoyed the cool. 
 
    “Hey? Are you the guy who doesn’t like to fuck?” 
 
    He put his feet on the bottom and rolled up. 
 
    The girl was built. It seemed like everybody was built in this place. Her tits bulged over her halter and her nipples stuck out rigidly through the little holes. 
 
    “I like to fuck.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” she grinned an impish grin. She had the most beautiful face, all soft and red lipped and eager to please. “Show me!” 
 
    “Uh…I just…Mistress Shiela and Mistress Helen both—“ 
 
    “Then you should be ready. I know it’s too soon for you to cum, but you need to horny up if you’re going to make it.” 
 
    “What?” Her words made no sense. 
 
    “What? Is this your first time at the ranch?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was standing next to him now, and the people down the stream were ignoring them. 
 
    “Well, I know it feels like you can’t cum with this things on, but you can. You just got to fuck enough, get horny enough, and then you’ll pop.” 
 
    Leo’s mouth opened slightly. It seemed like his mind was constantly being blown. 
 
    “And the long you put it off, the harder it gets, and when you do squirt…hooo!” She waved her hand in the air as if to cool herself off. 
 
    “Oh, well, thank you for…” 
 
    She grabbed his weenie. “Come on, slick, gimme the dick!” 
 
    He pushed her hands away and started for the bank, then he stopped. 
 
    One of the big mistresses was standing on the bank. 
 
    “Leo!” she thundered, drawing the attention of everybody in the stream, “Are you refusing to fuck Shirley?” 
 
    “Wha…no…wait!” 
 
    But the big Amazon woman jumped into the water and grabbed his hair. She dragged him back towards the laughing Shirley. 
 
    “Come here, girl, take advantage of this schmuck.” 
 
    Mistress Jenny held him, and Shirley mounted him, and he felt like his mind was grinding into dust. 
 
      
 
    And so the days went. Wherever he went a Master or Mistress found him, and if they didn’t fuck him themselves, they made him fuck one of the other ‘visitors’ to the ranch. 
 
    He slept in a big room with a dozen other people, and hands and mouths and pussies sought out hands and mouths and cocks. 
 
    In a different universe it would have been heaven. 
 
    In Leo’s universe it was hell. 
 
    He became dazed, was confused, and the days passed, episode after episode of wild sex. With them being wild and him being…subdued. 
 
    And getting more subdued. 
 
    And now he admitted it. He had a block. According to the Masters and Mistresses it was his fear of losing his wife, and he started to consider it. 
 
    He had initiated the conversations that had led them to swinging. 
 
    He wanted to swing. 
 
    He was a horny bastard and wanted to fuck a million women. 
 
    But he was the one who couldn’t seem to get it going. 
 
    At the swinger parties he managed to never hook up. He’d get a feel here, a grope there, but…no fucks. 
 
    Sandy didn’t have that problem. She sought out men and rode them to frothy squirts. She loved the lifestyle. 
 
    So…was it true? Did he have a problem? 
 
    One day, a couple of weeks after he had arrived at the ranch, he was summoned to Mistress Tandy’s study. 
 
    He walked in and she smiled at him. “How’s it going, Leo? I hear you’re pleasing a lot of people.” 
 
    “I’m trying,” but there was a subdued kind of a stutter to his words. 
 
    “Are you? I don’t think so. You let yourself be fucked, and you do the moves to give pleasure, but you’re not trying to give yourself pleasure.” 
 
    “But I am!” 
 
    “So we’ve decided to implement a special program for you.” 
 
    Now he was suspicious. His eyes closed a little, his head turned a little, and he asked, “What?” 
 
    “When a man is in your position, afraid to fuck a woman, it is because he doesn’t really understand what a woman is, what she feels, what she goes through.” 
 
    “But I understand!” 
 
    Tandy chuckled. “You keep saying that, but I don’t see you squirting your brains out.” 
 
    “I just…I don’t…” 
 
    “So we’re going to help you. I want you to report to Mistress Martha. She’s in the basement.” 
 
    “What…what is going to happen?” 
 
    “We’re going to show you what a women feels.” 
 
    Leo stood, and found he was trembling. 
 
    He had fucked, and been taken to the edge, but he couldn’t get over the edge. Now he was having a reaction. 
 
    “Leo?” Mistress Tandy’s brows knit, she could see he was having a severe reaction. 
 
    “I…need…to go.” 
 
    Mistress Tandy took a step towards him, and Leo broke. 
 
    “NO!” he screamed and ran for the door. 
 
    He ran down the hallway and burst into the sunlight. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Tandy, and she reached under her desk for the red button. 
 
    BWOOOP! BWOOOP! BWOOOP! The sirens went off. 
 
    Leo ran down the driveway. He had to get away. He had to leave! 
 
    BWOOOP! BWOOOP! BWOOOP! 
 
    Masters and Mistresses ran for the main house. As they reached the side entrance Mistress Tandy met them. 
 
    “Leo has had a major break. You need to bring him to the basement!” 
 
    The tall, strong men and women spread out over the ranch. 
 
    They looked in nooks and crannies. 
 
    Several masters and mistresses headed for the stream. Several more ran down the driveway. 
 
    Leo reached the gate. It was closed, and a sign stated: 
 
      
 
    CAUTION! 
 
    Electrical fence! 
 
    Do not touch! 
 
     
 
    Leo reached out, wanted to touch, to push, to climb, but there was just enough sense left in his frazzled mind that he didn’t. He turned to the right and began following the fence. There had to be someplace where he could get over, or under. A tree limb, an animal trail. 
 
    Behind him he heard yells, and he hurried. 
 
    For an hour the masters and mistresses searched the property. They went through every structure, followed the fence around the property, even went through the woods and searched the tops of the tall trees. 
 
    Then Leo burst out of the brush at the stream. 
 
    Three Masters and two Mistresses were discussing the situation. they turned, and their eyes lit up. 
 
    Leo ran back into the brush, but it was too late. They had him cornered. 
 
    They followed the sounds of his flight, then they heard silence. 
 
    The Masters and Mistresses came out on a fire road. in the middle of the road Leo was laying face down, his hips going up and down. He had seen a gopher hole, he had his penis in the hole and was trying to get off. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” 
 
    Quickly but efficiently the Masters and Mistresses picked him up. They were gentle, he was hurting, after all, and they took him back to the main house. 
 
    Mistress Tandy heaved a sigh of relief and welcomed him back, told him it would be all right. Mistress Helen told him she would be fixing his favorite meal. 
 
    Mistress Shiela asked if she could be the one to fuck him when he was ready. 
 
    Leo wasn’t aware of all this, he just gibbered and cried, and they took him down to the basement of the big house. 
 
     
 
    Leo lay on a bed, straps securing him. A Master and a Mistress watched over him. They didn’t speak, and neither did he. He did make moans and sounds every once in a while. 
 
    The door opened and the largest Mistress he had ever seen stepped into the room. 
 
    She was over six foot eight, but her body was in proper proportion to her height. 
 
    She had enormous tits, with big nipples projecting from her halter top.  
 
    Her hair was long and tied in the usual top knot. Her eyes were big and almost luminescent, and she smiled with large, white teeth. 
 
    The Master and the Mistress stood up respectfully. 
 
    “Hello, Leo.” 
 
    Leo turned his head towards her. “Who…who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Mistress Martha, and I’m going to be in charge of your make over.” 
 
    “But I don’t want a make over!” 
 
    “Everybody wants a make over.” 
 
    Another Mistress pushed a cart into the room. It was loaded with beauty products. 
 
    “I don’t!” 
 
    “You only think you don’t. But you do.” 
 
    There wasn’t much Leo could say to such positiveness, so he said nothing. 
 
    Martha walked around him, she felt his cock and smiled. 
 
    “You can’t do this.” 
 
    Still, Martha kept the smile on her face. She positioned the cart and began to work. 
 
    The Master and Mistress sat down and waited. The assistant Mistress who had brought the cart helped, and Leo began to transform. 
 
    He was Naired, and his hair wiped off. All that was left were the long locks on his head. 
 
    His face was cleansed and primed. He was blushed and bronzed. His eyebrows were plucked and he suffered through mascara and eye liner. 
 
    At one point he tried to struggle, but Martha placed a brace around his head and immobilized him. 
 
    The assistant painted his toenails, then gave him long, red, fake fingernails. 
 
    Leo’s mind was struggling. He thought he was going crazy, and he certainly had reason to think that. The way he gibbered, his shattered way of thinking…he felt like he was going crazy. 
 
    Martha began putting syringes into his pecs and pushing liquid into his chest. He began to grow perfect, little mounds, which became bigger and bigger. 
 
    Mistress Shiela entered the room. She brought a halter top with her and put it on Leo. 
 
    “Mistress Shiela?” 
 
    “Yes, Leo?” 
 
    “You can’t let them do this to me! I’m not a woman!” 
 
    “Of course you are. And this is going to continue until you grow up and act like a woman.” 
 
    Martha worked over his eyes. She said, “I’m using permanent make up. It’s not really that permanent, but it’ll last a couple of months. 
 
    And, finally, she painted his lips a bright, moist-looking red. 
 
    Now the Master and Mistress moved in. They held up a mirror, and Leo was stunned. They had styled his hair, and his boobs…his boobs! 
 
    The Master and Mistress put the mirror down and helped Leo up. 
 
    He stood, and was shaking. “Let’s go see Mistress Tandy.” 
 
    They walked Leo up the stairs to the ground floor, and Mistress Tandy, and several Masters and Mistresses were waiting. 
 
    “Leo! You look so beautiful!” 
 
    “I’m not a woman!” 
 
    “You are now, and let me tell you what is going to happen.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “You will have to ask for your next fuck.” 
 
    “I don’t want one!” 
 
    “But you’ll stay here, no relief for your poor peeny, until you do.” 
 
    “I want to go home.” 
 
    “I know. Release him.” 
 
    The Master and Mistress stood back. 
 
    Leo stood, wavering, shaking, and looked around. 
 
    He was able to move, to go where he wanted, as long as he stayed on the ranch. 
 
    Mistress Helen came through a door and grinned. “Here you are! And you’re so beautiful! I told Mistress you would be. Now come along, I’ve fixed your favorite meal. And…I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    Mistress Helen took his hand—not his cock, he was still too fragile for that—and walked him back to the kitchen. 
 
    She had fixed braised ribs for him, and it was his favorite meal. But he had never told her. How did she know? 
 
    “How did you know?” he asked as she held a chair for him to sit down. 
 
    “That’s the big surprise. Sandy?” 
 
    Sandy stepped in through the screen door. 
 
    His wife. 
 
    The woman he loved more than anybody in the world. 
 
    “Hello, honey.” 
 
    “Oh…my…GOD!” 
 
    He was up, almost upsetting the table, and in her arms. 
 
    “It’s okay. Take it easy,” she brushed his hair and held him and kissed him. 
 
    After a long minute Mistress Helen cleared here throat. “Time enough for that later. Your dinner is getting cold.” 
 
    Leo sat down, trembling, and Sandy sat down across from him. 
 
    “I heard you’ve been having a rough time, Leo.” 
 
    He burbled something, but wasn't sure what. 
 
    Sandy leaned forward. “You’ve got a problem, Leo, and I want you to fix it.” 
 
    “I…I…” the problem was in the edge of his consciousness, just waiting to be revealed, to be admitted to. 
 
    “Now, I want you to ask for a fuck. You’re going to have to if you want to ever leave this place.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Leo. I’m laying down the law here. I love you, but I can’t live with a man with mental problems. So…if you don’t ask for a fuck, I’m going to leave you.” 
 
    Leo started crying. He sobbed, and the tears sprinkled his braised ribs. He couldn’t seem to stop. 
 
    He was very aware that he now looked like a woman. 
 
    Sandy leaned forward and held his hand. She sweet talked him. Told him how wonderful it was to share yourself, especially with people you didn’t even know. 
 
    Leo cried harder. 
 
    “Don’t leave me!” 
 
    “Then ask for a fuck.” 
 
    “But…I can’t! I can’t!” 
 
    “You must. Or…” she shrugged. 
 
    Somehow, Leo ate his favorite meal. In between sobs and protests, he finished his meal, and Sandy stood up. 
 
    “Leo. I’ll be waiting at home for you. I really want you to make it through this. But, if you don’t…I won’t be at home.” 
 
    Sandy left, and a Master and a Mistress restrained him, kept him from running after her. 
 
    Mistress Helen sat down opposite him. She shoved the plate away and gripped his hands. “Go choose someone, Leo. Find a Master or Mistress, and…do what you have to do.” 
 
    After dinner Leo sat at the table. The tears eventually diminished, and he sat with his head down. 
 
    He had to fuck. 
 
    He had to find somebody and fuck until he came. 
 
    That was the only way to keep his wife. 
 
    He thought over the people he had met, the mistresses who had had their pleasure with him. 
 
    Finally, he stood up. He walked out of the kitchen and headed for Mistress Shiela’s barn. As he crossed the lawn he was intensely aware of how his boobs were jiggling. 
 
    Did they have to make them that big? 
 
    It was dark when he stepped into the barn, but Mistress Shiela was waiting for him. 
 
    “I knew it would be me.” 
 
    He gulped and nodded, unaware that she couldn’t see him in the gloom. 
 
    She turned on the lights and he stared in shock. She was wearing a strap on. A dildo protruded, pointed right at him. 
 
    “But…I thought…” 
 
    “Poor Leo. You thought. That’s a big mistake, you know.” 
 
    “But I ‘m supposed to fuck you!” 
 
    “You fucked me, and you fucked all the people on this ranch, and it hasn’t worked. You see, we think your problem is a little deeper. Yes, you are afraid of your wife leaving you, but you’re more afraid of your own desires.” 
 
    “My desires?” 
 
    “Yes. You’re a woman now, and I have never seen your cock harder. You want to be fucked like a woman. There’s something inside you, there’s something inside everybody, but in you it’s extra strong. You really want to be a woman.” 
 
    “I…I don’t!” 
 
    “Your boner says otherwise. Now come here.” 
 
    Leo walked across the barn.  
 
    Mistress Shiela took him to a stall. Inside the stall was a big, wooden horse. The top plank was wide and padded. 
 
    She pushed him down on the horse and began rubbing his backside. 
 
    She rimmed him with lube, and he found the sensation most pleasurable. 
 
    “You’re a special person,” whispered Shiela. “Not many men can do what you can. It’s just a pity it’s taken so long to realize how special you are. 
 
    Long minutes later, Leo moaning, Shiela took a place behind him. She stood between his legs and rubbed his buns. She pressed them apart, and inserted here tool into him. 
 
    Leo gasped, arched his back, and cried out. 
 
    But it wasn’t a cry of pain. It was a cry of pleasure. 
 
    Smiling, Mistress Shiela worked him, and within a very short time Leo began to dribble semen. 
 
    “I knew it,” murmured Shiela. “I knew it.” 
 
    And Leo, like a woman, not like a man, was drained of his load.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, honey. I’m home!” 
 
    Sandy came running from the back room, and stopped. “You still look like a woman!” 
 
    “I know. I feel better looking like a woman.” 
 
    “Well, don’t expect me to make love to you!” 
 
    Leo smiled, “That’s okay. I’ll make an appointment with Mistress Tandy. She’ll help you get over your mental illness.” 
 
    “But I’m not mentally ill!” 
 
    Leo just smiled and gave her a kiss. “That’s what I thought, but I found out differently.” 
 
    He headed for the back bedroom then, and Sandy just stood and stared after him. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ (38,500 words) Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    In the Pillory at Femtown! 
 
    Feminization, pegged, and…castrated? 
 
    Let the punishment fit the crime! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    I love pillories. The guy is all locked up and nowhere to go. More important, his thingie has no place to go. 
 
    My delicate hands go exploring. I search for places where a man has never gone before. 
 
    He becomes drenched with perspiration. He keeps gulping. He begs. 
 
    And, when his begging has reached a certain point I…walk out laughing. 
 
    Oh, those silly men! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What kind of a name is ‘Femtown?’ 
 
    Ed was five foot six, a slender man, but wiry strong. He wore his hair long and had soft, brown eyes.  
 
    Amy was the same height, but weighed less. Her face was oval with red lips and long, blonde hair. She had a very large set of boobs.  
 
    “It’s a town run by lesbians,” she said. Any man entering town is spanked on the weenie.” 
 
    He glanced her sourly. 
 
    “Of course I’m joking,” she laughed. “But if you want to go to the next town to get our tires fixed that’s okay with me.” 
 
    They listened to the FLOP! FLOP! FLOP! of their tires on the pavement. 
 
    They had had the misfortune to run over a branch, and it took out their two front tires. Ed had replaced one with the spare, and moved the other front tire to the rear, and they were limping down the country road. 
 
    “What a way to start our vacation,” he grunted. “A day in Bumfuck, America.” 
 
    “Oh, it won’t be so bad. It’s a small town, they’re supposed to be having some kind of celebration, what could go wrong?” 
 
    Amy was looking at her cell phone, reading the write up on the small town. 
 
    “What, hunh! Well, as long as I can score some bourbon and Coke…I guess I can handle it.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll make sure you’re well lubricated.” 
 
    Ed grunted again, and tried to relax. They had a month off, and it was only a quick stop, so…what the heck. 
 
    The road curved slowly to the right, and within a quarter mile they passed a sign saying, ‘Welcome to Femtown!’ 
 
    They passed a couple of houses, the road turned hard right, and they were on Main Street. 
 
    It was a quaint town. It had the old feel of Americana, with some buildings fronted by wood sidewalks. The buildings themselves were mostly vertical wood planks, large windows with shutters, and women in older style dresses. 
 
    “What’s with the wild west?” muttered Ed. 
 
    “It must be part of their celebration,” Amy smiled. “It’s very nice, really.” 
 
    Ed pulled into a gas station.It had a couple of self-service pumps, but the single car bay had the door down. 
 
    A young girl came out of the station and sauntered up to the car. She was pretty-faced and wore a pair of overalls. With no shirt. Her rather large boobs barely covered. She glanced at his flat tire and said, “Station’s closed, mister. ‘Less you want just gas.” 
 
    “Does it look like I want just gas?” seethed Ed. 
 
    Amy glanced at him in disapproval. You don’t take your disappointment out on the hired help. 
 
    His manner didn’t bother the girl, however. She just said, “You can park right next to the station and When Edna gets back she’ll fix your tires.” 
 
    “And when will ‘Edna’ get back?” 
 
    “Don’t rightly know. Festival just started, goes a week, but she’ll check on the station every once in a while. 
 
    “Where’s another gas station?” 
 
    “Five miles down the interstate.” 
 
    “Oh, piss!” Ed turned away in aggravation. 
 
    Amy moved in. “Is there a place we can stay until our car is fixed?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Couple of places. BNB on the next block. Then there’s the big motel at the other end of town, just beyond the park. Few other places, too, if they don’t work out. Might be full now that the festival is starting up.” 
 
    The girl went back inside after she had Amy’s cell phone number, and Ed and Amy were left to their own devices. 
 
    “Well, I guess we should head on down the street and find a place to stay,” said Ed. 
 
    They walked down the street and found the ‘Better Life BNB.’ 
 
    “This is cute!” exclaimed Amy, inspecting the yellow painted building. It had three stories and had been built a hundred years ago. 
 
    “All the modern conveniences,” scoffed Ed. 
 
    Amy picked up a leaflet just inside the lobby and examined it. “They’ve got a hot tub and a pool in the back. And look at this breakfast menu!” 
 
    “Whoop ti doo.” Ed was in a surly mood, and growing surlier. 
 
    He hit the bell on the front desk and it dinged loudly. 
 
    “Just a moment,” came a voice from the rear. 
 
    They waited two moments, then a tall woman entered the room. She was wearing the old west dress, but showing much more bosom—and she had a lot of bosom to show—than women of the west had. 
 
    “Hi, folks. What can I do for you.” She appraised Ed with a hard glance, then focused her smile on Amy. 
 
    “We’ve got a flat tire, got to wait for it to be fixed.” 
 
    “Oh, lordy. That might take a day or three. Edna’s the mayor and she’s got lots of duties to attend to, with the festival and all.” 
 
    “Well, do you have a spare room?” Ed didn’t even try to control his attitude. 
 
    “We have one, but it’s small. Real small. I don’t usually rent it out, but I can see you folks are in dire straits.” 
 
    “No, we’re in Femtown,” Ed muttered under his breath. 
 
    The woman behind the counter gave him another hard glance. Then, politely, to Amy, “I can bring up a mattress for the floor, but that’s all I’ve got.” 
 
    “Is there any other place in town?” 
 
    The woman picked up the phone, conducted a couple of conversations, then gave Ed a flinty smile. “Sorry. Everybody else is filled up. The celebration, you know.” 
 
    Ed sulked, turned around and stared out the front window. 
 
    Amy moved in, glad to replace Ed as the one negotiating. “This is such a lovely town. What is the celebration for?” 
 
    The woman visibly preened. “We were founded some thirty years ago. Our founders, of which Edna is one, decided they didn’t like the discrimination they were experiencing in the big towns, so they started their own town.” 
 
    “So you’re celebrating the founding of Femtown?” 
 
    “We sure are. Women living in peace and harmony. We wrote our own town charter, and some fellows don’t much like it, but we make sure everybody’s got a voice.” 
 
    And there was an unstated addendum to her words, Or move on! 
 
    “A town for women,” Ed glanced at Amy, and it was obvious what he was thinking. She had made that statement about being a town of lesbians who spanked weenies. 
 
    Amy smirked. It was sort of funny. 
 
    “My name is Gerty, incidentally.” 
 
    “I’m Amy, and Mr. Grumpy over there is my husband, Ed.” 
 
    “I’m glad to meet you folks. Would you like the room?” 
 
    “How much?” asked Ed. 
 
    “Well, for the little lady, a dollar.” 
 
    Amy’s eyes opened up in delight. 
 
    “But for Mr. Grumpy there it’ll be $99.” 
 
    Ed was outraged, but Amy started laughing. At a hundred bucks it was in keeping with the pricing structures of the motels they had seen. 
 
    “We’ll take it. Any extra for the mattress?” 
 
    Now Gerty was grinning. “Naw. Let me just spray it for bed bugs…” 
 
    It was obvious she was joking, and Amy and her seemed to be on the same wave length. 
 
    “Hardee har har,” stated Ed. 
 
    Then Gerty reduced her smile and said, “During the celebration men folks have to abide by certain rules.” 
 
    Ed glanced sourly at her. 
 
    “What rules?” 
 
    “Well, you know those towns that have ‘Cowboy Days’ type celebrations?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “The men have to wear mustaches, look like they are real cowboys, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “So I’ll have to paste on a mustache?” 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    “Well, what do I have to do?” 
 
    “This is a town for ladies, so you’ll have to look the part.” 
 
    “What? Wear a dress?” Now he was really angry. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    A pause, and Ed frowned. 
 
    “Boobs.” 
 
    Ed blinked, neither Ed nor Amy figured they had heard right. 
 
    “You’ll have to wear a pair of boobs. They’ve got to be big so there is no mistaking them, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “I’m not wearing boobs! I’m a man, dammit!” 
 
    “Suit yourself, but if you’re caught without boobs you’ll be in trouble.” 
 
    “This is stupid.” Ed turned and walked outside. 
 
    Amy spoke nervously, “I hope you’re not offended.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no! That’s the way some men are. He’ll figure it out, but…I’ll tell you now, the Town Mothers won’t be wasting words with your man when they get a hold of him.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll try to talk to him, but…” 
 
    “I know. Men. Hunh!” 
 
    With that Amy signed the register, handed over the plastic, and went out to where Ed was sitting on the sidewalk. 
 
      
 
    Their room was on the third floor, and it was small. There was a very comfy and bouncy spring bed with a feather mattress. 
 
    The mattress Gerty brought up was an inch thick and hard packed. It was more like a thick piece of plywood than a mattress. 
 
    “Oh, jeez,” said Ed, feeling the toughness of the mattress. 
 
    “Make sure you read the rules,” smiled Gerty. She seemed to enjoy Ed’s irritation. 
 
    Amy sat on the mattress and bounced, and then lay back and sighed. “Oh, Ed. I’m sorry you have to sleep on the floor, but this mattress is heavenly.” 
 
    They changed their clothes, moving around each other and watching out for knees and elbows, then Ed read the rules. 
 
    “No smoking. Good. No chewing tobacco. All right. No pets…” he turned to Amy. “So far so good.” 
 
    But when he reached the last rule he stopped talking. “What the fuck?” 
 
    Amy stepped over to him and read the last rule. 
 
    “No poking during the day,” she read, then she giggled. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “You. No poking. How are you going to be able to stand it?” 
 
    “I’ll poke if I feel like it!” 
 
    She pulled him around and kissed him deeply, then giggled again. “Sorry, bozo, I like to follow the rules.” 
 
    “What? We can’t make love because some dried up old prune says so?” 
 
    Amy lowered herself and unzipped him. 
 
    Ed groaned as she took him in her mouth. She only sucked him for a minute, though. Just long enough to make him want to squirt, then she rose up.  
 
    “Sorry, honey. I think sucking is like poking.” She laughed and dodged out the door. Ed, of course, cursed. 
 
      
 
    Ed was in a foul mood when they took a walk through town. He was in such a foul that when he and Amy went downstairs Gerty started to warn him about the boobs then shut up. She looked at Amy and cupped her hands under her own sizables, then pointed her chin Ed. 
 
    All Amy could do was shrug.  
 
    So Gerty shrugged her shoulders back, and Ed and Amy went out the door. 
 
    It had been early when they had arrived, and the town had been fair vacant of people. It was later now, and people were out on the streets, going through the little shops, chatting on corners, and generally having a good time. 
 
    “Oh, look, isn’t this beautiful?” Amy was looking through the window of a millinery shop. 
 
    “You want to start wearing a hat?” 
 
    She turned to her hubby. “Now, Ed, you really are being a pill.” 
 
    She eyed him, and no matter that he was grumpy, he knew he had pushed it far enough. He would remain grumpy, but do so in the confines of his own mind. 
 
    “Sorry. You want to go in and look around?” 
 
    Amy smiled and patted his arm. “I want to walk and find a place to have breakfast.” 
 
    “Now you’re talking.” 
 
    So arm in arm they strolled.  
 
    They passed a dress shop, a shoe store, and various other businesses aimed at women. 
 
    But no shops aimed towards men. If there were places Ed could buy a suit or hunting gear, it wasn’t on this little street. 
 
    At the end of the block, right before the big circle around a park, they entered Sophie’s diner. 
 
    It was wood floored and all polished and clean. The tables were wood, round and had one pillar with claw feet built into them. The chairs were sort of an Amish style, but with bent wood backs. 
 
    “Two?” chirped the happy girl behind the counter. 
 
    “Two,” affirmed Amy. 
 
    Ed was look behind the counter. On the wall was a bra with two funky. looking breast forms. The sign under them: For Gentlemen ~ $5 a day. 
 
    Ed blinked. His mouth opened to say something, but the chirpy girl was already heading for a table in a corner. 
 
    Amy sat down, Ed being the gentleman and sliding her chair under her. Then he sat down, and blinked. 
 
    The chairs were slightly undersized. Nothing drastic, but he sure noticed. 
 
    And the table was a little low. 
 
    “Do you have more, uh, regular sized chairs and tables?” he asked as the girl placed menus before them. 
 
    “Sorry, sir,” she showed all her happy teeth, “but our chairs are designed for women. Would you like coffee?” 
 
    Amy did. Ed wanted a Coke, and he felt the table, his mind slowly trying to figure it all out. 
 
    “Femtown?” he hissed. “Wearing boobs? Undersized furniture?” 
 
    The waitress came with their coffee and Coke. “My name is Marnie and I’ll be serving you. Would you like some time? Or I can answer any questions.” 
 
    Amy ordered Eggs Benedict, with bacon just crisp, toast buttered just so, orange juice freshly squeezed, and on and on. 
 
    Ed was getting impatient. He usually did when women started giving their orders with their endless variations. 
 
    When his turn came he said, “Bacon and eggs over hard home fires biscuit.” 
 
    “A manly meal,” grinned the waitress. This gained a few brownie points from Ed, he liked being recognized as a man, and he asked, “How come the tables are all under-sized? 
 
    The waitress nodded, and said, “When Femtown was founded it was decided that all structures will be designed with the woman in mind. Doorways are smaller, you may have noticed that you had to duck your head when you came in.” 
 
    Ed had noticed. 
 
    “All furniture, all buildings, in the outside world are designed to the specifications, the height and weight and reach and so on, for a man. Here you will notice that a top shelf is never out of a woman’s reach. The Town Mothers have even requested that cars be constructed with the female body in mind, but we haven’t had much luck with that one. Maybe when women own the car companies,” and she grinned as if she was making a joke. 
 
    Amy had a funny feeling that it wasn’t a joke, that this woman, under her smiles, was a diehard zealot. 
 
    “And, I certainly don’t mean to offend you, but I would be remiss if I didn’t mention that men do get tickets if they aren’t properly accoutered. 
 
    Ed’s brows dipped. 
 
    Amy: “She’s talking about boobies, Ed.” 
 
    “Thank you,” said Marnie. “We do rent them, and you can get a custom fit at any dress shop, should you wish to go full en femme.” 
 
    “Full en…” Ed stared at her. 
 
    “Down at the doctor’s office they’ll even give you vacation boobs.” 
 
    “Vaca…what are vacation boobs?” 
 
    “They inject a temporary solution into your pectorals, lasts a month.” 
 
    “And men get these?” Ed was astonished. 
 
    “You’d be surprised. Or, well, you won’t be once the day gets started and you see the men.” 
 
    “Do men actually live here?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Many men actually enjoy the Femtown lifestyle. It’s not for everyone, of course, but anyone who experiences being a woman, even for a little while, gains a good understanding of life.” 
 
    Ed just shook his head, and Marnie went to get their order started. 
 
    “Ed?”  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I see that look in your eyes. Why don’t you just go along and get along.” 
 
    “Wear boobs?” The disgust in his voice was palpable. 
 
    “It wouldn’t hurt. It’s just a laugh. But I can see you’re boiling under the surface, and…you know…” 
 
    “I know…I know.” But his anger didn’t subside. 
 
    A town built for women, and men were the second class citizens. Having to wear boobs. This place was fucking crazy! 
 
    But he tried to keep these thoughts to himself. 
 
    The fact of the matter was that Ed, in normal circumstances, was a terrifically nice guy. But starting his vacation so poorly, getting the flat tires and experiencing Femtown, he was not himself. 
 
      
 
    The breakfast was delicious, which helped, but Ed was still a little tight-lipped when they left the diner. 
 
    The waitress looked at Amy and glanced up at the boobs on the wall. All Amy could do was shrug. The girl behind the counter shrugged, too. Men will be men, after all. 
 
    They crossed the street and entered the park. 
 
    For a city park it was larger than the town. Main Street split around it, and for the length of the park traffic was one way on each side. 
 
    Inside the park were a hundred trees, all lush and green. There was a maze on one side, an extra large playground for children, and booths were being set up for the celebration. 
 
    “Isn’t this wonderful?” cooed Amy for the umpteenth time. She was examining artwork that was predominately female. 
 
    The artists were female, the subject matter was female, and most of the onlookers were female. 
 
    There were a few men wandering through the park, and they all had boobs under their shirts…or blouses. 
 
    Yes, a few men had gone whole hog feminine and were wearing dresses and blouses and such. And it even looked like they were wearing female type lingerie under their clothes. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s fine.” 
 
    He turned to look at a couple strolling by. The man had the hugest tits Ed had ever seen, and they looked real. Were these some of those ‘vacation boobs’ he had been told about? 
 
    “Stop staring, honey.” 
 
    Ed stopped, for the moment, but the place was so bizarre he couldn’t help himself. Chairs that only women could sit in, and he had to stand. Men with boobs. This place was a nuthouse!” 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    Ed turned. 
 
    The woman wore a town mounty outfit, complete with bulging breasts. Her Smokey hat was tilted, but didn’t hide her long, blonde tresses. She was sexy and smiling, but she was also no nonsense. 
 
    “Hi,” said Amy. 
 
    “Hi, ma’am. Sir, I have to let you know that you are in violation of town ordinance 1403c. All men must be properly accoutered, including the wearing of breasts.” 
 
    She had a ticket book in her hand. 
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me,” Ed snapped. He had reached his breaking point. 
 
    “You may leave the park, and the town, if you wish. If you choose to stay you must be properly accoutered, or I shall have to give you a ticket.” 
 
    “Give me a—are you kidding me?” 
 
    “Ed?” Amy tried to wind him down. 
 
    “I’m not wearing tits! Not for nobody no how!” 
 
    “Sir, city ordinance requires—” 
 
    “Write me a fucking ticket then!” 
 
    The city cop licked her lips, which were plump and red and normally would have excited Ed, and began writing in her ticket book. She murmured, “Language, sir.” 
 
    “Ed, just put on some tits, or let’s just leave.” 
 
    “I’m in America! Dammit!” 
 
    The woman handed Ed the ticket.  
 
    “No, sir. You’re in Femtown, and the laws have been carefully considered so that—“ 
 
    Ed ripped up the ticket. 
 
    The ticket didn’t even have his data on it. It could never be enforced. He hadn’t even signed it. It was just a friendly warning, a way to get men in the spirit of things. But it was having the opposite effect on Ed. 
 
    He ripped it up and threw the pieces on the ground. 
 
    The Femtown cop’s blue eyes turned icy. 
 
    She stepped back and put a hand on the butt of her pistol. “Sir. I’m going to have to give you a ticket, a real ticket, for littering.” 
 
    “Fuck your ticket and fuck your littering!” 
 
    The women had a whistle around her neck. She lifted it and blew it three times. Loud. 
 
    Ed frowned. 
 
    Amy tried to sooth him down and touched his arm. 
 
    He shrugged Amy’s arm off. No bitch cop was going to give him some phony, damn ticket! 
 
    Suddenly two more cops came through the crowd that was gathering. They were, like the first, official looking and quite busty. 
 
    “Come on,” said Ed. He turned, which spun Amy a little. 
 
    “Sir, halt.” 
 
    “Fuck you!” 
 
    One of the women stepped in front of him. She touched his arm and he shrugged it off. But he shrugged it off too hard, and the woman fell to a knee. 
 
    That was the moment some semblance of sanity reappeared in Ed’s mind. It was, of course, too late. 
 
    “Sorry, but—“ he would have bent and helped the cop to her. feet, but he couldn’t.  
 
    ZZZZZT! A pain in his left buttocks. The smell of burning flesh, then the whole world was shivering and shaking and the ground was coming up to meet him in the face. 
 
    He had only the one dim thought: They tasered me! 
 
      
 
    Ed was dazed after that. He was aware that he was helped to his feet, handcuffed, and staggered down the street. He heard people—women—talking. Amy was crying. Doors opening and closing, but not just doors, cell doors. A final ‘clank,’ then he was sitting on a hard bench, all alone, and wondering what had happened. 
 
      
 
    Ed didn’t spend a lot of time in jail. Within the hour court had been convened and two lady cops were standing outside his cell. 
 
    Now Ed was chastened. He was back to being himself, and he realized how stupid he had been. All along he had had choices. He could have taken the ticket, paid the ticket, even worn boobs. Heck, he could have driven through town on his flat tire and headed for the next gas station. Instead he had caused a scene, and he was all too aware that he might be charged with a serious crime, like resisting arrest, or battery on a police officer. 
 
    “Ed, we’re going to take you across the street to the courthouse. Stand up and back up to the door so we can cuff you.” 
 
    “You don’t have to cuff me. I’ll be nice. And I’m sorry for what happened.” 
 
    “Sorry, Ed. These are the rules.” 
 
    Ed backed up to the cell door and they reached through the bars and cuffed him, then opened the door. 
 
    Ed crossed the street between the two lady cops. He could feel their breasts on his arms as they transported him, and he was surprised to find that it was sort of exciting. At least, his dick thought so. It rose up a bit and made itself felt. 
 
    The courthouse was a standard courthouse. It wasn’t big, but it had the polished stone floors, good, exotic wood on the walls, a flag and everything. 
 
    They went upstairs and entered the courtroom. 
 
    “Ed!” Amy was standing to one side and would have come to him, but the lady officers wouldn’t allow it. 
 
    “Amy! I’m sorry.” 
 
    Then he was moved through the swinging gates and placed behind a table. 
 
    “All rise!” 
 
    The courtroom was filled with people, mostly women, and they all rose in respect. 
 
    A woman came through a door at the side of the court and ascended to the judge’s position. She was wearing a black gown, which gown protruded quite a bit in the chest. Her hair was long and flowed down the back of the gown. She was older, maybe fifty, but she was quite beautiful. 
 
    A bailiff spoke for a half a minute, ended with “Judge Edna Sands presiding. Be seated.” 
 
    Ed sat, then stood up and the charges were read: 
 
      
 
    1403c ~ Failure to be properly accoutered. 
 
    1698b ~ Failure to comply with an officer of the law’s proper instructions. 
 
    504 ~ Littering. 
 
    798f, subsection 14 ~ striking a police officer. 
 
    798f, subsection 14 ~ interfering with a police officer in the performance of her duties. 
 
    And on and on. 
 
    They were officially throwing the book at him. 
 
    Finally, Judge Edna addressed Ed. “Well, Mr. Johnson, you seem to have gotten yourself in a mess. Is that your car down by the gas station? The one with a flat tire?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    For a moment Ed thought she might just kick him out of town. Tell him to get in his car, flat tires and all, and get out. 
 
    No such luck. 
 
    “Pity I didn’t have a chance to fix your car. That would have eliminated all this nonsense.” 
 
    “Ma’am? Can I say something?” 
 
    “It’s your trial, Mr. Johnson. Of course you can.” 
 
    “Well, I want to apologize. I really don’t know what possessed me. My wife is in court and she’ll testify that I have never done anything like this. And the officer that I struck, I just turned too hard and didn’t realize it. I do apologize to her and her fellow officers. I really didn’t mean to hit a lady. I would never…well, all I can do is ask for mercy. I was a fool and I’m sorry. It’ll never happen again. 
 
    Judge Edna nodded. “Thank you, Mr. Johnson. I appreciate your candor. Officer Smith?” 
 
    The cop that had first approached Ed stood up. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Were the actions that happened in the park as Mr. Johnson described them?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “So you don’t think he meant to strike anybody?” 
 
    “No, ma’am. And he did apologize, somewhat profusely, while in the jail cell.” 
 
    Ed didn’t remember that, he had been out of it, but he was glad to see that being tasered had returned him to some semblance of good sense. 
 
    The judge spoke to the other officers there, and even called on some of the citizens. In Ed’s favor, they pretty much to a woman agreed that it was a case of a man who didn’t show good sense; there had been no malicious behavior. 
 
    Still, Ed was guilty. 
 
    “Well, Ed, you have put me in a quandary.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I—“ 
 
    “It’s okay. We’ve heard the evidence, and I think I understand your frame of mind. I do believe that you didn’t demonstrate malicious intent, but you have broken several laws, and so I’m going to find you guilty, and pronounce sentence. 
 
    Ed’s heart was pounding, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    He heard Amy sobbing behind him, and he turned and his eyes spoke of his sorrow. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    Then the judge was speaking. 
 
    “Ed Johnson, being found guilty of the charges presented in this court I am sentencing you to $500 and five days in jail for littering. For striking a police officer Five years. For disturbing the peace…” 
 
    On and on it went, and Ed’s mouth opened. His life was ruined. He was receiving over ten years in jail! Over $10,000 in fines. He would lose his job, be a convicted felon, and…and…could he really expect Amy to wait for him? 
 
    Then, through the daze of his self-pity he heard the judge say: “All sentences to be put aside should Mr. Johnson accept the alternate punishment of enduring the public pillory for five days. He will receive fifty strokes each night. He will be properly accoutered with temporary implants. Punishment to take place during the evening when the children are not about.During the day he will be held in jail. Do you accept these conditions, Mr. Johnson?” 
 
    “I won’t have to go to jail?” 
 
    “Except for the daylight hours, no.” 
 
    “And the fines?” 
 
    “They will be dismissed upon completion of your sentence.” 
 
    Ed’s mouth was open in shock. His life had been destroyed, and now it was being given back to him. Of course he would have to endure a public pillory, and this fifty strokes a night thing…that sounded ominous. 
 
    “But you’re going to whip me?” 
 
    Judge Edna smiled. “Actually, due to Eighth Amendment considerations, no cruel and unusual punishment, your strokes will be applied with a rubber band. Indeed, by the end of your sentence you may even find that you like the strokes.” 
 
    Her voice was calm, her manner downright insouciant, but with a hidden humor. 
 
    “Would you like to have your sentencing put aside for public pillory and the conditions surrounding such punishment?” 
 
    “Oh, yes! Yes, your honor. And thank you. Thank you.” 
 
    Ed was turning grateful to all. 
 
    In the back of the courtroom Amy was smiling through tears as she wrung her hands. 
 
    “Very well, punishment is so amended. Are there any other matters to be taken up?” 
 
    There weren’t, and Judge Edna smacked her gavel down. “Court dismissed!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Ed was taken back to the jail, and he was a much relieved man. He was also very willing to do anything he could to appear as a nice fellow who had just made a mistake. 
 
    “So when does all this stuff start with the stocks and everything?” 
 
    The lady cops just smiled. “This afternoon. We have to make arrangements. Just be patient.” 
 
    Ed was patient, but it helped when Amy was allowed in to see him. They sat in the cell, and the cell door was open, and they talked and Ed apologized. 
 
    “Do you understand everything about your punishment, Ed?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “You’re going to have to get temporary boobs, those ‘vacation boob’ things.” 
 
    Ed gulped. “Oh, man. I know.” 
 
    “And I don’t know how far this ‘accouterments’ thing goes. It might mean make up and dresses, they could do a whole number on you.” 
 
    Ed hung his head. “I know.” 
 
    “Well, okay.” 
 
    The rest of the morning passed, then one of the cops came in, “We don’t have any arrangements of lunch. You want to go out and come back on your own recognizance?” 
 
    “You mean…just leave?” 
 
    The cop grinned a lopsided grin. “And come back.” 
 
    “Well, sure. I mean…and I’ll come back.” 
 
    The female officer nodded, turned serious, and said, “You know, you could just leave town and nobody would care.” 
 
    “What? But…” 
 
    “Your car’s been fixed. No bill. You can just hop in and drive.” 
 
    “But what about all the crimes I’ve committed?” 
 
    “We’re never going to follow up on that. Time and trouble, and for what? Some schmuck who got carried away.” 
 
    Amy was staring at Ed. 
 
    “So I could just leave.” 
 
    “Of course you could never come back to Femtown. But, yes. Just head on out and never look back.” 
 
    Ed sat on the bench, Amy holding his hand, and his mind was traveling a mile a minute. 
 
    He had broken the law. Sure, the law was stupid. But the punishment was stupid, too. Talk about your Eighth Amendment and cruel and unusual stuff… 
 
    He could just leave. He wouldn’t have to put on the stupid boobs thing, or wear a dress or any of the other crap. 
 
    Of course he wouldn’t be allowed to return to Femtown…but he didn’t really want to. The sooner he saw the dust of this town in his rear view mirror the better. 
 
    Amy was watching him with inscrutable eyes. 
 
    “Well, I just wanted you to be aware of that option. Femtown isn’t a mean place. It’s a place that exists through the kindness and honor of its citizens. The truth of the matter is that we don’t want to inflict a punishment on somebody who doesn’t want it, doesn’t agree with it…” she shrugged. “But why don’t you step out for lunch, and I’ll see you later…or not. Your choice.” 
 
    Ed and Amy walked out of the cell, walked past an officer sitting at a desk who smiled at them, and headed for the restaurant. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Ed, Amy.” Marnie placed a couple of menus before them. “Coffee and Coke?” 
 
    They nodded, and Marnie headed for the counter. 
 
    “What are you thinking, Ed?” 
 
    “I guess it’s pretty obvious what I’m thinking. The real question is what are you thinking?” 
 
    Amy sighed. “I don’t know. I know you want to just hop in the car and leave.” 
 
    “And what would you think if we did that?” 
 
    “I’d be sad. But I’d get over it.” 
 
    “Why sad?” 
 
    “Because you screwed up, and you get a chance to pay the consequences.” 
 
    “Pay the consequences,” he repeated dully, thinking about her words, feeling them have an effect in the deep down. 
 
    “You always talk about people who live without consequences, how empty their lives must be. How this world would be a better place if people understood the consequences.” 
 
    Ed was silent. She was hitting him right where he lived. 
 
    “But, aside from that, the decision is yours. I love you, I’ll understand if you feel that you can’t do this. Whatever you decide is fine with me.” 
 
    They ate lunch. Amy had a chicken salad. Ed had a hamburger, and barely nibbled at it. 
 
    Consequences. 
 
    What he had done, and he was trying to get out from the consequences. 
 
    Yes, the punishment was cruel and unusual, but…was it? Being made to have boobs and wear stuff for a few days? What was the big deal? 
 
    Yes, he was a manly man, but shouldn’t manly men keep their word? 
 
    Amy watched him, watched how he was a million miles away, dealing with his own conscience. 
 
    Ed finished his lunch. 
 
    He paid and stood up, and walked out. 
 
    Amy held his hand and wondered which way he would turn. Left towards the jail? Or right towards his car. 
 
    He turned left and they walked slowly back to the jail. 
 
    He stepped into the structure and the two cops looked up. Then they both smiled quirky, happy smiles. And one of them said, “Welcome back, Ed.” 
 
      
 
    An hour later Ed was handcuffed and taken outside. 
 
    “How come the cuffs?” 
 
    “So you don’t escape.” 
 
    “But I didn’t escape at lunch.” 
 
    “Nope. You didn’t, and that was good. But now we’re getting official, and it’s my duty to make sure you adhere to your decision.” 
 
    Ed nodded. 
 
    “Of course, if you want to escape, I’ll take them off. Last chance, Ed.” 
 
    Ed sighed. “No. I guess you better leave them on.” 
 
    He was walked up the street to a medical building. He was walked in, through reception, and into an exam room in the back of the building. A doctor and a nurse were waiting, as was a tray of syringes and some large bottles of some kind of syrupy liquid. 
 
    “Hello, Ed. I’m Doctor Johansen. Why don’t you climb up on this table and lay on your back.” 
 
    The cuffs were taken off and Ed lay down. He knew that Amy was out in the reception area, waiting, but he was alone for this. 
 
    The doctor took out a grease pencil and began measuring and making marks around his pectorals. 
 
    He knew she was outlining boobs, marking places for injections. 
 
    “How long does this stuff last?” 
 
    “It’ll become hard—not really hard, but soft and bouncy hard—within seconds. After a month your body will break it down.” 
 
    “Oh.” Then: “Are they going to be big.” 
 
    The doctor glanced at him. “Yes. I’ve got orders to give you big boobs. Any problem with that?” 
 
    Ed swallowed loudly. “I guess not.” 
 
     Doctor Johansen kept making marks on his flesh, going around his pecs, then she started injecting a solution into his chest. She went around and around, and Ed lay back and closed his eyes. 
 
    He was afraid to look. He was afraid he might suddenly start fighting. 
 
    “Almost done,” said the doc after an hour. “And I should tell you that I put a bit extra behind the nipples. You will be very erect.” 
 
    For a second Ed thought about erect, and translated it as an erect cock. Then he realized she was talking about his nipples. “Oh.” 
 
    “And,” she said, “you’ll have to wear a bra. Not when you’re in the stocks, of course. Your boobs hanging in that position won’t be a problem. But if you don’t wear a bra while standing or sitting your skin will stretch and you would get stretch marks. Okay, officer Davis. Take him out the back.” 
 
    Ed sat up and the nurse helped him put on a bra. 
 
    His chest was, to his eyes, mammoth. And even not to his eyes. The doctor had certainly delivered. His chest was a forty, and his boobs were triple Fs, or maybe bigger. 
 
    Yet, because of his male body, they weren’t out of proportion. He just looked a little…stacked. 
 
    The nurse helped him into a gown, one of the ones that opened in the back, and Officer Davis took over. 
 
    “We’re going to go out the back and down an alley. Rosie’s Dress Shop.” 
 
    “Could you tell my wife?” 
 
    “I’ll tell her,” offered the nurse. 
 
    Ed was taken out the back door of the medical building. As he walked he was stunned.  
 
    “How you doing, Ed?” 
 
    “I’m…off balance. And I’m…I can’t believe this…I’m jiggling, and bouncing. Are all girls like this?” 
 
    “You know they are, if their boobs are big enough,” Officer Davis chuckled. 
 
    “I didn’t even know your name.” 
 
    “Just Officer Davis to you, convict.” 
 
    Ed had to laugh, she had delivered the line perfectly. 
 
    And, he felt happy. 
 
    He was embarrassed, his face was redder than a monkey’s butt, but…he felt happy. 
 
    In a way, he felt proud. He had big tits, and he never expected to feel this way. 
 
    They entered the back of the dress shop, and a moment later Amy entered through the front door. 
 
    “You must be Ed Johnson,” said the woman in the store. “And you must be Amy. I’m Shiela.” 
 
    They both gave wan smiles, and the woman went straight to work. 
 
    “While you’re not in the stocks you’ll be wanting to be 100% female. That means your lingerie, your dress, and make up, of course.” 
 
    “Of course,” murmured Ed, wondering what he had gotten himself into. 
 
    “First things first, we’re going to have to get rid of your manly hair.” 
 
    Ed touched his head in panic. 
 
    “No,” grinned Shiela. “Just your body hair. Let’s go in the bathroom and Nair you.” 
 
    In the bathroom Shiela told him to take off his gown, and Ed was extra embarrassed. “I’ve got…I’ve got…” 
 
    “I know. A boner. Almost every man does when he starts dressing up. In fact, I’d be a little worried if you weren’t erect. But don’t worry. I’ve got a couple of things that will reduce you.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    Shiela had his gown off and began coating his body with Nair. She smiled up at him when she coated his groin. “Like that?” She stroked his cock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “No fuck, just a little play. You’ll get used to it,” she chuckled. 
 
    She stroked him until he almost came, then stopped and pushed him into the shower. 
 
    Ed watched with mixed feelings as his hair swirled down the drain. His cock area was now totally bald, and it felt incredible. And it made him look bigger. 
 
    Shiela dried him off and gave him a bra. The new one was a shelf bra, and his nipples, so very erect, peeked over the lip of the bra. 
 
    “What are you going to do about…about…” 
 
    “Your weenie?” She chuckled at the look on his embarrassed face. 
 
    “There’s hard core, you take a shot and are chemically castrated for a month. You’d be surprised at how many men choose that. Then there’s a gaffe. That’s tight fitting underwear that will pull your cock between your legs and out of sight. Most men don’t like that one. The most preferred method, we put you in a chastity tube.” 
 
    Ed blinked. 
 
    “Well, you think about it.” She completed putting the bra on him, and stroked his hair. 
 
    “You’ve got lovely hair. I’ll call Georgette at the salon so she knows what she’ll be working with. Now then, let’s talk about garters and nylons… 
 
    An hour later Ed walked out of the dress shop. His hands were no longer cuffed, but where was he going to run to while wearing a dress and high heels? 
 
    “You looked beautiful,” whispered Amy, holding his hand. 
 
    “Well, I feel…something.” 
 
    “Part embarrassed and part horny, if I can make my guess,” offered Officer Davis. 
 
    Ed blushed, and was guided into a salon. 
 
    For an old town, the salon was high tech. There were stations and sinks and curlers and hoods and…just about everything a woman wanting to be beautiful needed. 
 
    “Ed Johnson!” exclaimed a pert brunette. “My name is Georgette! 
 
    Georgette put Ed in a chair and had him lean back. “We’re going to wash your hair, then, while it’s drying, we’ll make you up.” 
 
    Ed lay back and felt the wonderful feeling of his body being taken care of. Then he jerked. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    A girl was holding his hand on a tray. “Doing your nails. Is that okay?” 
 
    Was it okay? Ed was, under it all, sort of terrified. But what could he do? “Oh, uh. Yeah.” 
 
    Amy sat down in a chair opposite him and picked up a fashion magazine. She kept glancing up every once in a while to check on his progress. 
 
    His hair was washed and large curlers were put in it. He was going to have waves down to his shoulders. 
 
    His toes were painted, then he received long, sharp nails. Also painted a bright red. 
 
    Ed lay there, and he was so very aware that his cock was hard. Shiela had told him about the methods for making the cock go down, but none of them had been done to him. Then Georgette stepped in front of him. 
 
    “Ed, I see that you’ve got a problem. Would you like to be chemically castrated, wear a gaffe? Or a chastity tube?” 
 
    “He’d like to be castrated,” Amy interjected. 
 
    Ed’s mouth dropped open. “But…you don’t want me to be able to get hard?” 
 
    “Ed, you have thoroughly embarrassed me. The judge may have let you off, but I’m not so kind. I want you soft for a month, and I’m going to play with you every day for that month. By the time you’re able to squirt again you will be a properly chastised man.” 
 
    “Uh,” said Georgette. They both looked at her. 
 
    “While I appreciate the byplay here, the fact of the matter is that it is Ed’s choice.” 
 
    “Well, Ed?” Amy asked. 
 
    Ed looked at his wife. He looked at Georgette. He looked at the ladies in the salon who were all watching with big grins. He looked at Amy again, and he could see the thin line of her lips. She was serious. 
 
    He gulped and said, “I’ll take the chemical castration.” 
 
    Amy smiled. “We’re going to have so much fun.” 
 
    “Okay,” Georgette spoke briskly. “After you leave here head back to the doctor’s office and she’ll take care of you.” 
 
    Ed was very sober now. He had saved his marriage, but…a month of no boners? 
 
    Ed sat and Georgette worked on his face. 
 
    She explained what she was doing, cleansing him, priming him, and doing the various other things that would make him pretty. 
 
    To Ed it felt like the hairs on his head were standing up. And it made him even harder. At this point he was almost looking forward to the  temporary castration. 
 
    Finally he was done.  
 
    He stood up and Officer Davis moved up next to him. “You’re very pretty, Ed. Downright gorgeous, but, sorry to say, you’re going to have to wait to get castrated.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Ed was spinning a bit in the mind. Everything was getting to be too much, and he was breaking with reality. 
 
    “It’s getting too late. Time for your punishment, and you can get your castration tomorrow.” 
 
    “Oh,” he muttered. 
 
    Officer Davis, with Amy following, walked Ed down the street towards the park. Ed held a purse in front of himself so his boner wouldn’t bulge in his dress. 
 
    Oddly, no one seemed to take notice of him. 
 
    He was just another guy in a dress. One with big boobs, but still just a guy. 
 
    They walked into the park, across the sward, and into a medium sized tent. 
 
    Ed stopped and looked at the pillory. 
 
    It was a plank with three holes in it. One for the neck and two for the hands. 
 
    “Please take your clothes off.” 
 
    “I…really?” 
 
    “Part of the rules.” 
 
    Ed moved stiffly as he removed the dress. 
 
    “Lingerie, too.” 
 
    Ed took off his garters and nylons and high heels. Now he was just in a bra. 
 
    “Bra, too.” 
 
    Ed took off his bra, Amy needed to help him, and stood shivering. It wasn’t cold, but he couldn’t stop. 
 
    Officer Davis lifted the top plank. “Place your head and hands in the holes..” 
 
    Ed placed his neck in the hole and his two hands in the holes next to it. 
 
    Officer Davis lowered the plank gently and locked it. 
 
    Ed was naked, and his cock was really hard now. It pointed down from behind the bar. His balls were shiny. 
 
    “Okay, Ed, I’ll be outside. ” 
 
    “When will this be over?” 
 
    “Usually two o’clock. This being a weekend it may stay open later.” She turned to Amy. “Amy, if he needs to relieve himself there is a can over there, and feel free to feed him or give him drink.” 
 
    “Whiskey,” croaked Ed. His eyes were rolling around in panic. He was having a rough time. 
 
    “Sure. Whatever you want.” To Amy: “Not too much, though. We don’t want to tack on a public drunkenness charge.” 
 
    Then Officer Davis left. 
 
    Ed stood in the stocks. He wasn’t uncomfortable, He knew he would get sore after a while, but he was okay. Except for the panic in his mind. 
 
    “Can you cover me up down there?” 
 
    Amy smiled. “They undressed you for a reason.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Do you really want me chemically castrated?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “Did I really embarrass you that much?” 
 
    “You certainly did. In fact, if it was my choice I’d ask that you be soft for a year.” 
 
    She started to laugh. “Oh, Ed. You should see your face. I have never seen you look so sad in my life.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” A little moisture built in the corners of his eyes. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he mumbled. 
 
    Amy laughed some more, then said, “I’ll go get you a bourbon and Coke. Will that be all right?” 
 
    “Yes. Please.” 
 
    Still chuckling Amy left the tent. 
 
    Ed stood silently. How had he ever gotten himself in this mess? 
 
    Suddenly he heard a child pipe up, “Mommy! Can we go in there?” 
 
    “Sorry, ma’am, this exhibit won’t open until the park goes adults only.” 
 
    The child complained, but the mother walked her away, and Ed sighed in relief. 
 
    Officer Davis looked in and grinned. “Saved your ass again, convict.” 
 
    Ed just groaned. 
 
    Amy came back. She had a bottle of bourbon, a six pack of Coke, a bag of ice and a small package of red solo cups. 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” 
 
    Amy smirked while she poured, then produced a package of straws. She held the cup for Ed, and he sipped greedily. 
 
    Then Amy offered Officer Davis a drink. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Aren’t you on duty?” asked Ed. 
 
    “Oh, this is just volunteer work. It doesn’t count. Say, this is good bourbon.” 
 
    “Whistlepig. Piggyback. Ed loves it.” 
 
    “Convicts do have such good taste,” and both women laughed and did some more sipping. 
 
    An hour passed, the sounds from outside the tent changed. The giggle and chatter of little voices left, and the flaps of the tent were suddenly pulled back and tied. 
 
    Ed stared out as a crowd gathered. 
 
    Women. With a few men with tits. 
 
    One of the onlookers looked up at the top of the tent. “The sign says dangerous? Does he bite?” 
 
    Laughter, and Ed felt mortification sink to his bones. 
 
    Amy stepped and said, “Naw. Except for maybe a little cunnilingus.” 
 
    Ed stared at his wife. Officer Davis laughed. 
 
    Two women came in. “He certainly doesn’t look dangerous. Are you his wife?” 
 
    Then commenced a conversation about how men were such slobs and what did Ed do to deserve his punishment and…could they feel him? 
 
    “I certainly don’t mind, though I would be careful, he might spit.” 
 
    The two women giggled, and there were a few guffaws from the crowd looking into the tent. Then the two women moved forward. 
 
    “He’s so cute,” said one of the women. “Does he dress up at home?” 
 
    “This is his first time.” 
 
    Ed jumped as a hand encircled his penis. 
 
    “My, he’s a hard one, isn’t he.” 
 
    “Only until they give him a shot of Lupron,” explained Officer Davis. 
 
    Then commenced a conversation about chemical castration and how it could be tailored for one month, three, six or a year. 
 
    “How do you feel about that, big dick?” One of the women asked Ed. 
 
    “Not too good,” he managed to say. 
 
    The woman began stroking. “So if I get him off right now…it’ll be his last cum for a month?” 
 
    “That’s right,” agreed Officer Davis.  
 
    “Then I should be very careful,” she said slowly, “to not let him cum!” She let go and everybody cackled. 
 
    Ed’s dick throbbed and bounced. 
 
    There was more talk, usually to Ed’s detriment, then the other woman wanted to stroke him. 
 
    “Oh, God!” moaned Ed. 
 
    When the woman had him just about ready to cum she let go. “That’ll teach you, you naughty boy.” 
 
    Again a gale of laughter. 
 
    Ed’s cock was red and starting to drip now. 
 
    Another woman came into the tent, this one with her husband. 
 
    The woman went right for his weenie. Her husband was only interested in his tits. 
 
    “Look at it drip!” 
 
    “Are your nipple always so stiff?” 
 
    Amy answered, “The doctor gave him a shot right behind the nipple, really made it erect.” 
 
    “Well, it’s beautiful. I’ll have to see this doctor. Does this most dangerous man like to take it from behind?” 
 
    “Hey!” objected Ed. He was totally helpless if somebody wanted to do that to him. 
 
    “Only if he asks for it,” pronounced Officer Davis. 
 
    “Oh, that’s something he should ask for,” said the women. She kept stroking his penis and used her other hand to touch his brown button. 
 
    “Hey!” Ed wiggled. 
 
    There were a lot of laughs, but the woman didn’t do anything more than touch him. 
 
    The problem was, it felt good. It made Ed’s peeny stiffer, and drip harder, and even when she stopped touching him it felt good. 
 
    “Better just give in, Ed,” said Officer Davis. “The more you resist the more they’ll want it. And I’ll tell you, having your back hole played with can be excruciating. After a while you’ll be begging for it.” 
 
    “You women are all perverted!” Ed half yelled. 
 
    Which caused a lot of laughter. 
 
    One of the women leaned down and nibbled on his ear and said, “Of course we are, Ed. And so are you, if you’d just relax a bit. 
 
    “You know,” said one of the men, fondling Ed’s breasts, “when he takes the Lupron he’ll wish he had a boner.” 
 
    The ladies looked at him. “My point is that if you could get them to wait a bit to administer it, everybody could enjoy his dingus more. At least, he’d feel it better and it would make his punishment all the sweeter.” 
 
    There was much discussion concerning this, and Officer Davis finally said, “You could petition the judge. She might like that idea.” 
 
    Ed blathered a bit, but it was getting hard to talk. His dick was throbbing and his head was getting a sex buzz. 
 
    And a petition was started. One of the ladies had a spiral ring book in her purse, which she donated, and people began signing the petition.  
 
    Ed groaned. Half from the idea of what they were doing to him, and half from the idea of having his castration put off. By now, so many women playing with him, even getting under him and sucking his breasts, he thought maybe castration would be beneficial. Maybe it was the only way he could withstand the next few nights. 
 
    The petition grew. More and more signatures. Whether the people lived in the town, or were just there for the festival, they all wanted to put off Ed’s castration. Many people thought it quite hilarious to bring him to the edge again and again, to get him so horny he couldn’t stand it, then deny him, completely, for a month. 
 
    And a second petition was started this one for making his time of castration last a year. 
 
    Officer Davis pulled Amy to the side and whispered, “Don’t worry, the judge won’t be wanting to do that.” Then she paused, considered, and said, “Unless maybe you wanted it. As an interested party your voice would certainly be heard. 
 
    Amy thought about that. 
 
    She loved Ed. 
 
    But she loved sex. 
 
    But…what if she could spend a year with him wearing a strap on? Wouldn’t that be punishment enough for what he had done? 
 
    The truth was she was still angry about how he had embarrassed her. It was something to think about. 
 
    And so the night went. 
 
    Ed was stroked, and stopped, till his peeny was purple and oozing a continuous stream of pre-cum. 
 
    Men and women admired his large breasts, and there were lots of jokes about when was he going to lactate. 
 
    Women leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. 
 
    His balls were played with…a lot. 
 
    But the worst, for Ed, was how many women couldn’t keep their hands off his backside. They petted his ass, traced his crack, and stuck their fingers into him.  
 
    It seemed that the longer he was there the more he was desired. 
 
    Every once in a while Amy would feed Ed some bourbon and Coke, and that was probably the only thing that saved him. 
 
    Finally, the night ended. 
 
    Ed was unlocked to cheers. He stood and wavered, then Amy and Officer Davis helped him out of the park. 
 
    They helped him up to the bedroom in the BNB, and he collapsed on the thin mattress. 
 
    Then, him instantly snoring, Officer Davis turned to Amy. “Would you like some company?” 
 
    Amy was already starting to take off her clothes, and she stopped. “Do you mean…?” 
 
    “I do,” and Officer Davis moved in slowly, making sure it was all right with Amy. Their lips met and they rolled onto the bed. 
 
    Beside the bed Ed slept. 
 
      
 
    Interestingly, Ed woke up and felt great. He had a surfeit of sexual energy, his cock was totally bonered, and…he couldn’t stop thinking about the hundreds of hands that had pleasured him, teased him, stroked him, and kept him on the edge all night long. 
 
    He sat up on the mattress and yawned, and blinked. Officer Davis’s belt and holster, and the rest of her clothes, and her lingerie, were hanging on the bedpost. 
 
    Ed turned his head and opened his mouth. 
 
    Officer Davis lay entwined with his wife. She was sleeping and giving light snores. 
 
    Amy was looking over the cop’s shoulder at him. Question was in her eyes. Is it okay? 
 
    Ed said, “Oh. Oh…wow.” 
 
    He got up and got dressed. It took a while. He was trying to be silent, and he was unfamiliar with how to put his lingerie and dress on. 
 
    Amy got up and helped him. 
 
    They tip toed down the steps, Ed’s boner leading the way.  
 
    Gerty was sitting behind the counter when they reached the ground floor, and she looked up and smiled. Then she looked down at Ed’s bulge. She handed him a sweater. “Tie it around your waist and nobody will notice.” 
 
    He did, they thanked her, and headed for the diner. 
 
    Marnie greeted them, brought them Coke and coffee and they ordered breakfast. 
 
    “How was it last night?” she asked Ed. 
 
    “I’ll never recover,” he said, stripping the paper off the straw. 
 
    Then Ed and Amy sat and ate. 
 
    “What are you thinking about,” asked Amy. 
 
    “I’m thinking that if things keep going, I’m going to be begging for a little anal action.” 
 
    Amy smiled. “And what do you think about waiting until the end to get castrated?” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. In his answer was agreement, and apprehension, and an understanding of just how horny he was going to get. 
 
    “You know, Ed. When you get castrated you’re going to be horny, and they tell me that you’re going to stay horny. You’ll be all juiced up, but no way to release that juice.” 
 
    “I’ll be spermed up,” he said. 
 
    “Yes. Spermed up. So what do you think about getting a shot so you can be horny longer? Wouldn’t you like to be horny for a year?” 
 
    Ed was silent. The thought was intriguing. After a long moment he said, “I don’t know. Let’s see how the next couple of nights go. I have a feeling the judge is going to make me wait for that shot, anyway.” 
 
    Amy smiled. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The week of Ed’s punishment passed. Every night it got worse. He got harder and dripped more, and more and more women crowded into the tent. It was almost as if they knew something was happening with him, and they wanted to be part of it. 
 
    On the last night Judge Edna came by. She cleared the tent and looked at Ed. She asked him serious questions about what he wanted. She had received petitions, but she wanted to talk to Ed and make sure that what he got was what he wanted. 
 
    Finally, satisfied, she left the tent. 
 
    A few minutes passed, and Amy came in. She was wearing a strap on, which was only right because she should be the one to deflower her hubby. 
 
    But after she was done they lined up, and Ed was treated to a ‘honeymoon’ the likes of which no one had ever seen. 
 
    All night the women lined up, along with a few men, and Ed paid the price for his crimes. 
 
    And, finally, when the night was over and the dawn was approaching, Doctor Johansen entered. She had her black bag and she took out a syringe. 
 
    “Now, Ed, remember, this is for a year. And I’ll be glad to give you implants when your vacation boobs wear off. Are you sure this is what you want?” 
 
    Ed looked at Amy, who nodded and smiled, and he smiled…and he nodded. 
 
    Doctor Johansen pushed the needle into his butt, pressed the plunger, then withdrew the needle. 
 
    “Okay, Ed. Anything else I can do for you?” 
 
    Ed gave a last smile. The Lupron was surging through his veins. In a short time his boners would be done for the year. He would be a woman for a year, and make love the way a woman does, except for the times when he would be wearing the strap on. 
 
    He said, “Do you know a good realtor?” 
 
    Doctor Johansen patted his back and said to Officer Davis. “His punishment is over. You can unlock him now.” 
 
    Officer Davis produced the key to the pillory and said, “Heck, doc, his punishment is just started. 
 
    Then Ed was loose and Amy was holding him. 
 
    His cock was dripping. It would go down, become limp, but it wouldn't stop dripping. Not for a year. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault. 
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    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
      
 
    I’ve always wondered. I’m not a lesbian, but I know lots of lesbians, and they are fascinating. 
 
    I know lots of crossdressers. More than most people. Very interesting people. 
 
    Would a man who was a crossdresser be considered a lesbian if he loved women? 
 
    Lesbian refers to women, and no matter how much make up a man puts on, he’s still got a penis. 
 
    Now if he went trans, and had his junk removed…hmmm. Maybe then you could call him a lesbian, but…I don’t know. 
 
    I do know that most women want their men to have peenys. And even lesbians own a lot of strap ons. 
 
    Just thinking, you know? 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. I don’t know how long I’ll be gone!” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Johnny sympathized. “I know your mother hasn’t been feeling well, and it’s only right that you help take care of her. 
 
    Johnny, in spite of his consoling manner, was exulting on the inside. Weeks, maybe months, all by himself. His boner was already growing. 
 
    “”That’s so understanding of you.” 
 
    Nancy was shoving lingerie and clothes into a couple of suitcases, and Johnny stared surreptitiously at her figure. 
 
    She was stacked, with a thin waist.Her face was classic, with red, lips and deep, blue eyes. Her hair was a sleek shine of blonde. 
 
    Sometimes Johnny wondered why he was so perverted. Why did he harbor such secret desires when he had a loving wife who looked so gorgeous. 
 
    But he was. And there was nothing he could do but live with it. 
 
    “Honey? Can you grab me the black heels and my good running shoes?” 
 
    Johnny popped into the closet, found the desired items and popped right out. He put the shoes on the bed and Nancy tucked them into the suitcase. “I’m going to drive in my regular shoes.” 
 
    She stood and mused, an elbow in one hand, as she figured out what she was going to need. 
 
    “Don’t forget the kitchen sink.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” she laughed. 
 
    She put make up in a small kit and placed that on the chair next to the door. 
 
    “What else…what else?” she asked herself. She went into the bathroom and looked for anything she might have forgotten. 
 
    Johnny went to the dresser drawer and opened it. He took out a vibrator and snuck it into her suitcase. He closed the suitcase and locked it just in time. 
 
    “Oh, thank you. Do you want to take it out to the car?” 
 
    Johnny picked up the suitcase and took it out to the car. He put it in the trunk and went back into the house for the other suitcase. Then he retrieved her make up case. 
 
    Nancy went through the closet, checked in her purse, made sure she had a charger, her tooth brush, everything and anything she might need for an extended visit to her mother. 
 
    Finally, she was ready. The car was packed and she couldn’t find anything else that she might need. 
 
    They were standing in the kitchen when Johnny said, “Don’t worry. If there’s anything else you need I can send it to you.” 
 
    Nancy hugged her hubby, then kissed him a good one. 
 
    “Woo!” he muttered. 
 
    “And we haven’t even made love these last few days!” 
 
    “I’ve been abused,” agreed Johnny. 
 
    With that, Nancy hugged him again, and reached into his pants. She kissed him and stroked him. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” whispered Johnny when they broke. 
 
    “That’s just a reminder,” grinned Nancy. “Think about that in the long years to come.” 
 
    “Years?” he yelped. 
 
    “Maybe a decade or two.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    She jacked him some more, then knelt and took him in her mouth. 
 
    Now Johnny really was sorry that she was leaving. 
 
    But, he couldn’t stifle the excitement building in his chest at the thought of being left alone for a while. 
 
    Nancy let go of him and he nearly fell over. Her mouth had been that heady. 
 
    “Well, got to go,” she giggled. 
 
    They went out to the car and Nancy slid behind the wheel. “I love you, Johnny. Thank you for understanding.” 
 
    “Hey. Your Mom is family, and you have to take care of your family.” 
 
    Nancy sighed. “I’m so lucky to have you.” 
 
    She backed out of the car and into the street. With a final wave she zoomed the car down the road. 
 
    Johnny waved from the edge of the street, then, her tail lights disappearing around a corner, he sighed, and smiled, and headed back into the house. 
 
    He closed the garage door and locked it. 
 
    He went through the house and closed all the doors and locked them. 
 
    He secured all the windows and drew all the drapes. 
 
    He went back into the garage, climbed on top of the washing machine and reached up to the crawl space. 
 
    Smiling, his fingers snagged a cardboard box. He lifted it down and headed back to his room. 
 
    He went into the bathroom and got down the bottle of Nair. He spread the goop over his body, making sure he had a thick coating in his groin and under his arms. 
 
    While the depilating formula did its work he walked, naked and covered with goop, into the kitchen. He got down a glass and filled it with ice. He poured some Horse Soldier Small Batch Bourbon into a glass, added some Coke, and took a sip. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he wheezed. Then he headed back to the bathroom and into the shower. 
 
    His hair came off smooth as silk. His skin felt so fine and sensitive, and his nipples were erect. 
 
    He shivered and dried himself off, then slathered body cream over his body. It smelled like roses, and his skin felt so alive. 
 
    Then he set to work on his nails. 
 
    It had taken him a good while to figure nails out, especially the fake nails, but now he was good at it. 
 
    He held his body in position and stroked red paint on his toes. then he shaped and fitted long ovals onto his fingers and painted them. 
 
    He admired his hands and feet briefly, then began working on his face. 
 
    Again, practice had made perfect, and he cleansed and primed and did all the things to make his face a perfect canvas. 
 
    He shaped his eyebrows, being careful not to go overboard. He wanted a unisex look that would not alarm his wife when she got back home. 
 
    He colored his lids, lengthened his eyelashes, and use eyeliner. 
 
    Finally, his face feminine looking, the angles softened, his eyes looking big and brown, he applied lipstick. 
 
    He sat and looked at himself for a long minute. He loved this look, and often wondered why men didn’t use make up, or even why he hadn’t been born a woman. 
 
    He put stretch tape on his skin, pulled his pecs inward so that they gave him a slight bit of cleavage. He used make up to shadow the cleavage and make it appear bigger. 
 
    Finally, he put on a bra that compressed his chest and forced his pecs up and out. It looked like he had A cups, or maybe even bigger. 
 
    Now came the tough part. Fortunately, he had been drinking, and that helped. 
 
    He got out his chastity tube and forced his rod into it. 
 
    It was tough, in spite of the booze he tended to stay large. 
 
    But he made it. And he locked the tube, then pulled it back between his legs and used a bit of tape to secure it. Now he would have no boner bump in his dress. 
 
    He took out his prostate massager and lubed it, then inserted it. It always made him gasp when he felt himself get full. 
 
    Panties. Thongs, actually, and the string up his butt totally excited him. Especially the way it rubbed on his massager. 
 
    He looked in the mirror. A boyish body, but the slight boobs made it girlish. 
 
    He wished he could have real tits. Big ones, like his wife. 
 
    Oh, well. If wishes were fishes all sharks would be stacked. 
 
    He giggled, and went into the kitchen to pour another drink. 
 
    Returning to the bedroom he put on a garter belt and nylons. He had to sit on the bed to do this, and he loved the way his body weight forced the massager deeper into him. 
 
    He chose a mulberry silk slip dress. It fit his form perfectly, and he had just enough cleavage showing, and legs, that it made him even more feminine. 
 
    High heels. It had taken him a while to be able to navigate in them, but he was not pretty good at it. On those rare occasions that he got to practice he could make his heel slick pretty good. He loved that powerful sensation of clicking heels. 
 
    He was almost done. All that was left was to brush his hair. He sat at Nancy’s vanity and began pulling a brush through his tangles. He wet the brush a bit, gave the handle a twist every once in a while, and styled the hair so it curled along his chin line. 
 
    And, finally, he was done. 
 
    He poured himself another drink, turned on the music in the dining room, pushed chairs back and began to sway with the music. 
 
    He pretended he was a woman. He pretended he had no cock. He pretended the world was his oyster, and he was hungry. 
 
    He moved his hips, inside the chastity tube his cock tried to get hard, but all it could do was try. 
 
    He rubbed his nipples and humped the door jamb. 
 
    He wanted this. He was in the excitation phase of sex, and he loved it. He wanted to stay like this forever. 
 
    He drank some more. He danced. He went out the garage door and stood in the shadows and imagined he was free to walk, to drive his car, to go anywhere. A woman. 
 
    If only…if only. 
 
    Finally, he went back into the house. It was getting late, and he wanted to watch a little porn. 
 
    He called up Findtubes and went to top right to Our Network. He was presented with almost 45 different sites. Anything he wanted. From Lesbians to Old Matures to…whatever. 
 
    Now his true horniness started. Watching the models do their thing made him hornier and hornier, but there was no way he could touch his dingus. It was locked up for the night. 
 
    As he got hornier and hornier he played with his nipples and rocked back and forth on the edge of his swivel, it pushed the prostate massager around and he honestly felt like he could cum that way. 
 
    He drank a little more, watched a little more, rocked a little more, and he felt dizzy. 
 
    He thought about removing the chastity tube and jacking off, but he knew he had pushed it too far. No, better to just stagger back into the bedroom, enjoy his state of mind, his state of body, his potentially enormous boner that was hiding in his chastity tube. 
 
    Tomorrow he would masturbate. He would continue his crossdressing and self edging. 
 
    Tomorrow. 
 
    He lay down on the bed. 
 
    He flopped onto his stomach and listened to his breathing, felt his peeny squirming in frustration. Felt his heinie throbbing, his prostate so excited, he wanted to cum, but…not now…not…. 
 
      
 
    It was a four hour trip to Nancy’s mother’s house. It wasn’t a bad four hours, just a boring four hours. Fortunately for Nancy, she wasn’t going to her mother’s house. Instead, she went over to her best friend’s house. Charlene Peters, ‘Char’ for short, lived on the other side of town. 
 
    Fifteen minutes after she left her house Nancy pulled into Char’s garage. Her friend closed the garage door, then went to the driver’s door and opened it. 
 
    Nancy got out and hugged her friend. 
 
    After a moment Char invited her into the house. 
 
    They sat at a table and Char poured them a couple of wine coolers. They sipped and sat and Nancy thought. 
 
    “So you’re really going to leave him.” 
 
    Nancy nodded. 
 
    “Well, you know I think it’s a mistake.” 
 
    Nancy looked up. She was in a weird state of mind. on hand she was happy she had finally made a decision. On the other hand…it was the death of a marriage. 
 
    “Tell me why it’s a mistake.” 
 
    “I’ve told you before.” 
 
    “Tell me again. I really need to think this through.” 
 
    Char sipped her cooler, sat back, and proceeded to pontificate. 
 
    “The main reason is that you haven’t talked to him. You haven’t sat down and spoken your mind, let him know what he’s doing that’s driving you away. 
 
    Nancy grunted. It was true. 
 
    “And let’s look at why you want to leave him.” 
 
    “He doesn’t like sex.” 
 
    “That’s not a great reason.” 
 
    “Sure it is. I’m a woman. I want to be loved. There’s even times I want him to throw me down and do me.” 
 
    “And the other side of that,” Char observed, “is that there’s probably times when he would like you to throw him down and do you.” 
 
    Nancy sighed. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend. Talk to me.” 
 
    For hours they talked. Slowly Char chipped away at her friend’s reasoning. And emotions rose and Nancy had a good cry. And, in the end, she decided to go home and confront her husband. 
 
    “Will you come with me?” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “To be my conscience. To provide moral support. To make sure I don’t go off my rocker.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    So the two friends, now a little soused, but not too much, giggled and got into Nancy’s car. Nancy drove, making sure she avoided cops and obeyed all laws. She pulled into her driveway at four in the morning. 
 
    The two girls stepped out of the car, swayed a little, and went to the front door.  
 
    Nancy was giggling, but it was a forced sort of giggle, a drunken chortle as she contemplated what was about to happen. 
 
    She turned the knob, except it didn’t turn. 
 
    She frowned, “That’s funny,” she whispered. “We never lock the door. 
 
    “I think the garage door was open an inch.” 
 
    They went back to the front of the garage and, sure enough, the door was open an inch. 
 
    Johnny had stepped outside, into the shadows, and while he had made sure everything was locked up tight, he had forgotten to lock the garage door again when he went back inside the house. 
 
    The door was a bit heavy, so Nancy only opened it a few inches, just enough to slide into the garage. Not enough to make a racket that would have awakened Johnny. 
 
    The girls entered the kitchen. It was dark, no lights but the clock on the stove and the microwave, the door of which had been left ajar. 
 
    Now they tip toed, careful not to make a sound. 
 
    Why they tip toed wasn’t exactly clear to them. Nancy should have been making regular noises, hoping to awake Johnny without surprising him. 
 
    Not that Johnny would awake. He was slumbering the deep sleep. One could have pounded on a drum and he would have simply turned over and snored. 
 
    They went down the hall and Nancy stopped at the computer room. The computer was on, the bright light of the screen illuminating the room. 
 
    Puzzled, Nancy stepped into the room and looked at the screen. 
 
    “Holy shit!” whispered Char behind her. 
 
    On the screen was a picture of a woman sucking…another woman! 
 
    But…not a woman! 
 
    Nancy and Char blinked, figured it out, then saw the caption at the top of the screen. 
 
      
 
    Lady Boys with Big Cocks 
 
      
 
    Stunned, they looked at each other in the light of the computer screen. 
 
    “What the fuck?” whispered Nancy. 
 
    “Is the sound down?” asked Char in a low voice. 
 
    Nancy turned the sound down and clicked on the image on the screen. 
 
    The faces of the lady boys were feminine. They looked like women. 
 
    Their bodies were slender, but they had boobs. Not hug boobs, but…boobs. 
 
    And they were fucking! One of the lady boys had the other one bent over and they moaned and groaned and committed sodomy. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    “Shh. Hit the back button.” 
 
    Nancy did so, and they went back through a seemingly endless saga of men and women. They had picked up on lady boys as the last site Johnny had visited, but he had varied tastes. There were big boobs, Asian BDSM, and something utterly amazing—Dominatrix April stapling a man’s peeny. Making it short. Click, click. OW! Click. And the old fellow on the screen suddenly had a one inch pecker. 
 
    Char whispered, “This doesn’t look like a man who doesn’t like sex.” 
 
    “It looks like somebody who likes sex a little too much.” 
 
    Char giggled, “How much is too much?” 
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, Nancy smiled. 
 
    “This changes things, yes?” 
 
    Nancy nodded. Then: I still might leave him, but not until I find out more.” 
 
    “Well, shut it down and let’s go wake up Mr. Bozo Butt.” 
 
    Nancy turned the computer off and the two girls went back to the hall and headed for the master bedroom. 
 
    Nancy turned on the light and her mouth was open to say ‘Wake up, Johnny!”  
 
    But she said nothing. Instead, her eyes opened and she stared in stunned shock. 
 
    Char moved in behind her, wondering what the hold up was, but when she Johnny on the bed she didn’t say anything, either. 
 
    A woman lay on the bed. A sexy woman. She was half turned at the waist, her lower body facing down on the mattress. 
 
    She was wearing some kind of butt plug, and below that was the tip of something silvery. 
 
    Nancy was torn. She was shivering. She was about to come loose, to scream, to throw things at the woman in her bed. 
 
    Char moved around the bed, looked at the woman’s face, and suddenly grinned. 
 
    Nancy’s mouth was open, the scream building, but then Char was motioning to her, grinning like a fool, actually laughing in a silent manner. 
 
    “Come here! Get over here!” Char hissed. 
 
    Still, Nancy wanted to scream. 
 
    Char came back around the bed and grabbed her arm and pulled her. “You won’t believe it.” 
 
    Nancy allowed herself to be pulled around the side of the bed, tears were starting to fill her eyes. Now she knew she was going to leave Johnny. Not wanting sex, but being a pervert, and now this…another woman in their bed. 
 
    And where was Johnny? Where was…and everything stopped. 
 
    She saw where Johnny was; she knew who the woman was. She staggered backwards, her mouth and eyes open in shock, and Char snagged her and managed to keep her upright. 
 
    It was Johnny! Johnny was the woman! 
 
    Thoughts flashed through Nancy’s mind. 
 
    He had watched ‘Lady Boys.’ He was a crossdresser. He didn’t want sex because…because he wanted his sex in other ways. 
 
    He wanted to dress up and masturbate. Although, he was wearing something over his cock, she knew it would come off and he would masturbate. 
 
    And, he had been lying to her for their whole marriage. 
 
    She knew it had been their whole marriage because something like this doesn’t happen over night. 
 
    Char pulled her sleeve and guided her out of the room. They tip toed down to the kitchen, where they stood and gasped, and giggled and held on to each other. 
 
    “Is he gay?” asked Nancy. 
 
    “Naw. He’s just…over sexed.” 
 
    “My, God! What am I going to do?” 
 
    “What are you going to do? Are you serious? Don’t you realize what this means?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    “Honey, you have got Johnny exactly where you want him. You can mold him, shape him, make him into a slave if you wish.” 
 
    Nancy was sober now, thinking through what her friend was explaining. 
 
    “Come with me,” and Nancy held her cell phone and returned to the bedroom. She turned on the lights, which stunned Nancy. 
 
    “Don’t worry. Did you see the bottle of bourbon? It’s near empty.” 
 
    The lights shone down on sleeping Johnny, and Nancy started taking pictures. 
 
    She clicked pictures from every angle. She actually touched Johnny, spread his legs and snapped pictures of his butt plug, or whatever it was, and the chastity tube. As she took the pictures she spoke in a normal tone of voice. 
 
    “He isn’t going to wake up, and so what if he did?” 
 
    “But…what am I going to do?” Nancy was still in a state of shock. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Whatever you want? Hey, if you want to go visit your mother this would be a great time.” 
 
    “What?” Nancy was confused. 
 
    “Leave Bozo Butt to me. Go take a vacation. I guarantee when you come home he’ll be…amenable.” 
 
    “But I…” 
 
    Nancy turned Johnny over, just grabbed him and flipped him. Now his chastity tube was visible through panties. She pulled his panties down and snapped pictures. She made sure she had a lot of pictures with his face showing. 
 
    Finally, enough photos in her cell, Nancy tapped the face of her phone a few times. “There. I sent it to my computer. And…there. It’s in the cloud.” 
 
    For a second the two women looked down on Nancy’s drunken, perverted husband. 
 
    Finding out that he did like sex, Nancy was sort of relieved. And it was sort of cute, him dressing up.  
 
    “He did a good job,” said Char. 
 
    “Apparently he’s had some practice,” agreed Nancy. 
 
    Then Char said, “Aha!” 
 
    She walked to the side table and picked up a small key. She held it to his chastity tube. It was the key to his happiness, and now Char was holding it. 
 
    Grinning wider than a Cheshire cat, Char turned off the lights and the two women left the room. 
 
    They sat down in the kitchen to discuss the matter. 
 
    “So, are you going to do this? Or do you want me to handle him?” 
 
    Nancy considered her friend. “What would you do to him?” 
 
    “Tease him. Touch him. Drive him crazy. I’ll mount a couple of cameras so you can watch. You can go to your mother’s and have a nice visit, and I’ll handle Bozo butt. 
 
    “So he won’t even know that I know.” 
 
    “I can use that to blackmail him, force him to my will.” 
 
    “It’ll probably be a bigger shock than if I did it.” 
 
    “Absolutely. He’s used to you, your normal dynamic, your ways of behaving with each other, will reassert. But this way…” she shrugged. 
 
    They finished off the bottle of bourbon as they talked, and Nancy was liking the idea more and more. Then Nancy asked, “Are you going to fuck him?” 
 
    Char blinked. “Actually, honestly, I hadn’t thought about it. Should I? Do you want me to? Or should I say, do you care?” 
 
    “Right now…not really. I’m still trying to wrap my head around this whole thing.” 
 
    “Well, we can talk about it. I certainly don’t mind contributing my pussy for a good cause.” 
 
    Nancy giggled. “A good cause.” 
 
    “Can you think of a better cause? Bending a man to a woman’s will?” 
 
    Nancy frowned. “But is he really a man?” 
 
    “That’s an interesting thought. Is he?” 
 
    The two women stared at each other. 
 
    Char: “He’s got a dick, officially he’s a man.” 
 
    Nancy: “But what does he want, deep down inside?” 
 
    Char: “Maybe that’s something we’ll find out.” 
 
    And the two women pondered. 
 
      
 
    Several hours later Johnny stirred. His mouth was dry, and tasted like lipstick. 
 
    He blinked his eyes, and realized he still had long eyelashes. 
 
    Oh, fuck, and his dick hurt. 
 
    He rolled out of bed and wobbled across the floor. He was hungover, still a little drunk, and wearing high heels. 
 
    What the fuck? He thought he had taken his heels off. This was weird. 
 
    He made it to the bathroom and sat on the porcelain throne. Ahhh. Relief. He listened to the tinkle of water in the bowl. Heysoos, that felt good. 
 
    He dabbed at his chastity tube with toilet paper and stood up. Damn. He wasn’t supposed to sleep in make up. 
 
    He went out to his wife’s vanity table. He felt gamey. He needed to get undressed and clean himself off. And he really needed to let his dick out. After a night of being all scrunched up it was ready to pop. 
 
    Not that he would pop it right now. He’d wait a few hours, enjoy the feeling of his peeny stretching out and swaying back and forth and bobbing up and down. Then maybe he’d get dressed up again, but no chastity tube now. Now he was ready to squirt. Then take a day off and do it all over. 
 
    He sat in his wife’s chair at her vanity table and dabbed a finger into the cold cream. He scooped a bit out and applied it to his face. 
 
    He loved this part, taking off his make up, almost as much as he loved putting it on. 
 
    He wiped away color, cleaned his eyelids and mascara, and returned his face to his maleness. 
 
    His dress felt a little gamey, having slept in it. And his nylons were skewed, and his bra felt a little tight. 
 
    He sighed happily. God, he loved this life. 
 
    Of course, he felt a little guilty. He had a big secret from his wife, and he knew he needed to make love to her more. 
 
    It was just that he liked making love to himself a little more. 
 
    His face clean, he slipped out of the dress. He would wash it this evening, maybe wear it tomorrow. Heck, he needed to order a few more dresses, some more lingerie. He should order some stuff off Amazon while Nancy was gone. 
 
    He glanced at the clock on the side table. It was almost time to call her. He had slept a little too late, and he had to get moving. 
 
    Oddly, he suddenly felt something was wrong. Something…he looked back at the side table, and nothing registered. 
 
    He took off his lingerie. Unrolled his nylons, took off his bra, and it was when he was bending his arms to unfastened the back strap on the bra that it hit him. 
 
    It was a wordless realization. It was a moment of understanding something without all the verbalization. 
 
    He turned and looked at the side table. 
 
    The lamp on it. The clock. But nothing else. 
 
    And there should have been something else. 
 
    The key. 
 
    The key to his chastity tube. 
 
    The key should have been there. 
 
    His hand went down to his groin and he held the chastity tube. The chastity tube was still on him, but where was the key?” 
 
    He dove to his hands and knees and searched the carpet around the side table. 
 
    He lay on his belly, feeling the tube on his cock pressing into the rug. 
 
    His cock was stirring, it had been stirring since he had woken up. But it couldn’t get hard. 
 
    He got up on the bed and searched through the covers. He lifted pillows, dug his hand down between the mattress and the headboard. 
 
    “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” he mumbled. 
 
    He picked up the mattress and pulled it off the bed. He moved the bed and searched the floor minutely. 
 
    He staggered back to the vanity chair and plopped down heavily. 
 
    What the fuck? Where was it? He always put the key on the side table when he locked himself up! Where could it have gone? 
 
    For a long minute he sat, immersed in black confusion, then he perked up. 
 
    What did it matter? He could cut it off! It was time for him to buy a new one anyway. This one was old, generic, maybe he should order something from Lori, or something. Or at least get one that would hold him tighter, keep him prisoner better. 
 
    So thinking, he started to smile. He stood up. He stepped into the shower and cleaned himself off. He soaped his tube up and chuckled. 
 
    Who the fuck cared? It just put his program back a day. He could order over night and have a new chastity tube within a day. 
 
    He dried himself off, used his wife’s spare hair dryer to make sure his cock and tube were dry. 
 
    Then, naked and loving it, he walked down the hallway. Time for a little breakfast. Time to make plans for the day. He still had a lot of sex to do. Sure, Nancy might be gone for a couple of months, but those months would travel fast, and this was his golden opportunity. 
 
    He walked past the foyer, on the left, and the living room on the right. 
 
    He stepped into the kitchen, and that’s when it hit him. 
 
    The same way the absence of the key had hit him. 
 
    Something was wrong. Something was really wrong. He turned and stepped back and looked to the left. Into the living room. 
 
    Then he jerked and grabbed the door and his nice, clean body broke out in massive amounts of terrified sweat. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny.” 
 
    Char, Nancy’s best friend, was sitting on the couch, watching him. Her lips were pursed and she held in laughter. 
 
    And Johnny fainted.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Johnny came to. His face was wet and somebody was patting his cheek. Sort of hard, but not striking him. 
 
    He made a sound, and opened his eyes. 
 
    His head was in Char’s lap and she was patting his face with a wet wash cloth. 
 
    “There he is,” said Char. 
 
    Johnny sat up. His face was red, his mind was stuttering, he was caught. 
 
    Char stood up, brushed her skirt, and said, “You really went out like a light.” 
 
    Johnny sat on his butt, his hands supporting him behind his back. His legs splayed, but the knees slightly bent. The chastity tube was plain to see. And he realized something else. He was still wearing the prostate massager. 
 
    He scrambled to his feet, nearly falling, grabbing for the edge of the couch. Then he was on his feet, shaking and trembling, and looking at Char. 
 
    “Don’t bother trying to hide it. I know you’re wearing a chastity tube, but what’s that thing up your butt?” 
 
    “I…I…uh…” 
 
    Johnny started backing up, he was waving his hands, he was trying to think, but panic had him. He turned and ran for the bedroom. 
 
    A look of pure delight on her face, Char followed him. 
 
    Johnny closed the door and locked it. 
 
    “Open up, Johnny.” Char rattled the doorknob. 
 
    No sound. 
 
    Char sighed and bent at the knee. She slid her cell phone under the door. 
 
    “Look at my photos, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny looked down at the phone. Looked at photos. Oh, no! 
 
    He bent and picked up the phone. He looked at the photos, and felt faint. 
 
    Him. On the bed. Full en femme. Make up and…and butt plug and chastity tube. 
 
    “Now open up the door, Johnny. Or I’ll go home and put all those photos on Facebutt.” 
 
    Johnny felt like he wasn’t even in his body. He stared at himself in image. 
 
    “Johnny. Last chance. Once I leave you’ll have my cell phone and you won’t be able to call me. I’ll go straight home and onto Facebutt. No…open the door. 
 
    Johnny was muttering, mumbling, trying to figure everything out, but the only recourse he had was to open the door. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny. See you later.” 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    Johnny heard her heels on the wood floor. She was going to do it. She was going to… 
 
    “Wait!” he yelped. 
 
    He grabbed a robe and wrapped it around himself. He pulled out the prostate massager and threw it on the bed. He opened the door. 
 
    Char was at the end of the hallway, turned around and waiting. When she saw Johnny she smiled, and returned. 
 
    “Wait..uh…please…” 
 
    His voice was breaking. 
 
    She stopped in front of him and placed a hand on his chest. “Wow. Your heart is beating hard.” 
 
    Johnny looked down at her slender fingers, felt the tips of her nails on his flesh. 
 
    “Please…I…” 
 
    But he still couldn’t think. 
 
    “Lose the robe.” 
 
    Johnny hugged it around his body. 
 
    “I mean it.” 
 
    He couldn’t move, but she could. She reached out and pulled the robe down, over his shoulders, down his arms, and let it drop on the floor. 
 
    Johnny shivered, his eyes were like the thousand yard stare of men just out of combat. 
 
    “Nice,” Char said, gripping his chastity tube and giving it a shake. 
 
    Johnny groaned. 
 
    “We’re going to leave this on. That okay with you, Johnny?” 
 
    “How…how…did you get in?” 
 
    “I’m an evil witch. I turned myself into smoke and slid under the door.” 
 
    Johnny was gulping now, swallowing hard. “Nu…nu…” 
 
    “No? Well, you’re right. The garage door was open and I just walked in.” 
 
    Johnny’s mind turned over the events of the night previous. He had stepped out of the garage, into the shadows, and he had forgotten to lock the door when he came back in. 
 
    “Now turn around and bend over.” 
 
    “Wha…what?” 
 
    “I want to see that butt plug thingie.” 
 
    “Nu…nu…no.” 
 
    “Nonsense. Oh, you must have pulled it out. Probably jerked it out while the door was closed. Is that right?” 
 
    Johnny nodded, his head moving a bit frantically. 
 
    “Well, get it and put it back in. I want you chastised and fucked at all times.” 
 
    “But I…you…” 
 
    “Now. Or I call your wife.” 
 
    Now Johnny had two items to worry about. Being posted on Facebutt, and his wife finding out. He turned and stumbled to the bed. He picked up the prostate massager and said his first intelligible words. “I have to…wash it. Wash it off.” 
 
    “Well hop to it, Bozo Butt.” 
 
    Johnny went into the bathroom, He soaped the plug and looked at it. He couldn’t. Not in front of Char. 
 
    But char had followed him. “Don’t you have to lube it or something?” 
 
    Johnny nodded. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    Sobbing, Johnny got out the lube and greased the massager up. Then he bent over and inserted it. He felt the thing expand his ring, and it hurt a little. He realized that his anus was all puckered from his panic. 
 
    “Wow. Stand up.” 
 
    Johnny straightened up and turned to her. His eyes were looking down. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    Johnny had a hard time, but he managed to raise his face. 
 
    Char stepped closer to him. He felt her large breasts press against him. 
 
    She reached up and wiped his tears off his cheeks. “You’ll have to stop crying, Johnny Boy. It will mess up your make up.” 
 
    “But, I…you…” 
 
    “Now sit down over here, and let me do you proper.” 
 
    But…I…” 
 
    She guided him to the chair at the vanity table and sat him down. 
 
    Johnny stared at himself. 
 
    “I’m going to fix your nails. You didn’t do badly, but pay attention. Then we’ll work on your make up, so you have until I’m done with your nails to stop crying.” 
 
    “Bu…bu…” he was shivering. 
 
    “Calm down. Take deep breaths. Watch what I do so you can learn.” 
 
    And Johnny watched. 
 
    Across town Nancy was sitting in Char’s house staring at the computer. She couldn’t wait to see what was happening. She fixed herself a drink and sat and sipped. 
 
      
 
    Char finished his nails and stood up. “Okay, I want you to learn from this, so I’m going to call up a few programs on my laptop. You just sit there.” 
 
    Char went out to the living room and retrieved her laptop. She tapped a few keys and grinned at the computer. 
 
      
 
    Across town Nancy finally saw Char’s face appear. Nancy wished she could have seen Johnny’s initial reactions, but at least she would be able to watch from now on. The computer on Char’s end was set to stream whatever the camera saw to Nancy’s laptop. She settled back and grinned. 
 
      
 
    Char set the laptop down on the vanity table. It had a perfect view of Johnny, and when he moved it would show the bed. Perfect. 
 
    First Char called up a couple of Youtube videos on make up, then she set to work. 
 
    Across town Nancy held her breath and watched. 
 
    Char took her time, explained everything, and Johnny sat motionless in the chair. 
 
    He had managed to stop crying, but he was still panicked. 
 
    “You did a god job, Johnny Boy, but there’s some tricks that will help you do a better job. 
 
    Char cleaned his face, did basically the same things that Johnny had done the night before, but better. When she was done Johnny was absolutely breath taking. 
 
    She had him stand up and pirouette, and the camera in the laptop transmitted everything. 
 
    “Very nice, Johnny. Now, let’s order you some goodies. 
 
    Johnny pulled up another chair and Char scrolled and tapped through Amazon and other sites, and picked out lingerie, a new wardrobe, make up, even jewelry. 
 
    “But my ears aren’t pierced!” Johnny was starting to be able to talk. 
 
    “They will be.” 
 
    “But Nancy will find out!” 
 
    “Nah. How long is she gone for?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “She told me two months. So you can wear jewelry. We take it out when the second month starts and the holes will close up. Now let me ask you a question.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How long have you been doing this?” 
 
    “I just did it this time. I was curious. I…” he babbled on, and Char smiled. 
 
    When he was done she said, “Bullshit. Now tell me the truth.” 
 
    And Johnny fessed up. He described his fascination with women’s clothes when he was in grade school, how that interest grew and grew. How he wore girl’s clothes in college, how he had never been caught, how he was afraid everybody would laugh at him. 
 
    “Johnny, Johnny,” said Char when Johnny was done babbling. “Don’t you know that imitation is the sincerest form of flattery? Don’t you know that, except for a few bitches who are just that, bitches, most women would be impressed by you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, it’s true. But, here’s the sad news, for you, not me.” 
 
    Johnny watched her. 
 
    “I’m going to use you. I’ve got your secret now, and it’s safe with me, as long as you do what I say. In fact, I’ll even help you out.” 
 
    “You will? But what about Nancy?” 
 
    “You’ve been keeping your secret from her, so why not continue. Although, I’ll bet she wouldn’t be as upset as you might think she would be.” 
 
    Johnny was silent. He was aware that he had a secret, and sometimes he felt guilty about it, but he couldn’t stop what he was. 
 
    He was a pervert, and that was wrong, and somehow he lived with that knowledge. 
 
    And now he was going to have even more to conceal from his wife. 
 
    “How do feel about keeping secrets from Nancy.” 
 
    “I feel terrible. I always want to tell her, but…I can’t.” 
 
    Char nodded. 
 
    On the other end of the computer Nancy was startled. She had been about to divorce him, but now she was finding out his true feelings, and the torture and torment he was going through. 
 
    On the computer Char said, “Well, like I say, your secret is safe, but there will be a price.” 
 
    “What price?” 
 
    “Better to show you, than tell you.” 
 
    Char stood up and took off her blouse. 
 
    Johnny stared at her big boobs. Her nipples were stiff and pointing at him. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Char took off her skirt, then her panties. Her landing strip was a a thin patch of light hair. She sat on the bed and said, “Eat me, Johnny. “Eat me till I get off. Get me off.” 
 
    Johnny stood up, but more from shock than compliance. 
 
    “I can’t…I can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I’m married! I don’t want to fuck you! I love my wife.” 
 
    Across town Nancy bit her knuckles and tears seeped from her eyes. 
 
    “Who said anything about fucking. Yet. I just want a little cunnilingus. And I’ll tell you the truth, Johnny…I’ve always wondered what it would be like to have a lesbian eat me out.” 
 
    “But I’m not a lesbian!” 
 
    “Aren’t you? Look at yourself. Go ahead, look in the mirror.” 
 
    Johnny turned and saw himself, red lips and beautiful eyes. She had brushed his hair out and curled it under, and he looked….like a woman. 
 
    “I…I can’t…” 
 
    “Come here, Johnny. Think of all the bad things that will happen if I post you on Facebutt, if I send all the videos and pictures to Nancy. How long do you think she’ll stay with you then?” 
 
    “Please…” But his foot had taken another step. 
 
    Char watched him break, one foot at a time. 
 
    “Come here, Johnny. My pussy needs your mouth.” 
 
    “No…no…” another step, another… 
 
    He went to his knees when he reached the bed, and his eyes were truly tortured. 
 
    Across town Nancy watched, and she would have felt bad, except that she knew, in his heart of hearts, Johnny was a pervert, and he had secrets, and he wanted this. 
 
    Nancy lay back and held his head in her groin. She felt his mouth go to work, and it was delicious, exciting, and made her hornier than she had ever been. 
 
    Johnny gobbled, and licked, and sucked, and—in spite of his protests—he did a good job. A really good job. 
 
      
 
    The days passed slowly. Rapturous but torturous at the same time. Johnny was in full en femme at all times. He was forced to do the laundry, vacuum, everything. 
 
    His heels clicked at all times, and new outfits arrived, and lingerie, and Johnny became totally immersed in his new existence. 
 
    He was conflicted, that was obvious, and it was what Char, and Nancy, desired. 
 
    Teach him to have secrets. Hunh! 
 
    By the third day, however, Char, and Nancy, were ready to up the game. 
 
    “I want you to have real boobs.” 
 
    Johnny stared at her. He had become calm, resigned to his situation. And he even enjoyed, with caveat, his predicament. But… “Real boobs?” 
 
    “Well, they’re called ‘vacation boobs.’ Some doctor back east created them so women could see what they would look like before getting real implants.” 
 
    “But I can’t have tits!” 
 
    “Why not?” Char drew him out, enjoying the fact that he was most embarrassed when he was admitting things. 
 
    “Because Nancy will eventually come home.” 
 
    “That’s the glory of vacation boobs. They only last a month. No plastic bags. And they are absorbed into the body and just disappear.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. And I’ve made an appointment for you. Tomorrow we’re going to see the doctor.” 
 
    Johnny protested mightily. Even though the idea of actually having tits was so heady he thought his dick would break his chastity tube, he was scared. 
 
    Char pulled out the big guns. “Maybe I’ll just post on Facebutt and let Nancy see on her own. She won’t suspect me, we’ll be great friends, and you…well, maybe you can get a job in the fast food industry.” 
 
    Char!” begged Johnny. “You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “Heck, Johnny Boy, I’m doing it for you. Heck, when you finally experience having your own boobs, you’ll never be the same.” 
 
    And  that was exactly what Johnny was scared of. 
 
    But, no matter how much he resisted, Char held all the cards, and on the following day she took Johnny down to a clinic. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Johnny. I’m Doctor Sanderson. I’ll be performing your procedure today.” 
 
    Johnny was alone in the room with the doctor. 
 
    “Now, this is an outpatient procedure. Did you bring a bra with…of course you did. You know, even though I’ve got your records, I didn’t realize you were a man.” 
 
    “Oh,” his voice was small. 
 
    “It’s not very many men that are brave enough to transition.” 
 
    “But, I’m not…” he stopped talking because he didn’t know how much Nancy had told the doctor. 
 
    “Not transitioning? Maybe not now. But when men get breasts it’s only a matter of time. 
 
    “Oh.” A dull thud in his mind that was curiously exhilarating. 
 
    “Now, lay back and let me take some measurements.” 
 
    Johnny lay back and felt the doctor make grease pencil marks around his pectorals. 
 
    “Char said you wanted very big ones, and, I have to admit, the male chest is a bit wider. You’re going to need large ones to pull this off. That’s okay with you?” 
 
    That was the moment Johnny could have protested, stopped the whole thing. Oddly, it wasn’t the threat of being revealed, to the world and his wife, that stopped him from protesting. There was some little niggle of a thought way back in the cranium. 
 
    And he realized: I want this! 
 
    It was small, but savage. And he said. “Yes.” 
 
    “Okly Dokely.” 
 
    And the doctor went to work. 
 
    Johnny exited the clinic with a large chest. He didn’t say a word, just got in the car and stared straight ahead. 
 
    His chest felt heavy. 
 
    His chastity tube felt full. His cock was awake this morning. 
 
    Char drove him home, and they got out and went into the kitchen. 
 
    Johnny took down the bourbon and poured himself a drink. 
 
    “Me, too.” said Char. 
 
    Johnny was so silent she wasn’t sure how he was taking it. 
 
    She sipped, and watched him. 
 
    He poured another one, drank it quick, then suddenly put the glass down and grabbed his new tits. They were massive, but his hands were able to cup and lift them. 
 
    “DAMN!” he yelled. “FUCKING DAMN!” 
 
    And there was, on his face, a look indescribable. 
 
    Char knew what it was, though. 
 
    She had created the monster, and now the monster liked it. 
 
      
 
    “How’s he doing?” asked Nancy on the phone. 
 
    “He’s doing good. There are times when he doesn’t talk, and when he drinks, but…he’s adapting.” 
 
    “I watch you guys on the laptop, and…he is having fun.” 
 
    “That’s something I want to talk to you about.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m getting horny. Seeing his body, feeling his body as he eats me, feeling his tits, I’m getting horny.” 
 
    Nancy was silent. 
 
    “So, we talked about this earlier…what do you think?” 
 
    “You want to screw him.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    Nancy retreated into her mind. On one hand, Char was training Johnny wonderfully. He was going to be amazing when she was done with him. 
 
    On the other hand, she was having all the fun. 
 
    Truth, Nancy was jealous. But she knew she couldn’t have done what Char had done. She owed her friend, but how much? 
 
    “Do you think Johnny would fuck you?” 
 
    “If I take that chastity tube off him he’d fuck a hornet’s nest. He’s dripping all the time. His eyes, you should see how haunted his eyes are.” 
 
    “Okay, I have my considerations…” 
 
    “Then I won’t do it.” 
 
    “No, I want you to, under certain conditions.” 
 
    Char waited. 
 
    “I want you to fuck him, but tell him not to cum. If he can screw you without cumming then it’s not really screwing, right?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Char drew the word out, thinking about what Nancy was saying. 
 
    “And if he does cum, then…” Nancy explained her plot and Char smiled on the other end of the line. 
 
    “Girlfriend, you are devious.” 
 
    “I’m also in love with you.” 
 
    Silence. Stark silence. The kind of silence that can’t even be broken by a shrill scream. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “If you do this, and if he cums, then I get to do what I said, and then I get to do it to you.” 
 
    Char’s mind was whirling. Now she was on the other end, receiving mind blowing information, and not really knowing what to do about it. 
 
    “Well? Or are you chicken?” 
 
    “I’ve never been a lesbian,” said Char nervously. 
 
    “Me, neither. But what does it take? Two people who love each other, a certain adjustment of attitudes concerning sex organs and what to do with them…” 
 
    It took a moment, but Char thought about it, went through all sorts of possibilities, and in the end she whispered, “I’ll try it.” 
 
      
 
    Char was in a position. If she made Johnny Cum then…dominoes would fall. If she didn’t…well, the dominoes might fall anyway. 
 
    That night she called Johnny to her. She poured a couple of drinks and sat down facing him. 
 
    “It’s time to put up or shut up,” said Char. 
 
    “What?” Johnny was actually having trouble thinking these days. He was so horny all the time that his thought process was a bit addled. 
 
    “I want you to fuck me.” 
 
    “Fuck you?” 
 
    Char was a little irritated by his dopiness. “Fuck me. With your dick.” 
 
    “You’re going to let me out?” 
 
    Char sighed. It was no use explaining things to Johnny. He was too far gone. He was fucked stupid, and that by not getting fucked. 
 
    “The thing is…I don’t want you to cum.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but he was stupid and she wondered if he understood at all. 
 
    She stood up, quaffed her drink, poured him another one, he was going to need it, and walked him down the hallway. 
 
    Johnny listened to his heels clicking. His cock stirred yet again in his tube. His asshole felt so good. He had been wearing the prostate massager almost continuously, and he was sexually stimulated beyond what he had ever thought possible. 
 
    Char had him take out his plug and sit on the bed. Not having the plug in place would reduce a certain amount of stimulation. 
 
    She fit the key to the lock and took off his chastity tube. 
 
    His cock sprang out in all its glory. It throbbed, and bits of pre-cum were flicked off it. 
 
    Char bent over him and placed her mouth on his cock. She sucked him as she took off her clothes. 
 
    Johnny was overloaded. His cock was ready to squirt. His whole body felt like a penis about to erupt. He felt like he was on the threshold of heaven, if he could just fall forward an inch… 
 
    Now naked, Char climbed on top of Johnny. Behind here the laptop was recording everything. 
 
    She slid down onto him. He was big, and his juices, combined with her juices, made for the juiciest fuck ever. 
 
    She gripped her nipples and groaned and rocked on him. 
 
    Johnny gripped his nipples and groaned, and was the rocking horse. 
 
    For a long minute they moved back and forth, then it was obvious that Johnny couldn’t control himself. 
 
    In fact, from this moment on he was going to have to wear a tube. He was so out of control he would never be back in control for the rest of his life. 
 
    He grunted, the trigger clicked, the semen shot up his shaft, and his brains went to la la land. 
 
    He was in a rapturous state of mind. Everything was golden white and he rode a crest and emptied himself into Char. 
 
    Char groaned. She had failed. He had cum. But what had she expected. 
 
    Then she smiled, she was going to have to make love to Nancy. Oh, fuck! Why did that make her so happy? 
 
    Done creaming, Johnny passed out. What could you expect from a man so tortured? 
 
    Char lay there, cuddled with him, and wondered at the future. 
 
    A few minutes later, about fifteen, she heard a sound. She blinked. Who… 
 
    She sat up and pushed on Johnny. 
 
    Johnny opened his eyes. He was dazed and dumb, and not fully awake. 
 
    Char heard slithering sounds, tapping sounds. 
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
    Nancy appeared in the doorway. Her clothes were half off and she was fastening a strap on around her hips. “Hey, honey.” 
 
    To whom she was talking wasn’t clear. 
 
    Johnny sat up and stared in confusion. 
 
    “Get off that bed,” said Nancy, and she pulled Char off the side of the bed. 
 
    “Honey?” Johnny was fully waking up now, and he really didn’t understand. 
 
    “Turn over, bitch boy.” 
 
    She pulled on Johnny and forced him over. 
 
    She stuffed a pillow under him and spread his legs. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    She had slathered her dick with lube and she pushed it into him. 
 
    “GURK!” Johnny arched his back and his eyes opened. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,’ cooed Nancy. She began to move back and forth. 
 
    Johnny was trapped. He was between a dick and a mattress, and the dick was winning. 
 
    As he felt the monster thrusts take away his manhood his mind seemed disconnected. 
 
    He had wanted to be a woman. He had dressed like a woman. And now…he was being taken like a woman. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    There was a purity of sex that was beyond his former life. 
 
    Then he had been confused, but now he wasn’t. Now he was being taken, like he should be, and there was no confusion in his mind. 
 
    This was what he was designed for. 
 
    For a long minute Nancy plunged into her husband, but he had already cum. 
 
    She, however, was in a fever pitch. 
 
    She withdrew from him, pushed him over and turned to Char. “Your turn.” 
 
    Char sat on the bed, maybe thinking of false modesty, maybe even thinking of refusing, but Nancy wasn’t to be denied. 
 
    Nancy grabbed her friend and pulled her over. She held her face in her hands and kissed her. She nibbled on her tits. Her hands went down to her junction and began rubbing fiercely. 
 
    “Was it good? Getting fucked by Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    It was, but it wasn't as good as what was happening right then. 
 
    Nancy spread her friends legs. Johnny’s seed provided lubrication, and she plunged. 
 
    It was a mad moment of mashing, bouncing tits, asses that rose and fell. 
 
    Char groaned, feeling the hard plastic assault her in the most heavenly manner. 
 
    Next to them Johnny stared. He was caught between the bed and the wall, and all he could do was bounce, fall down the crack a little more, and absorb the man, wild, manic fucking. 
 
    Then, without having her own pussy abused, Nancy came. She came not from getting fucked, but from fucking with a dick she couldn’t feel. 
 
    It was an impossibility, until one realized just how horny Nancy had become. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    epilogue 
 
      
 
    They lay in bed, the three of them, and were happy. 
 
    Johnny got to be a girl. The two girls got to be lesbians. 
 
    Johnny was going to get all the kinky sex he wanted, and maybe no sex at all. 
 
    Nancy now trusted her husband. She understood what drove him, and she was prepared to answer the call. 
 
    And Char had Johnny, and was possessed by Nancy. 
 
    What could be better? 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
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    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    I love those old monster movies. Frankenstein, Dracula, the werewolf. And I have a special place in my heart for Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. 
 
    Imagine being changed into a monster, not being able to control it, committing your perversions without care or worry. 
 
    That’s sort of the idea behind this story. 
 
    And what could be more monstrous than being forced to turn into a sex hungry woman? 
 
    I mean, it’s the guys who are suppose to be crazy, right? 
 
    Anyway, this story is a little raunchy, so make sure you’re ready for a little overkill in the ding dong department. Heh! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Jesse, you have got to help me!” 
 
    Jesse Jekyll looked at his student. 
 
    Amanda Hyde, even in a lab coat, was the bomb. Her face was so sweet, an oval of beauty with chocolate eyes and long, brunette hair. Her boobs pushed the lab coat out almost to the chest of his own lab coat. 
 
    “Amanda, my dear. I would love to help you, but this is your doctoral thesis. As your advisor I am limited in how much I may assist you. 
 
    Amanda sniffed, then threw herself into the arms of her mentor. “But I’m so close. I’ve done all the paperwork, all that’s left is a simple lab test, then…then…” 
 
    Jesse was a bit put out by her throwing herself at him like this. He had professional ethics, after all. But professional ethics are something not so strong when it comes to the morality of the flesh. 
 
    Jesse held her and tried to think of a way out of this dilemma. He didn’t want to compromise his professional integrity. 
 
    Amanda intuited this. She knew if she poured on the waterworks he would come around. He was, after all, a man. And never was a man who could resist charms such as hers. 
 
    “Please, Jesse.” 
 
    “But…I can’t!” he was almost begging, his inner back bone warping under the pleas of this most desirable girl. 
 
    “Well, can I at least explain what I’m doing? And you can…you can…offer advice!” 
 
    Jesse shouldn’t, and he knew it, but his boner boning, his backbone weakening, he nodded. “I can do that, my dear.” 
 
    They walked across the campus to the labs. Amanda held Jesse’s hand, hugged his biceps, and let him feel her breasts against his arm. 
 
    Jesse put aside his misgivings. Aside from how help he could actually give a student, there was the moral dilemma of spending time alone in a lab after hours. Definitely something he wasn’t supposed to do. 
 
    They walked over the quad, under the shadow of spreading branches. There was a hint of snow in the air, and by the time they reached the labs Jekyll was sheltering the girl with his great coat. She was under his arm, taking advantage of his body warmth, and he justified it as his duty to protect the young girl. 
 
    They entered the labs, passed a lone janitor swabbing the floor, and made their way up to the third floor. Jesse unlocked the lab door, drew the blinds, and turned on the lights. They were at the back of the building so even the dim slits of light wouldn’t be obvious. 
 
    “Okay, my dear,” Jesse tried to be authoritative and even grandfatherly in his attitude. He knew being with this girl at such late hour would be hazardous. 
 
    “Well, my thesis is simple. As you know males have XY chromosomes. Females have XX chromosomes. If I could eliminate the Y, and duplicate the X, I could change the DNA. It would then be possible, through simple injections, to change men from men to women, and back again.” 
 
    Jesse nodded. “Okay, present your DNA sequence and relate it to the actual chemicals you wish to use. 
 
    For an hour Amanda explained her thesis. She took Jesse down the various strands of DNA involved, pointed out how chemicals could change them, and even got out the specific chemicals she planned to use in her experiments. 
 
    Jesse listened patiently, asked questions occasionally. 
 
    Amanda’s reasoning seemed pretty sound. 
 
    He stood beside her at the table and moved chemicals around. “If you use potassium in conjunction with palladium it will cause a reaction later in the chain when you heat up the noble gases.” 
 
    He moved bottles in the sequence to demonstrate. 
 
    “But the inherent instability of Erbium will be reduced by the inclusion of…” she moved bottles. 
 
    “But then…” 
 
    How it happened they weren’t quite sure, but one of the bottles tipped, collided with another, and both bottles broke. 
 
    “Damn!” whispered Jesse. He held his breath even as the fumes rose up. But he was too late. The mere fact of in drawing his breath prior to holding it caused him to ingest the sweet smelling cloud, and he fell to the floor. 
 
    Amanda jumped back as she drew in her breath prior to holding it, and jumping back saved her bacon. But she watched in panic as Jesse crumpled to the vinyl floor. 
 
    Quickly, holding her breath, she turned opened the windows. She turned on the ceiling fans and they blew the deadly mixture out the windows. 
 
    Amanda gasped, then bent to her professor’s slumped form. 
 
    “Jesse! Jesse!” 
 
    Jesse opened his eyes. “Wha…what happened?” 
 
    His eyes were dazed, his pupils large, and muscles in his face were quivering. 
 
    “You broke a couple of bottles and took in the fumes. Are you all right?” 
 
    Jesse felt fine. In fact, he felt right as rain. But he had several tics in his face. Whole bunches of muscles were twitching as he was helped to his feet. 
 
    “Come, sit over here,” Amanda led him to a chair and he sat down. Oddly, his muscles were twitching, his legs felt like…like dancing! 
 
    “Oh,” he said. Calibrating the effect of the fumes, whatever they were, on his frame. 
 
    “Here, drink some water.” 
 
    Amanda held the water to him and he sipped. Then he spat the water on the floor. 
 
    “PEW! What are trying to do, kill me?” 
 
    “No…no!” 
 
    “Then get me some whiskey!” 
 
    Amanda stepped back. Whiskey? But he was the professor, and he did know the antidotes for various chemicals. “But where do I—“ 
 
    “There’s a bottle in Professor McGonigles desk. Bottom drawer. 
 
    McGonicle had a desk in a side room. Amanda ran into the room and tried to open it. 
 
    “It’s locked!” 
 
    Jesse walked into the room. For a man who had been poisoned he looked pretty spry. And his face, it was twisting and turning. It was almost as if his face was reshaping. 
 
    “Break the damned thing. I need a drink!” 
 
    He grabbed the handle of the bottom drawer and gave it a jerk. It was an old desk, made of metal, and should not have been able to be opened, but Jesse felt very strong, and he pulled the drawer out of the desk. A bottle of amber liquid rose up in the air and would have smashed against the wall, but Jesse was too quick. He snatched the bottle out of the air. Grinned, and twisted the top off. 
 
    “Remember this as a lesson, Amanda. Only the cheapest of whiskeys have screw on caps. Real bourbon will be corked.” 
 
    He tilted the bottle and drank greedily. Liquor poured down his throat as if from a spigot. Half the bottle, then he lowered it and heaved a 100 proof breath. “Damn! Now that’s good for what ails you.” 
 
    He handed the bottle to Amanda. “Have a sip.” 
 
    Amanda took the bottle, but would have passed it back. She wasn’t much of a drinker, but Jesse lifted her hand, guided the neck of the bottle to her mouth. “Go on. Put a little hair on your chest.” 
 
    She drank, and choked, and wiped her mouth. “I don’t think I need hair on my chest, Jesse.” 
 
    Jesse guffawed. “And you know why you don’t have hair on your chest, my dear? His eyes seemed to be growing larger, softer, and his nose, which was a honker, suddenly didn’t seem so honking big. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because grass never grows on playgrounds.” HAW HAW HAW! He laughed uproariously, slapping his thigh. Then he took the bottle and drank some more. In under a minute he had drunk 3/4s of a bottle of cheap bourbon. 
 
    Amanda stared at him. 
 
    He was shorter, and his clothes seemed to hang on him. Except for his chest, which seemed to bulge over his pectoral muscles. Oddly, his hair was looking a little long and unkempt. A college type, he did have longish hair, but not this long. 
 
    “Now, which bottles broke? I want to know what mystical potion I have been victim to.” 
 
    Amanda and he resurrected what they had been doing. They had the remains of the broken bottles, and it was fairly easy to replicate what had happened, though not in the proper proportions. 
 
    “Liquid to vapor does present some challenges, but I think, if we consider the mathematics involved in the mishap then…” 
 
    He blathered on, as if his mind was turned into overdrive, and described various intense formula. And all the while he seemed to grow shorter. His pants hung on him, except for a certain bulge at the zipper level. 
 
    And his chest seemed larger, almost like he was growing female parts. But how could he be growing both an erection and boobs? 
 
    “Damn,” he said, at one point, reached a hand into his pants and stroking himself. “Take note of side effects. Breasts, enlarged penis. A desire for sex.” 
 
    Amanda took note, but she was growing frightened. 
 
    Jesse now had unmistakeable boobs. And his cock was pressing outward. And his whole body seemed to have shrunk. 
 
    She hesitated, then blurted, “Your body is smaller.” 
 
    “So?” he seemed puzzled. He could analyze the world in logical formula, but he couldn’t analyze himself. 
 
    “So maybe your dick isn’t getting bigger than in comparison to your body, which is getting smaller.” 
 
    “My body is getting smaller?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Jesse was now officially confused. His mind was turning over chemical formulas at a frantic pace, but his real world logic was…dissipating. 
 
    “And you have breasts. And—“ 
 
    Jesse now considered himself. His sense of himself hadn’t changed, but he had never had a real good sense of himself. 
 
    But now he looked at his chest, and his penis was throbbing. Big or small, it was urging him, and he was suddenly aware of how Amanda was shaped. Big breasts. Red lips.  Everything a man could want. 
 
    Not that he felt a like a man, not with the changes he was undergoing, but…he felt an urge. A horniness, a sexual drive. 
 
    He unbuckled his pants, and undid his zipper, causing Amanda to gasp in surprise. 
 
    “Professor!”  
 
    Jesse pulled down his pants, leaning forward to do so, and he noted two things. His chest leaned forward with him. 
 
    And his penis, though amazingly hard, was…shrinking. 
 
    “Oh, my Lord!” he blurted. 
 
    Amanda watched in amazement, her mouth open in surprise, as his dick seemed to grow even smaller. 
 
    Jesse looked up at her, saw her open mouth, and like any horny male, he saw the target. 
 
    “Ms Hyde!” He grabbed her hair and pulled her towards his waiting cock. 
 
    “Mmmph! Mmmph!” Amanda protested. 
 
    She was a tease, and she had had a cock or two in her mouth during her lifetime, but never in such flagrant and fierce manner. Still, her mouth was open, the cock went in. She reacted in her normal manner and proceeded to suck. 
 
    But his cock was shrinking so fast that by the time she closed her mouth…it was too small. 
 
    It was a button. It was more like a clitoris than a cock. And his balls had shrunk to almost nothing. 
 
    And his skin was no longer was baggy saggy in the ball department. In fact, it looked more like a landing strip. 
 
    She pushed Professor Jekyll away. Damn! She wanted real dick. Not this little shrimp!” 
 
    But Jesse was now in full attack mode. 
 
    Like a male he pulled her lab coat off, ripped her dress off, and tried to fuck her. 
 
    But, like a female, he no longer had anything to fuck with. 
 
    He had a hole, but no dingus. 
 
    He had driven Amanda to the floor, but now he was on his knees, between her legs, inspecting his groin and finding nothing but a cunt. 
 
    Amanda experienced a flash of frustration. If she was going to go on her back and spread her legs she expected a little something for her effort. But this was a little nothing. 
 
    Jesse took off his lab coat. He had already divested himself of his pants, and now he took off his shirt. 
 
    He had boobs. Large, double D boobs. He wasn’t a big man, rather skinny, actually, and his boobs looked gigantic on his slender chest. 
 
    He stood up, looking at himself, making logical conclusions in his dazed mind. 
 
    He wasn’t a man anymore. 
 
    He was horny. 
 
    He couldn’t fuck like a man, so…he was going to have to fuck like a woman. 
 
    “Excuse me, my dear,” he spoke in a higher pitched voice. “But I need to go.” 
 
    He turned and started for the door. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    He turned. “What?” 
 
    “You’re naked!” 
 
    “So what? I mean, I am? Good Lord, I am! What will I do?” 
 
    Amanda was on her feet now, pulling her ripped clothes over herself. Then she realized they were too ripped. She plucked a lab coat off a rack and pulled it around herself. 
 
    Jesse, seeing how she was draping herself, followed suit. 
 
    They looked like two girls with tight, wrap around coats. This emphasized their boobs. 
 
    Jesse started to leave. 
 
    “Wait?” 
 
    He turned around again. “What?” 
 
    “You can’t go out like that!” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “You’re a mess!” 
 
    Amanda moved to him, opened her purse and brushed his face, added color, rolled on lipstick. 
 
    Jesse was stunned, but the logical part of him knew that he had to look the part. Whatever that part was. 
 
    Then Amanda made herself up. 
 
    Jesse kept looking at the door. He was impatient. Amanda cautioned him. “We need to go somewhere. To hide. We need to figure this out.” 
 
    “Figure what out?” Jesse asked, and that should have given Amanda the clue: Jesse wasn’t interested in hiding, he wanted to sate his hunger. He was a gorgeous women with a male’s drive for sex. 
 
    “Never mind. Come with me.” 
 
    Amanda took Jesse by the arm. She wanted to get back to her dorm. She wanted to examine some of her chemistry books. She wanted to find out how and why Jesse had transformed. 
 
    She held his arm tightly, feeling his large boobs with her arm, and guided him down the stairs. 
 
    The janitor was in the same place. He was mopping a floor, and it seemed as if he might have fallen asleep leaning on his mop. 
 
    They walked around him and into the night air. 
 
      
 
    They walked across the quad, and as they walked Jesse’s mind was spinning. 
 
    He was a girl. A buxom girl. A girl with…needs! 
 
    He wanted to examine his pussy. On the surface, scientifically, but underneath he had an itch. He wanted to touch it, feel it, explore it. 
 
    His dazed mind wondered what women did with their pussies. 
 
    They always walked around so sexy, and as a professor he could only lust a little. But now…now he could find out. 
 
    “Let’s go somewhere,” he blurted. 
 
    Amanda looked at him. She was terrified of what had happened, and she was holding tight to Jesse. 
 
    Where had his dick gone? She had played with the idea of fucking him for a grade, that sure would have made her college career easier. And she might have, except that other women would know, women always knew. they had a sixth sense about such things. 
 
    “We need to go to my dormitory and figure things out.” 
 
    Jesse pushed on Amanda’s arm and slicked his arm out of her grasp. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I want to go somewhere.” 
 
    Jesse started walking towards Third Street. That was a place that had pizza parlors, bars, and the night life was wild. 
 
    Amanda hurried after Jesse. “Wait a minute!” 
 
    But Jesse wouldn’t wait. He had places to go, people to see. His body was young and fresh and…hungry. He needed to satisfy it. 
 
    He reached the lights of Third Street and hurried into the first place she came to. It was a pizza parlor. 
 
    Amanda came in and grabbed his arm. “Come on!” 
 
    “Not until we’ve had some pizza. I’m hungry.” 
 
    Amanda had used boys like this, gone somewhere and just demanded, and the boys always caved in. Of course they did, they wanted to get into her panties. 
 
    Knowing this, seeing how Jesse was going to be, she sighed. “Okay. One pizza. Then we go home. 
 
    Jesse smiled and looked around the place. 
 
    It was carnivalesque. The Doors were singing ‘Who do you love,’ over an obnoxious sound system. Half the tables were filled with chattering boys and girls. The smell of pizza and beer filled the joint. 
 
    “May I help you?” asked the counter girl. 
 
    “A pizza with meat and two pitchers of beer.” 
 
    “Wait…” started Amanda, but Jesse already had his wallet out and was passing bills across the counter. She hissed to him, “You can’t drink a whole pitcher of beer!” 
 
    “I know. That’s why I ordered two.” 
 
    Jesse grabbed her hand and dragged her to a back table. 
 
    “Professor Jekyll! What are you doing?” 
 
    “Scientific research, dear.”  
 
    They sat in a wooden booth with red padding on the benches, and a moment later a large pizza, dripping with juices and laden with meat arrived. As did two pitchers of beer. 
 
    Amanda picked up a knife and fork and cut a little piece of pizza off and put it in her mouth. 
 
    Jesse folded a quarter of the pizza and jammed it in his mouth. He drank half a pitcher. 
 
    “Man, this stuff is good!” He belched. 
 
    The next table over had four hulking football players. They were eyeballing Jesse and Amanda and now one of them slid over. “Hey, girls. How’s it going?” 
 
    “Please leave, neanderthal!” Amanda snapped. 
 
    She knew what college boys wanted. 
 
    But Jesse grabbed the boy’s arm and pulled him closer. 
 
    As a man he didn’t want men. Not at all. But as a woman, his juices were flowing. 
 
    “Have a seat, big dick.” 
 
    The kid’s mouth opened, then he grinned. 
 
    The other three boys slid over and now Amanda was jammed up against the wall. 
 
    Jesse reached down and grabbed the boy’s dick. “Hmm. Feels a bit bigger than average. Definitely bigger than mine, should I still have one. What do you think of my tits?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” the boy was dumfounded by how forward Jesse was. 
 
    “Gentlemen,” stated Jesse, as authoritative as a professor, which made sense because under his too tight lab coat and his beautiful face and big boobs he was one, “I would like to see your penis’s. Strictly research, you know.” 
 
    Now four boys’ mouths were hanging open in stupefaction. Girls played hard to get, but this one was playing easy to get. 
 
    “Well?” Jesse asked when, after a moment, none of the boys had dropped their pants. 
 
    “We can’t show you here!” stuttered one. 
 
    Jesse blinked, his long lashes fluttering. “Well, where?” 
 
    “In the bathroom?” asked one. 
 
    “Very well.” Jesse pushed his way out of the booth and dragged two of the boys by their hands. They entered the bathroom, closed the door and Jesse smiled. 
 
    The boys were helpless under the onslaught of his sexual rage. He gripped their buckles and undid them. He undid their zippers. He pulled out their weenies and examined them. 
 
    One was about six inches, the other was about eight inches. Both of them throbbed, and the eight incher had a bit of pre-cum dripping. 
 
    “Well, this is certainly delightful, said the professor, dropping to his knees. He took the six incher in his mouth and sampled it. He made sure the eight incher stayed close by by holding onto his balls and squeezing. 
 
    Jesse had never sucked a cock before in his life, but it wasn’t hard. 
 
    And he wasn't bothered by the thought of being a gay. He was a woman now, and women were supposed to do such things as suck cock. 
 
    The six inch boy groaned, then Jesse moved to the eight incher. He sucked voraciously, figuring out new tricks and methods in the moment. 
 
    The eight inch boy’s knees started to give way. 
 
    Jesse, whole holding the six incher boy’s ball, used his other hand to reach under the eight incher boy’s balls. He snaked his hand up and stuck a finger into the eight incher boy’s anus. 
 
    “AIIIEE!” The eight incher boy, a slender digit wiggling up his ass, squeaked. His legs straightened right out. 
 
    Jesse angled his finger and explored the prostate. 
 
    “ACCK!” The eight incher let loose with a full load. A big stream of baby batter filled Jesse’s mouth. He had to swallow quickly so as not to drool. 
 
    When the boy was done Jesse extracted his digit and said, “Tasty. Not as sweet as I would expect, but…definitely packed with vitamins and minerals.” 
 
    He turned to the other boy. “Would you like to ejaculate in my mouth?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah!” 
 
    So Jesse attended to the other boy, sucking and inserting his finger and pressing on the prostate. Shortly the six inch boy was spewing his load into Jesse’s curvy, plump-lipped mouth. 
 
    Jesse absorbed the load, smacked his lips, and said, “Interesting. One would think the larger the cock the larger the load, but it isn’t so. Further, the speed of ejaculate is quite a bit faster than I would have expected.” 
 
    Jesse returned to the table, smiled at the two remaining boys, and finished off his pitcher of beer. He folded another corner of pizza and ate it, drank half of the second pitcher, and turned to the remaining boys. “What with all the semen, would you mind if I fucked you?” 
 
    Amanda: “Professor! You can’t…” 
 
    “Sure she can, honey,” one of the boys said. He wanted to get off, and Jesse’s ‘wing man’ wasn’t going to get in the way. 
 
    Jesse once again led the way to the bathroom. 
 
    The bathroom was sort of stinky, and it looked like somebody might have barfed in one of the stalls, but Jesse didn’t mind. He was hungry, and this was all for science, so he opened up his lab coat, sat on the counter and spread his legs. 
 
    Jesse hadn’t ever fucked as a woman, but his body had taken over. He knew what to do and when to do it. 
 
    The first boy whipped out his schlong and stepped up to the plate. 
 
    Jesse moaned as his pussy was opened up. He was, as a woman, a virgin, and it felt so fucking good he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Better than when he was a man putting his own penis in a girl. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! Baby!” The boy was big and hairy and his lips were a bit red and slobbery. Fine with Jesse, he pulled the boy’s head down and the boy began to suck on Jesse’s amazing nipples. 
 
    It took longer than when Jesse massaged the prostate, but it wasn’t a bad long. It was a good long, and Jesse sort of wished he could have made the boy last longer, but shortly the boy was surging forward, thrusting his hips and filling Jesse’s snatch with white goo. 
 
    “Oh, God! God!” muttered the boy. 
 
    “Don’t bring religion into this,” said Jesse. “I’ve a scientific mind.” 
 
    The boy stepped back and Jesse reached down and scooped a bit of his semen with a finger. He tasted the semen. “Hmm. Perhaps it is my imagination, but there seems to be a slightly different taste. Obviously, this needs looking into. You,” he motioned to the other boy. “Hurry up, sloppy seconds for you.” 
 
    The boy didn’t care, and he rammed and jammed, and he had a nine incher, so it was particularly delicious to Jesse, who grunted and worked his muscles and took everything the boy had to offer, including a big spurt of baby batter. 
 
    Back in the eating area, Jesse finished off the pizza, and even ate some of the pizza the boys’ had ordered. 
 
    And he quaffed the rest of the pitcher of beer. 
 
    But he was growing restless. He had had the four boys, he understood the glory of cock sucking and fucking now, and he was still curious. He simply had a driving desire to explore more sex. Strictly for science, of course. 
 
    “Well, guys, I thank you, but it’s time for me to be going.” 
 
    The guys were pretty well fucked out, so they waved their hands, moved aside so Jesse and Amanda could get out, then, like men everywhere after sex, they put their heads down and went to sleep. 
 
    “Come on,” said Amanda, as they exited the pizza parlor. 
 
    Jesse, however, had other plans. He slipped his hand out of Amanda’s and turned in the other direction. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Jesse walked twenty feet and turned into a bar. 
 
    Technically, he looked a little young to be going into bars, but what old man is going to kick a voluptuous babe out of his establishment? 
 
    Jesse stepped up to the bar, elbowed two men aside and said, “I’ll have a Blue Jacket, and the fellow on the right will pay for it. And a White Lady, and this other gentlemen will pay for that.” 
 
    The bartender looked at the two men. They were big fellows, one looked like a wrestler and the other looked like a firefighter. They had butch haircuts, tats, the wrestler had a mustache, and the firefighter had a rough looking beard. 
 
    The cop guy said, “And why would I buy you a drink, missy?” 
 
    “Because as soon as I’ve drunk enough I’m going to scientifically asses the quality of your semen.” 
 
    The two men blinked, and smiled. 
 
    “Furthermore, one of you, if you promise to be respectful, can screw my ass.” 
 
    Smiles became grins. 
 
    “And what if we both want your ass?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. Be still my aching heart. Where are my drinks?” 
 
    The bartender, now moving fast, and maybe hoping to get in on the action, threw together gin and Curacao, dashed in some bitters, stirred and added a wedge of leman. 
 
    Jesse drank the Blue Jacket down. Behind him, watching with an open mouth, Amanda shook her head. 
 
    The bartender then mixed gin, lemon juice and Cointreau. He shook the concoction, added a maraschino and placed the glass before Jesse. 
 
    Gulp. It was gone. 
 
    Jesse belched. He then linked arms with both men and smiled up at them. “Do you guys mind splitting me?” 
 
    They didn’t, and they escorted Jesse back to a store room. Shortly the sounds of grunts and groans could be heard. Then a small scream as Jesse discovered that men weren’t always gentle when they skewered a girl in the ass. 
 
    And, later, Jesse staggered out, got another drink from the bartender, and drank it down. 
 
    He then treated the barkeep to his special anal massaging blow job, and the customer all leaned over the bar and cheered when the young man blew his load. 
 
    Jesse was drunk. It was obvious. And he wasn’t finished. Not by a long shot. But Amanda grabbed his arm and pulled, hard, and took him out of the bar. 
 
    “Bye, big hunks! See you tomorrow!” 
 
    The patrons all cheered, and made mental notes to come back on the following night. 
 
    Amanda pulled Jesse down the walk. 
 
    Then Jesse slipped out of her grasp again. He stepped over to the curb where two cops were sitting in a car. “Hey, fuzz!” 
 
    They jerked in surprise and looked at him. 
 
    “You could arrest me, take me into the park, fuck me, and let me go. What do you think about that!” 
 
    The cops didn’t think much. They just held in their smiles, got out of their cruiser, and handcuffed Jesse. In being handcuffed Jesse lost control of his lab coat, and it opened up to reveal his buxom charms. 
 
    The cops pulled the lapels closed, their hands moving around to make sure everything was secure. 
 
    On the curb, Amanda was frightened. She wasn’t a fan of the police. But she followed the cruiser as it turned around and headed for a far edge of the quad. 
 
    She ran as fast as she could, and arrived just as the cops got into their car and zoomed away. 
 
    Jesse was laying on a bench, his coat opened and his body, all semen smeared, on display. 
 
    He looked over at Amanda and sighed. “Isn’t it glorious?” 
 
    Then he was up and heading back to Third Street. The night had just begun!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    It was morning on campus. The sun rose over the ivy shrouded, brick buildings. 
 
    Birds sang in the trees. Early risers jogged, headed to Starpuke’s for coffee, or otherwise started the day. 
 
    On the edge of the quad was a three story structure. The sign attached to the building over the porch read, ‘Pi Pi Pi.’ 
 
    It was ‘triple Pi,. the most notorious sorority on campus. These were the wild girls, the ones who went too far, the ones who ordered birth control by the case. 
 
    Inside the sorority house it was silent. A few snores, the slither of bed sheets as the girls got their first masturbation of the day into gear. 
 
    One of the girls was in the kitchen, trying to figure out whether she wanted flapjacks or pancakes. Such is the college education. 
 
    Upstairs, on the third floor, Jesse groaned. He was sleeping on the floor, naked, his sperm smeared lab coat for a pillow. 
 
    He felt like shit that had been stepped on with golf shoes. His belly groaned for all the pizza and other things, including semen, that he had eaten. 
 
    He had barfed at some point, deliberately so he could empty himself of alcohol so he could imbibe some more. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he mumbled, and he opened his eyes. 
 
    He didn’t know where he was. There were girl’s clothes hanging on chairs and closet doors. There was a bed with a pink, frilly cover. There were pillows all over the place. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered as his agony swallowed him. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    Jesse jerked, and his whole body hurt, but he was suddenly scared. Looking over the edge of the frilly, pink bed was one of his students, Amanda Hyde. 
 
    She was naked, her large chest plain to see hanging over the edge of the bed. 
 
    He sat up, his head feeling like he had just slammed it into the ceiling, and tried to arrange his lab coat around him. It was the only thing he had, and he dimly remembered wearing it. 
 
    Then he began remembering other things. He remembered the pizza parlor, and drinking, and sucking and fucking and taking it up the… 
 
    “Take it easy, Professor. You’re in Tri Pi. Nothing to worry about. 
 
    But Jesse couldn’t help the panic flooding through his mind. 
 
    He was in Tri Pi? The most degraded whorehouse on campus? 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Oh, relax. Nobody cares if a man sleeps over.” 
 
    “But I’m a professor!” 
 
    “So?” Her eyebrows knit in confusion. Whether an overnighter was a freshman or a dean didn’t matter. 
 
    “But…what time is it? I’ve got to go home! I’ve got to get ready for class!” 
 
    Amanda giggled. “That’s not what you were saying last night.” 
 
    Holding his lab coat around him Jesse looked around. He had to get out of there. 
 
    “Okay, take it easy. Let me get you some pants and you can head out.” 
 
    “Pants? You have pants?” 
 
    “We have pants from every kind of man there is. You would be surprised at how many men panic and jump out a window without their pants.” 
 
    Jesse cowered in a corner of the room, and Amanda retrieved a pair of jeans. A few minutes later, turning down an invitation for breakfast, Jesse left by the back door. He was bare foot, and he held the lab coat tightly so as not to expose his hairy chest. 
 
    And he wondered. 
 
    He had been a woman. And now he wasn’t. Now he was back to being himself. But how had that happened? 
 
    And he turned over the events of the night previous in his head. He had had sex, a. lot of sex. And he had drunk and smoked cigars and celebrated until the dawn was breaking. 
 
    Now he was tired, as well he should be, but he was also awake, and he had duties as a professor. He had to teach classes. 
 
    He shuffled across campus and headed for his own apartment. When he finally entered his abode he sighed and put his back to the door. He had made it. 
 
    But…he had to teach. 
 
    Sighing, he showered, cold water to brace himself, and got dressed. 
 
    Then he headed for class. He was only a few minutes late, but even that was out of character for him. 
 
    He was a professor, dammit! 
 
      
 
    And so the day went. Jesse yawned and taught, and dreaded every mouthful of chemical formula that left his mouth. 
 
    Students snickered at his slowness of intellect, but he didn’t care. 
 
    Not only was he tired, he was hung over, and he kept remembering things he had done the night before. 
 
    What had possessed him? 
 
    But he knew. His lust for sex had driven him, made him do all those terrible things. 
 
    Things that were terrible, but which, even hung over and tired, excited him. 
 
    A couple of times he had to lecture sitting down behind his desk, his dick was so hard. 
 
    But, regardless of his inner turmoil, the day passed. He was quite relieved when the day ended and the last student left his class. 
 
    Then Amanda stepped through the doorway. 
 
    “Oh, uh…hi.” He was red-faced, his mind swirling with recriminations and guilt. 
 
    “Hi, Jesse.” 
 
    “Professor Jekyll, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    “God, you’re so funny. After what you did last night?” 
 
    “Please, don’t mention that. Not ever.” 
 
    Amanda smirked a little bit. She enjoyed having a bit of sway over Jesse. 
 
    “So I need to talk about my thesis, and what happened last night.” 
 
    “I think you’d better look into getting another advisor.” 
 
    “Not a chance! You’re the best!” And besides, now I’ve got something on you, she thought. 
 
    Jesse groaned, put papers and files into his briefcase. 
 
    “So I figure we should go out to dinner tonight and talk over what happened.”               
 
    “It really wouldn’t be appropriate.” 
 
    “Tough. I want to talk, and it’s my paper that’s at stake. So we’re going to go to a steakhouse sand have a bite, and then we’re going to work on my paper.” 
 
    Jesse sighed. He was, in essence, being blackmailed. He really had no choice. 
 
    “Very well. I need to go change.” 
 
    “Into a dress?” Amanda snickered. 
 
    “No!” blurted Jesse. 
 
    “Well, I’ll come with you. You can change and then we can go to dinner.” 
 
    So they walked over to Jesse’s apartment. Amanda sat on the couch and waited, and Jesse went into his closet and selected some casual clothes. 
 
    Suddenly Amanda heard a ‘clonk!’ 
 
    “Professor?” she called. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…not…not…” His voice was soft, but even from the other room Amanda could detect the panic in it. 
 
    “Professor?” She stood up and went to the door of his bedroom. 
 
    “Unh…fuck! Unh…ow!” 
 
    Amanda walked into the bedroom. She looked into the walk in closet. 
 
    Jesse was writhing on the floor, naked, and his dick was shrinking. 
 
    And his tits were growing. 
 
    His hair was getting longer. Even his nails were longer. 
 
    “Jesse! What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m not…doing anything…it’s being done to me!” 
 
    His pecker turned into a clit and his snatched deepened. His face was soft and smooth and round. His eyes were bigger, and panic filled them. 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “The formula…last night…I thought I was okay, but…” 
 
    “But you’re changing again!” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    The change happened faster this time. It still hurt a little, but Jesse was learning to change pain into pleasure. Shortly he was writhing and pulling on his tits and fingering himself off. 
 
    Amanda was once again fearful. How could this be happening? 
 
    Jesse stood up. Naked, he was a babe. “Are you ready to go to dinner?” he asked with a lascivious grin. 
 
    “But…wait…” then Amanda realized what she was going to have to do. “You need to get dressed. And we need…we need…” 
 
    Jesse wanted to rock and roll, but it was still early, the sun had barely set, and his desires were only just beginning. 
 
    Amanda called a few of her sisters at the sorority and asked for their help. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later the girls of Tri Pi were working over Jesse. Sandy was doing his nails, Shirley was doing his hair, Laverne did his make up, and girls showed up with lingerie and clothes. 
 
    Jesse sat in his kitchen, the object of their attention, and he was feeling good. 
 
    It felt wonderful to be pampered and fawned over. 
 
    Although he was having surges of urges. He sighed, “I wish some of you girls had dicks. I’m starting to need it in a big way.” 
 
    The girls all laughed, except for one. 
 
    Bertha had shown up with a bag, and something in the bag, but as the girls worked over Jesse and brought out their make up and such, she just watched. When Jesse talked about dicks, however, she had an evil smile. She reached into her bag and brought out…a strap on! 
 
    “Oh, my God!” breathed Amanda. 
 
    Yet, it was a solution. Maybe she could keep Jesse from running through town and fucking everything with a dick. Maybe. 
 
    Bertha was a chunky girl, a lesbian, and she eyed Jesse with glee. She strapped on her dick and advanced on Jesse. 
 
    “Here you go, girlfriend.” 
 
    The other girls, while not lesbian, but a few of which were bi, stood back and grinned. By now they all knew that this ravishing woman they had been working on was actually Professor Jesse Jekyll, a stodgy, old fart kind of a guy. 
 
    Some girls dream of fucking their teachers. Some have to fuck their teachers for a good grade. But this…seeing the innocent professor bend over…this was good. 
 
    Bertha grabbed Jesse by a nipple and pulled. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She threw him over the end of the couch and moved between his legs. 
 
    This Jesse was ready for. And he craved. He lifted his butt and spread his legs and Bertha moved in with a wicked grin. 
 
    “Oh…yes!” howled Jesse. 
 
    Jesse had thought that getting fucked by men was the ultimate. It had been better than his small experiences as a man fucking a woman. But when Bertha socked it to him, when she plunged to his depths, he knew he had found the Mt. Everest of fucks. 
 
    As a woman, Bertha knew what women wanted, and she delivered. 
 
    Some of the other girls decided to get in on the act, and now Jesse was engulfed in a tsunami of sexy bodies. They held him down and filled his orifices with fingers and tongues. They licked and sucked hi breasts, and he dissolved into an hour of intense life where he experienced nothing else, could think of nothing else, then sex. 
 
    But, at last, all the girls cummed out, and they did get off on screwing him, everybody was laying around, sated. 
 
    Jesse, however, wasn’t sated. He wanted more. He wanted to go out to the pizza parlor and the bar and…he sat up. “I’ve got to get out of here.” 
 
    The girls all looked at him. “Heysoos,” said Bertha. “Don’t you ever give up?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He stood up and gathered his pants and lab coat. 
 
    “Hey, wait a minute, you’re not going out like that!” 
 
    Jesse looked at himself. All he saw was monumental boobs, a face in the mirror that was a dream and…what else was there? 
 
    But the girls knew what else there was. They sat him down, and broke out the make up. They fixed his nails, made up his face, brushed his hair, and by the time they were done girls had gone to the sorority house and brought back lingerie and dresses. 
 
    Jesse tried a few things on, and was amazed at the difference. He was no longer a woman in heat, he was a beautiful woman in heat. 
 
    He preened in front of the mirror and felt himself getting even hotter. Hell, he wished he was somebody else so he could fuck himself. 
 
    The girls smiled and nodded. They had done for one of their own. Then the whole crowd of them exited the apartment and headed for Third Street. 
 
    As soon as Jesse hit Third Street he became wildly wanton. He walked up to men, even took them away from other girls, and dragged them into alleys, behind dumpsters. 
 
    He bent over and let them take him. 
 
    He unzipped them and climbed on them for a little monkey love. 
 
    The men, of course, couldn’t say no. 
 
    All night he fucked, and by dawn there was an unfortunate aspect to his sexual endeavors. 
 
    Many of the men he had fucked were of the married variety. 
 
    The girls of Tri Pi didn’t care. They were sluts, they didn’t care if they fucked a married man. 
 
    But Jesse didn’t just fuck an occasional married man, he fucked them all. And he left them wanting him more and more. 
 
    What married man, putting up with his wife’s nagging, wouldn’t want some sexy vixen doing him mercilessly, and only wanting more. 
 
    Thus, by dawn, when Jesse was taken back to his apartment, where he changed into himself and slept for a couple of minutes, the women of the town were in high dudgeon.  
 
    And while Jesse woke up and became a man and went to teach classes, the women of the town networked. They spoke on Facebutt. They coffee klatched. They discussed this wild harlot that was fucking all their men. 
 
    One woman in particular, Charity Smith, was particularly upset. She was a drab sort, a little heavy, skanky hair, tiny boobies, and she didn’t even have a man. 
 
    Truth, she would have been upset if a man kissed a woman. She was just that dried up, prune-y kind of person. 
 
    At noon she met with her knitting circle and they discussed the terrible woman who was shattering public morals and making a fool of all married women. 
 
    “I tell you,” said Charity, picking a hair off her chin., “If we don’t do something that who will?” 
 
    The women all nodded. A few of them were married, and they were upset. But the ones who weren’t married were really upset. 
 
    “Well, first, we’re going to have to find out who this evil woman is.” 
 
    And, again, the ladies all nodded righteously. 
 
    That night Jesse woke up just as the sun went down. 
 
    Amanda was snuggling against him. She had actually screwed his cock that afternoon, and had found it quite delightful. 
 
    Jesse stirred and moaned, and the change started. He groaned, and Amanda held him, and his dick shrunk and became a clitoris. She placed her hands on his chest and his tits grew into her cupped palms. His waist thinned and his hips flared. His face softened, fat was redistributed and his manly features faded into more feminine features. 
 
    Finally, he was changed. He was woman, and he was ready to roar. 
 
    Amanda got up and helped prepare him. A few of the Tri Pi girls came over, and they assisted, and then he was ready to go. He walked out the door, crossed the quad, and was unaware that a crowd of stern faced women were waiting for him. 
 
    Jesse headed for the bar. He needed to get his itch scratched, and that was the place. He walked in, pushed up to the bar, and asked for a drink. 
 
    The bartender grinned. He had been blown every night, and he loved it, and so what it if cost him a drink? Let the boss consider it overhead, the price of doing business. 
 
    Several other men moved in and surrounded Jesse. 
 
    A few minutes later, having sucked down three drinks, Jesse headed for the bathroom. Men followed him, and shortly he was doing them. He fucked and he sucked, and he was fucked and sucked, and more men passed through the bathroom. 
 
    Finally, Jesse was ready to move on. He exited the bathroom and a hand went over his mouth. The hand held a handkerchief, and it had been soaked in chloroform. 
 
    Jesse knew the smell well, and he struggled. 
 
    Men in the bar, seeing what was happening, tried to get back into the hallway, but large women with big thighs and large, flabby biceps stopped them. Women with round bellies pushed them back, and Jesse was pulled out the back door. He was semi-conscious, flailing his arms helplessly, then he was unconscious and knew no more. 
 
      
 
    Jesse awoke in a warehouse. He was hanging from the rafter by two ropes. One on each arm. 
 
    His legs were tied and the ropes went to the sides. 
 
    He was standing, spread-eagled, and a dozen hard-faced women sat in chairs and watched him. 
 
    “What…what…” He was dazed, but he knew he still had an hour or two before he changed back. He had to get free before then. 
 
    “Who are you?” asked Charity. “What’s your name?” 
 
    Charity was wearing a print dress, rather drab, over a corset.  
 
    Why the corset? Because she had read up on how to interrogate people, and this was as close as she could come to the dominatrix look. 
 
    She snapped a belt. She hadn’t had time to go get a whip, so this would have to do. 
 
    “My name is…is Amanda.” He chose the first name that popped into his mind. 
 
    “Okay, Amanda, tell us why you’re fucking all the men in town?” 
 
    “I…I didn’t mean to…” Jesse was blathering, confused, not sure what to say. That these women were hard core feminists he understood. But how hard core? How far were they going to take him?” 
 
    SMACK! Charity hit him on the buns with her belt. 
 
    Then began an hour of torment. Of pain. Of women shouting questions and hitting him no matter what he answered. 
 
    Jesse howled, and cried, and begged, but to no avail. Not only is woman the more vicious of the species, but these were scorned women. Their wrath had bounds, and certainly no reason. 
 
    Then the sun began to come up. 
 
    Jesse groaned, his body was striped, and his clitoris began to grow. 
 
    the women had stripped him naked to punish him, but now they were shocked to see a nub appear between his legs, and get bigger and bigger. His chest began to shrink, and manly hair began to grow. 
 
    The women stepped back and stared in horror. 
 
    Jessie grew a little taller, a little heavier, and his features morphed into his own. 
 
    “He’s a man!” Charity Smith yelled. 
 
    Then the women were fascinated. They came forward, crowded around him, and began to feel him. 
 
    “This is a real dick!” said one of the old ladies. 
 
    “And real balls, feel them!” 
 
    A couple of the ladies spanked his balls, then one of them gripped his cock and looked him in the eye. “What did you do with Amanda?” 
 
    “She went home,” managed Jesse. His head was hanging and he was exhausted. He hadn’t drunk much this past night, only a couple of drinks, but he was exhausted from being tortured. 
 
    “What are we going to do with him?” asked Charity. 
 
    The ladies backed off and considered Jesse. 
 
    “Is he…is he one of the professors at the college?” 
 
    “I believe he is. Chemistry, or something.” 
 
    Chastity stepped up to Jessie, lifted his head and growled. “Do you work in the chemistry department?” 
 
    Jessie nodded, and he went to sleep. He had to. It was the end of the night and he needed five minutes before he went to class. 
 
    The ladies considered him, and one of them murmured. So he’s got a dick. What’s the big deal?” 
 
    Several of the women nodded. 
 
    “And he’s a sex maniac. Been plenty of those around.” 
 
    One particularly unattractive woman murmured. “My husband used to be a sex addict. These days he’s not too excited. 
 
    One of the women started fondling Jessie’s balls. “Not too big, but big enough.” 
 
    “Big enough for what?” 
 
    “Big enough to satisfy us.” 
 
    The ladies all looked at the woman who had spoken. Their faces showed deep thought. 
 
    “I know,” said the women. “But our men are fucking this Amanda person, and Amanda doesn’t seem to mind, so would this guy mind servicing us?” 
 
    Jessie snored lightly. 
 
    “Clean him up a little and he’s not too ugly.” 
 
    “Yeah, I could use his dick.” 
 
    “A lot of us could.” 
 
    For fifteen minutes the women discussed Jessie and his penis. Then Jessie started to stir. 
 
    He was tired. He was sexually exhausted, hung over, and his body hurt from the constant change from male to female and back again. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned. “Let me loose. I gotta go to class.” 
 
    “Not so fast, bozo,” Charity snapped. 
 
    Jessie stared at the thick woman. 
 
    “You been fucking our husbands.” 
 
    “When you’re a woman, of course,” added some one. 
 
    “So now you’re going to have to fuck us.” 
 
    Jessie’s eyes snapped open. He looked around at the women. They didn’t have much expression, but Jessie could see desire in their eyes. He shivered. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get him down.” 
 
    “I’ve got a mattress in my van.” 
 
    Other ladies turned to the one who had spoken. “You have a mattress in your van?” 
 
    The lady blushed. “Well, just in case, you know?” 
 
    There was some snickering, then attention was turned back to Jesse. 
 
    One of the ladies released him, and he was laid down on a mattress. 
 
    One would think, after a night of fucking, that a man couldn’t get his dick up. But the truth was that his fucking had been as a woman, and a woman doesn’t stop being horny just because she has come. It depends on the woman, of course, but Jessie, while a male sexually in his mind, had female underneath that. And the female sex drive kept his dick up and hard, even after he came. 
 
    Charity was first. After all, she had found him. 
 
    Jessie lay and she rode him like a two dollar mule, slapping his ass and yelled in victory.  
 
    Then another woman climbed on top of him. 
 
    Jesse came, and, an hour later, he came again. He was able to cum about once an hour, and he did, and the women vied to see who could make him cum. 
 
    For hours the ladies rode him, and when they were done they called all their friends. 
 
    At the university Jesse didn’t make his class. The students were concerned, and by the end of the day Amanda decided to go over to Jesse’s apartment. 
 
    She sat in the apartment, waiting, and, at last, the door opened and Jesse walked in. 
 
    Jesse was beat. He was wearing the dress he had been wearing the night before. It was cum splattered. 
 
    His make up was messed up but he didn’t seem to care. He just walked past the open mouthed Amanda and collapsed on his bed. 
 
    Amanda blinked and wondered, but she didn’t leave. It was almost night time, and she knew Jesse was about to change into a girl. 
 
    And, within five minutes, he did. 
 
    Now Jesse wasn’t just tired. He was super exhausted complete depleted, fatigued, and tired. 
 
    He groaned and sat up in bed. 
 
    He looked at the bed and wished to collapse, but the hormones driving him, changing him, wouldn’t be denied. 
 
    Amanda smiled as she watched him change. She rubbed his weenie, thinking that her ministrations would help the change. She sucked on his nipples and tried to get his boobs to grow faster. 
 
    Then, when he was changed, she set about fixing him up. Lingerie, clothes, make up, she prepared him for the night. 
 
    As she prepared him for the night Jesse told her about his day, what had happened, about being forced to fuck women all day. 
 
    “I can’t do this anymore,” Jesse groaned. But his blood was flowing and his hormones were kicking in, and he slowly started to wake all the way up. 
 
    Amanda smiled and fed him, brushed his hair, and walked him out the door. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” Jessie groaned. “Don’t you know what’s been happening to me?” 
 
    “From what you’ve been saying, it sounds like you’re a man all day, and a woman at night. You’re forced to fuck a bunch of old ladies during the day, then, at night, you go out and fuck a bunch of guys. Does that pretty much cover it?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Excellent. Well, let’s go.” 
 
    She walked him out of his apartment and escorted him across the quad. Tri Pi girls dropped and trooped along, and they made bets as to how many men Jesse could fuck this night. 
 
    And when Amanda told them about Charity Smith and her grumps, they wondered how many of the old ladies Jessie could fuck. 
 
    Then they were at the bar and drinks were being poured down Jessie’s throat. And soon cum would be poured down his throat, and injected into his various orifices. 
 
    Jessie had woken up now, and was enjoying himself. He was looking forward to a night of debauchery, then a day of debauchery. 
 
    Almost twenty-four hours of pure, unadulterated sex. Enough to satisfy any satyr or nymph. 
 
    Jesse was neither Satyr nor nymph, unfortunately, he was just a schmuck who had tried to be a good guy and help a girl with her college thesis, and his reward was to be the subject of scientific research. 
 
    For after Amanda made sure he was set for the night, and after she had contacted Charity Smith and made sure the women would be ready for him at dawn, she went to work on her thesis. 
 
    She had to figure out the exact combination of chemicals that had caused Jesse to change sexes. 
 
    Heck, if she could figure that out then she could sell the formula to a pharmaceutical company and be set for life. 
 
    For as Jesse had once, like any other male, dreamed of endless sex, Amanda had, like any other girl, dreamed of money. 
 
    In the bar Jesse was in the back room, sitting, spreading, sucking, fucking, He was happy, and so would all men be once Amanda had the formula. 
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    I read of a girl who did yoga and couldn’t stop having orgasms. She’d assume a posture, breath, and…POP! Orgasm. 
 
    This happened with almost every posture, and there was nothing she could do to stop it. 
 
    So she learned to enjoy it. 
 
    I often wonder about that woman. Did she need a man? If she had a man, did she need to fuck him? 
 
    And, if she didn’t need to have sex with him, what did she do to him? 
 
    Enslave him? Deprive him? Enjoy him in alternate ways that would shock Carrie Nation? 
 
    It’s interesting to think about, and this story is sort of like that. Except I’ve shifted some viewpoints, twisted the situations, and hopefully have come up with an original work of art. 
 
    Hope you enjoy it. 
 
    STAY HORNY 
 
    Gracie 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to study Yoga.” Dan smiled exultantly. He was very proud of his decision. 
 
    “Yoga? You’re going to do Yoga? Like I do?” Karen was a dish. Yoga kept her body slim and her boobs big. Her face showed no stress marks, and her blonde hair was long and luxurious. 
 
    Her eyes, of course, were thousands of years old, knowing and wise. 
 
    But now they were surprised. 
 
    “Just like you.” 
 
    Karen frowned, then caught herself and put serenity back on her face. “But why would you want to study Yoga? It’s difficult, it requires more patient than you have ever shown in your life. It’s a complete lifestyle, and you have shown no interest in that lifestyle as long as I have known you!” 
 
    Dan merely nodded. “I understand all that, and I’ve thought about it greatly. Look, I’ve made my millions, I’ve got all the time in the world, and isn’t it time I looked after my spiritual welfare?” 
 
    “Of course it is. I’m just surprised. Have you done any research on this? Other than watching me?” 
 
    “A little bit, and I’ll be spending the next few weeks learning about yoga. Then I can make decisions as to what kind of yoga, and I can decide what routines are best for me, I can find the best teachers. honestly, I thought you would be more excited. I know that I have spent a lot of time making money, but now is a chance for us to share an activity.” 
 
    “I guess I am excited, it’s just that it’s going to take me a minute to get used to the idea. I mean, you’re the guy who doesn’t even like to take walks.” 
 
    “I know. But that’s all changed. I’m a new man. Wait and see.” 
 
    Karen nodded and considered. If anybody had the ability to change their mind, it was Dan. Once he decided to do something he went in whole hog. Yoga, however, was a different kind of a game. 
 
    Thinking this, she said, “Yoga is a different kind of game.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “Well, if you play finances and corporations your success is measured by money, material objects acquired, that sort of thing. In Yoga your progress is measured by how deeply you can see into yourself, how well you can control your body. That sort of thing. 
 
    Dan frowned. “You’re right. I hadn’t thought about it in those terms, but…you’re right. I can see I have a lot to learn.” 
 
    Karen smiled gently. She gave him a light kiss, and went into the kitchen to prepare dinner. 
 
    Dan was going to do yoga. Would wonders never cease? She washed the vegetables and thought about her own progress in the spiritual realm. 
 
    She was happy, deeply happy, but with that happiness came a whole new slew of problems.  
 
    Problems of the material world ceased to be important, and she was more concerned with how well she could concentrate, how to master the latest method of meditation. Suddenly she chuckled. She leaned back and could see Dan standing by the big picture window. He was looking out over the Montana wilderness on their 100,000 acre ranch. His face was focused and he was obviously deep in thought. 
 
    She went back to her food preparation, and had a thought: Dan was one in a million in the finance world. 
 
    Did that mean he was one in a million in the yoga world? The spiritual advancement world? 
 
    She gave a small grunt, a sign of sudden epiphany. 
 
    This was going to be interesting. 
 
      
 
    Dan started out the next morning. He went on the internet and read everything he could find, ordered every book he could find, purchased every DVD he could find, and he began sorting through materials. 
 
    There were eight basic types of yoga: Ashtanga yoga, Hatha yoga, Hot yoga, Iyengar yoga, Kundalini yoga, Power yoga, Restorative yoga, Vinyasa yoga. 
 
    He made charts with columns for pros and cons and started analyzing the methods and benefits and detractions. 
 
    Then he realized that a couple of the yogas had recently been invented. He was familiar with people who came up with bright ideas, and he knew that the newer yogas were mostly marketing, and watered down techniques. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    He went through the yogas and isolated the older forms, and then examined them again for oldest methods within each discipline. He wound up with three types of yoga to choose from. They were: Kundalini yoga, Ashtanga yoga, and Raja yoga. 
 
    While he scrutinized and inspected and examined, Karen rolled her mat out in the exercise room and went through her yoga. She was wearing a skin tight unitard that showed off her boobs, but didn’t restrict of confine her. She sat int he lotus and breathed and used her breathing to guide prana through her body. Prana was ‘life force, and she could feel her body becoming more and more energized as she went through the various postures. 
 
    While she was contorting and breathing through her nostrils and guiding the life force through her chakras Dan walked past the exercise room on the way to the kitchen. He stopped for a moment and watched her go through her routine. 
 
    She was a beautiful, graceful woman, and she focused and ignored him. 
 
    Dan admired her single mindedness, and he especially noted her form. Watching her bend and twist emphasized her charms and he felt a boner in his pants. 
 
    He knew he wasn’t supposed to get excited with yoga: he was supposed to control himself. But how could you control an involuntary reaction like an erection? 
 
    He continued to the kitchen and poured himself a drink. Bourbon and Coke, with Old Rip Van Winkle bourbon. $998 a bottle. Chicken feed for him. 
 
    He walked back to the computer room, and couldn’t help but see how Karen’s latest posture let her boobs thrust upward so enticingly as he passed the exercise room. 
 
    In the computer room he examined ancient texts. He pored through hundreds of pages of scripts. Many of them translations form the original Sanskrit. 
 
    He made notes about how many postures there were, how they should be done, and how the mind should be focused. 
 
    For a normal person it would have been incredibly fatiguing work, but Dan was an unusual man. Digging into the odds and ends, the nooks and crannies, he found it interesting. 
 
    He made charts concerning how yoga had grown through the world, which countries had it, and how they might had changed the practices. 
 
    He was interested in getting to the root of all yoga. He wanted the miracles that had resulted from that original yoga, and not bright ideas though the ages.  
 
    There were, according to several source, four original yogas. Raja (royal), Jnana (knowledge), Bhakti (devotion) and Karma (action). He focused his studies on these four, comparing, contrasting, trying to figure out which principles were universal. 
 
    He was deeply involved, not aware of his surroundings, when Karen cleared her throat. He looked up and smiled. “Hi.” 
 
    “Making any progress?” 
 
    “Some, but you’re right, it’s slow work.” 
 
    “It’ll probably get faster when you start doing the actual exercises, the things called Asanas. I can help you when you start.” 
 
    “That would be great.” 
 
    “I notice that you’re having a drink.” 
 
    “Should I not?” 
 
    “Everything I’ve read indicate drinking is prohibited.” 
 
    Dan looked at his glass of expensive whiskey and Coke sadly. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it. Just, when you start the poses, go to drinking water. Lots of water.” 
 
    Dan nodded, then he said, “What about sex?” 
 
    Karen smiled. She shrugged. At the higher levels I understand that you shouldn’t have sex.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “When you cum you give up your vital essence. This weakens you, and slows your progress.” 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “Again, that’s when you’re at an advanced level. You don’t find me giving up sex, do you?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “So when you feel that sex is weakening your yoga, you give it up. Until then…” she smiled. 
 
    Dan returned the smile. “So do you feel horny when you do yoga? I notice that sometimes you want to make love after you do your thing.” 
 
    “I’m feeling real horny right now.” 
 
    “You are?” he grinned. 
 
    “Oh, yes. My pussy is dripping, and my tits are blushing. Even my lips are hot. In fact, they want your lips.” 
 
    She crossed the room and sat on his lap and ground her pussy onto him. 
 
    “The problem, of course, is that I don’t want to distract you. I don’t want you wasting your vital essence on me.” 
 
    She kissed him then, gently but passionately, and she could feel his dingus rising, trying to penetrate clothes and get into her vagina. 
 
    “Woo,” murmured Dan. 
 
    “Now don’t get excited.” 
 
    “But you said it’s okay since I’m not really doing the poses yet.” 
 
    Yes, but you should practice. You should cultivate self control. You should embrace your horniness, and not let yourself cum.” 
 
    She pulled his head to her boobs and held him against her softness.  
 
    “Don’t fuck me,” she whispered. “Be a man. Be a yoga man and learn to use your essence to achieve higher states of being.” 
 
    “Now?” He spoke into her boobs, but she understood what he was saying. 
 
    “If not now…when?” 
 
    “But I need you now.” 
 
    “Oh? Then let’s go practice helping you learn self control.” 
 
    She stood up, took his hand, and led him out of the computer room. 
 
    Dan was dazed. He had been immersed in the higher concepts of yoga, trying to figure them out, and now he was being introduced to the practice itself. 
 
    He had to control himself. He had to achieve discipline. 
 
    Karen led him into the bedroom. She pushed him back on the bed and stripped her unitard off. She tossed it to the hamper, and stood in front of him. 
 
    Her skin was glowing with health. Her breasts were flushed, they looked downright hot. Her lips were red, and she wasn’t wearing lipstick. 
 
    He started to get undressed, and she stopped him. 
 
    “Let me.” 
 
    She knelt in front of him and unbuckled his pants, unzipped them, then pulled them off his legs. 
 
    She grabbed the waist band of his underpants and pulled them off him. 
 
    His cock sprang upward, pointed towards the ceiling and throbbed. 
 
    She just smiled, climbed onto his lap, and began undoing his shirt. 
 
    She undid his buttons, one at a time, and pulled his shirt apart. 
 
    He was a slender man. A geek, he had a thin chest. His hair was semi-long and his eyes were soft, but penetrating. 
 
    He was a beautiful man. 
 
    She threw his shirt over her shoulder and pressed him back. 
 
    She sat on him and his dick rose up and pressed against the front of her groin. She took it in her hands and softly stroked him. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    “No, no,” she said. “Just relax. Just enjoy the sensation, but hold back the big squirt.” 
 
    “But…I can’t!” He was already gritting his teeth, trying not to orgasm. “A man is supposed to…orgasm.” 
 
    Karen slowed down her stroke, then stopped. She held his pulsing cock at the base and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” he moaned. “Make me cum!” 
 
    “No…no…” she held him firm, and slowly the desire waned. 
 
    “God, that was close.” 
 
    “But you didn’t cum. You showed some discipline. That will help you.” 
 
    “I notice that you cum whenever you want to.” 
 
    “And I should. I’m a woman. I’m built to cum. Men shouldn’t cum unless they want to make a baby. And then you should be so efficient you only need to cum once.” 
 
    She slid off him, taking her pussy further away from his cock, and he looked at her moist vagina longingly. 
 
    “Look, honey. Yoga is for women. You should think about that before you throw yourself into this. You should be studying karate, or some other manly discipline. You start messing with women things and…well, it can be dangerous.” 
 
    “What do you mean? How can doing exercises be dangerous?” 
 
    “It’s not just the exercises. It’s running the prana through your body. Every time you do yoga you evolve, you approach the essence of the universe, and the essence of the universe, the universe itself, is female.” 
 
    That stunned Dan. He had read a lot already, but he hadn’t come across anything like that in his readings. 
 
    “No,” he blurted. 
 
    “So how do you feel now?” 
 
    He grinned. “I’ve got a lot of energy.” 
 
    “That’s because all your sexual energy has not been released. It’s been built up, and it is still in your body. And if you had simply fucked me, if you had released your sperm, you would be weak, you would lose energy.” 
 
    Dan frowned. 
 
    “Want to prove it?” 
 
    “How would we do that.” 
 
    “I’ll get on your dick and you cum in me, and you estimate your energy.” 
 
    He grinned. “Sure!” 
 
    Karen climbed back up on him. She sat and stroked him with her hands. Then, when he was gasping with desire, she sat on him, slid down his pole, and Dan started squirting right away. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! Damn!” 
 
    Karen just nodded. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll use my vibrator later.” 
 
    “But…I feel like I’ve cheated you.” 
 
    His dick had stopped spitting and he lay back, suddenly feeling weaker. 
 
    She got off him, his limp peeny flopped on his thigh and he looked at it. 
 
    “Do you still feel full of energy?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    The look on her face showed how she was proud of being right. “Don’t worry. We’ll do this again. And next time I’ll not let you cum. You’ll get your energy back.” 
 
    With that she pulled on a robe and left the room. 
 
    Dan, of course, went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    It took a couple of weeks before Dan thought he had enough of a grasp of yoga to start any kind of physical regimen. He thought he knew which poses, or asanas, he should concentrate on. He thought he knew how the energy was supposed to be channeled, and he bought a unitard. 
 
    Thus, one day Karen went into the exercise room, and stopped. 
 
    Dan was sitting on a mat, wearing a grey unitard, and looking into the distance. He was sitting cross legged, Indian style, and he seemed very intent. 
 
    After blinking, Karen sat down next to him. 
 
    She assumed his position and went motionless. 
 
    For an hour they sat there, focusing on breathing four times per minute, five seconds breathing in, 10 seconds breathing out. 
 
    Dan was working on finding an energy center an inch or two below his belly button. 
 
    Karen just worked on being calm. 
 
    Dan stirred, reached for a bottle of waster and sipped. 
 
    Karen smiled, and Dan offered the water bottle to her. 
 
    “So, how’s it going,” she asked, putting the cap back on the bottle. 
 
    “Weird. I’m sitting still, and it’s like there’s all sorts of things happening.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like, we’re in the wilderness up here, but I could swear I could feel something moving in the forests. I can even feel cars moving on the road. 
 
    That surprised Karen. It had taken her years to reach the point where she could feel outside her body without using her eyes, ears, and sniffer. 
 
    But Dan was a special kind of man. Apparently he was bringing that specialness into the discipline of yoga. 
 
    “Would you like to work on a couple of asanas?” 
 
    “Not yet. There’s just too much happening. I want to just sit still and take it all in.” 
 
    “As long as you don’t try to figure it all out.” 
 
    He grinned. “Lesson one, don’t analyze, just take it in.” 
 
    “One of my instructors said if you analyze you’ll never grow wise.” 
 
    “Ha! That’s a good one.” 
 
    Dan resumed sitting. He focused, tried not to think, tried to just sit there and input. To listen to the world. 
 
    Karen moved her mat a bit to the side so as not to distract him, and began going through poses. 
 
    She worked on warrior poses, did cow lips, then worked on some poses that required her to hold a supported position. 
 
    A few feet from her Dan frowned. He could feel her moving. Then he realized he could use her motion to work on his own non-motion. He relaxed, took the frown off his face, and accepted her motion, made it part of the universe. He immediately felt bigger. 
 
     
 
    Another week passed, and Dan decided he was calm enough to work on poses. 
 
    He told Karen which poses he wanted to work on, and she helped him through them. 
 
    Sometimes they did it, and sometimes they talked about it. 
 
    Karen, being wise, merely stated her opinion, and let him choose his own path. 
 
    They worked on the zen position, and the lotus position. 
 
    Dan had a rough time with the lotus, as it can be painful for beginners. 
 
    Dan was a guy, however, and he was used to pain. He was used to running marathons, and that can develop into pain. At any rate, Dan held the lotus posture and suffered. 
 
    Day by day his pain grew less. Day by day he became able to let his body breath, to let the energy channel through it, to hold the position…and the pain went away. 
 
    Karen was amazed. She sometimes felt pain, and she had been practicing the pose for years. 
 
    Dan learned twisting poses off the lotus, and went into gomukhasana. In gomukhasana the legs are folded under and splay to the rear. Looking down from above, the pose looks like a cow’s face. Or, if someone sat on wet sand, he or she would leave a cow’s face impression. 
 
    Together they sat in the pose, and Karen marveled at how complacent Dan was, and the fact that his complacence was seeping into her. 
 
    And yet, she knew she was only getting a hundredth of what he was learning. 
 
      
 
    One day they were sitting in cow’s lips in the exercise room, and Dan suddenly gasped and unfolded himself. He had a huge boner inside his unitard. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “My…dick, my balls…I don’t know. 
 
    He stood up and stripped off his unitard. His pecker poked out and Karen blinked. It was so red and hard, and it dripped. 
 
    Thus far they had only been playing with sexual abstinence. 
 
    Karen would tease him for a few days, let him cum, then they would start again. 
 
    It was fun. It was a kinky, little sex game, and Dan actually enjoyed the growing frustration. 
 
    But now he felt like all the prana in his body, all the energy, had transmuted into sexual energy and was gathering in his penis. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Karen asked, but she had a suspicion. 
 
    “I don’t…I feel like my balls are going to explode! And my dick! It feels like it’s bigger, and getting bigger, like something is blowing it up from the inside. 
 
    Karen would have smiled, but he was obviously feeling the energy, and not in a good way. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Let’s take a long, cold bath.” 
 
    Dan limped down the hallway and into the bathroom. He sat in the tub and Karen turned on the water as cold as he could stand it. 
 
    “Oh, God! What’s happening to me?” 
 
    He shivered, but his junk felt like it was boiling over. 
 
    “Honey, I want you to listen to me very carefully.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…okay.” His teeth were chattering from the cold water, but under the surface his dick was just as hard, if not harder. 
 
    “Women don’t have to go through this. We’re female, the universe is female, and we match up. “ 
 
    “But…what’s happening?” 
 
    “What’s happening is your prana has reached your sexual apparatus. It doesn’t happen often, only to a few men, but…it can be painful.” 
 
    “Tell me about it!” he snapped, folding his arms and squeezing himself as if that would stop the pain. “But how do you stop it.” 
 
    “Remember your first lesson. Let it be. Enjoy it. Absorb the pain.” 
 
    Dan heard what she was saying, but it was hard translating her words into action. Pain has that effect on people. 
 
    Karen began rubbing his flesh. “Breath. Breath. Focus on the world. Let it happen.” 
 
    Dan began blowing fiercely, but Karen corrected him and he finally began breathing. He was erratic, but as time went on he began to relax. 
 
    After a couple of hours he still hurt, but he was able to think. 
 
    Karen kept rubbing his body, massaging his arms and legs, pulling his hair back, making little swirls on his face with her thumbs. 
 
    “Okay…okay,” Dan gasped. He was starting to take control. But this amount of pain…he couldn’t figure out what to do with it. He was absorbing it now, but it was making his body feel electric. “It’s building up in me.” 
 
    “Excellent,” soothed Karen. “Now, here is the problem, you’ve got so much energy in your groin, in your sexual apparatus, and we need to release some of it.” 
 
    “How do we do that?” 
 
    She smiled, “How do we have sex, asks the little boy.” 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes revealing the haunting of pain, and she just smiled and reached for his peeny. 
 
    She began to stroke him. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” 
 
    “Pretty intense, eh?” 
 
    “God! Yes!” 
 
    “And it will get more intense. But if you have managed to tame a bit of that energy it won’t be so bad. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Simple, honey. We don’t want you blowing your load, because that would release all the energy you’ve spent so long building up.” 
 
    “So…?” 
 
    “So I’m going to stroke you, and we’re going to release one drop of your energy.” 
 
    “One drop?” 
 
    “One drop. Two drops and you’re wasting your prana. One drop and your mind will be fooled into thinking you’ve cum, and yet you’ll still have a full load.” 
 
    “But I can’t do just one drop!” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll help you. you’ll learn.” 
 
    With that Karen began stroking his weenie in earnest. Her other hand was draped over his shoulder and was teasing his nipple. 
 
    Dan groaned, and he tried to push his dick into Karen’s hand. Karen just pressed her hand into his groin and held him. 
 
    “Oh, please…please…” 
 
    “Let me do this, honey. Let me do this and we’ll get you through this.” 
 
    She began stroking again, and after a minute he tried to fuck her hand, but she stopped him again. 
 
    “Control yourself. Don’t move. Let me do the work.” 
 
    Dan nodded. His body was on fire. His nipples were stiff. But he could feel the relief of control starting to work through his body. 
 
    But he wanted to cum. 
 
    He wanted to cum worse than he ever had in his life. His balls were filled and roiling. His pecker throbbed and dripped pre-cum. 
 
    Karen’s hand moved faster and faster. She cupped his balls with her free hand, and leaned over and sucked on his nipple. 
 
    Dan thought his whole body was going to explode. He had never felt such pain, yet…it was changing.  
 
    Karen’s words had guided him, and he worked on making the feeling in his balls change from pain to pleasure. 
 
    Then he started to feel it. He felt the trigger trying to click in his groin. He was going to cum. 
 
    “I’m going to…I’m…” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey. I won’t let it happen.” 
 
    He looked up at her, lost in a craze of lust, and the trigger clicked. 
 
    Semen boiled up through his cock, and one drop formed on the slit, then Karen grabbed his cock with both hands and squeezed. 
 
    “No-o-o!” Dan howled. “Let me…I need to…I need…” 
 
    One drop held to the tip of his cock, and the rest of the sperm couldn’t go anywhere, so it backed up. 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    But Karen had the situation well in hand. She could feel his cock throbbing desperately, it bucked a few times, then it stopped. 
 
    Dan collapsed in the tub. The pain was gone. He was back to normal, sort of. 
 
    Karen reached down and swiped the drop off his peeny. She brought it up to her lips and tasted it. 
 
    “Mmm.” 
 
    Dan stared. He was confused, dazed, but the pain was gone. 
 
    Also gone was the frantic feeling of lust. 
 
    His mind thought he had cum, but he hadn’t. But he was afforded relief by that one drop that Karen had put in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, God,” sighed Dan. 
 
    Karen relaxed, sat back on a chair next to the tub. 
 
    Dan still had a boner, but it didn’t hurt. It just rose up from the water. 
 
    “What’s going to happen?” he asked. 
 
    “You’ll notice that you’re still horny.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it’s not bad. I can stand it.” 
 
    He yawned and relaxed. “God, I actually feel good.” 
 
    “Like you’ve cum?” 
 
    “Yeah, sorta like that. but no big bang. Just…relaxation.” 
 
    Karen nodded. “You’re going to feel horny again, and horny like you won’t believe, but it won’t hurt so much, and you’ll be able to stand it, to transmute the pain into pleasure.” 
 
    “How do you know all this stuff?” 
 
    Karen rocked and was silent for a minute, then: “I don’t know how much I can tell you, but…I read the book on Silithia, and in it her method of sexual yoga is described. She’s written other books, but they are only available to women.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The universe is female, I am female, and some of the things involved in sexual yoga can be dangerous for men.” 
 
    “What the heck is sexual yoga?” 
 
    “It’s a method of transmutation.” 
 
    “Are you talking about things like the philosopher’s stone? Changing metal into gold?” 
 
    “Yep, but it doesn’t have anything to do with gold metal. The gold is what you make out of your body. It is the spiritual essence that you become when you transform yourself.” 
 
    “Through yoga?” 
 
    “Through sexual yoga. Regular yoga, even as you’ve divined it, doesn’t quite do it.” 
 
    Dan was silent as he thought through what she had said. 
 
    Karen: “Dan, for whatever reason, you’ve made a huge breakthrough. And there is no going back. I can help you, but it’s going to take patience and dedication and a willingness to become another person.” 
 
    Dan understood what she was saying, except for that thing about becoming a different person. 
 
    “For the foreseeable future we have to put you on a strict regimen.” 
 
    “What kind of regimen?” 
 
    “First, you have to continue with your physical yoga. Whatever you’ve figured out, whatever you’re doing, it’s working. So you have to keep doing that. 
 
    “Second, we need to control things like diet. You can’ just eat anything you want, and booze is now officially a no no. 
 
    “Third…” she hesitated. “Third…we have to control your sex.” 
 
    He smiled. “Have lots of sex?” 
 
    “Yes, but no.” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly to the side in puzzlement. 
 
    “I have to keep you sexually excited. This will raise the prana and cause it to accumulate.” 
 
    “But I get to cum, don’t I?” 
 
    “No. Oh, I’ll extract a single drop every once in a while. But, for the foreseeable future you’re not to have any orgasms.” 
 
    “What?” his voice squeaked. in outrage. 
 
    “I know it’s tough. You’ve always been able to have an orgasm whenever you want to, but things are different now.” 
 
    Dan frowned. 
 
    “Things are…you could hurt yourself. And, like I said, there’s no going back. 
 
    “But…no sex?” He sounded so hurt. 
 
    “Honey, there are things you can do. And the things in the future will help alleviate certain sexual desires, or at least change them into something else. But you simply must conserve your energy, save it for when you start changing into another person.” 
 
    “That sounds weird, changing into another person.” 
 
    “Sorry. To tell the truth, I’m talking off the top of my head. I’ve read about what you’re going through, will be going through, and I think I’m right. But, to be honest, I’m going to be reaching out, maybe even talking to some of Silithia’s people.” 
 
    Dan struggled to stand up. The cold water was getting to him, and he grabbed a towel. Mostly, however, he was thinking about the things his wife was telling him. 
 
    He had achieved something in yoga, but apparently it was only the first step, and he couldn’t undo what he had done. 
 
    His put the towel in the hamper and looked down at his dick. It was still big and red, and there was pre-cum dripping, but it no longer hurt. 
 
    “And you’re going to help me?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I will be right by your side. Whatever happens, I’m there for you.” 
 
    “But we can’t fuck? You’re just going to…to whack me off? To the tune of a single drop?” 
 
    Karen smiled. All the things that had happened, and he was still just worried about getting off. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, like I said, there are other things we can do.” 
 
    “But how are you going to get off?” 
 
    She laughed. “That’s the nice part. Part of keeping you horny is going to be me taking advantage of your tongue.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “So don’t worry, honey. I’m going to get plenty of orgasms.” 
 
    The frown on Dan’s face was classic.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Dan noticed differences in his yoga practice right away. 
 
    One difference was that after he had been masturbated to a single drop he was calm. Incredibly calm. 
 
    He was balanced, intellectually sharp, and possessed of super human endurance. 
 
    He could hold a pose all day long. 
 
    And he had less trouble with more difficult poses. 
 
    He would spend hours a day in head stands, single leg poses, and so on, and would merely be refreshed by the end of the day. 
 
    However, as the days passed, as Karen played with him and brought him to higher and higher edges, he lost that power.  
 
    Karen said it was because he was building up too much prana, that his body couldn’t handle that much energy. 
 
    “You don’t have to get me so excited then, do you?” 
 
    “We do if we want to get you through this. The more excited you get the more prana builds in you, and that is the point of it all.” 
 
    “Is it? What’s going to happen when I have built up all the prana I can?” 
 
    “To be honest, I don’t know. There’s a lot of secret writing on it in the world of feminism. Silithia’s writings indicate that you would become Godlike, but even her writings are circumspect, reserved for females and their particular type of understanding. But the point is that we need to build you up. Are you ready for a drop of cum?” 
 
    Dan actually didn’t want to. He was in a precarious state of mind. He wanted relief, but thee was something in him that dragged its feet. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Karen smiled, “Oh, yes. I can see the way you’re trembling in poses. I can see the frantic look in your eyes.” 
 
    “No. I don’t think so.” 
 
    Karen frowned, but she accepted his word. Not. 
 
    As soon as he went into pose she sauntered in and began stroking him. 
 
    He was in the bridge pose, setubandha sarvangasana, his neck flat, he was facing up, his hips raised as high as he could. 
 
    “Just keep doing what you’re doing, honey,” Karen said. She pulled the cloth of his unitard, took a pair of scissors, and freed his cock. 
 
    Dan shuddered as she took him in hand. His body was suddenly hurting, as the energy went from his body to his cock. 
 
    Karen took her time, fondling his testicles, engulfing his head with her mouth. 
 
    She reached up and rubbed his nipples. 
 
    Dan tried to stay focused, but he couldn’t. He was trembling too much, and there was so much pleasure in his groin…then he collapsed, Karen got her one drop and smiled as she gulped it. 
 
    “Thank you, honey, and, by the way, don’t replace your unitard. I like your package being so accessible. 
 
    Dan went through a couple of minutes of recovery, then all the prana surging through his dingus began radiating out through his body. 
 
    He became firm again, even sharper and more aware, and he knew he could do this pose for the rest of his life. Or at least until he got horny again. 
 
    Time is like pouring liquid. It flows, with an occasional splash or dribble, and is done with. 
 
    For Dan the days were like heaven. He began to feel a gold glow build within him. 
 
    Karen discussed how to descend through the chakras on his spine, and then to ascend to the crown of his head. 
 
    “Will I have achieved what I need to then?” 
 
    “Cross your fingers.” 
 
    Dan was speaking while engaged in the handstand scorpion pose. He was doing it against a wall, a handstand with his legs bent back. He wasn’t shaking or quivering. His focus was excellent. 
 
    Karen was drinking herbal tea and reading from one of the ancient manuscripts Dan had procured on the internet. It was a translation from the original Sanskrit, and was very in depth. 
 
    Of course there were linguistic problems, cultural references, and other things to confuse, but between them they were able to figure things out. 
 
    Suddenly Karen went silent. 
 
    “What?” asked Dan, feeling a pebble drop into the pool of her calm. 
 
    “Uh, well…” 
 
    Dan contorted a bit so as to be able to look at her. 
 
    “We’ve got a problem, according to this.” 
 
    Dan slowly unfolded, regained his feet gracefully, and she handed him the manuscript. He read: 
 
      
 
    …power comes to him who observes 
 
    unbroken brahmacharya for a period of twelve years 
 
      
 
    “Twelve years?” Dan was aghast. “I’m supposed to practice total abstinence for twelve years?” He looked up at Karen. “It…I didn’t think…” 
 
    “I know. That’s a long time, and we thought it would only be for a while.” 
 
    “Well, there’s got to be a solution. Especially now. Every day without fucking you is a lifetime. I’m becoming obsessive, the way you play with me and never let me have a real, true and glorious squirt.” 
 
    They stared at each other, and they were, in their own worlds, aghast. 
 
    “Let me ask some of the ladies I’ve been in touch with.” She had managed to contact several ladies who practiced the Silithian form of sexual Yoga, and they had been very helpful. 
 
    Dan nodded. I just…I can’t…I love you too much.” 
 
    “And I love you, too honey,” she patted his cheek. “Now it’s about that time of week, I notice how lustful your gaze has been.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “Don’t be negative. Embrace yourself and let me do this.” 
 
    So he did, and when they were done Karen said, “You know, your cum has changed. Your seed is…tastier. That’s the only way to put it.” 
 
    “Elixir of the Gods,” he smiled as he assumed the king pigeon pose, eka pada rajakapotasana. One leg was flat on the floor with the knee pointing to the front, his other leg was bent up behind his body and his arms were bent back over his shoulder so he could hold his big toe. 
 
    Karen thought about that. His semen was not only tastier, it felt like it was changing her. It felt like his one drop of sperm was some sort of magical potion that filled her and illuminated her. 
 
    She giggled. If other women knew what one drop sperm tasted like they would make their husbands be chaste and drink their issue until the world was depopulated. 
 
     
 
    Karen did not receive much help on the subject of celibacy in Silithian Yoga. 
 
    She was advised to screw her husband in various poses, but not if he came. 
 
    However, one lady, in her email, let it slip that if Dan did his poses with an arbandh around his genitals, and practiced certain ‘other’ methods, he need only spend a year to achieve what he wanted. 
 
    Karen looked up ‘arbandh,’ and found it was a special type of chastity device. 
 
    Actually, there were several versions, including a wooden ‘belt’ that could be removed, but which held a round ‘ball’ over the genitals. 
 
    A round ball over the genitals. 
 
    She examined modern chastity devices, and they were, except for a few metal devices that relied on piercings, lacking. 
 
    So she researched some more. 
 
      
 
    Dan?” 
 
    Dan was doing the Iron Cross Headstand. He was on his head, his arms angled down to the floor, and his legs spread. 
 
    “Yes, dear,” he said dreamily. His cock was upright, and it was obvious that he needed to be milked. 
 
    Karen stepped up next to him and began to stroke his penis. 
 
    “You’re going to have to go to India.” 
 
    “Yes, dear.” He was far out in the cosmos, and something was pushing him towards the Big Bang. 
 
    She stroked harder, sucked a little, then stroked again. 
 
    “There is something called an arbandh. It is a round ball and it encases your genitals. You can pee, or release other fluids, through a little hole. You’re going to have to wear this for a year.” 
 
    “All right, honey,” the cosmos was opening, closing, opening, closing, and he was unaware that it was doing so in harmony with the stroking of her soft, white hands. 
 
    “Your time of abstinence doesn’t have to be twelve years. When we do certain other things, other practices…we can reduce the amount of time needed from twelve years to one. Would you like to do that?” 
 
    “Of course. Make the flight arr…arr…arr…” 
 
    His body shivered and Karen grabbed his nuts and twisted. 
 
    One drop issued forth, then the pain stopped any further release of fluids. 
 
    The one drop fell, and before Karen could grab it Dan bent his head, opened his mouth, and caught the single drop. 
 
    “Oh!” he gulped. 
 
    Golden goodness expanded within him. He felt the purity of his discharge. He had a glimpse, just a glimpse, of heaven. It was female. It was a Goddess with many limbs sitting in the lotus and looking at him. She had the most divine expression on her face. And she said, “Good, Dan. Keep going.” 
 
    Dan smiled and came back to himself. He was energized, stable like he had never experienced, and his whole body glowed like an orgasm. 
 
    Karen felt him experiencing this wonderful vision, and she stepped back in awe. 
 
    Dan said, “Make the flight.” 
 
      
 
    Dan and Karen flew to India. Dan sat in his seat in pose the whole flight. Twelve hours of pure meditation. The stewardesses were super impressed, and one of them even put a piece of paper with her phone number on it into his hands while Karen wasn’t looking. 
 
    They traveled through India, and here the hunt became more difficult. 
 
    They knew they were looking for a swami, a special sort of swami, a Sadhu. He was going to have to have knowledge of how to encase a man’s genitals so they wouldn’t be damaged by a year of no access. 
 
    They traveled to Bhagalpur, were directed to Dhamtari. From there they went to Raipur, then Gurugram. 
 
    They criss crossed the country, going from city to city, temple to temple, and sought out the most learned men in India. 
 
    At last, in Shimla, they were sent to a small temple in a bad part of town. There was garbage in the streets, sacred cows crapping everywhere, and a charming, white temple. 
 
    They entered, passing intricate mosaic patterns. 
 
    There was a garden in the middle of the building, and at the back of the garden, sat a swami. 
 
    They recognized him from his liquid eyes, his immaculately robed figure and his long, long hair. 
 
    “Greetings,” he said, with a heavy accent. “You are the ones who want the arbandha.” 
 
    Dan, with his own liquid eyes, smiled. Karen gasped. She had been practicing yoga for a dozen years, but she had never met a yogi who could read her mind. 
 
    “Sadhu!” His voice was low, but loud in the mind. 
 
    A young boy ran into the garden. He was a younger version of the swami, he was so young he looked androgynous. Indeed, at first glance Karen couldn’t tell if he was male or female. 
 
    “Sadhu, bring arbandha for Mr. Dan.” 
 
    The young boy, or girl, or whatever it was, turned to Dan and said, “I must feel your package, Mr. Dan.” 
 
    Karen blinked, it was so casual, but Dan simply lowered his pants. 
 
    The boy felt his testicles and penis and made measurements in his mind. 
 
    “How old you think Sadhu is? Miss Karen,” asked the swami. 
 
    “Eight?” 
 
    The old swami chuckled. Suddenly wrinkles appeared on his face and gave intimation of his true age. “Saddhu be 93.” 
 
    Karen stared at the young junior swami. “Is that true?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Then Sadhu ran off. 
 
    They sat, and another ‘sadhu’ entered the room with tea. 
 
    Apparently all younger swamis, or swamis in training, or whatever they were, were called sadhu. The word sadhu meant a holy man, or sage, but especially an ascetic. 
 
    In a short while the first sadhu re-entered the room. He was holding a pillow upon which sat a metal ball. He bowed and presented the ball to the swami. 
 
    The swami took it, examined it, ran his hands over it. 
 
    Karen could see that it opened in halves, and that there was a ringed hole at the bottom.  
 
    “Come, Mr. Dan. Let’s see to you.” 
 
    Dan stepped forward. His cock was very hard, as usual, and the swami touched it and it went limp. 
 
    Dan grunted. 
 
    The swami closed the ball over his balls and now limp cock. It wasn’t a big ball. Only about three inches in diameter, and Karen knew that when Dan got his hard on back it was going to be very uncomfortable. 
 
    But if this was the path to heaven…so be it. 
 
    The swami closed it, picked up a screwdriver and tightened the collar until the head of the screw snapped off. 
 
    The swami looked up at Dan. Don’t take off. One year. You find heaven.” 
 
    Dan nodded. 
 
    Karen asked, when we do take it off, how do we get the screw out?” 
 
    The swami smiled benevolently. “You no take off. You no worry. Bye bye.” 
 
    Dan and Karen bowed and backed up, and thanked the swami, and were presented with a bill for $10,000 by yet another sadhu when the reached the front door. 
 
    Fortunately, they took Visa, so Dan and Karen were able to leave the little temple. 
 
      
 
    Back home life went on as usual. Dan spent hours each day practicing his asana’s. He meditated, disciplined his breathing, and became downright holy. His eyes glowed, his presence lightened a room, and he was, under it all, horny. 
 
    But now he couldn’t touch himself, and Karen was now restricted from even securing a drop of semen from him. 
 
    Dan began to shake and shiver. The prana filled his body, leaked from his pores, and something had to be done. 
 
    “I’m suffering,” he mentioned to Karen one night, while he ate his daily bowl of brown rice. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Dan. I don’t like to see you suffer.” 
 
    He smiled. “It is distractive, but enjoyable. I really need relief, however. It is effecting my meditations. 
 
    Karen nodded. “What would you like me to do?” She was eating a thin rib eye steak. Pounded and salted and peppered and herbed. The mashed potato side had a thick cube of butter on top, and the grease had been poured straight from the skillet to form a lake in the top of the mound of potatoes. 
 
    She would be having watermelon for desert. 
 
    And maybe a scoop of orange flavored ice cream. 
 
    With a little chocolate sauce on top. 
 
    One would think that such fare would destroy Dan’s equilibrium. Such sweet smelling temptation on top of his abstinence. 
 
    But Dan had asked that she eat such fare that he might conquer the food demons in his mind, that he might learn to enjoy his one bowl of rice a day. 
 
    Dan said, “You spoke once of certain ‘practices,. other practices that could be used in place of the one drop of semen diet.” 
 
    He smiled when he said the word ‘diet.’ 
 
    “Well, yes. I suppose I could do that. Would you like me to look into it?” 
 
    Dan sat in the lotus position in his chair. Recently his body had started to lose hair. His skin was smooth and fine now. Even his face seemed to be changing in some ethereal manner. 
 
    “Yes. Please.” He picked up a grain of rice with his spoon and deposited it on his tongue. 
 
    He gave a shiver at the sensation of absorbing nutrition. Then he spit out the husk of the grain. 
 
    “I’ll look into it right after dinner.” 
 
    They ate without talking after that. Secure in each others presence. Happy to just be with each other. No other communication needed. 
 
      
 
    Several days later Karen had finished with her research, and called Dan into the bedroom. She had ordered a special type of ‘furniture,’ and it stood in the middle of the room. 
 
    It was somewhat square, but with manacles at each corner. A smaller square was upright at the head of the thing, and a small circle for the neck was atop that. 
 
    Karen helped Dan get into the thing. 
 
    He put his hands on the floor and she closed the circlets of iron. 
 
    He raised his butt so he was on his feet, and she put the circlets around his ankles. 
 
    His head was now resting on top of the head circle, and Karen opened it, he placed his head, and she closed it. 
 
    He was locked in, unable to move. 
 
    Not that he wanted to move. 
 
    This far into the yogic practice he moved very slowly, making motion into non-motion. 
 
    “All right, dear. Give me a second and I’ll drain you.” 
 
    Dan sat, or stood, or whatever it could be said. At least both hands and feet were on the ground and he looked somewhat like a bovine in his attitude. 
 
    Karen went into the bathroom and washed her hands. She put on latex gloves and picked up a prostate massager. This wasn’t old technology, like the metal ball encircling Dan’s junk, it was modern technology and an improvement over thousands of years of sex tools. 
 
    She lubricated the prostate massager, returned to the room and lubricated Dan’s ass. 
 
    Dan groaned as she rimmed up, loosened him up, made him more accessible. 
 
    “This is the method?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, dear,” and she inserted the thing into him. 
 
    Dan’s eyes, in spite of his meditation and discipline, went wide. 
 
    He was very aware that the universe was female, and that he was engaged in a very female sort of sex. 
 
    He was being penetrated like a woman. 
 
    He was, in the most descriptive of words, being fucked. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    He couldn’t lower his hips or contort his way out of the procedure. 
 
    He felt the tool being used to press down on his prostate. 
 
    All he could do was sigh and enjoy. 
 
    And enjoy he did. 
 
    Karen scooped into him, made strokes against his prostate, excited his organs, and after a while the semen started to rise. 
 
    Dan knew it, and he made an ‘urking’ sound, which sound alerted Karen to his relief. 
 
    But she didn’t care. He had reached the stage where he was generating so much prana that he could have dumped ten loads, and generated only more. 
 
    Semen oozed out of the little hole in the metal ball. It dripped, and Karen caught it in her palm. 
 
    Dan groaned, and heaven had never been so close. 
 
    But it was not coming with a big bang. It was just sliding into his soul, slick and smooth, and all he could do was rejoice and accept it. 
 
    Karen finished. She gave Dan a lick of her palm, then finished the rest. There was a lot of semen, and it was incredibly sweet. 
 
    Then she undid his neck, his feet and his ankles. 
 
    Dan stood up, and just…stood there. 
 
    He was enlightened, liberated, relieved, and he felt the fog of heaven swirl inside his mortal mind. 
 
    And he knew he needed to do this more. 
 
    He was close, and he needed this. 
 
    Karen watched him. 
 
    Dan took a step, and it was as if the whole room warped. 
 
    Reality was effected by his mere presence. 
 
    Karen rejoiced, and wondered. 
 
    So much glory in one mortal body. 
 
      
 
    The weeks passed, and Dan presented himself for relief often. He had been a lusty man, and now he was lusty on the path towards heaven. 
 
    He knew that if he could cum enough, he could generate enough prana, and…he could make it. 
 
    Karen happily attended to him. Cooking his rice, milking him almost daily, and the months passed. 
 
    Months of heavenly ascension. Prana circulating in his body, descending the chakras, only to rise. 
 
    Dan glowed now. His eyes glowed, and his words were blessings. Even his farts had a sweet, heavenly smell to them. 
 
    One night, after a year had passed, Karen studied Dan. 
 
    He had changed physically. 
 
    He didn’t wear clothes anymore, for they chaffed his pure skin, and his metal ball hung from his groin. 
 
    It swayed, and bounced, and must have been heavy, but Dan didn’t notice. 
 
    He just focused on his asanas and closed in on heaven. 
 
    And he had no hair on his body. Not in the groin area, not in his armpits, nowhere. Except his head, of course. 
 
    And the hair on his head had grown long. It reached down his back to his butt. 
 
    Karen loved to brush it out, to make a smooth, gleaming wave of chestnut. 
 
    In brushing his hair she noticed other things. 
 
    His eyes seemed a bit larger. That would only be natural, him glowing as he was. 
 
    But his lips were plumper, almost girlish. And he had lost a lot of muscle mass. His chest was smooth and his nipples always stood out. 
 
    His cock might not be able to stand up, but his nipples always stood out. 
 
    And, on this evening, Karen ate braised ribs, with butter soaked asparagus spears. 
 
    And cheesecake. 
 
    Washed down with a big glass filled half and half with bourbon and Coke. 
 
    And Dan ate his rice. 
 
    And from the glow in his eyes he was drunker than she was. 
 
    She asked, “Is there something you needed?” She could intuit his thoughts. Rather, he spread his thoughts out, radiated them, and impressed them on her mind. 
 
    “I’m about to make my final change,” he spoke in a low, almost seductive tone. 
 
    “Wonderful, honey. When is it going to happen?” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    He stood up and reached for the metal ball. He placed his hand around the ball and pulled, and for a moment there was resistance. Then the ball parted from his body. 
 
    Karen had not expected that and she was shocked. 
 
    Dan smiled. 
 
    Karen looked at his groin. 
 
    It was smooth, no cock, except for a small vertical split. 
 
    “Oh…oh, my God!” 
 
    “Yes?” asked Dan. 
 
    “You’re a woman!” 
 
    “The universe is a woman. God is a woman. What did you expect?” 
 
    Karen had pushed her chair back. 
 
    “But you’ve got no tits!” 
 
    “I never intend to give birth.” An oblique answer that explained everything, and nothing. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Could you finish your dinner? I would like you to attend to my sexual needs.” 
 
    Karen managed to find her calm again, and she said, “Of course, dear.” 
 
    After dinner Dan lead Karen to the bedroom. Dan stepped into the ‘contraption’ and Karen closed the manacles. She locked his head in the big circle, and went to her dresser and took out a large vibrator. 
 
    “This is it, honey,” said Dan. “So…no mercy.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, dear, I won’t show you any.” 
 
    She lubed him up and inserted the device, but this time she didn’t put it in his asshole. Now he had a slit, and she used that. 
 
    Dan shuddered as his prana gathered, His whole body gave was shimmering as the prana tried to exit through his pores. 
 
    Karen began loving him. She pushed in and pulled out. She angled it and tried to touch his prostate, but that organ no longer existed in him. 
 
    At the same time she reached under and played with his hard nipples. 
 
    Dan groaned and felt the massive charge of prana building, taking over his body, overwhelming him. 
 
    For long minutes Karen bored into him, and he started to shake. They both knew he was about to cum. 
 
    “”Oh, God! Oh, God!” Dan chanted. His discipline guided the prana, and it gathered in his body and went down his spine. Chakra by chakra it descended, becoming purer and purer. When it reached the bottom it exploded. It shot up his spine and blew out the top of his head. 
 
    A million miles away, in his mind, in the stars, but somehow still focused on his vagina, he came. 
 
    His body achieved total transformation. 
 
    His sex became true and there was no trace of male in him. 
 
    He could see his life spread out before him.  
 
    He would grow breasts, he could even have babies, though he had no intention of doing so. 
 
    But what he was most concerned with was this moment. This second of heaven. This ultimate transmogrification into womanhood. 
 
    Karen was pushed back by metaphysical forces. She left the vibrator sticking up out of his butt. 
 
    Then his inner energy pushed the vibrator out, and it shot up and hit the ceiling. 
 
    He shook, and cried out, and was caught in a cyclone of spiritual achievement. 
 
    Some time later, he returned to his body. 
 
    Karen intuited when it was time, and she released him. 
 
    She helped him to his feet. 
 
    Now he was as God. He was a woman. 
 
    And he said, “We must tell the world.” 
 
    “What?” asked Karen. 
 
    “That the universe is female, and that heaven is a woman’s orgasm.” 
 
    Karen smiled. “It’s okay. I think they already know. 
 
      
 
    END 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: Image] 
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    Author’s Note! 
 
      
 
    Autogynephilia is a man’s desire to love himself himself as a woman. 
 
    I saw that I went ‘yahoo!’ 
 
    A single word that describes 50% of the population’s problem. 
 
    What? you don’t think 50% of the men don’t want to be women? 
 
    You’d be wrong. It is almost exactly 50%. 
 
    Somebody comes to this planet and picks up a body. He or she doesn’t know what sex the body is, so he or she has a even steven chance of being wrong. 
 
    50% of the people on this planet are in the wrong body. 
 
    Oh, a lot of them adapt, and a lot of them live frustrated lives, but…50% 
 
    Do you, Mr. Man, want to be a female? 
 
    You’re not alone. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I got a job!” 
 
    Jeff looked at his wife and smiled. “Honey! That’s great! Who with? What are you going to do? Tell me all about it!” 
 
    Cyndi was a rare beauty. Her long, brunette hair hung down her back, her blue eyes were like diamonds made out of sky. Her body…perfect 36 by 24 by 36…would put an hourglass to shame. 
 
    Well, she wasn’t a perfect hourglass, her boobs were a bit large. 
 
    But…she was everything Jeff had ever wanted in a woman. 
 
    “Well…” she hesitated. 
 
    “Come on, give!” 
 
    Jeff was a slender fellow. He wore his hair long, too, but not as long as Cyndi. 
 
    “The company is called ‘Red Rocket Enterprises.’ It’s a new one, and they are still figuring things out.” 
 
    “Red Rocket Enterprises, eh? That sounds great! What do you do?” 
 
    “Well,” she hesitated a bit. Jeff thought she was thinking how to best describe her duties. “I have to help some of the people get ready. It’s some sort of video company, and the actors…they need some help.” 
 
    “You mean like make up and stuff? Costumes?” 
 
    She seemed relieved by his conclusion. “Yes. That’s it exactly. The hours will vary a bit, they shoot at odd times, but the money is good.” 
 
    “Honey! That’s fantastic! Let’s celebrate!” 
 
    Cyndi smiled. “Yes! Let’s! If you start the barbecue I’ll prepare the steaks. 
 
    Jeff headed out to the patio and turned on the barbecue. Cyndi brought him a drink, a little bourbon and Coke, with the good bourbon that he loved. Whistle Pig Piggyback. 
 
    She handed him the steaks and he put them on the grill and they stood on the patio and sipped. 
 
    Jeff ran his own internet company. He had a staff of three. He, himself and him. He made good money, and they lived well, but Cyndi wanted to work. She wasn’t the kind to stay at home and paint walls and vacuum floors. 
 
    “I’m proud of you, honey,” Jeff kissed her hair and snaked a hand over her shoulder. 
 
    She grinned. “I’m just happy that I can carry my share. I don’t want to be a freeloader.” 
 
    “Never,” he reassured here, and his hand found her erect nipple. 
 
    “What is this?” she grabbed his hand. 
 
    “It’s a nipple twister,” he joked, and he twisted gently and made her gulp a bit. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    “Soon,” he said, and he kissed her passionately. 
 
    For a moment they made out, then she pushed him back. “I do have a favor to ask of you, however.” 
 
    “Favor is my middle name,” he responded. 
 
    “I need to practice.” 
 
    “Make up?” 
 
    “They use different make up, and I need to get used to it.” 
 
    “On me?” 
 
    “Come on. We’ve done this before, and you actually liked it.” 
 
    “It did make me hard,” admitted. 
 
    “So I’m going to make you another drink or two, we’ll eat, and then I can figure out this new make up they want me to use.” 
 
    He nodded. “I guess so. As long as I don’t have to go out in public.” 
 
    “The only place you have to go is bed.” 
 
    They kissed again, and she looked into his dark eyes. “You know how it turns me on to make you up.” 
 
    “I know. But…are you going to want to go the whole route?” 
 
    “Probably.” 
 
    The truth was that getting made up as a girl turned Jeff on. Turned him on so much that it made him nervous. Getting a big boner just from make up and lingerie and stuff? What was wrong with him? 
 
    “Well, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Come on, honey. It’s for a good cause.” 
 
    He smiled, but still had a nervous look on his face. 
 
    “Ple-e-e-ese?” 
 
    “Well,” his cock was surging in his pants. 
 
    She gripped him and smiled. “There’s my answer.” 
 
    “I guess so!” 
 
    “Wheee!” 
 
    She snaked a hand into his pants and started playing with him. It only took a moment, then he was ready to squirt. 
 
    “Oh, no!” she said, taking her hand out. “If I let you squirt now then you won’t let me make you up.” 
 
    “Squirt me now and I’ll do it twice!” 
 
    “You liar,” she laughed. “Let me go make another drink.” 
 
    Jeff watched the steaks cook, sucked down a bit more bourbon, and thought about how good his life was. 
 
      
 
    After dinner, him feeling comfortably high, they retired to the bedroom and she went to work. 
 
    She had him sit at her vanity table and she cleansed his face, primed it, and began to add the color. She took her time, and her fingers danced on his flesh and his cock got harder and harder. 
 
    She talked as she worked, mumbled a lot about how this make up was better, or worse, than her regular stuff. When she was working on his eyes she said, “You know, I have a problem.” 
 
    “Oh?” he said, as she curled his eyelashes and made them longer. 
 
    “Have you heard of something called autogynephilia?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “It’s a Greek word, or derivation, or whatever. Auto means self, gyn means woman, and philia means to love. 
 
    Jeff did the brainwork and came up with, “To love oneself as a woman?” 
 
    He looked at her as she painted his lips red. 
 
    “So you love yourself as a woman. So?” 
 
    “You don’t understand…I have it for you.” 
 
    “For me?” 
 
    “I love the idea of you as a woman.” 
 
    Jeff’s mouth opened and she stepped back. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he managed after a second. 
 
    “You’re perfect. You’re slender with long hair. You don’t have boobs, but that is a small matter. And, speaking of other small matters…” 
 
    Jeff blushed, but Cyndi just continued. “You aren’t the most well endowed, and it would be easy to tuck your junk, to use a gaffe.” 
 
    “A gaffe?” 
 
    “It’s sort of like tight underwear. The package is tucked up tight between your legs. 
 
    Jeff was silent. 
 
    “I even bought you one. And a bra.” 
 
    Jeff was literally speechless. Sure Cyndi was a bit kinky, and so was he, but this was not just a little kinky, this was over the top fetish bizarre. 
 
    “You know I love you, right?” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “So I want to go whole hog tonight, which you agreed to, but that includes bra and gaffe.” 
 
    “It does?” His voice squeaked a little. 
 
    “Please, honey? do this for me? Ple-e-e-ese?” 
 
    He sat there, in shock. In the mirror he could see how surprised he was. His throat was suddenly dry and he couldn’t speak. 
 
    Cyndi ran into the kitchen and returned with yet another drink. 
 
    Jeff drank, not sipped, but guzzled, and left a red lip imprint on the glass. 
 
    Cyndi waited. 
 
    “You really want this?” 
 
    “With all my heart.” 
 
    He finished his drink, said, “One more.” 
 
    She ran and was back in a moment. 
 
    He drank, more sipped this time, the room was starting to spin, and said, “Okay.” 
 
    The look of glee on Cyndi’s face was a glow in the night. She clapped her hands and leaned forward and rubbed his cock. “You’ll love it! Just wait!” 
 
    He had been wearing just his underwear, and Cyndi told him to take it off. 
 
    He stood, naked, and she handed him the bra. 
 
    It was a training bra. Almost no cups, just flat material. 
 
    He put it on, and immediately loved the way it made his body look. 
 
    And he was sorry he didn’t have tits. That would be so cool. 
 
    Then she handed him a gaffe. It was like shrunken underpants, but made of stiff material. 
 
    He stepped into the things and pulled them up. 
 
    They didn’t really fit. But the main reason was that he had a boner. 
 
    He wasn’t big, only five inches, but stiff it just didn’t really want to bend. 
 
    Cyndi insisted, however, and she gently pushed his cock down and pulled it between his legs, then she pulled the gaffe up tight. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” wheezed Jeff. 
 
    “It’s okay, it’s okay,” mumbled Cyndi, “it just has to go down a bit.” 
 
    “It feels like it’s going to break!” 
 
    “It’s not bent that much, just curved.” 
 
    She felt his groin, and looked at him in the mirror. She had him turn sideways. “Oh, my God! That is hot!” 
 
    He looked. With his long hair and slender body the small ‘panties’ and bra made him look very feminine. 
 
    “Just stand there for a minute.” 
 
    Cyndi picked up a brush and brushed his hair. 
 
    “I’m not going to do a full on, let’s get you dressed, then I’ll style your hair.” 
 
    “Style my…” 
 
    “Of course, silly. We want whole hog, right?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    His voice was a bit muted, but he couldn’t deny the excitement he felt. 
 
    “Bend forward a bit, pooch your butt out.” 
 
    He did, and it made him look like he had a bigger, rounder, more feminine ass. 
 
    “Oh, God. I think I’m going to cum!” 
 
    Jeff studied himself in the mirror. He was amazed. He wasn’t a big, manly looking guy, but this really brought out his softer side. His eyes sparkled, his lips looked wet. Heck, he felt like he about to cum. Except for that damned gaffe. 
 
    Cyndi pulled a dark dress over his head, pulled his hair out and draped it down his back. She began to style it, using water and flips of the brush she gave him curls. She even used a little hair spray so the curls would stay. 
 
    She was almost done, and she said, “I want to pierce your ears.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come on. It’s the look. I’ll put big, old danglies on you now, but when you return to being a man you can wear little studs.” 
 
    Jeff had misgivings, but his heart was pounding so, and he said yes. 
 
    Two minutes later he had said ‘Ow’ twice, and sported three inch strands of tiny diamonds from his earlobes. 
 
    “I’d give you hoops, but I don’t think you can handle it.” 
 
    He was silent. He was handling everything fine, though he pretended it was difficult. 
 
    The more female he looked, the more he liked it. 
 
    She had him stand in high heels, and he almost fell down, but the look…the look was perfect! 
 
    She pulled him by the hand and took him into the living room. She had him stand in the center of the room and she just looked at him. 
 
    Looked, and lusted. 
 
    Jeff was a mix of emotions. He was embarrassed, and blushing, and…happy. 
 
    Autogynephilia. To love oneself as a woman. Yeah. It made sense. He liked it. But…didn’t this make him weird? 
 
    “Does this make me a trans person?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess you’re a transvestite. But you’ve still got a package. When…if we get you breasts, then I suppose you’d be a shemale.” 
 
    “A shemale?” again his voice squeaked. “What do you mean ‘breasts?’” 
 
    “Well, honey. Let’s face it. This is the way I want you. And you like it…” 
 
    “But not all the time!” he protested in a small voice. 
 
    “Of course not. But…some of the time.” 
 
    It was at this point that Jeff noticed something interesting. 
 
    Always, in their relationship, he was the man. He wasn’t a forceful man, but he fulfilled the image. 
 
    Now Cyndi was speaking more assertively. She was acting more…’manlike.’ Her voice was confident and her manner was more assured. 
 
    Dimly, far away in his mind, he realized, ‘She likes the power.’” 
 
    And, even more surprising, he didn’t mind. So what if she liked to ‘call the shots,’ or act more ‘bullish.’ 
 
    He didn’t care, and it actually took some of the pressure off him. 
 
    “So I’m going to be some sort of ‘trans’ person,” he mused in a serious voice. 
 
    “Does that bother you?” 
 
    “No. Except…well, I don’t know about this breast business.” 
 
    “We’ll talk about that. First just get used to dressing like a woman. Let’s enjoy ourselves, and give ourselves time to think.” 
 
    He nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    “Except…” 
 
    He looked at her, “Except what?” 
 
    “We said we were going to go whole hog.” 
 
    “I thought we had?” She was confident, and he was suddenly feeling a bit confused. 
 
    “Stay here. I want to show you something.” 
 
    He stayed. He went into the kitchen and mixed yet another drink. He was a bit dizzy, but he was so damned happy. He looked at his reflection in a window and images of himself as a female passed through his mind. Clothes, make up…he had to learn to walk and talk and cultivate all the mannerisms of a woman. 
 
    She returned. Naked. Except for the strap on around her hips. A large dildo jutted out from her crotch. 
 
    Jeff’s mouth opened slightly, and he licked his lips nervously. 
 
    To her he was licking his lips in anticipation. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “I want to fuck you.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “We’ve played with your asshole, I’ve stuck a couple of fingers up it, and you loved it. And we’ll always remember the time I pushed ice cubes up your heinie.” 
 
    He couldn’t help the smile that flitted across his made up face. Yes, he would remember that forever. 
 
    “So I want you to come into the bedroom so I can really take your virginity.” 
 
    Again, he wasn’t feeling like he was in charge, and she took his hand, smiled at him, and led him to the bedroom. 
 
    In the bedroom she didn’t bother to undress him; she wanted to experience him like she would if she was the male and he was a female. 
 
    She didn’t feel much like a female now. Well, maybe a little, after all, she had the tits. But she did want to consecrate their new relationship in a more manly mode. 
 
    She had him bend over the bed and she lifted his dress. 
 
    The gaffe was tight, but she pulled it down, and his cock straightened out and pointed down. 
 
    She touched it with her hand.  “This is now your clitoris.” 
 
    “When I’m a woman,” he stated, his voice a little muffled by a pillow. 
 
    “When you’re a woman.” 
 
    She retrieved a tube of lubricant and began to lube him up. She took her time, telling him how beautiful ‘she’ was. She felt his flat tits and sighed, and he knew she was thinking of him getting tits. 
 
    Then, him loose enough, she placed the dildo at his junction and pushed.  
 
    She slid in easy. Easier than Jeff had thought. Then he realized that his love, his infatuation with himself as a woman, made everything easier. 
 
    She slid back and forth, the ridges on her dildo exploring his anal passage, and he loved it. 
 
    He grunted, and he groaned, and he felt every square inch of himself. 
 
    And he thought: Autogynephilia. Hunh! 
 
     
 
    As one might expect, their lives became drastically different. 
 
    He took to using Nair on his whole body. He learned how to apply his own make up, and he took to wearing garters and nylons almost all the time. 
 
    He was female probably 80% of the time. In fact, it took more work to go back to being male, to resurrecting his original attitudes, than to just staying female. 
 
    Cyndi supported him at all times. She gave him tips and bought him lingerie and clothes. 
 
    And he took to wearing a chastity tube. Not because he was starved for sex, but because it was more comfortable than the gaffe. 
 
    Although, it did make him hornier. 
 
    But Cyndi was always willing to take him into the bedroom and screw him. 
 
    In fact, she liked screwing him more than she liked getting screwed. And a few times she even insisted he wear the strap on when he did her. 
 
    That was one weird fuck. To be inside a woman, to have her scratching your back, while not feeling a thing. 
 
    That was always resulted him in being extra horny. 
 
    And, sometimes she would fuck him, then make him watch as she used a vibrator on herself. Well, she didn’t have to make him. Watching her turn into a sodden, humping bitch, without him inside her, was an incredible turn on. 
 
    But, regardless, they loved their new life style. 
 
    Since he worked at home on the internet he could be female all day, and he loved typing with his long, red fingernails. 
 
    And he would meet her at the front door whenever she came home from work. 
 
    Work. 
 
    That was the only pill. 
 
    She worked fairly regularly, but at odd times. Sometimes she had to work in the early morning. She would get up at three and tip toe softly out of the house. 
 
    Sometimes she would sleep in, and get up and go to work at three in the afternoon, and come home late. 
 
    Invariably, no matter the hours, she would come home horny. 
 
    Middle of the afternoon? She wanted sex. 
 
    Middle of the night? She wanted sex. 
 
    She would interrupt his work, wake him up, strap on her dildo and go to town. 
 
    Jeff loved it, of course, but he was also mystified. 
 
    “Honey?” he would ask, “I’m not complaining, quite the contrary, but is there some reason you come home horny all the time?” 
 
    “I’m not horny all the time when I get home.” 
 
    She was lying on her back, her dildo sticking up. She had just gotten home and taken advantage of him. 
 
    “On Tuesday you were horny, the Sunday before that. And Saturday. And on Thursday you really did me. I thought I wasn’t going to be able to walk after you fucked me.” 
 
    Cyndi went quiet. She realized that Jeff was right. And she knew why she was horny, but she wasn’t about to talk about it. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Uh…well, I just miss you, and I want you when I’m apart from you for more than a few hours.” 
 
    It was the right thing to say, and Jeff relaxed. But there was still a niggling suspicion in the back of his mind. What was really going on? 
 
    But, situation averted, they continued with their lives. 
 
    Jeff dressed as a woman, Cyndi went to work, and she tried to control her impulses. Often she would go to bed horny and not be able to relieve her urges. And often she would sneak a vibrator session in while he was sleeping, or otherwise occupied. She even took to hiding a vibrator in the garage. She would come home late, get herself off, then go to sleep. 
 
    This lifestyle went on for six months, and they were settled into a groove, when Cyndi brought up the matter of boobs again. 
 
    “Honey, have you thought about getting boobs?” 
 
    Jeff frowned. He had. But…it seemed to permanent. Like a line that, if crossed, would fundamentally change him into something he might not be prepared for. 
 
    “I have a connection at work…she says she knows a doctor who could outfit you…” 
 
    Outfit him. Like he was a car and needed a customer exhaust or something. 
 
    “It won’t cost much, in fact, I might be able to get you on my work insurance plan.” 
 
    “Work insurance?” He didn’t even know she had insurance. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Come on, honey. It’s for your own peace of mind.” And she giggled. 
 
    Then came a make a break point. She suddenly blurted, “I want you to do this, and I’ve looked into it, and…” she stopped talking. 
 
    It wasn’t what she had said, it was how she said it. 
 
    She had spoken forcefully. Like she was in charge and he had to do what she said. 
 
    He spent some time thinking about that, thinking about how he had given up a certain degree of his manhood. 
 
    And he had no illusions. It was because he was happy taking it up the butt. 
 
    If he had only been fucked a couple of times he might have weathered the storm. But he couldn’t do that. He wanted it up the butt. And if that reduced his masculinity…so be it. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
    And nothing more was said. And she came home two days later and told him that Friday next he would be going to see the doctor. 
 
    For the next few days he was obsessing on what was happening. 
 
    He liked the training bra. He liked being ‘in harness.’ 
 
    How different would it be to have a couple of growths on his chest? 
 
    It would limit his ability to go out as a man. He would have to bind his breasts, and maybe wear a thick jacket, and…did he want to reduce his limited existence as a man almost completely? 
 
    Cyndi knew what he was going through, and she turned on the heat. She refused him sex, and then even stole the key to his chastity tube. Then she began teasing him mercilessly. 
 
    As the days passed Jeff grew increasingly desperate. The chastity tube, which had begun merely as a way to keep unwanted boners down so he could wear a dress, became a form of torture, and he started to understand why men were drawn to wearing the things, and yet hated them. 
 
    His cock was constantly trying to get hard. He would be sitting, watching TV, working, driving the car, mowing the lawn, whatever, and his little worm began wiggling, and pressing, and searching for a way out of its prison. 
 
    Cyndi noticed this, of course, and she smiled. She knew that nothing is as manipulatable as a man with a boner. Ot an ‘almost’ boner in Jeff’s case. 
 
    Friday arrived. Jeff had not made up his mind, but he didn’t have enough gumption to resist. 
 
    He was too horny, he had lost so much manhood, Cyndi was in control. 
 
    She drove him down to a medical clinic and walked him in. He sat in a chair, half out of his head, feeling like he was out of his body, and she talked to the receptionist. 
 
    A look was cast his way, he filled out forms, and he was called into the back room. 
 
    Cyndi went with him. She smiled as she followed him into a small operating room. 
 
    The doctor, a gorgeous blonde with a big bust—was it her own?—entered the room. 
 
    Take your clothes off, please. 
 
    Cyndi had made sure he went to the doctor as a woman, and she watched as Jeff took off his dress and bra and lay on the table. 
 
    The doctor saw his chastity tube in his panties. “How do you like being chastised?” 
 
    “Uh, it’s okay.” 
 
    “He likes it, but it does make him grumpy sometime.” 
 
    The doctor chuckled. “There are other methods for chastising a man.” 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    The nurse had scrubbed Jeff’s hairless chest with some sort of disinfectant, and now the doctor was making little marks around his pectorals with a grease pencil. 
 
    “Well, we could sew his penis between his legs. Attach it to his perineum. Does he use his penis that much?” 
 
    “Not that much. We’re more into anal sex. He really likes that.” 
 
    The doctor nodded. “Most men of his ilk do. Of course there is always completely removal. Testicles or penis or both…” 
 
    “Uh?” Jeff grunted. 
 
    The doctor smiled. “Don’t worry, little one. You’re in the hands of the pros now.” 
 
    But Jeff was worrying. 
 
    “How big do you want his boobs?” 
 
    “As large as possible.” 
 
    Jeff would have said something, except he wasn’t really being included in the conversation, and…Cyndi was the dominant one in their relationship. 
 
    The doctor began injecting a solution into his chest. She followed the grease marks, and Jeff, by raising his head slightly, was able to see his boobs growing. 
 
    Cyndi: “I understand these will last a couple of months?” 
 
    “Two months, then they will shrink a bit. You’ll have plenty of time for me to inject him again.” 
 
    “What if we want to get him implants?” 
 
    “Wait for him to go flat, then we can do that.” 
 
    Jeff was listening, but it was like he was far away, too. Boobs? Big boobs? To become permanent? 
 
    He was dazed. 
 
    But his cock was dancing down in his tube, and it was dancing so hard he was distracted and couldn’t think of anything to say. 
 
    “We also have other things we can do.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “His lips are okay, but we can make them much bigger. Real Angelina Jolie lips. We can also shape his face, shave his Adam’s apple, that sort of thing. Of course if you are going the hormone route some of these things won’t apply. 
 
    “After you’re done here let’s discuss money.” 
 
    “You’re on the Red Rocket plan. No need to discuss anything.” 
 
    Jeff caught that, and an element of wonder struck him. Who the hell was this company called ‘Red Rocket?’ He knew Cyndi worked for them, and that they were involved in some part of the TV/movie industry, but he didn’t know anything past that. 
 
    “Then perhaps we should just go over procedures and insurance forms and such. I’d like to get this done as soon as possible.” 
 
    The doctor stuck another needle into Jeff’s chest, now boobs, and said, “Yes, it’s best to strike while the iron is hot.” 
 
      
 
    Jeff was able to walk out of the doctor’s office right after his procedure. He had on a sturdy bra, and he was a little off balance, but…he was okay. 
 
    Except that his dress didn’t fit. 
 
    Cyndi got behind the wheel and smiled at him. “Honey, you are lovely! I have never seen you look so radiant.” 
 
    “Uh, thanks.”  
 
    He watched as she put a thick sheaf of insurance forms into her purse. He had been there when she had talked to the doctor about upcoming procedures, but he hadn’t followed it too closely. 
 
    He was dazed. His mind was on his now voluptuous form. He was distracted by the large mounds on his chest. 
 
    “And your breasts are incredible. Heck, they’re better than mine!” 
 
    Jeff wondered about Red Rocket. 
 
    “I think we should consider changing your diet, more estrogen based foods, and what do you think of hormone therapy?” 
 
    “Actually, can we talk about it later? I’m a little tired.” 
 
    “Of course, dear,” she patted his thigh. “Let’s get you home and put you to bed.” 
 
    He blinked. Put him to bed. That was almost code for her bending him over and making love to him. 
 
    They arrived home and entered the house, and, sure as he had suspected, she couldn’t wait to fuck him. 
 
    She chattered, she told him how much she loved him, he had never seen her so happy and vibrant. 
 
    And he couldn’t help but love being loved. Whatever considerations were going on in his mind…he loved it. 
 
    Then, him fucked, and her vibrated, she went to the kitchen to fix dinner. 
 
    He walked into the computer room. 
 
    Red Rocket. It was time to find out about Cyndi’s work. 
 
     
 
    Red Rocket was the name of a movie about a washed up porn star. The term, ‘red rocket,’ referred to an erect dog’s penis. 
 
    This led him to the term, used in the porn industry, of ‘suitcase pimp.’ 
 
    A suitcase pimp is a guy who lives off his porn star mate. 
 
    Then, on the third page of Google, he found it. Red Rocket. A corporation. 
 
    It was also related to the porn industry. Red Rocket Films produced porn. Lots of porn. They had departments dealing with straight, lesbian, gay, and LGBTQ. 
 
    He blinked. He was okay with Cyndi thinking of him as trans, or at least as something other than straight, but he always thought of himself as straight. 
 
    He scrolled through a couple of pages and found it. His wife’s picture. She was in the trans department and listed her work as various. She was in make up, costumes, and…fluffing. 
 
    What the fuck was fluffing? 
 
    He ignored that for the moment, however, and began scrolling through the website, learning everything he could about it. 
 
    So Cyndi did make up and costumes, and this fluffing thing, and that sort of explained a lot. 
 
    It explained why she loved to make him up, to dress him up. 
 
    It also explained why she might be horny when she got home from work. 
 
    She probably had to do full body make up, and that meant she had to put her hands all over, apply make up to, a whole body. A meat body, with a big old, meaty boner. 
 
    Jeff had no illusions. He had watched a lot of porn in his day, and he had read stories of people in the porn biz. 
 
    He didn’t think Cyndi had been cheating. No, she had lost a lot of interest in having his peeny in her, but she wasn’t swollen down there, or dripping sperm. 
 
    She had just been close to a lot of sex, and brought her urges home. 
 
    And, whether she had a natural inclination to things trans, or whether she had been moved that way by working for Red Rocket, was beside the point. 
 
    The point was that she preferred it at home. She wanted him trans. And, he had to admit, he did seem to have this thing called autogynephilia. He liked being a girl. 
 
    Still, there was something working in him. 
 
    What did Cyndi do, exactly? In spite of his trust, did she go too far in her job? 
 
    Was there something he needed to know? 
 
    “Honey! Dinner is ready!” 
 
    He sighed and pushed back from the computer. 
 
    Red Rocket. 
 
    His wife’s predilection for strap on sex, and vibrating herself to a cum.  
 
    Her love for him as a female; her insistence, to the point of hormone therapy and possibly surgery… 
 
    There were things to be found out, that was sure. 
 
    His mind thus occupied, he turned off the computer and headed for dinner.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    They had a nice dinner. She was giving him foods high in estrogen, and he didn’t mind that.  
 
    But he didn’t ask her about Red Rocket. 
 
    He suspected she wouldn’t tell him everything. After all, she had been very close mouthed about her work up to this point, even omitting certain things, so why would he expect her to change? 
 
    So they ate their soy bean products, their fruits and veggies, their flaxseeds and lignans and so on. And they talked about his new tits, and how wonderful their life was. 
 
    Actually, Cyndi did most of the talking. Jeff listened, and asked an interested question every once in a while.  
 
    This was fine with Cyndi. She was feeling powerful, she was heady with her status of being in charge. She liked to talk and have people do nothing but listen. 
 
    But Jeff was thinking. 
 
      
 
    After dinner Cyndi had to go to work, so she got dressed and headed out, leaving Jeff with a kiss and a smile. 
 
    Jeff immediately went to the computer room. 
 
    To tell the truth, there wasn’t much on the company. One website, with a list of projects, a list of people working in the company, sand a couple of other pages. 
 
    Jeff sat back and thought. 
 
    Porn, it was still like other companies in the film industry. 
 
    They were secretive, they worked on connections, you had to know somebody to get in. 
 
    Well, he knew somebody, but he wasn’t about to ask Cyndi for a way to get into her company so he could spy on her. 
 
    So the internet wasn’t much of a help. 
 
    He found some write ups in the trades magazines, but they were mostly advertisements for upcoming features. 
 
    He looked at the list of productions and began researching them in IMDb (Internet Movie DataBase), then in the Internet Adult Film Database (IAFD). 
 
    They were all pretty much the same, it appeared. Long on porn, short on plot. 
 
    He was about to order a movie so he could watch it, then decided to do one last look around. He went to Findtubes and typed in the movie he was thinking about. 
 
    Bingo. ‘She Sucked at Work!’ It was the full movie. 
 
    He sat back and watched. 
 
    His wife was listed in the credits. Make up, Costume, Fluffing. 
 
    There was that ‘fluffing’ thing again. He was going to have to find out about it. 
 
    The movie unfolded, and it was acres of flesh, miles of pulchritude, and a ton of in and out. 
 
    Entertaining, made his cock wiggle in its cage, but…not academy award worthy. 
 
    Or even worthy of note. 
 
    But it was listed as one of the top money makers at Red Rocket. 
 
    Then he saw it. 
 
    A street scene. A man jumping into a taxi after a girl. They talk for a minute, then begin shedding their clothes. It was an instant connection, do you believe in love at first sight, put it in there…and…and…a quick glimpse of the eyes of the taxi driver, in the rear view mirror, watching the shenanigans in the back seat. 
 
    It was Cyndi! She was…it was her eyes! He knew it. 
 
    Then his suspicions were confirmed. The taxi driver was shown in profile. She didn’t take off her clothes, but she brought a hand to her neck, then lowered that hand to her blouse and started undoing buttons. 
 
    Then she started playing with her nipples. 
 
    Man and woman in the backseat, squirming and loving and… 
 
    Woman in the front seat, but it wasn’t Cyndi’s tits! 
 
    Jeff knew what Cyndi’s tits looked like, and this was not Cyndi’s boob. 
 
    For a second he was confused, then he got it. Cyndi had been offered a walk on part, they were probably short of actors, or she looked the part, or whatever. She had agreed, and even played with herself…up to a point. Then they had called in for a stand in. They had let Cyndi, who had the look, to start the scene, but then ‘stunt double’ had offered her tits for the close up. 
 
    His wife was pure. 
 
    Sort of. 
 
    She still worked for a porn company and had been less than honest with him. 
 
    He sighed, and then came back to the movie, and he blinked. 
 
    He rewound, he had missed something. 
 
    There it was. The woman had laid back and the man had pulled her clothes off, and the woman’s big dick had popped out! 
 
    Jeff watched the scene a few times. He had to be sure. Also, his dick was acting up, and it wanted to be sure, too. 
 
    It was true, the scene was turning him on. 
 
    Jeff stood up, walked to the kitchen. He poured a stiff drink, glugged it. Poured another one, and returned to the computer room and sipped while he watched the rest of the movie. 
 
    She Sucked at Work had male on female, female on male (BDSM?), trans on female, man on trans, and several other arrangements. In short, it had all the combinations that enabled it to appeal to all the variations of humanity. 
 
    Jeff finished the movie and just sat there. Stunned. His wife was in a porn movie. 
 
    Hard to see, didn’t really do anything. but the thought…it was blowing him out. 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    The door slammed. 
 
    Jeff closed the computer and swiveled to the door. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” she entered the room, bent down and kissed him, and his hands floated up and cupped her breasts. 
 
    He was so fucking horny he couldn’t believe it. His wife was in porn. 
 
    And his cock wanted to get out and howl! He wanted to fuck her in the worst possible way. 
 
    She, however, had something different in mind, and that something different was the same old same old. 
 
    “Honey? Jeff? Come to bed.” 
 
    Jeff stood up and followed her. 
 
    She was wearing pants and a flannel shirt. Not sexy. Almost manlike, except for her large boobs. 
 
    He was wearing the dress, and the boobs and the nylons and full make up and everything. 
 
    She wasn’t wearing the taxi driver’s outfit, which was sort of female. 
 
    She was in his mind as a sexy taxi driver. 
 
    Skin tight pants and a tight, white blouse in his mind. 
 
    A hat perched atop her glorious curls. 
 
    Make up. Heavy make up for the camera. 
 
    She turned to him and grabbed his caged cock. She kissed him, plastered her lips against him and groaned and ground. 
 
    “You don’t mind if we just do you tonight, do you?” 
 
    He didn’t. It was what he wanted. 
 
    She reached under her pillow and took out the strap on. 
 
    He was having a hard time breathing as she pushed him onto the bed. 
 
    She fastened the dildo in place, greased it up, greased him up. 
 
    He groaned, and everything was different as she plowed into him. 
 
    His wife was in a porn movie. 
 
    No, she hadn’t shown everything, or taken cock front door and back door, or sucked a big, black weenie, but…she was there! She was rubbing elbows, or other body parts, with all the porn stars in the movie. 
 
    In his mind he pictured all of the sex scenes in the movie.  
 
    Happily, lovingly, she took him. She squeezed his balls and rammed him. 
 
    And Jeff experienced being drained. When she was done he had spewed semen all over the bed. He hadn’t had an orgasm, he had had something called a ‘sissygasm.’ Her hard cock had pressed against his prostate, and that had caused him to release. 
 
    She pulled out of him and took off the dildo. 
 
    “Oh, God! You came!” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to,” he tried. 
 
    “My, God! That’s incredible. Oh, Honey, I need an orgasm. You don’t mind if I use the vibrator tonight, do you? Seeing you cum like that…I need it this way.” 
 
    He didn’t mind. She was in a porn movie. She could do no wrong. All Jeff could think of was to please her. To let her have his way. To bend over and submit. 
 
    She lay on the bed and he got down and ate her, then he manned the vibrator. She played with her tits, pulled on her nipples, and groaned loudly. 
 
    Then she came. Hard. 
 
    Like a porn star. 
 
      
 
    Life continued normally. 
 
    Normally being that she had a secret, and now he had a secret. 
 
    She wouldn’t tell him about her job. And he wouldn’t tell her that he knew. 
 
    Still, normal is normal. They laughed and made jokes. They went to cozy, little restaurants, attended the movies, and so on. 
 
    He was going out more and more as a woman these days.  
 
    He looked like a woman, and he felt better as a woman, and he had mastered many of the mannerisms of a woman. 
 
    He went into women’s restrooms and used the toilet, sitting like a woman. He allowed men to open the door for him, even to seat him at a table. 
 
    He knew how to repair his make up, he understood fashions, and he had a large wardrobe. With lots of sexy lingerie. 
 
    His boobs attracted attention, and men, and women, stared at him. He could feel their greedy, little eyes, and he enjoyed teasing them by doing nothing but walk and talk. 
 
    And he thought about how to get into Red Rocket. 
 
    He got sneaky. 
 
    He occasionally followed Cyndi to work. He noted which Starpuke’s she stopped at, which gas stations she went to, and how there was no real security for the parking lot at Red Rocket. 
 
    He made an impression of his wife’s keys to the building she worked at, and had a friendly locksmith make a copy. 
 
    The locksmith was easy to persuade, just flash him a bit of tit and flirt a little, and men fell all over themselves. 
 
    Jeff giggled—he had cultivated a giggle over his normal mode of laughing—and wondered what the locksmith would do if he lifted Jeff’s skirt, pulled down his panties, and found a chastity tube. 
 
    Would he pick the lock and take advantage of Jeff? 
 
    It was a boner-sized fantasy. If his boner had been allowed out to play. 
 
    Then, one night, Jeff decided to follow Cyndi to work. 
 
    She went out to the garage and hopped into her red Miata and tooled down the street. 
 
    He went out and hopped onto his Susuki Gixxer and cranked it up. 
 
    The gixxer was only 750 cc, and the frame was slightly reduced in size, so Jeff had no trouble guiding it through the streets after his wife. 
 
    He stayed far back, he knew where she was going. He was wearing a skin tight motorcycle outfit, and his long hair flowed out from the back of the helmet. His make up stayed neat because he had his face mask up. People did stare at his heavy boobs. 
 
    He arrived at the Red Rocket building in time to see Cyndi walk in the back door. 
 
    He smiled and parked his bike in a parking lot across the street. He walked over to the building and up to the back door. He used his key, opened the door, and froze! 
 
    A huge biker was standing there. He was six foot four, 200 pounds of sculptured muscle. 
 
    With relief, Jeff realized he was an actor. 
 
    “Hey! You her for the bike scene?” 
 
    “Yes,” answered Jeff, searching for a way around this hunk of man meat. 
 
    “Excellent, me, too. Hey, lift the face mask. Let me see who I’ll be playing with tonight.” 
 
    Jeff didn’t want to, but he wanted to act normal. Besides, this bozo would never recognize him, never even see him again. He lifted the face mask and the faux biker smiled. “Excellent. You’re beautiful. Just what the doctor ordered. 
 
    Jeff smiled and started around the biker, then stopped. Down the hall Cyndi was squatting. And she had a dick in her mouth! 
 
    Jeff stared, aghast, and his cock smacked against the top of his chastity tube. 
 
    Cyndi wasn’t fucking, but she was sucking! And she knew how to suck! 
 
    She played with the man’s balls, her mouth went back and forth, and she even reached under him, up his crack, and tickled his brown star. 
 
    “Fuck, Cyndi! Be careful!” 
 
    “Sorry, Rod. You know how much I love to suck your meat.” 
 
    “That’s all right, honey.” He patted her cheek and kissed her  right on her cock sucking lips. 
 
    A man at the end of the hall yelled, “Motorcycle scene! Let’s go, folks!” 
 
    Jeff almost fell over. He wanted to turn around and run out the door, but the big biker linked his arm in Jeff’s and walked. 
 
    Jeff was off balance in his high heels, so he couldn’t fight, had to go along with the man. 
 
    “This is going to be fun. I can’t wait,” he whispered in Jeff’s ear. 
 
    Ahead of them Rod and Cyndi turned to the right and entered a big room. 
 
    Jeff reached the room and was guided into it. There were bright lights, sound booms, a set that consisted of a bed. 
 
    “There we go, honey.” 
 
    “Okay!” yelled the man who had yelled in the hallway. “Where’s the new girl?” 
 
    Jeff tried to back away, to turn and run out the door, but the man saw him. “Hey, Shirley! Get your ass up here.” 
 
    The fake biker pushed him forward, and Jeff was caught. 
 
    The man with the yell advanced on him. “Hey, you’re not Shirley!” 
 
    Cyndi was off to the side, talking to the guy named Rod. Jeff turned so she wouldn’t see his face. 
 
    “Shirley couldn’t make it,” said Jeff, looking around for an exit. 
 
    “Well, you’re better looking, anyway. Your costume is fine, but…you need more make up. Those lights are hot. CYNDI!” 
 
    Jeff almost fainted. 
 
    “Yo!” Cyndi hurried across the room. She picked up a make up kit as she came. 
 
    “Make up Shirley here. Do it quick, too. Time is money.” 
 
    Cyndi smiled, turned to Jeff, and blinked. 
 
    For a moment they just stared at each other. 
 
    Then Cyndi said, “Off with the helmet.” 
 
    Now terrified, Jeff lifted the helmet off his head. 
 
    Cyndi stared. What her thoughts were, Jeff didn’t know. 
 
    She hesitated, then said, “Come over in the light.” 
 
    She led him to the side and they had a little space to themselves. 
 
    “Jeff?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” burbled Jeff. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “You never talk about Red Rocket, and…I got suspicious. It’s a porn company, you know.” 
 
    “I know,” she said, brushing powder onto his face. Then, “Do you see that big hairy guy by the door?” 
 
    Jeff’s eyes darted, and he nodded. “That’s Roscoe. He’s in charge of security, and he’s crazy. I saw him really mess a guy up. If he finds out that you’re not supposed to be here he could get ugly.” 
 
    “Would do I do? How do I get out of here?” 
 
    She touched up his eyes. “You don’t. Whatever happens, you’re going to have to go through it.’ 
 
    “Through it? Through what?” 
 
    “Whatever happens. Whatever they shoot.” 
 
    “What are they going to shoot?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’m just make up.” 
 
    “Cyndi, how’s it going? Almost ready?” yelled the loud man. 
 
    “A minute more! You don’t want her to melt under the lights, do you?” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    She patted moisture off his forehead. “Stop sweating. It’ll be okay.” 
 
    “I saw you giving a blow job,” he blurted. 
 
    “Of course I did. that’s my job. I’m a fluffer.” 
 
    There was that word again, and now Jeff learned what it meant. 
 
    “Your job is giving head?” 
 
    My job is making sure the actor is standing proud for his scene. No cumming allowed.” 
 
    “But you…I didn’t…what—“ 
 
    “That’s why I don’t feel like giving you head much. By the time I’m done with work I don’t want to look at another cock. 
 
    “So you do without mine.” 
 
    “I like your pussy better,” she giggled. 
 
    She freshened his lipstick, turned him and slapped his ass. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” 
 
    That phrase stuck with him. What wouldn’t she do? She was already a cocksucker…what else was she? 
 
    Jeff was guided under the lights. 
 
    “Okay, Shirley,” said the man who yelled, who it turned out was the director. “You don’t have any dialogue.” He reached up and pulled the zipper on his leather jacket down. “So just go along with Big Tom and everything will be fine.” 
 
    Jeff was put in his place, which was sitting on the bed.  
 
    “Don’t move from that place. The camera’s got you perfect.” 
 
    Jeff nodded. 
 
    Cyndi moved in and fluffed his hair lightly, checked his eyes, and whispered, “Just go with it. Pretend it’s me.” 
 
    “Okay,” yelled the director. “Action!” 
 
    Jeff sat, and a door opened in the fake wall. Big Tom sauntered through. 
 
    He was monstrous, shoulders wider than a fat woman’s ass, and he had put on a smirk. 
 
    “Where’s Jerry?” 
 
    Jeff was confused. He didn’t know what the script called for. He didn’t know what to do. His eyes grew wide and he shook his head. 
 
    “Perfect,” murmured the director. To Tom: “Go on.” 
 
    Tom crossed the room, and now he was putting on the maniac biker look. He did it well, and Jeff found himself cowering. 
 
    “Bitch!” thundered Big Tom. He reached forward and grabbed Jeff’s hair. He lifted, and Jeff figured out he had to go with it. He stood up, his own hands clasped over Big Tom’s. 
 
    “Tell me where Jerry is!” 
 
    Jeff whimpered, ad libbing for fear of his life, hoping this make believe scene would end and he could get back to reality. “I don’t…know.” 
 
    “Okay, good. Rip her clothes off.” 
 
    Jeff almost screamed as big Tom ripped the zipper down, pulled Jeff right out of his jacket. He ripped off the blouse and Jeff’s big boobs jounced provocatively. 
 
    Then Big Tom lowered his head and sucked Jeff’s nipples. Hard. 
 
    “Ow! No!” Jeff tried to push Big Tom back, but might as well try to move a bulldozer. 
 
    “The pants,” whispered the director. 
 
    The pants didn’t come off as easy, but they came off. Jeff was revealed in his panties. The chastity tube was covered by the panties. 
 
    Then Big Tom stopped. He was confused. He had cupped Jeff’s package and felt the tube. 
 
    He turned to the director. 
 
    The director was out of his folding chair in a shot. 
 
    “She’s got a chastity tube on!” 
 
    “What?” The director turned to Jeff. “What are you wearing that for?” 
 
    Jeff shook his head helplessly. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Cyndi came forward. I’ve got a key here.” 
 
    Nobody asked why Cyndi would have a key to a man’s chastity tube, they just waited and Cyndi put the key in the lock, turned it, and Jeff’s dingus sprang up. She quickly pulled his panties up. “You can do it,” she whispered. 
 
    “Now we’re talking,” quipped somebody in the crew. 
 
    “Okay, take it from where you ripped her pants off. Action!” 
 
    Big Tom spun Jeff around, he ripped panties off. Jeff’s cock sprang up, and Big Tom said, “So you’re one of those, eh?” 
 
    Jeff now felt like fainting, but he didn’t have a chance. Big Tom picked him up and started sucking his cock. 
 
    Jeff was totally panicked, but there was nothing he could do. His attempts to push Tom’s head away from his dick looked like he was actually enjoying it. 
 
    Tom’s head went up and down, and Jeff learned the difference between male and female blow jobs. 
 
    Females are soft and gentle. 
 
    Males are a bit more rough. 
 
    “No! No!” Jeff protested. 
 
    He was scared, and that stopped him from cumming. 
 
    He was hard. He was desperate. He wanted to cum. But he couldn’t. 
 
    But his cock just bobbed and throbbed and enduring Big Tom’s rough lips. 
 
    “That’s it,” whispered the director. Hold on. Don’t squirt…Okay, do it, Tom.” 
 
    Tom threw Jeff on the bed. He bent him over and lurched between his legs. 
 
    It was nothing more than what Cyndi had been doing to him. And it was nothing compared to how Cyndi had done him. 
 
    Big Tom really was a BIG Tom. His cock was inches bigger than Cyndi’s strap on, and it slid into Jeff with ease. 
 
    Jeff felt all the differences. He felt the warmth, he felt the big balls slapping on his ass. He felt the weight of a real man holding him down, pinning him. 
 
    Tom took his time. It must have just cum, because he took a lo-o-ong time. 
 
    In and out, up and down, back and forth. Moving in a circle as if stirring the contents of Jeff’s ass. Angling for the camera, reaching around and grabbing Jeff’s boobs. 
 
    Jeff felt like a rag doll in the bigger man’s embrace. He was being tossed around, slammed onto the bed, picked up and plunged into and then slammed down again. 
 
    Dully, Jeff went with it. He had no choice. And…it was like when Cyndi fucked him, but…better. 
 
    Not plastic, but flesh. 
 
    “Can you cum?” asked the director of Jeff. 
 
    Jeff didn’t know, didn’t think he could, but savaged as he was, he did. 
 
    Squirtem leaked out of his pecker, a classic sissygasm, and he groaned. 
 
    The camera caught it all. 
 
    Then the sene was over. 
 
      
 
    Jeff sat in a chair in a small room. He was sitting gingerly, and moving around a little bit. He had never had his ass fucked so well.  
 
    He was dazed, and feeling…good. 
 
    Cyndi entered the room. She had a wet washcloth and she proceeded to pat his face. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well, you did well. You won’t have another scene for two days. You’ll be ready by then.” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “Your next scene.” She patted the back of his neck, opened the washcloth and soothed him. 
 
    “But…I can’t!” 
 
    “You have to.” 
 
    “No! I disappear! I go home and try to pretend this never happened. 
 
    Cyndi snorted. 
 
    “You just cost the company ten thousand dollars. That’s what it costs to shoot a scene like this. And you’ll cost them another ten thousand in two days.” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “So the director knows you’re my husband.” 
 
    “You told him?” 
 
    “Of course I did. They would have found out, anyway. But the point is that he doesn’t care. You were perfect. He said he’s never seen such a natural.” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “You’ll get a hundred thousand for this movie.” 
 
    Jeff blinked and his lipsticked mouth slowly closed. 
 
    “And what are you doing that’s different from what we do.” 
 
    “But he was so big.” 
 
    She smiled. “Must have been fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Yeah, fun. The word that starts with F.” 
 
    “A hundred thousand dollars?” 
 
    “And we can ask for more for your second film.” 
 
    “Second film?” Now he was truly shocked. A hundred thousand dollars for letting a man sodomize him? 
 
    “Listen, honey. We’re doing okay, but this is the big time. Do you know how big the porn business is?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “It’s bigger than the main stream movie biz. You’ll be a star. People will want to meet you. People will throw money at you. Exotic women all over the world will want to fuck the woman who is a man. The trans aspect of this business is really rocketing these days, and you’ll be in on it. 
 
    After a moment Jeff asked, “And you don’t care if I fuck people?” 
 
    Cyndi sighed. “Yes. But I’m willing to sacrifice for our happiness.” She paused. “For your happiness.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “But remember this, while we love each other, and look out for each other, while you’re out getting your cock done up right, I will be doing my thing. I’ll be finding men and women and using my dildo on them. And it’s only fair, because you’ll be coming home all worn out and fucked out. You won’t be able to service me, especially in the way that I want. So…deal with it.” 
 
    She helped Jeff up. He walked a bit funny, but then he had just taken a two by four up the poop chute, or so it felt like. 
 
    “Hey! Jeffie! Good shoot tonight!” 
 
    “Good night, Jeff.” 
 
    “Your ass was never sweeter.” That last was from Big Tom. 
 
    Then the director came up to Jeff. “Nice job, Jeff. Good to meet you. You all set for Thursday’s shoot?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Good. I’ll have papers for you to sign.” 
 
    Cyndi interjected. “Papers for one movie. We’ll negotiate for the second film.” 
 
    “Cyndi! How can you bust my balls like that?” But he was happy with the way the deal was shaping up. 
 
    Then Jeff was in the parking lot, and the big, huge security guard named Roscoe was there. He was standing next to a diminutive blonde. He saw Jeff and grinned and offered his hand. “Nice job, man. I never seen porn being shot before. It was a thrill.” 
 
    The small blonde kissed Jeff on the cheek. “Thanks for the thrill, honey.” 
 
    Jeff and Cyndi walked towards her car. “We’ll pick up your motorcycle tomorrow.” 
 
    Jeff: “He’s not security. Roscoe isn’t security!” 
 
    Cyndi grinned. “Of course not. Whatever gave you that idea?” And she laughed, linked her arm in his, and headed for her sexy Miata. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    She had a million dollars in her safe. 
 
    Unfortunately, her safe was in a secure room. 
 
    And the secure room was in a burglar proof house. 
 
    And the house was a hundred miles out in the country, no neighbors. 
 
    Still, a million dollars is a million dollars. 
 
    Kyle began planning. 
 
      
 
    Her name was Elizabeth Addams, most people knew her as Liz. She had made her millions in porn, and now she loved her solitude. 
 
    She loved to sit on the porch when the sun came up, to drink her coffee. 
 
    And she loved to sit on her porch when the sit went down, to drink her whiskey. 
 
    Her voice was low and husky, the whiskey did that. 
 
    She was fifty, but looked 30. Clean living did that. 
 
    Not that she had always been clean. Back in the day, when she had been acting, she had partied every night, smoked and drank, and fucked anything with pants. And a few with panties. 
 
    Then she retired. She wasn’t feeling good, and she was still young, so she retired and devoted herself to clean living. Real food, vitamins, exercise, and she started feeling in the pink again. 
 
    Her breasts were once again high and proud. Her legs were beautiful stems that went all the way to the ground. Her waist was thin, her butt was proportionately round, and her face…her face was oval, with no lines, and her blue eyes regained their sparkle. 
 
    Her ranch was in the middle of Montana. A hundred miles of forest on all sides. A hundred yards of grass on all sides. A lake right in front of the big, log cabin house. 
 
    Once she had sucked and fucked herself to riches. 
 
    Now she preferred to swim in the lake, ride her motorcycles, or horses, and think deep thoughts. 
 
    Did she miss the high life? 
 
    A little. 
 
    But she liked being healthy more. 
 
    Still, if she could import a couple of studs for a while she would be quite happy. 
 
    Until then she had her vibrator, and she could watch porn whenever she wanted to, and life was sweet. 
 
      
 
    Kyle watched the ranch through his binoculars. 
 
    He was camped out on a low mountain top and had un unfettered view of Elizabeth Addams’ property. 
 
    He watched her in the morning and evening, sipping something from a cup. 
 
    He watched her with night vision binoculars. He knew when she went to sleep, when she got up to pee, and when she woke up. 
 
    He knew when she preferred to ride a motorcycle, or a horse, and how long she rode for. 
 
    He could see her working on her computer. 
 
    Sometimes she was naked, and that was very exciting. Her body was just as sexy, maybe even more so, than when she had been making porn. 
 
    He loved to watch her breasts jounce when she went riding on a horse. He loved to see her do morning exercises, yoga, in the nude in her living room. 
 
    Most of all, he loved the idea that she had a million dollars in her house. 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth had no idea she was being stalked. She knew when people drove through the gate twenty miles down the drive; she had a camera down there. 
 
    She also had the full range of security devices on her property.. Alarms on doors and windows. Motion detectors. EVVA magnetic triple locks on the doors. 
 
    And, if that wasn’t enough, she had dozens of guns in a central room. 
 
    if anybody actually tried to break in she simply ran to the central room and planted her palm on the plate to push it open. The plate read her hand and opened easily. 
 
    She had rifles with scopes, shot guns, a collection of Glocks, and one big, fucking elephant gun. 
 
    That’s what she called it, the big, fucking, elephant gun. The one time she had fired it it had near broken her shoulder. But it was so awesome that she couldn’t part it. 
 
    The big, fucking, elephant gun. 
 
    She couldn’t wait for a burglar to come calling. 
 
      
 
    Kyle wrote down his observations. He timed her rides, her drives. He noted when she was doing chores, what chores, and how long they took. 
 
    And he studied up on the types of security she had in the house. 
 
    He even took note of when deer came to call, or other wild animals. 
 
    Oddly, she had no dog. Living alone in the wilderness she should have had half a dozen mean, snarly dogs to protect her. 
 
    But she didn’t and that made it all the easier for Kyle. 
 
    On a hot summer night he decided to make his move. 
 
    He put on black, all black. A black body unitard. Black gloves and black sneakers. He pulled ski mask over his head, slipped his black shoulder sling fanny pack over his shoulder, and set off down the mountain. 
 
    In and out, a quick run to where he had stashed his Yamaha dual sport motorcycle, and he would be in the next state before the cops even got a report. 
 
    With a million dollars. 
 
    He moved slowly, aware of his surroundings, and crept up to the fence that surrounded the big lawn. He knew where Elizabeth would be right then: in her bedroom, asleep for an hour. She slept nude and he smiled as he imagined cuddling up that delicious body. 
 
    Then he canceled the thought. This was business, not pleasure, and he couldn’t afford to be distracted. 
 
    He waited. He studied the house with his AN/PVS-15 night goggles. The same goggles the military used. He could see everything, bright as day.  
 
    He waited. Watched a deer jump the fence and sip from the lake. Then she startled, looked around, and jumped back over the fence. 
 
    A bobcat slunk out of the brush, under the fence, and took the deer’s place. 
 
    Finally, an hour having passed, Kyle slid under the fence and trotted across the lawn. He moved briskly, but without making a sound. 
 
    The house loomed. It was a big patch of black in the lesser black of the night. 
 
    But easy for Kyle to see. 
 
    He crept up to the porch and checked the windows. 
 
    They were armed, but they depended on being opened to set off an alarm. 
 
    Kyle reached into his fanny pack and took out a suction cup and a glass cutter. 
 
    He cut the edge of the glass quickly, pulled the whole square out with the suction cup, and placed it gently on the porch. 
 
    He looked through the window. 
 
    Not a sight, not a sound. He lifted a leg and stepped through the window. Then the other foot. He was in. 
 
      
 
    Liz had a funny feeling. It was her women’s intuition, and it had saved her bacon a few times. 
 
    Once she had sensed the rabid fan who had broken into her apartment and was waiting for her. Instead, he got the cops.  
 
    Another time she had felt her hair crawling on the back of her neck, and she had turned just in time to catch a big fellow running towards her, his hand reaching out for her purse. She had tripped him, pepper sprayed him, and smiled at him when the police toted him away. 
 
    So she had the sixth sense that protected her, and she trusted it. Always. 
 
    When she felt that little niggle of nervousness before she went to bed, she made sure all alarms were set. Then she went downstairs and took out the big, fucking, elephant gun. 
 
    Why that big rifle she didn’t know, but it was her intuition guiding her. 
 
    She brought the gun back upstairs, made sure it was loaded, and set it next to the bed. She even made a couple of practice rolls, reaching for the gun, making sure she could get her finger on the trigger, and the stock up to her shoulder. 
 
    She dreaded having to shoot it, but something told her that this was the gun she should have on this nervous night. 
 
    Then she washed her face, took off her clothes, and slept nude. 
 
      
 
    If Kyle hadn’t been walking down the hillside he would have seen the big, fucking elephant gun with his binoculars and called it off, come back on another night. 
 
    But, he was walking, and he didn’t see, and had no idea what he was walking into. 
 
      
 
    Ding. 
 
    It was a soft bell, right from her computer, and Liz rolled out of bed, finger on the trigger and stock to the shoulder. A huge bullet was in the firing chamber, and she was ready to pull the hair trigger. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    No sound.  
 
    Her room was dark. 
 
    She reached up to her side table and took down her cell phone. 
 
    She could have looked on the computer, but that would have created too much light. The cell phone was automatically set for a dark screen, so there were only a few lines showing on the face. 
 
    The line she studied was a straight line heading for her porch. It was created by motion sensors. Then whoever it was was on the porch. 
 
    Liz held the phone, the big, fucking elephant gun, and ran out of her room. She padded down the hall and stepped into the closet at the end. It was a deep closet, and she could kick the door open and shoot whoever it was in less than a second. 
 
    She switched screens and saw a shadow on the porch. Fucker looked to be wearing all black, so it was hard to see him. She adjusted the light on the cell phone and she could suddenly see him. 
 
    All black. A unitard. Black make up on his face. She couldn’t even see the whites of his eyes. 
 
    She watched, switched screens as necessary, and followed the figure through the downstairs window. 
 
    No alarm, he was soft footed and knew his way around. 
 
    He crept up the stairs. No squeaks. Man, he was light-footed. 
 
    On the landing right in front of her. He was four feet away, just on the other side of the door. 
 
    She could pull the trigger and blast the door and him away. Nothing but red blood cells like dust in the air. 
 
    But she waited. 
 
    She watched her cell phone and followed him down the hallway. 
 
    He was going to her bedroom. For what? Rape? Torture? Sick kinds of fun? 
 
    She made up her mind. He had broken in, he had stalked her. He was going to go into her room and…and she kicked the door open and pulled the trigger. 
 
    BOOM! 
 
    She was slammed back agains the back of the closet. The little room was filled with smoke, she had dropped the gun, her shoulder felt like two kinds of shit, and…down the hallway the figure was on the floor. Not moving. 
 
      
 
    Kyle crept down the hallway to her room. He wanted to secure her first, then scare her into opening her safe. Then he would tie her up, and call the cops to untie her from the next state over. 
 
    Then a big banging made him jump and twist backwards, and that moment of fear was the only thing that saved his life. 
 
    The Nitro .577 slug blasted through the air. It missed him, but it hit his night goggles. That was enough. A bullet designed to bring down a 10,000 pound animal went through the night goggles. It twisted the back of the goggles, the part that was against Kyle’s face, and the impact, if not just the sizzle of a mighty slug traveling centimeters past his nose, was enough to knock him out. 
 
    Dazed, Liz moved away from the wall. She didn’t try to pick up the rifle. She just massaged her shoulder and walked down the hall. 
 
    The burglar was down, and that meant the big, fucking elephant gun had done its job. Even a near miss was enough to mess a guy up. 
 
    She stood over the intruder and looked down. She used the flashlight on her cell phone to examine him. 
 
    Hunh. She didn’t know him. He was just some idiot who didn’t want to work for his money. 
 
    His chest rose and fell. What the hell was she supposed to do with him? 
 
    In all her self defense scenarios she had imagined people coming for the body. But this dude was still alive? 
 
    She straightened up, frowned, and an idea percolated through her pretty skull. 
 
    She ran down the hall and into a room. It was packed with mementos. She opened a drawer and took out the two pairs of handcuffs she had used when she had starred in ‘The Burglar Bites Back.’ In that one she had been the burglar, and she had been trapped by a sick, perverted maniac, handcuffed, and sexually tortured. It was one of her favorite movies, and she had really enjoyed all the things her inventive writers could think of doing to her. 
 
    She got wet just remembering. 
 
    She headed back down the hallway and secured the burglar’s hands behind him. Then she secured his ankles. 
 
    Excellent. What else did she need? 
 
    She ran back to the room and found a length of rope. She tied the burglars hand cuffs so that he was bent backward. 
 
    This was getting to be fun! 
 
    Heck, all those BDSM movies had been a hoot, and she had actually learned things! 
 
    She ran back to the room, found a sharp knife, and returned to the burglar. 
 
    He still wasn’t stirring. Not that she expected him to. If the bullet had ripped that goggle thing off his face with a tenth of the force that had slammed into her shoulder he would be out for hours. 
 
    She removed his shoes and gloves. She pulled the unitard out and used the knife. In a moment he was naked.  
 
    Suddenly, she realized she had been working in the dark. She turned on lights and inspected the man. 
 
    He was handsome. Not a bad looker. What was he a burglar for? 
 
    And his pecker wasn’t too bad. Having starred in hundreds of films and having experienced hundreds of cocks, she knew what a good cock was. And this looked like a good peeny. 
 
    The balls were big and squooshy. The penis lay on the floor like a big, old snake. He even had large nipples! 
 
    But what was she going to do with him? 
 
    The basement. It was modern, it was built of concrete, and it had beams she could screw eyebolts into, or just wrap chains or ropes around. 
 
    Liz grabbed the ankle cuffs by the chain and started pulling. 
 
    Too awkward. 
 
    She looped some rope around the cuff chain and tried that. 
 
    Yep. Good. Thank goodness she was working out regularly. 
 
    Then she had a thought. 
 
    She looped the rope around the newel at the base of the bannister. Ran back to the unconscious man, and pulled. 
 
    There it was. A pulley, and she slid the man along the floor like he was greased. 
 
    He slid down the hallway to the top of the stairs, and she pushed him over the edge. 
 
    She had thought she could control his fall with the pulley rope, but she couldn’t. Too fast, too much weight, and he rolled down the stairs like an avalanche. He hit the floor at the bottom and lay still. Probably knocked unconscious all over again. 
 
    Using this method of pulleys and pushing him down stairs, Liz pushed the man into the basement. he was still unconscious. Maybe double unconscious, because she had no idea how much his head had hit the stairs or the floor. 
 
    The light was good in the basement, and she went to her tool chest and looked for eyebolts. She had several, and they were big. 
 
    She had to drill them into the cement, which took a couple of hours, but when she was done he was chained, hand and foot, to both sides of the basement. He could stand up, or sit down, but he couldn't go any place. 
 
    Now tired, yawning, Liz walked up the steps. Before she got to her room, however, she realized he might get hungry. And he would yell. She didn’t want that, so she got a couple of plastic tubs and put some lunch meat in them. Then, she didn’t have any water bottles, she picked up a can of Coke. 
 
    Smiling, thinking about how she was such a nice person, she walked the stuff down to where the man lay on the ground. She placed everything in front of him, and this time, done for good, she headed up stairs. A minute later she was snoring and quite happy. 
 
    Not bad for a night’s work. 
 
      
 
    Kyle came to with the dawn. He grunted and jerked, still semi-conscious, then opened his eyes and wondered what the fuck was going on. 
 
    He was laying on a basement floor. On his back. Staring up at wooden beams. And he was naked. Completely. WTF? 
 
    He felt weight on his hands when he tried to move, and he aimed his eyes at his hands. 
 
    He was shackled. And his ankles were shackled. And the chains led to the sides. 
 
    He made a groaning sound and looked to where the chains were fastened to the walls. Eyebolts. Big ones screwed deeply into the woods. The chains kept him from reaching them, and there was no way he could loosen the eyebolts even if he could. 
 
    He looked in front of him. 
 
    Food. Including a can of Coke. 
 
    For the moment he wasn’t hungry, but he couldn’t reach the food, anyway. The chains kept him an inch away from the food. 
 
    Hunh,” he sighed, and squinted. 
 
    His head hurt. He felt his face with one hand and felt blood. It was dried on his face, around his nose, but…he knew it was blood. 
 
    He was suffering from a concussion. He didn’t know who had hit him, or how, but the pain in his skull, the disoriented feeling, a wave of nausea…his head was concussed. 
 
    He didn’t try to pull on the chains. He didn’t try to do anything, for any motion made his head throb. 
 
    He just lay on the cold cement and lamented the fact that somebody had caught him. Really caught him. 
 
      
 
    He slept, and awoke. 
 
    His head felt better. He wanted to eat. He was truly and totally fucked. 
 
    He managed to move. He sat, and looked around. 
 
    Yep. A basement. There was a workbench off to one side with some tools hung on the pegboard behind it. 
 
    Not much else. 
 
    He gave a yell, “Hey!” Then groaned. That made his head hurt. 
 
    So he sat and waited. And thought about how his attempt at burglary had gone so dreadfully wrong. 
 
      
 
    Liz woke up at noon. She stretched, remembered the night’s activities, and smiled. 
 
    Then she sat upright. She had a prisoner in the basement! 
 
    Giggling, she slipped out of bed. She didn’t bother getting dressed. Her boobs, enhanced, would never sag. They were hooked right to her ribs. That one feature alone, monster implants, had assured her success, and many millions of dollars, in the porn business. 
 
    And she had grown to love them. 
 
    Many women didn’t like big artificial boobs. When their careers were over they had the big sacs removed. 
 
    Liz didn’t. She enjoyed the big bounce and jounce of her love pillows. 
 
    She slipped on a pair of tennis shoes, that was all, and ran excitedly for the basement. 
 
    My God! she thought. I actually caught somebody! 
 
    Not that she intended to. She had intended to blow his head off. She had seen so many perverts, been stalked so often, that she was okay with ridding the world of a pervert. 
 
    She descended the basement, her boobs really bouncing as she trod the steps, and stared at Kyle. 
 
    Kyle stared at her, and in his eyes was fright. 
 
    And lust. 
 
    What a weird combination, she thought. Lust and fright. He’s horny for me, like a good, little pervert, yet he’s terrified that I’m going to finish the job, chop him into little pieces and put him down the garbage disposal. 
 
    She walked towards him, inspected his body, which now that she wasn’t tired, looked pretty good. A little slender, but that was okay. With all the exercise she did, heck, maybe she could even beat him in a fight. 
 
    She noted the food on the floor. “Not hungry?” she asked. 
 
    He lifted his arms and reached for the food, and couldn’t stretch his arms far enough. 
 
    She giggled. “Oh, my gosh. I’m sorry.” 
 
    She knelt and started to push the plastic tub towards him, and stopped. 
 
    Kyle stared at her. His stomach was growling. Up close she was beautiful. Heck, through binoculars she was beautiful, but now, up close, close enough to see her pores, she was stunning. He had never seen such a beautiful woman in the world. 
 
    “You realize,” she said, “if you grab me and try to make me let you go, that you’ll have to let me go so I can let you go, and then I won’t, and I won’t even give you food, or let you go pee pee.” 
 
    Her words were delivered softly, but there was a determination behind them, and though her sentences were awkward, he knew exactly what she meant. 
 
    “Okay.” His voice was a little hoarse. He cleared his throat and tried again. “Okay.” 
 
    She pushed the tub and the Coke to him. She was close enough that he could have grabbed her, but…he couldn’t risk it. 
 
    Besides, he was so close to her he could feel the delicate heat from her body. Her breasts were so large. He was fascinated by this woman. To watch her with the binoculars for so long, and now to be this close. 
 
    He ate. 
 
    She watched him. 
 
    “So what did you plan to do? Rape me? Hurt me? Do really terrible things to me? Force me to be your sex slave?” 
 
    He blinked. He had had no such thoughts, and said so. “I know that you have money. I want…wanted…your money. 
 
    That made her blink. 
 
    “You didn’t want to fuck me?” 
 
    “No. Well, if I’d thought about it, and if I was that kind of guy…maybe then. But, no. I’m in it for the money.” 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “Honey, I hate to tell you this, but all my money is in the bank. I’ve got stocks and bonds and things, Jewelry, cash, everything, but it’s all in a box at the bank.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Why would I lie?” 
 
    “So I won’t…so nobody will try to steal from you again.” 
 
    “Again?” she frowned. “Is there somebody else? Are you part of a gang that steals money and then sticks around to molest their victims? To feel their titties and put their dicks in their pussies? 
 
    He was truly confused now. She was obsessing on being raped or something. 
 
    “Lady—“ 
 
    “Call me Liz.” 
 
    “Liz, I’m a burglar. I’ve done time for burglary. You can find my record on line. I’ve never been arrested for, and don’t have any interest in, sex.” 
 
    That was a lie, of course. He had a great interest in sex, just not when he was working. 
 
    And he had a super interest since he was literally a foot away from this amazingly gorgeous creature. 
 
    She frowned. She had worked in the porn industry for years. She knew how men could be. She knew about perversions and fetishes, and how horny men could be. 
 
    She looked down at his groin. 
 
    His cock was hard, thrusting straight out. It was pointing at her. 
 
    She giggled. She pointed at his dick. “Liar.” 
 
    He stared down. He knew he had a boner. Heck, he was undressed and in the presence of beauty. He said as much. And finished with, “Wouldn’t you get a boner if you were next to the most beautiful girl in the world?” 
 
    She smiled. “Aw, that’s sweet. Do you really think I’m beautiful?” 
 
    He gulped, this thing was off the rails, but, what could he do? He told the truth. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Call me Liz.” She stood up. 
 
    He looked up at her, she was an Amazon, standing over him, her large breasts pointed at his eyes. 
 
    “When are the cops going to get here?” 
 
    She soughed. “Cops?” 
 
    “Yeah. When are the police going to get here and…and take me away?” 
 
    She squatted again, and tilted her head slightly as she looked at him. “Honey—“ 
 
    “Call me Kyle,” he gave her a bit of her own medicine. It didn’t bother her, however. 
 
    “Kyle, what a nice name. Well, Kyle, why would I call the cops?” 
 
    “To have me taken away? To have me put in jail?” 
 
    “Why would I do that?” she seemed honestly confused by his statements. 
 
    “Because I’m a burglar, and you caught me, and that’s what happens to burglars. 
 
    She smiled and shook her head slowly. “Oh, Kyle, you’re in Montana now. And we handle criminals in our own way.” 
 
    “What? What are you planning…what are you going to do to me?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Not yet. But I’m going to go check on you and see if you really are a burglar and not a pervert.” 
 
    “Then what? If you let me go I’m going to be gone so far away you won’t even remember me.” 
 
    She frowned, “Where’s the fun in that?” Then she brightened up. If you’re a pervert I’ll treat you like a pervert. You don’t really need your weenie, after all. But if you’re a burglar, that’s a whole new thing. Then I can punish you like a real criminal. We can have so much fun!” 
 
    Now Kyle was feeling a bit of fear. This woman wasn’t totally put together. The things that she was saying. Now he really wanted the police to come and take him away. 
 
    She stood up and walked away.  
 
    In spite of his situation, and the fact that was saying bizarre things like she would cut off his weenie, he couldn’t take his eyes off her ass. It was so perfect, and round, and it moved like a symphony of waves in the ocean. 
 
    His cock throbbed harder. 
 
    And he had the spare thought, out of the blue, that: was it her talk of doing things to him that excited him? 
 
      
 
    She walked up the stairs, him staring at her breasts now that she was sideways to him. They were incredible. He knew they were fake, but that was fine with him. 
 
    She turned her face to him right before she reached the top and went out of sight, and smiled at him. 
 
    Kyle sat. He popped the Coke and drank it slowly. 
 
    Fuck, who would ever think that lunch meat and a Coke could be so satisfying? 
 
    He put the empty can in the tub, then the top back on the plastic tub, and pushed it aside. 
 
    The door to the upstairs opened again, and Liz came down the stairs.  
 
    Kyle stepped back, pulled the chains tight. 
 
    She was carrying the biggest gun he had ever seen. 
 
    She crossed the floor to him, and the gun was so heavy she had to hold it with both hands. 
 
    “I just thought you’d like to see what I shot you with.” 
 
    “You shot me?” His voice sounded a little strangled. 
 
    “Well, I actually shot those goggle things you were wearing.” 
 
    “Is that an elephant gun?” 
 
    “It is! Isn’t it beautiful? And it’s a miracle that all I hit was your goggles. I mean, I was aiming for you.” 
 
    Kyle had images of his body being literally blown apart. “Oh, jeez,” he whispered. 
 
    She had a bullet in one hand and she held it up. It was a giant of a thing, and Kyle stared in horror. 
 
    A bullet like that had passed right in front of his nose, slammed the night vision goggles into his face, and…it was no wonder that he had a concussion. 
 
    “Anyway, I just thought,” and she turned and walked away. 
 
    Now Kyle was torn between staring at her body with lust, or at the gun with horror. 
 
    If that thing could take down an elephant, what had it almost done to him? 
 
    Then Liz was gone.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “You’re really a criminal.” 
 
    “I told you.” 
 
    He was sitting in a chair and eating spaghetti out of a plastic tub. He was still naked and she watched him with eyes that didn’t seem to blink. 
 
    “That’s good.” 
 
    “It is?” 
 
    “It means I won’t chop your weenie off.” 
 
    He couldn’t help the sigh of relief. 
 
    She giggled. “I might, however, do bad things to you.” 
 
    “How bad?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. I haven’t given it much thought. But I do know we’re going to have a lot of fun.” 
 
    “But if you keep me prisoner, then that’s a crime.” 
 
    Her eyebrows dipped in thought. “My gosh, that’s right, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Best thing would be to call the cops. Don’t be a criminal yourself. Don’t be like me.” 
 
    She tittered. A strange kind of laugh that made Kyle think of cuckoo birds. 
 
    “But I’ve been a porn star, and that was sort of perverted. I mean I took cock in every orifice. I took drugs. I made a living from doing all that. So why can’t I be a little criminal?” 
 
    “Uh,” he was having a hard time keeping with her logic. 
 
    “The first thing we have to do is figure out what to do with your penis.” 
 
    “It’s fine, thank you.” He didn’t want her talking about slicing it off again. 
 
    “Oh, it is. And I have a real hunger for nice penises. I’d like to fuck you, if you weren’t such a bad person.” 
 
    “I’m not so bad,” he tried. 
 
    She started to wind up again. “But you broke in and you wanted to steal everything and you would have taken advantage of me and stuck your bad penis into my vagina.” 
 
    He blinked. She went back and forth like pendulum. 
 
    Then she changed course again. 
 
    “Of course if I fucked you then I would be a pervert again…” 
 
    “Sex isn’t perverted. Only perverted sex is perverted.” 
 
    She blinked at that, tilted her head, and said, “Oh, my gosh. You’re so smart. You want to get dressed? 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “Oh, goody. You can be my little dress up doll. Do you want to be a boy or a girl?” 
 
    “I’m a boy,” he stated. 
 
    “Aw, where’s the fun in that?” 
 
    He had no answer. All he really knew was that he wasn’t in Kansas any longer. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll get you some clothes, and then I have to do some work.” 
 
    She left, and was back in a few minutes. She was carrying a squaw outfit. Low cut, high hemmed, built for a porn star with boobs. 
 
    “I wore this for ‘Chief of the Squaw Suckers.’ It was a big hit.” 
 
    “Don’t you have jeans and a shirt? Or something?” 
 
    She giggled. “Aw, where’s the fun in that? Now put on your costume. I’m going to town and I’ll be back in a few hours.” 
 
    “Wait—“ 
 
    But she ran up the stairs, and a minute later he heard the roar of her big truck. 
 
    Kyle looked at the squaw outfit. He didn’t want to put it on. But it wasn’t warm in the basement. In fact, it was a bit brisk. 
 
    Sighing, he pulled the outfit on. He had no boobs, and the cut of the cloth on his chest was saggy. He was the same height as Liz, so the dress reached his thighs. Barely. He sat down on the chair and cuddled up. He was cold, but not so cold now, and he was wearing a dress. 
 
    Talk about perverts! 
 
    The trip to town, being a hundred miles, took a couple of hours. Then it took two hours for Liz to get what she needed. Then another two hours back. 
 
    Kyle was standing up now, stretching as best he could, confined as he was. His dick had finally gone down, and of that he was glad. He didn’t like being priapic. The odd thing was that he sort of liked wearing the dress. It was goofy, a squaw look, but when he brushed his hair out a bit he could imagine himself as a squaw. 
 
    But he tried not to as that made his dick hard. 
 
    Then he heard the sound of the truck in the yard. It was a big 350 diesel, and it had a roar to it. It moved around, then backed up to the side of the house. 
 
    Kyle waited, listened to the slam of the door, the opening of the door into the house, the tap of heels across the floor, then Liz came down the steps in the basement. 
 
    “Hi!” she spoke cheerfully. “Wait until you see what I got!” 
 
    She walked past him, ducked through the chains securing him, and went to a big storm door at the far end of the basement. 
 
    The truck was backed up tot he door, and she started unloading lumber and metal fixtures and chains. 
 
    Kyle was amazed at how strong she was. She toted the wood beams like a lumberjack, just tossing things over her shoulder and trotting down the ramp into the basement. 
 
    A half hour later the truck was unloaded, and she closed the door and drove the truck to the garage, then she was back in the basement. 
 
    “Are you hungry, Kyle? And how do you like the squaw dress?” 
 
    “Yeah. And, it’s okay.” 
 
    “Just okay? You should see how cute you look in it.” 
 
    “Cute isn’t what a man likes to think of himself as.” 
 
    She giggled. “But you’re not a man anymore. You’re my dress up doll. Let me go get you some food, and another outfit. I really like seeing you all dressed up. 
 
    She went upstairs and returned five minutes later. She was holding a Nazi outfit. 
 
    “I wore this for ‘The Sex Kommandos: Nuts for Nazi Nuts.’” 
 
    Amazingly, Kyle had seen that one. He hadn’t known who was the bitch kommander of the sex camp, but he remembered coming out of the movie with a hand full of goo. 
 
    “That was you in that movie?” 
 
    “What? you didn’t recognize me?” She seemed a bit miffed. 
 
    “Hell, lady, Liz, I was so busy beating my meat I wouldn’t have recognized King Kong!” 
 
    That made Liz smile, and she handed Kyle the sex Kommando outfit. Their fingers brushed, and Kyle felt a little charge of electricity run through his fingers. Damn, this woman was sexy!  
 
    “I’m going to get to work. Go ahead and put this on.” 
 
    Kyle felt a bit weird. He had put the squaw outfit on because he was cold. It was now late in the afternoon and he wasn’t cold. 
 
    Still, clothes were clothes. 
 
    He took off the squaw outfit, smelled the sweet smell of Liz’s sweat as he pulled the dress over his head. He pulled up the Nazi Sex Kommandos skirt. It was black, tight, and it made his rear end pooch out a bit. He put on the blouse, left it unbuttoned at the top, as he remembered Liz doing in the movie, then pulled on the short, black jacket with all the war ribbons and Iron Cross and things on it. 
 
    “I need a mirror,” he mumbled. 
 
    Liz was sawing some wood, and she looked up. “What was that?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    “Yes, it was. What’d you say?” 
 
    “I said I needed a mirror.” 
 
    “Oh,my gosh! You do! And we need some heels for you, and maybe a bit of make up.” 
 
    “What? No! I don’t need all that stuff!” 
 
    “You do if you’re going to star in my movie.” 
 
    “What movie?” 
 
    “What do you think we’re doing here? Now, wait. Let me go get some stuff.” 
 
    She ran up the stairs, leaving him speechless. She was back a couple of minutes later. She handed him some high heels. “These should fit you. They were over-sized for me, but…try them on.” 
 
    Kyle didn’t want to…and he wanted to. 
 
    He hadn’t worn high heels since he was a horny teen exploring his mother’s closet. 
 
    And he was wearing a sexy nazi outfit, and…he sat down in the chair and slipped his feet into the high heels. 
 
    He stood up, and his calves were bunched and he had to push his hips forward. 
 
    Which gave him a big boner bump. 
 
    “Oh, this is wonderful. But…your dick is showing.” 
 
    “Can’t help it.” 
 
    “Does putting on women’s clothes excite you that much?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Liar.” She was grinning. Then she frowned. You need boobs. And your hair needs to be brushed. And…let me do this make up.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘no’” 
 
    “I mean I don’t want to be a girl!” 
 
    “Honey, you’re not just a girl, you’re me! At my prime! Men waiting outside the stage doors for an autograph, their dicks big, wanting a fuck but…how does a schmuck approach a Goddess? That’s what I was, you know. I was a sex Goddess, worshiped by anyone with a cock.” 
 
    “Well, that may be, but I’m a guy!” 
 
    “No…no. I don’t see you as a guy.” She was now walking around him, framing him with her hands like she was looking through a camera. 
 
    “Well, I don’t want to.” 
 
    She stepped up to him. She was close, she wasn't afraid. If he bonked her one that wouldn’t get him out of the chains, and he could well die while she huffed off in a tiff. 
 
    “Now you listen here. You’re an actor. You do what the director says.” 
 
    “And what if I won’t?” 
 
    “Then I will fire you, and you won’t get anything to eat.” 
 
    There it was. The ultimate blackmail, sitting on the edge of his mind. He was dependent on her for food, for warmth, for water, for…to be able to pee! 
 
    “So knock off this nonsense and behave yourself.” 
 
    He was silent. Caught. Nothing he could do. 
 
    She put make up on him. As an actress she understood make up, and she had his face feminized within a few minutes. His eyes were colorful, his mascara emphasized his eyes. His lips were bright red. 
 
    He had wanted the cops to come and take him away. But he sure didn’t now. If he got thrown into jail like this he would end up being the bitch pulling the train. 
 
    “There you go,” Liz said, patting his cheek. “You are quite beautiful, dear. You’ll really make your mark in this town.” 
 
    He felt like crying, but he didn’t let himself. 
 
    “Now, we have to do something about your flat chest, boobs sell in Hollywood, and you need some nice lingerie. I think I’m going to have to go to town again.” 
 
    But right then she needed to go to work. 
 
     
 
    She brought down outfit after outfit, and while he wore the different outfits she worked on the set. She was good with a hammer and saw, and she built walls and set the doors. She painted, and she screwed hardware into the cement floors. 
 
    Fortunately for her, she was building a dungeon, and much of the basement could be used. The cement walls could be painted black, the shiny screws and eyebolts and chains and such looked perfect against the black. 
 
    She brought Kyle a cowgirl gunfighter outfit from ‘The Girl with the Big Gun.’ And a gorilla outfit from ‘Tarzan’s Long Vine.’ And a sailor outfit from ‘Liz does the Navy.’ 
 
    And a dozen other outfits from a dozen other movies. 
 
    Kyle tried them all on, and he was aware that Liz was not entirely happy. 
 
    She loved the outfits on him, but she kept saying he needed boobs. 
 
    And she urged him to learn more about make up so he could do his own. 
 
    Still, the set was almost complete, when she said she had to go to town again. 
 
    She made sure his potty bucket—a five gallon pail with a kitchen bag in it—was clean. She brought him a cooler with Cokes and sandwiches in it. Then she went to town. 
 
     
 
    Kyle found the time lonely. He was used to her buzzing around the basement, chatting with him, talking about the outfits she had him wear, the movies she had been in, even the big cocks she had had to suck and fuck. 
 
    Of her role in ‘Slave Mistress,’ where she had to beat a slave, and then he beat her, and then she sucked his cock, and then he fucked her, she said, “That bastard tried to be gentle, but when he was done I was bowlegged for two weeks. God, was that fun!” 
 
    Now he sat in the chair, wearing a Shirley Temple outfit, his face made up, and waited. 
 
    The time passed slowly, but it passed. 
 
    The things was…he missed her. 
 
    She was goofy, but she was bright and chipper. In spite of the fact that he was her prisoner, she made him laugh. 
 
    Even the nuttier things she said and did…that was okay. 
 
    He wondered if he was suffering from the Stockholm Syndrome, falling in love with his captor. 
 
    Nah.  
 
    But… 
 
      
 
    She didn’t return until late that night, and when she did return she had somebody with her. 
 
    Kyle heard her coming through the house, talking with another woman. 
 
    The two women descended the stairs and faced Kyle. 
 
    “So this is him.” 
 
    “Yup. What do you think?” 
 
    “I think he’s perfect.” 
 
    Kyle said nothing. He was hoping Liz wold leave him and the strange woman alone so he could beg to be let loose, or even for the cops to be called. 
 
    His dreams were answered when Liz headed for the stairs and called back, “I’ll get us some drinks.” 
 
    “Lady, you got to help me.” 
 
    The lady moved closer to him, she wasn’t scared of him, but she was careful. She looked at his chest, eyed his penis, and nodded. Then: “Help you what?” she asked. 
 
    “Help me get out of here. I’m being held prisoner.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “You…you know?” 
 
    “Of course. Now close your mouth and let me think. There’s a bit of work to be done.” 
 
    “Work?” 
 
    But the woman said nothing more, just kept eyeing him like a slab of meat. 
 
    Liz returned with three glasses. She handed one to the other woman, and one to Kyle. “Well, here’s how,” chirped Liz. 
 
    The two women drank, and after a moment, so did Kyle. He hadn’t tasted alcohol for days, maybe weeks. He wasn’t sure how much time had passed. 
 
    It was delicious. Slight after taste, but…good. 
 
    Then the two girls discussed Kyle. 
 
    “How big do you want me to make them?” 
 
    “As big as you can.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” asked Kyle. 
 
    “I’ve always wanted to put a pair of Chyna 2000s on a man. This is going to be good.” 
 
    “What?” Kyle felt a little dizzy. It had been so long since he had drunk anything that the liquor had hit him quickly. 
 
    “Of course the liposuction will be more difficult. Boobs you just insert and hang. Liposuction is an art. You have to be careful you don’t suck out his pancreas or something.” 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    Kyle was having trouble thinking, but he figured out what was going on. They were planning on changing his body. “You can’t…do…do…this.” 
 
    What about his lips? Can you make them bigger?” 
 
    “Not a problem. When I get done his cheekbones will be higher, his butt will be bigger, he’ll be perfect!” 
 
    “What are you girls doing? You can’t…you…” 
 
    The last thing Kyle remembered was the girls giggling. 
 
      
 
    Where do people go when they sleep? This is an interesting question that has intrigued mankind for ages. 
 
    Are you unconscious? Are you dream walking? Something else? 
 
    All Kyle knew, upon awaking, was that something was different. 
 
    In fact, everything was different. His whole body was different. 
 
    It was dark, night time, and he couldn’t see a thing. He could feel…sensations. Lumps where there weren’t supposed to be lumps, bruises, and he realized that they must have dragged him upstairs, then back down. 
 
    But what had they wanted him upstairs for?” 
 
    Then he sat up in the chair and figured it out. 
 
    He had tits. 
 
    Big tits.  
 
    Chyna 2000s, if he remembered what the other woman had said. 
 
    And…the other woman…she must have been a doctor! She had implanted him, and his ass was swollen, was different to sit on, and…what the fuck had Liz done to him? 
 
    Then he noticed his groin. His dick was pulled back between his legs. He reached down and felt threads in the skin. They had…what had they…he felt all around and knew: they had sewn the head of his cock to his perineum. Just a little slit in the underside, a little slit over the perineum, and…his cock was disappeared. The head actually poked between his ass right below his anus. 
 
    He would have to sit to pee. 
 
    He would have to be careful when wiping. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled. But his throat hurt and his voice was soft and higher pitched. 
 
    “Hey!” But he knew he wouldn’t be heard. 
 
    He sat in the chair and waited for morning. 
 
      
 
    Liz skipped down the stairs like a little school girl. She was humming and happy and she came right to Kyle and asked, “How do you feel?” 
 
    The lights were on now, and there was a mirror up against the wall. He looked at the mirror, for the umpteenth time. “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Oh! Your voice! That’s perfect!” 
 
    “What did you do to it?” 
 
    “Well, you met my friend, the doctor. I paid her a ton of money, and she doesn’t know where we are, I blindfolded her when I brought her out, and when I took her back, but…” Liz blathered on, happy as a clam on a sedative, and Kyle’s mouth opened in stunned shock. 
 
    He had boobs. He had fat taken from his belly and put into his ass. His face had been lipo-sculptured. He had been…feminized! 
 
    And looking in the mirror, in the light of day, he could see it. 
 
    “Now you can try on some costumes!” Liz crowed. “And we bought you lingerie! And…oh, yeah, you have to wear a bra, especially now. We don’t want you to get stretch marks from saggy boobs. 
 
    She handed him a bra. 
 
    Kyle ran the bra around his waist. He fastened it, flipped it up and caught his boobs. 
 
    It was a big bra, FF cups, and it fit him perfectly. 
 
    “What about my cock?” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that. We did a little surgery, and she gave you a shot, you won’t be getting a boner for a month, by then everything will be nice and strong and you won’t rip anything loose. Don’t you just love it?” 
 
    “But I’m a guy!” he cried. “How can you do this to me?” 
 
    “Honey, I’m doing this for you. You’re going to be a star!” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a star! I want to…I want to…I want to go home!” 
 
    “Nonsense,” she dried his tears. “Now then. The set is finished, we have to start rehearsing.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shush now. I’ll go get you your outfit, and we need to fix your make up, and…we’ve got so much to do.” 
 
     
 
    His outfit was a bikini. A small bikini. More like two band aids and a cork bikini. 
 
    She watched as he put it on. 
 
    It covered his nipples, but just barely. 
 
    His groin looked like a female groin. 
 
    “Oh, this is wonderful. We’ll fuck you, and then you can turn and your dick will pop out, and—“ 
 
    “My dick isn’t going to be popping anywhere. You gave me something to make it limp, remember?” 
 
    “That’s not a problem. We’’ll give you a prosthetic. A fake dick, it will look just like your real dick, but it will be bigger.” 
 
    “You mean I’ll be fucking somebody, but…but…” 
 
    “But not with your dick,” she stood back and smiled proudly. 
 
    “But what about my dick?” 
 
    “Oh, you’ll eventually get to use it, but not for a while. And even then…we’ll probably do things to drain you, milk you, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “But…this is wrong!” 
 
    “Honey, this is right. When I left the business I could see the future. I saw trans women coming in. I saw LGTBQ people taking over. I made my money, but it was time to get out. Time to make room for the next wave, so to speak.” 
 
    “So you’re going to shoot me in a porn film, but it’s porn about…about…” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “About trans people? I’m going to be a trans porn star?” 
 
    “Isn’t it wonderful?” 
 
    Kyle fainted. 
 
      
 
    People began arriving a few days later. Porn stars. Camera men, make up and costumes and lighting and sound and…and they toured the basement. 
 
    “Wow! What a place? This is state of the art!” 
 
    Kyle begged the people coming. “Release me! I’m being held captive!” 
 
    Everybody grinned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    A tall actor, with a quite sizable peeny, said, “Liz told us you were a method actor, that you’re trying to throw yourself into the part. Man, she was right. I almost believed you.” 
 
    “What? No! You’ve got to believe me! I’m being held prisoner against my will! Save me!” 
 
    “Wow! You’re incredible. It’s going to be an honor to work with you, ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m not a woman!” 
 
    “That’s okay. You’ll fool everybody until they see the goods.” 
 
    The people came, they went. They ate dinner upstairs. They drank and partied raucously. 
 
    Kyle’s voice was healing nicely. It was still soft and high, but he cold yelled and even scream a bit. 
 
    But the people upstairs would hear him, pause for a second in admiration, then continue with their partying. 
 
    Liz came down, gave him a half pint of bourbon and a six pack. “No reason you shouldn’t party, too. Right?” 
 
    He quickly drank the bourbon, straight, then sipped on a Coke. 
 
    He was desperate. He had to escape! 
 
    But there seemed to be no way. 
 
     
 
    “Action!” Liz called out. 
 
    Kyle was tied to a bench, belly down, ass in the air. His cock wasn’t visible, but his asshole sure was. His boobs hung over the sides of the bench and his face, fully made up, was quite visible. 
 
    There were a crowd of people in the basement, but they were out of sight of the camera, behind a false wall, holding sound booms and controlling the lighting and working the cameras. 
 
    A sexy actress entered through a false door. She stopped. She faced Kyle. “Who are you?” 
 
    Kyle knew it was being filmed, and he knew his lines, but he tried to tell the truth. 
 
    “My name is Kyle! I tried to burglarize this house, but got caught. You’ve got to release me! I’m being held against my will!” 
 
    “Oh, honey, are you sure?” 
 
    “Of course I’m sure!” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” The girl pulled up a chair and sat in it. She reached down and cupped his breasts. “It really looks like you’re having fun.” 
 
    “No! Please! Release me!” 
 
    The woman reached her hand back and felt his round rump. “God, you’re so sexy,” she said. She leaned forward, his face was turned towards her, and she kissed him. 
 
    Kyle tried to speak, but his sounds were garbled by her mouth, and it sounded more like he was grunting in enjoyment. 
 
    Then she placed a finger in his crack. She began rimming him, spreading out a big glob of lube that had been placed there before the scene. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you feel wet!” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Kyle cried. 
 
    The woman stood up took down her pants, and a big dildo sprang up. 
 
    “Fortunately, I have the cure for wet pussies.” 
 
    “No! I’m a prisoner! I’m being held against my—ACK!” 
 
    The women pushed her strap on peeny into him. 
 
    Kyle wanted to cry out, but now he was breathless, unable to suck in more air. 
 
    “I knew it. You really want it!” 
 
    “No!” Kyle yelped. “Nu—ACK!” 
 
    Then: “Ah…ah…ah…!” 
 
    The woman fed her cock in, pulled it back, pushed it in. 
 
    Kyle’s eyes were bugging. He started moaning. 
 
    And the cameras rolled. 
 
      
 
    Several hours later, after several takes, the scene was over. 
 
    Kyle lay on the bench, his boobs hanging, his head hanging, his mind trying to figure things out. 
 
    All afternoon they had screwed him. Women, men, scene after scene. 
 
    And, by the end of the day he had realized that Liz had tricked him. 
 
    This wasn’t a movie about a man who escapes BDSM and lives happily ever after. 
 
    This was a movie about a man who tried to burglarize a house, was caught, and turned into a woman. 
 
    In trying to mess up the thing, in protesting and claiming his innocence, he had played right into Liz’s hands. 
 
    He had delivered impromptu lines ten times better than any actor could ever deliver scripted lines. 
 
    Upstairs, he could hear the party going. 
 
    People shouting toasts. Proclamations of never ending love. Laughter. 
 
    The door to the kitchen opened and Liz came down the stairs. 
 
    Kyle didn’t even look at her. His ass felt…bigger. Semen was dripping out of him. And…he was a prisoner in a sex scene. 
 
    Liz sat down in a chair next to him. “How you doing, Kyle?” 
 
    “Terrible.” 
 
    “Is it really that terrible?” 
 
    Kyle was silent. 
 
    “I was watching the last few scenes, and you seemed to really get into it. You enjoyed it.” 
 
    “I didn’t.” 
 
    “Would you like me to free you now?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay.” She stood up, took a key out of a pocket, and unlocked the cuffs. 
 
    Kyle stood up, rubbed his wrists, and stared at Liz. “Is this some kind of joke?” 
 
    “Nope. You’re free to go.” She sat in the chair and watched him. 
 
    “Just like that?” 
 
    “Just like that.” 
 
    Kyle started to move past her. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    Kyle stopped. He was breathing hard. The steps were right ahead of him. All he had to do was walk up them. 
 
    “If you want to hang around for the night I’ll pay you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Pay me?” 
 
    “One scene, which we will, with a little work, make into a movie. Ten thousand for the scene. If you choose to stay and help us with a few other scenes, none of which have sex in them, you will get one hundred thousand dollars.” 
 
    Kyle didn’t know how, but he was suddenly sitting in the chair he had been sitting in for the last few weeks. He was staring at Liz. “What?” 
 
    “That’s how you make money in the movie industry. Want to make a second movie? There will be some sort of scale based on how well the first movie does, but I think I can guarantee you at least two hundred thousand, and if you prove popular, which I believe you will, then within a year you’ll be pulling in a mill a movie. That doesn’t include personal appearances, promotions, endorsements, and so on. None of which you have to do, but all can be pretty lucrative. Especially for a fellow who’s dick is sewn to his body, has big boobs, and doesn’t mind taking it up the ass.” 
 
    Kyle was silent, absorbing, trying to understand. 
 
    “It was difficult the first time I took it up the heinie. And it must be more difficult for guys. But when you figure in the money, this day of torment just netted you ten K, with millions to come. And, admit it, be honest with me, it wasn’t that bad.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Was it?” she insisted. 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    She smiled. “Well, nobody’s leaving for the next couple of days, got a lot of work to do, and it’s a long walk to town, so come upstairs and join the party. Have a drink, get to know some of the people who have taken advantage of your rather fine ass.” 
 
    He nodded again. 
 
    “And, by the way, there’s a lot of people here, and all the bedrooms are filled. Would you mind sleeping with me?” 
 
    He stared, his heart suddenly bursting. 
 
    “Of course you won’t be able to cum, but maybe you could make me cum. Would you like that?” 
 
    Kyle’s mouth opened and closed, and he started to cry. 
 
    Liz held him then. She hugged him, and she whispered into his ear. “It’s okay, honey. Some day you’ll get your cock back, and then you’ll be able to fuck me. But, for right now…” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She took his hand and led him towards the stairs. 
 
    As they mounted the stairs his smile slowly began to creep out. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know anything about it.” 
 
    “Well it must mean something!” 
 
    Bob looked at Lois and sighed. 
 
    Bob was a slender fellow with a soft face and long, brown hair. He was holding an envelope and had just shrugged his shoulders. 
 
    Lois was the same height as Bob, weighed about as much, but her weight was in her boobs. Currently she was holding the paper that had been inside the envelope, and she was glaring at Bob.  
 
    “I have no idea what it means! Look, it came through the mail. You got the mail and opened it, and it is what it is.” 
 
    “But, listen to this: 
 
      
 
    “Dear Mr. Johnson,  
 
    we have recently had the opportunity to examine your medical records. Your DNA is unique, and you will shortly encounter certain medical issues. Please get in touch with our offices and arrange an appointment.” 
 
      
 
    Lois shook the paper in his face. “If you have medical problems then that concerns me, and I want to know! What medical problems do you have?” 
 
    “Honey, I have no medical problems. I have never heard of this company, ‘The Autogynephilia Group,’ and I don’t know who sent this letter!” 
 
    “Well somebody sent it, and I’m going to find out!” 
 
    “That’s easy enough to do. There’s a return address on the envelope, and there’s an address at the bottom of the page.” 
 
    “Good!” She snatched the envelope out of his hand. 
 
    He thought the argument was done, but it apparently wasn’t. “Now then, have you been with any hookers? Do you have an STD?” 
 
    Bob threw up his hands in exasperation. “I do NOT have any kind of a disease!” 
 
    “But you didn’t deny knowing hookers!” 
 
    “I deny it now! Honey, can you please give it a break? Find out about this stuff, then get back to me.” 
 
    Lois folded her arms under her ample chest and glared at him. “If I find out that you’ve…” and she continued, on and on, and just when it looked like she was done, she started up again. 
 
    Finally, since Lois wasn’t going to give up, he took the letter and the envelope and went into the computer room. 
 
     “Okay! Okay! I’ll find out about this thing! Just give me a break!” 
 
    Lois huffed off to the living room.  
 
    Bob sat down at the computer and powered up. Shortly he was on the net. He struck gold almost at once, but it was a strange kind of gold. 
 
    The Autogynephilia Group was nationwide. Their website had a contact page, but nothing else. 
 
    Bob frowned and sat back. WTF? 
 
    He leaned forward and typed in ‘autogynephilia.’ He got: 
 
      
 
    ‘Autogynephilia is the propensity of a male 
 
    to be sexually aroused by the thought 
 
    of himself as a female.’ 
 
      
 
    He blinked, and was actually a bit shocked. The page he was reading went on to describe autogynephilia as the underlying reason for such things as transvestism, MtF transexualism, and so on. 
 
    He read a ton of other stuff, but it was mostly the same type of gobbledegook. 
 
    Men who wanted to be woman. 
 
    And he had gotten a ‘warning notice’ that he might be…what? In the danger group? At risk of wanting to be a woman?  
 
    He had never heard anything so silly in his life! 
 
    He went back to the website and perused it again. 
 
    Just a couple of pages. Nothing but contact information. 
 
      
 
    If you feel any of the symptoms of autogynephilia 
 
    please contact us. 
 
      
 
    And a form. 
 
    Bob went into the kitchen and mixed a drink. He poured good bourbon into a glass filled with ice. Toped it with Coke, and sipped. 
 
    “Well? What did you find out?” Lois stood in the kitchen door. She was leaning against the jamb and focused on him. 
 
    Bob sighed. “It’s a scam. It’s some of group that says there is a medical condition…” Lois’s eyes opened wider, “whereby men want to turn into women.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Men want to turn—“ 
 
    I heard you! But why would they send a letter to you? Are they inviting you to join? Bob? Are you planning on turning into a woman?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Then why did this auto whatever group send you a letter!” 
 
    Bob sat at the kitchen table and listened to his wife carry on. 
 
    They had been married for ten years. They were both still young.  
 
    Lois was a most wonderful person, in the beginning. But lately she had become shrill, excitable, and she accused him of the craziest things. 
 
    Bob had loved her, but did he now? He didn’t know, what with all the blather she dumped on him. 
 
    He finally got tired of listening. He stood up and walked back to the computer room. 
 
    She followed him. “What are you doing? Where are you going? Are you planning on joining this Auto society or whatever it is?” 
 
    He turned, fed up, and said, “Yes, dear. I’m going to join the Autogynephilia Group. I’m going to change into a woman, and you know why?” 
 
    She backed up and blinked. 
 
    “Because if you can’t lick ‘em…join ‘em!” 
 
    Then he stepped into the computer room and closed the door. 
 
    He sat down. He heard Lois’s footsteps retreating. 
 
    He didn’t mean to be snippy, but he was tired of the constant badgering. 
 
    Turning into a woman. Holy Heysoos on a 100 foot bungee jump with a 110 foot bungee cord! 
 
    He stared at the computer screen. 
 
    The Autogynephilia Group website was still open. 
 
    It had pictures of beautiful women. Were they once men? And, what did they really want?” 
 
    Suddenly, he opened the contact form. 
 
    He shouldn’t, he knew. He was just irritated with Lois, and he should just shut the computer down and go watch TV or something. 
 
    But he opened it and began filling it out. 
 
    They didn’t require any special information, just the regular stuff that was already all over the internet. 
 
    They didn’t ask for donations. They didn’t say anything except they would contact him through the internet. 
 
    Fine. Let them contact him. He didn’t have to answer any emails if they proved to be kooks. 
 
    He finished filling out the form and sent it. 
 
    There! 
 
    Let Lois deal with that! 
 
    Then he want back into the kitchen and poured himself another drink. 
 
    And he smiled. 
 
    He had done something that was sort of stupid, but it made him feel good. 
 
    Men turning into women. Medical problems. Bullshit. 
 
    What a scam. 
 
    And, so thinking, he went into the TV room. Lois was gone to bed, and he tuned in a porn channel. 
 
    He would be in trouble if she came out and caught him watching porn, but he didn’t care. 
 
    He was going to join a group that would change him into a woman! 
 
    Ha! 
 
    What a load of pure, unadulterated, grade AAA bullstuff! 
 
      
 
    The next day he woke up and Lois had already gone to work. She worked in a women’s shop that specialized in fashion. Lingerie, dresses, even shoes. 
 
    He stretched, yawned, and took a shower. 
 
    The porn had been good on the night previous, so he soaped up old faithful and gave it a ride. He always liked to do that when Lois got a little too rambunctious. 
 
    He sighed. She had been such a nice person when they met. But, lately…argh! 
 
    Relaxed, and drained, he went into the computer room and went to work. 
 
    He did internet financing. He used to play cards, but he discovered that Wall Street was much easier, and a more sure thing. 
 
    He had started with penny stocks, mastered it quickly, then moved into regular stocks. 
 
    The business tended to be a little up and down, but it was more up and than down, so Bob was happy. He was able to live, and his statistics were rising, and he would be pretty well off within a couple of years. 
 
    He opened his mail and saw the email from The Autogynephilia Group right away. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    He had thought it a joke, but he better delete them from his list of contacts. He didn’t want junkmail, spam, or letters from people who wore tinfoil yarmulkes 
 
    He reached out to send The Auto Group into internet oblivion forever, and hesitated. 
 
    They were cuckoo people, that was for sure. Probably believed the earth was flat, that Oswald had pulled the trigger, that elections had never been stolen. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    But why not string them along for a while? Have a little laugh as they spewed their garbage. 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    He opened the email. 
 
     
 
    Hi, Bob. My name is Marcy and I will be your only contact in The Autogynephilia Group. I understand that you received a notice from us, that you might be in an at risk group. I thank you for taking this seriously. 
 
    As you might imagine, we get a lot of kooks trying to join our group, and we are very careful in our membership. 
 
    Could you please answer the following questions so that we might be sure that you are a serious person, and that you really are at risk of contracting Autogynephilia? 
 
    Thanks ever so much. 
 
    Just respond to this email, or email me at:  
 
      
 
    Marcie@TheAutogynephiliaGroup.com 
 
     
 
    Your friend, 
 
    Marcie. 
 
      
 
    Bob blinked. For a bunch of kooks they seemed pretty sincere. Again, he thought about just opting out, but his curiosity was aroused. 
 
    Without thinking, he began answering the questions on the email. 
 
      
 
    Bob worked hard, read articles, chatted with other internet financiers,  shifted his investments around, and was done in a couple of hours. 
 
    He could spend all day doing this kind of stuff, but he found it kind of draining. 
 
    So he watched Humphrey Bogart in The Maltese Falcon, and he cooked a little popcorn and drank some Pepsi, and enjoyed his life. 
 
    The only thing he didn’t enjoy was the fact that Lois was due home, and he sure hoped she wasn’t in a mood. 
 
    He hated going around with her on some silly point. 
 
    Lord knew he couldn’t tell her that he had been in touch with the Auto people. 
 
    Man, she’d hit the roof if she knew that. 
 
    She was a die hard church goer, and she believed that just about everything except her church would send you straight to Hell. 
 
    But, that one worry aside, that she would come home early and get upset because he wasn’t slaving his fingers to the bones, and was, instead, watching Elisha Cook and Sydney Greenstreet do their impeccable characters, and Humphrey taking Mary Astor apart. 
 
    Zowie! They didn’t make movies like this any more. 
 
      
 
    The next day Bob opened up his mail and saw it: another letter from the Auto guys, but specifically from the girl named Marcie. 
 
    A smile on his face, thinking of himself as quite clever, he opened the email and read: 
 
      
 
    Hi, Bob.  
 
    Thank you for answering my letter, and thank you for filling out the questionnaire. I would like to assure you at this time that your answers indicate that you are not at serious risk. 
 
    There is risk, to be sure, but it is so low in your case that we feel there is no need to continue with you. 
 
    If your situation changes in the future, if you start manifesting female characteristics, please let us know. Keep our address on file, and remember that you may contact me directly at any time. 
 
    Again, you are not at risk of Autogynephilia, and we wish you a long and healthy life. 
 
    Marcie 
 
      
 
    Bob stared at the letter. What the heck kind of scam was this? They didn’t ask for donations or anything! What did they really want? 
 
    He almost felt disappointed. Like he had been rejected. 
 
    Which was silly. 
 
    Rejected from contacting some weird health problem? Or whatever? 
 
    Bull puckey. 
 
    He deleted her letter and went to work. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. Lois was a bit excitable, but he managed to keep things calm at the old homestead. 
 
    Business was good, and he figured he’d make a million this year, and that sure would take the pressure off him. 
 
    When Spring Break arrived he decided to take a vacation. 
 
    Lois could get some time off, he made travel arrangements, and headed down to Cancun. 
 
    Cancun, where beach bunnies hopped, where the water was always perfect, and where he could just lay on the sands and snort Margaritas. 
 
    Came the date and they made the airplane, and were shortly in the air. 
 
    Lois was in a fine mood. Going on vacation took her out of the daily grind and she was her old self. Happy, ebullient, cheerful. She even stroked him on the plane, under a blanket, and promised to give him a blow job every day. 
 
    This was a change. She had lost a lot of interest in sex, and…this was great. 
 
    Bob, needless to say, loved sex. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment was that Bob’s chest hurt. Not bad, but an itch around the nipples. 
 
    Lois thought that was funny and she kept pinching him…until he developed a bad mood and sulked. 
 
    They landed and headed for a beach hotel. They wound up at the Mayan Monkey. Five star service, swimming pools, a white sand beach and all the sun they could soak up. 
 
    Bob tipped the bellhop and went out on the balcony. 
 
    Incredible. 
 
    Beer arrived and he and Lois sat on the patio and looked down on the peasants. And Lois reached over to his lap. “You’ve got too many clothes on, lover.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” blurted Bob. “Who dressed me?” 
 
    She giggled, and they began taking off clothes, making out, drinking more beer, and edging into the luxury suite. 
 
    Bob crawled on the bed, supremely happy, and Lois snuggled against him. They kissed, and he felt her breasts. 
 
    God, he loved her boobs. So big, so delicious. 
 
    She touched his. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    She moved back? Are you okay? What’d I do?” 
 
    “My nipple hurts.” 
 
    He looked down at it. It was his right one, and it was sore and swollen. Not badly swollen, but how often does a nipple swell. 
 
    Lois grinned. “Want me to kiss it and make it better?” 
 
    Bob touched his left nipple. “Ow,” he said. “That one hurts, too.” 
 
    Lois sat up on the bed. “Well, that’s weird. Do you think you contracted some weird Mexican virus or something?” 
 
    “What kind of virus affects only the nipples?” 
 
    Lois leaned back and stared at his chest. 
 
    “Your chest is sort of puffy.” 
 
    “Puffy?” 
 
    “Well, swollen. I mean, not bad, but…” 
 
    He stood up and went in front of a mirror. 
 
    His pectorals were swollen. 
 
    He touched the flesh around his nipple. It didn’t hurt. Only his nipple hurt. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he whispered to himself. 
 
    Lois stood next to him, looked at the mirror. 
 
    She smiled, then reached for his dick. “How about this? Is that swollen?” 
 
    It was, and she grabbed it and squeezed it. 
 
    “Oh,” Bob moaned.  
 
    “I guess things being all swollen isn’t always bad. Eh?” 
 
    “I guess not,” he turned to her, engulfed her, and kissed her mouth. 
 
    And Lois was very careful not to touch his nipples. 
 
      
 
    The days passed slowly. They lay at the pool, dipped in the ocean, walked around town at night and hit the hot spots. 
 
    Bob’s nipples stayed sore. Maybe even got a bit worse. 
 
    Lois put bandages over them to protect them from the rubbing of his shirt. 
 
    “Where’d you learn how to do that?” he asked, staring at the criss crossed band aids on his nipples. 
 
    “Running marathons,” she answered. 
 
    And his chest looked like it was puffing up. Not a lot, but…it was like the material around his nipples was swelling, becoming mound-like. 
 
    She smiled, cupped his flesh, and said, “This keeps up you’ll need a bra.” 
 
    That shocked him. 
 
    “They’re not that big!” 
 
    “Well, they are bigger. They’re at least an A cup.” 
 
    “They are not!” 
 
    She faced him and spoke seriously. “Honey, if your boobs don’t go down then I’m going to buy you a training bra.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked. 
 
    But she turned away, went to the phone and ordered more drinks. It was like she had dropped a bomb, then run for cover. 
 
    They drank, headed for the pool, and Bob sat on the lounge chair and was aware of his chest. 
 
    There had to be something wrong with him. Maybe that thing…Gynecomastia. But that was common with boys, pre-puberty. 
 
    What could it be? 
 
    But, if his chest hurt, and seemed to be swelling, there was good news. Lois had stopped being a bitch. She treated him kindly, even had sex with him, and it was like when they first got married. 
 
    Vacation was over, and they headed for the plane and the trip home. 
 
    They were tan, alcohol was in their bloodstream, and they were totally happy. 
 
    Except that his nipples still hurt, and his breasts were…breasts. 
 
      
 
    When they arrived home Bob called the doctor and made an appointment. On a Wednesday he met with his doctor and showed him his boobs. 
 
    The doctor, a woman, frowned, and touched him, and listened to his heart and took blood samples and everything, but she didn’t have much of an opinion as to what he had grown breasts. 
 
    He was buttoning up his shirt, getting ready to leave, and he thought of something. “Doc? Who has access to my medical records?” 
 
    “My staff, other doctors that have been referred. We share them with hospitals, specifically if you go to one. but, outside of that,” she shrugged. 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    “And insurance companies.” She snapped her fingers. “Insurance companies do extensive studies. Normally they don’t access individual records, they just collect statistics. But…if they wanted to, insurance companies could get into your records. Why?” 
 
    “Oh, no reason. I was just curious.” 
 
    She nodded, and he left. 
 
     
 
    He returned home, and he was now curious. He was growing tits, and he had suddenly thought of The Autogynephilia Group. 
 
    They had said they had checked his medical records. But…how? 
 
    Were they part of some big, insurance group? 
 
    But he had no way of knowing, unless he contacted them again. 
 
    And the truth was that he wasn’t thinking of them accessing his medical records, he was thinking of how he had been at risk, then wasn’t, and now…probably was. 
 
    Now he had one of the symptoms. He was growing breasts. That was definitely a male to female thing. 
 
    So what how they had diagnosed him. Heck, maybe it even was a spam letter designed to cull a couple of idiots. 
 
    But the fact was, he needed to contact them. 
 
    He would be able to shuffle them off if they were a scam, but if they were real…he now needed them. 
 
    He went into the computer room and powered up. 
 
    He had thrown away the letter, but he remembered their website, and the name ‘Marcie,’ so he wrote an email to Marcie. 
 
      
 
    Dear Marcie, 
 
    Please excuse me bothering you, but I seem to have a case of gynecomastia. Is this one of the conditions that your group looks for when assessing whether a person is at risk or not? 
 
    Thanks for your help 
 
    Bob Johnson 
 
      
 
    He sent the email, then headed for the bedroom. He wanted to rest a bit, and think through his problem. Unfortunately, Lois was there, and she wasn’t going to let him rest. 
 
    “Bob, I bought you a couple of bras. A selection, and you can choose which ones feel right.” 
 
    “I don’t want to wear a bra.” 
 
    She sat him down and spoke seriously. 
 
    “Bob, breasts weigh a bit. If you don’t wear a bra you can damage your muscles. At the least, your skin will sag and you will get stretch marks. Do you want to be all stretchy?” 
 
    “Well, no. But I don’t think—“ 
 
    “You don’t have to think. You just have to pay attention to those who have gone before you. I have tits. I have had them for twenty years. I know about stretch marks, and mammary glands, and bras. You may think you are losing your manhood, or something, and I don’t care. All I care about is making sure your body stays healthy.” 
 
    She handed Bob a bra. It was flimsy, it wouldn’t support, it would just cover. It was a training bra, a brassiere that would help him get used to wearing a bra. 
 
    Bob took it, looked at it, and felt a shudder deep within. 
 
    This was assaulting his very manhood. He was firmly convinced that putting on a bra would somehow compromise his manliness. 
 
    Still, he didn’t have much choice. Lois was glaring at him, and he didn’t want her to go back to being a bitch. 
 
    Besides, what was the big deal? He would wear one, and he would wear shirts that would conceal the bra outside, and…what was the big deal? 
 
    He put the bra on. 
 
    Surprisingly, it felt good. 
 
    It did support him. A little bit. And that helped his back and his belly and everything. 
 
    He felt funny, of course, but that was okay. 
 
    “Now the matching panties.” 
 
    Bob jerked his head towards Lois. 
 
    “Gotcha,” and she started laughing. 
 
    But for Bob it was not a laughing matter. 
 
      
 
    Bob read the email. 
 
      
 
    Dear Bob. 
 
    Marcie here. Thank you for your email. If you are truly manifesting breast tissue it is imperative that we speak. Your low risk status has been upgraded to high risk. Would you welcome a phone call from me? Or you can call me at 917-234-4762 at your convenience. 
 
    And, so you are not alarmed, we are accustomed to dealing with cases like yours. Usually this entails a short visit to one of our facilities. Your wife may accompany you, although, due to your condition and necessary scheduling, she may be staying in a different part of the facility. 
 
    Please, let me know. 
 
    I look forward to hearing from you. 
 
    Marcie 
 
      
 
    PS ~ If you can send me pictures of your breasts that would be appreciated, but I understand if you are reticent. 
 
      
 
    Bob stared and stared at the computer screen. 
 
    Then he looked down at his chest. When he had returned from Mexico he had been less than an A cup, but not by much. Now he was a B cup. Solid. And he was wearing a sexy bra. 
 
    He felt his boobs. They were, even though not large, hefty. And while his nipples didn’t hurt so much, they were still tender. 
 
    And they were bigger. Much bigger. 
 
    In fact, he suspected his nipples were bigger than his wife’s! 
 
    He looked at the email again. No request for money. Just a friendly attitude, light cause for worry, a call to action, but only a phone call. 
 
    A single phone call. 
 
    He sat for an hour and stared. Then he made up his mind. 
 
    He took off his shirt, set up the computer to take pictures, and took shots of his chest. 
 
    With bra. Without. Front and side. 
 
    Looking at the pictures he was dismayed. 
 
    He really did have tits. And he was going to have to speak to Lois. His bra was sort of pointy. He wanted a bra that would hide his charms. The bras she had given him held him high and shaped his breasts in a very feminine manner. 
 
    He was a man! Dammit! 
 
    But…with tits. 
 
    He sagged in his swivel chair, then reached for the telephone. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Bob.” 
 
    Her voice was contralto, and it sounded sort of sexy. Not intentionally sexy, just by the way sexy. 
 
    “You’ve got my number.” He tried to speak in a normal voice, but it came out a little ragged. 
 
    “Ah, this day and age,” she commiserated. “Everybody’s got everybody’s number.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” He was giving lines like he was in a bad movie. He didn’t know what to say. Marcie seemed to understand, however. 
 
    “I’m sorry your situation accelerated, but The Autogynephilia Group can help you.” 
 
    “You can?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And, just so you know up front, we don’t have fees. Everything is free.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We have backers, usually people have been in your position. I give you fair warning, however, once we have helped you deal with your problem one of our people discuss donations with you.” 
 
    “Donations.” 
 
    “You are free to refuse, and they will accept whatever answer you choose to give. But we’re ahead of ourselves. Were you able to take pictures of your development?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Can you send them along? Or is that too forward.” 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    Bob opened an email, made the attachments, and pressed the ‘send ‘box. 
 
    A moment later Marcie said, “Got ‘em. Okay, let me open them, and…Oh my. You really have developed.” 
 
    “Is there…is there anything you can do?” 
 
    “Of course there is. You have several options.” 
 
    “Such as?” 
 
    “You can opt for surgery, get a mastectomy.” 
 
    Bob didn’t like that. He was averse to knives being used on his healthy body. 
 
    “Or you can learn to live with it. We will of course, offer advice on foods you should eat, and foods you should avoid. We also have a complete program of vitamins, hormone therapy, and so on.” 
 
    Bob didn’t like that, either. He didn’t want to end up on a diet of spinach and wheat cakes. Taking a pill, however, that was a possibility. Better living through chemistry. Take a pill and problem solved. He liked that. 
 
    “The final option is a visit to our facility. We have a large facility, out in the country, quite beautiful, long walks in the woods, swimming, tennis courts, all manner of programs to help you achieve your goal of a healthy body. 
 
    Bob thought about it. He had just come back from Mexico, he could afford such a jaunt, but he was leery. There had to be hidden costs. And what could they do that they couldn’t do through the mail? 
 
    Pills. Yeah. 
 
    Trip to a ‘facility’ upstate, nah. 
 
    “Could we try the pill approach?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I do caution you, however, if the pills fail, then you will have no other option than to visit us.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “So, let’s get this started, I have a big questionnaire here. Some of the questions may be embarrassing. Are you ready? 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    The questions started out with height and weight, medical history, blah, blah, blah. 
 
    After he had confessed that his third aunt on his cousin’s side had once had cancer, the questions became more…interesting. 
 
    “This is to ascertain your sexual habits. Okay, Bob?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Do you masturbate?” 
 
    He answered, and the race was on. 
 
    “How often?” 
 
    “How much do you cum?” 
 
    “Do you ever touch your rectum during sex? This is with your wife or by yourself.” 
 
    “Do you lust after other women?” 
 
    “Have you ever cheated on your wife?” 
 
    “Do you fantasize while making love?” 
 
    “Do you…” 
 
    Eventually the embarrassment of answering such questions faded. 
 
    Then, the questions done, Marcie said: “Okay, Bob. I’ll shoot these questions over to the appropriate department, and they’ll prescribe the medicine you need, and you should be getting a package in a few days.” 
 
    “Really? That fast?” 
 
    “Oh, I forgot. Forgive me, but we’ll need a sample of your DNA. Blood would be best, but saliva will do.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    Bob agreed, and that was it. Except that he had to get a DNA kit and send either blood or saliva. That might stall the process for a few days, but he was still looking at a week to ten days, fourteen at most. 
 
    Bob hung up. 
 
      
 
    Bob sent his DNA sample, blood, and two weeks later his pills arrived. 
 
    It was only a couple of pills a day, twice a day. Not bad if they really could reduce his breast size. 
 
    And he did need a reduction. His boobs were up to C cups. And Lois seemed set on making him wearing sexy pointer type bras. 
 
    And she liked to feel his breasts, and she made silly remarks about him having to go through puberty at his age. 
 
    While he didn’t appreciate her humor, he did like having his breasts fondled. His nipples had stopped being sore. They were big, that was for sure, but they didn’t seem to be getting any bigger. 
 
    It was like his nipples grew first, then his breasts, because now his breasts were a little sore and he had to keep asking Lois to massage them. 
 
    Lois smiled and massaged, and loved it. She loved to feel his cones. She used both hands, and she even offered to suck his big nipples. 
 
    “What?” he turned red-faced at her request. 
 
    “Hey, it’s just a ’kiss it and make it better,’ right?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    And then she proceeded to place her mouth on him and she sucked. And licked, and ran her tongue around, and used her fingers to gentle rub and flick them. 
 
    All of which caused his dingus to respond. 
 
    But when he tried to make love to her she refused. 
 
    “Sorry, honey. Got a headache.” 
 
    And she sucked on his nipples and looked up at him. 
 
    It felt good. And he would frequently just lay back and enjoy the feeling of her mouth on him. 
 
      
 
    He took his pills daily. Two, little white objects. Went down easy. And he waited. 
 
    But his boobs didn’t suddenly shrink. 
 
    In truth, he was a little bit dubious. He figured the pills would eventually work, but he would have to be patient. 
 
    And while he waited he enjoyed Lois’s attentions. 
 
     
 
    A month passed, and he knew he was in trouble. 
 
    His boobs hadn’t shrunk, they had grown larger! 
 
    He was now the proud possessor of D cups! 
 
    He wore a sturdy bra everywhere, and everywhere wasn’t too much of anywhere. He was hiding in his house, afraid to go out. People would stare, they would point. ‘There’s the man with big boobers!’ They would laugh at him! 
 
    So he stayed home and watched his breasts grow larger and larger, and finally he had had enough. 
 
      
 
    “Marcie, the pills aren’t working. Well, maybe they’re working. I’m getting bigger. Am I supposed to grow larger?” 
 
    “Oh, Bob. I’m sorry to hear that. The pills almost always work, but one in ten thousand will have an adverse reaction, and it sounds like you just won the lottery that you didn’t want to win.” 
 
    “Oh, no! What am I going to do?” 
 
    “Bob…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You’re going to have to come see us.” 
 
    Bob gulped.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The Autogynephilia Group facility was as Marcie described it. Hundreds of wooded acres in upstate New York. 
 
    He had flown over it on the plane coming in, and he could see the tennis courts, basketball courts, swimming pools, and a couple of large hotel type structures. 
 
    And lots of smaller buildings. 
 
    He was afraid. He had bound his breasts, worn a thick jacket, and he was still stacked. 
 
    And Lois had decided not to come with him. 
 
    “This is about you, Bob. I’d just be a distraction.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “So you go, and you do anything and everything they say. Don’t get all pissy and throw a hissy fit…” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “These are the people that can help you, so…whatever they ask…you do it. You got that?” 
 
    He grinned a sickly smile. “What if they ask me to make love to—“ 
 
    “Then you do it!” Lois snapped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We both know that your point is silly, they would never ask you to do something like that. But, if they did…then you don’t hesitate.” 
 
    “And you’d understand?” 
 
    “Of course I would, honey. We’re in this together!” 
 
    So he got on the plane and waved good bye, and he flew over the property, and the plane landed at the airport. 
 
    He walked through the terminal and saw a girl with a big sign. “Bob Johnson!” 
 
    He put on a smile. 
 
    “Are you Marcie?” 
 
    “I am! And you are Bob!” She hugged him. He stiffened, then relaxed. 
 
    She linked arms with him, and they proceeded to baggage claims. “Gosh, I didn’t need this sign, I just had to look for the handsomest man in the terminal.” 
 
    Bob turned a little red, but it was a nice red. “I’m not that handsome.” 
 
    “No, you’re not.”  
 
    he looked at her. 
 
    “You’re more beautiful than handsome.” 
 
    Then he did blush. 
 
     
 
    They got into a car and Marcie headed out. She took the scenic route, around a lake, through woods, over a bit of curvy hills, and she pointed out the sights, and eventually they talked about the facility. 
 
    “TAG, that’s what we call The Autogynephilia Group, owns all this land. We’re planning on expanding, too.” 
 
    Bob murmured, “Are there that many people with my problem?” 
 
    “Bob, do you know what ‘herd immunity’ is?” 
 
    “Isn’t that the COVID thing? Scientists say that if enough people contract the disease then the whole herd of humanity will become more resistant?” 
 
    “Exactly. Well, TAG was formed because mankind, on the whole, seems to be changing. You can’t properly call it herd immunity, but it is a herd ‘change.’ The long answer to your question is just that, too long. The short answer is that mankind is changing. More and more men are encountering your condition. We anticipate an influx of unprecedented proportion over the coming years.” 
 
    Bob was silent. 
 
    Marcie chuckled, be it a bit ruefully. “Not something you really wanted to hear, is it?” 
 
    “Not really. So what do you do about it? At the facility, I mean?” 
 
    “First, there will be counseling sessions. Then you will be individually analyzed, and a solution offered to you.” 
 
    “What kind of solution?” 
 
    “That depends on you. All solutions are tailored to the individual. But I can give you the main solutions.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “You can fight, get surgery, increase exercise, that sort of thing. It’s not too effective, once a man is undergoing changes, but that’s one. 
 
    “Second, you can learn to live with it. You can stay a man and learn to live with breasts and…other changes.” 
 
    Boob listened avidly, but he knew he was missing something. Something she said… 
 
    “Third, you can go with it.” 
 
    “Go with it?” 
 
    “Embrace your femininity. Become female. Learn to be a woman.” 
 
    Now Bob was silent. Embrace your femininity? Everything in him was telling him to fight it. And here she was telling him to go with it. 
 
     
 
    They arrived at the facility and Bob was shown around the grounds. He was encouraged to swim, to partake of group activities, play sports, take long walks, and so on. 
 
    He would be interviewed a few times over the next couple of days, then he would be selected for a program and be expected to throw himself into it. No rest for the wicked then. 
 
    So he did. He took the long walks. He swam. And he met people. 
 
    There were a lot of people on the TAG properties, and they formed up into groups. 
 
    There were the people like him, going through interviews and analysis. 
 
    There were people who were dealing with having boobs. Some of them were looking forward to surgery. Others were discussing hormone treatment amongst themselves. 
 
    And then there was a second big building on the TAG ‘campus.’ This building was off limits. No access to the grounds, apart, and even patrolled by women in uniforms. Women who held tasers and smiled a lot. 
 
    That building made Bob nervous. But it was outside the scope of his activities, and he was being interviewed, so…who cared? 
 
    He cared, when he was called in for his final interview. 
 
      
 
    “Bob, you’re up for your final interview. Let’s go over to Building B.’ 
 
    Building B. The isolated building. 
 
    But Bob didn’t think anything of it. He was just going along to get along. There were a lot of men like him at the facility, and they talked and joked and…no big deal. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Marcie walked him along a lone path to Building B. They chatted of this and that, and Bob commented. “Building B. The big secret building.” 
 
    Marcie chuckled. “Yes, I suppose it seems that way.” 
 
    They approached the front door and a female security person opened the door for them, smiled, and they entered. 
 
    There were more security personnel inside the building. They wore black pencil skirts, blouses and short jackets. They were all well built, sexy but with muscles. They had badges, which was interesting, and Bob leaned to Marcie and asked, “What do the badges on these girls mean? 
 
    “That one, the fist in the palm of the hand, it means she’s been trained in hand to hand. The little silver gun means they’ve been trained in firearms. That nunchuk means…” 
 
    She went over the badges, and Bob commented, “Seems like they’re training for war. Do you really need a little army?” 
 
    “You’d be surprised. There are people who don’t want to go along with the program, in spite of agreeing to it in the beginning. There is also the threat from outside agencies who disagree with what we’re doing. And, of course, society is changing. It is not out of the realm of possibility that a crowd of outraged citizens could march up to the front door, screaming and holding nooses. 
 
    Bob laughed. “Now I know you’re kidding.” 
 
    Marcie let him laugh. 
 
    “Bob Johnson?” 
 
    Bob and Marcie walked up to the front desk. 
 
    “Room 111, down the corridor through the security doors.” 
 
    “Thank you,” answered Marcie, and she walked to the security doors with him. 
 
    “Well, Bob, this is where I stop, but you’ll be in good hands.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll see you later then.” 
 
    Marcy didn’t answer, just smiled, then Bob was being ushered through the doors. 
 
    A tall woman in the black, security uniform stepped in next to him. She was taller than him, and walked with a confidence that permeated the air about her. 
 
    “Hi,” said Bob. 
 
    She smiled. “Hello, Bob.” 
 
    Down the corridor, through a few more sets of doors, then into a room. 111. 
 
    The room was mostly bare, only a table and a few chairs, and three women sitting behind the table. 
 
    “Hello, Bob.” The woman in the center indicated the chair in front of the table. 
 
    Bob sat, and the tall woman in black with all the symbols for fighting and shooting and such stood behind him. 
 
    Actually, she made him sort of nervous, but shortly his attention was on the women behind the table. 
 
    “Bob, thank you for finding us, and we will do our best for you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “We’ve gone over your tests, and I’m happy to say we have the perfect option for you.” 
 
    Bob smiled. These girls were pretty sober, but he was glad to know that his chesty problem was about to be resolved. 
 
    “As you know, many people fight their development. They are unhappy, but we help them, even perform surgery, and…and they live their lives. They aren’t usually happy, but they are limited in their choices, and they have made them. 
 
    “Many people learn how to live with their breasts…and the other developments that often occur.” 
 
    Bob frowned. What other developments? He didn’t have a chance to ask, however. 
 
    “In your case, there is only one option. Your mental adaptability has been measured, the fact that you have grown breasts without any stimulus, and you only fit into one category.” 
 
    Bob tilted his head slightly. This was supposed to be happy, but these women were like robots. Automatons handing out fortunes that weren’t always to the customer’s liking. 
 
    “Bob, it is the judgment of this committee that you will be aided in your development. You will receive proper training, and you will become a woman.” 
 
    Something popped in Bob’s head. 
 
    Little niggles naggled in his mind. 
 
    Become a woman. 
 
    Other options. 
 
    An isolated building…but he couldn’t grok it. He couldn’t digest it and figure it out. 
 
    Her words were as the Greek language to him. Or maybe Pig Latin as spoken by horses. 
 
    It just didn’t make sense. 
 
    The mind, under stress, refuses certain things. His mind made the refusal and he said, “So when am I going home?” 
 
    The three women behind the table exchanged subtle glances. 
 
    “I don’t think you understand, Bob. You will be staying at this building until you have become a woman, and have made all necessary adaptions in your thinking.” 
 
    Bob still didn’t get it. His mind was doing things, facts and patterns were swirling around inside, but…he didn’t grasp the whole picture. 
 
    He stood up. “Well, I’ll be going now.” 
 
    The three woman stood up and moved back from the table. 
 
    Bob turned, and was put in an armlock by the tall guard behind him. She held him firmly, but gently. He could feel her large breasts pressing down on him. He could smell her delicate perfume. 
 
    “Let me go,” he spoke patiently. 
 
    “We’re going through that door to the left. Okay, Bob?” 
 
    Bob struggled. 
 
    Bob was propelled across the room towards the door. 
 
    He tried to go dead weight, but the woman holding him shifted her grip and he was suddenly in a jointlock, and when she twisted his wrist it hurt! 
 
    “OW! Let go!” 
 
    He tried to kick her, but she just moved him along. 
 
    He tried to bite her, but she grabbed his hair and he was passing through the door. A guard on the other side of the door moved in to help the first guard. 
 
    “Hey, Brenda. Got a live one, eh?” 
 
    “Hi, Ruth. Meet Bob. He’s been assigned to our section.” 
 
    Now both women had him, their arms twisted his, and he walked between them on his tip toes. The pain was sufficient that he couldn't talk. 
 
    They walked him down the hall and into the first room on the right. They turned and sat him down in a chair. The chair was nailed to the floor and had armrests. There were leather straps on the armrests. 
 
    The guards strapped his arms down, strapped his ankles to the legs of the chair, and a single strap was placed around his neck. 
 
    He could move, but not by much. 
 
    Free from their grasp, he tried to kick, and even spat, but the guards were true professionals. They avoided his antics and took places behind him. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on? I demand that you release me!” 
 
    The door opened and a doctor entered the room. Like the guards, she had full, firm breasts. She was wearing a white lab coat, however.  
 
    “Hello, Bob. I’m here to examine you.” 
 
    “Who the fuck are you? Get me out of here! I want a lawyer!” 
 
    The doctor stood in front of him, made marks on a clipboard and said, “I’m a doctor, Bob. I have no combat badges, so if you get rough with me Ruth or Brenda will handle you for me. They have orders to be as gentle as possible, but if you harm a non-combatant employee of TAG…they will tend to be a little rougher.” 
 
    Bob listened, was incredulous, and began screaming. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His head lolled to the side. He turned, as best he could with the leather strap around his neck, and stared at Ruth. She had hit him, and now she was smiling with an apologetic look on her face. 
 
    “Okay, you’re probably confused,” the doctor had a syringe and was pointing it into a small bottle. She pulled out the plunger and the syringe filled. “and I can answer a lot of questions. Shush for a moment and I’ll explain what is happening.” 
 
    Bob glared at her, but he no longer made loud noises. He didn’t want to get slapped on the head again. 
 
    The doctor said to the guards. “Please remove his clothes.” 
 
    “What?” Bob shrieked. 
 
    “While they remove your clothes, Bob, listen to me.” 
 
    The guards produced box cutters and sliced his clothes off neatly and efficiently. 
 
    “I know you understand the concept of ‘herd immunity,’ and that is what is happening to the human race. If you examine the DNA of man you will realize that woman are XX. Men are XY, or an X and a half. Our race has progressed to a certain point, and men are no longer as vitally needed. Sure, in the beginning we needed them. Procreation. Reproduction of species.This is all very understandable. But we don’t need as many men, and the DNA of our race, through a variation of ‘herd immunity,’ is weeding out the men, changing them into women. Not all men, certain alpha men will resist the change, they will be responsible for impregnating certain females, and the race will go on. And a certain number of men, a low number, will be born and become Alpha. That leaves the rest of the men. A large percentage of the men will change partially. They will be guided, and they will be available to service women. They will be mules, unable to impregnate, but available for sexual service. Many of them won’t even be able to have orgasms, but they will keep women who require or prefer the sexual act happy. That leaves a small percentage of men who will change all the way. Men like you.” 
 
    “What?” Bob blurted. He was totally overwhelmed by what he was being told. 
 
    “Bob, I really must congratulate you. You won’t remain a breeder, or become a servant. You will undergo the complete change. You will become a woman. Call it good genes, call it karma, call it living right…whatever…your body is changing. Any hormones we have given it, or will give it, will enable the change to happen faster. But you are changing on your own. You started growing breasts without benefit of any stimuli. Bob, you are a woman.” 
 
    Bob stared, and the words were translating into concepts in his mind. “I don’t…you can’t…” and then he said something truly inane, “This isn’t in the constitution.” 
 
    One of the guards snickered, both guards found that statement funny. The doctor’s lips twisted in a quirky grin, and she explained, “Bob, the constitution is for the ruling of people. Men and women. It is not designed for a matriarchy where the ruling class is so obviously superior to the serving classes.” 
 
    “This is crazy!” 
 
    “I know. It certainly seems so. I had trouble when I first realized the truth, but…you’ll come to accept it. And you should. You will be a member of the ruling class.”  
 
    She held up the syringe. “This is a special hormone. It is designed to help you change quickly and without confusion or pain. Relatively speaking.” 
 
    She stepped forward and pointed the needle at his biceps. 
 
    Bob tried to struggle, but the guards were suddenly leaning their combined weight on him. A moment, a pin prick, and it was done. 
 
    The doctor put away the syringe. She turned to the guards. “Put him in restraints for two days. He should be ready for classes in three days.” 
 
    She turned to Bob. “Good meeting you, Bob, and we’ll see you around. It’s a small world, after all.” 
 
    The doctor left the rom and Bob stared after her in horror. 
 
    He was going to become a woman? 
 
    NO! He wasn’t. 
 
    NO! He would escape and tell the world. 
 
    NO! 
 
    And the guards fastened handcuffs to him, put his arms behind his back, and stood him up. 
 
    Bob walked between them, and they exited the room. 
 
      
 
    Bob lay on a table for two days. He was strapped in, but it wasn’t bad. The table was padded, a fashion show was on the big screen on the wall, and a combination of nurses and guards strolled through the place. 
 
    There were twelve tables in the room. Seven of them had men strapped to them. Except…the men weren’t completely men. 
 
    Some of the men had changed almost completely into women. They had large breasts, and Bob was shocked, when the nurses used bed pans, to see that the ‘men’ had no penises.  
 
    They had vaginas! 
 
    The men who had been in the room the longest had well developed vaginas. People like Bob had peckers, and no trace of pussies. 
 
    But that changed, for Bob, during the first twenty-four hours. 
 
    He suffered from a fever, and his groin felt funny. 
 
    One of the nurses wiped him down with a cold cloth, and he asked her, “What’s happening to me?” 
 
    “You’re transitioning. Would you like to see?” 
 
    Bob gulped, and the nurse held up a small mirror over his groin. 
 
    His cock was shrinking! It was getting smaller! It was hard, he was excited all the time, but it was only the size of a pinkie. 
 
    “What are you doing to me?” 
 
    “We’re not doing a thing, Bob. Everything that is happening is coming from you.” 
 
    One of the men on the other side of the room had a dream, and woke up screaming. 
 
    Bob felt like screaming. He felt like he was sliding down the edge of a razor, being torn in two. 
 
    “That’s your female hormones kicking in,” the nurse explained. “Just be glad you aren’t having to take a year or two. Women who go through that in the outside world…oh, how they suffer.” 
 
    Bob’s hair grew fast, as did his nails. He clenched his fists in agony and he felt the tips of his nails digging into his palms. 
 
    He knew his groin area was changing. Sometimes it ached, sometimes the nurses gazed down at his crotch and nodded approvingly. 
 
    The first day passed, and he could see that his boobs had stopped growing, were mature, at slightly bigger than a double D. His hair was draped down over the end of his table. 
 
    Towards the end of the second day a woman entered the room and came to him. “Hi, Bobbie, I’m here to do your nails.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re changed enough to start enjoying some of the perks of womanhood, so I’m going to paint your nails. Oh, and I think you need a little more length on your fingernails.” 
 
    “But I don’t want my nails done.” 
 
    “Of course you do,” said the woman.  
 
    She set up a little table and began working on his nails. 
 
    She painted his toes, then gave him fake nails on his hands and painted them. 
 
    “Your skin has such nice color. You’re a lucky woman.” 
 
    “I’m a man.” But his voice sounded a little weak. 
 
    Was he a man? Or was he truly becoming a woman? 
 
    At this point he didn’t know. He was suffering from hormones, and his body did seem to be more female than male…so what was he?” 
 
    When she was done with his nails he was stunned. His hands were different. They looked feminine. 
 
    He felt like he was losing control of his sanity. 
 
    “Would you like me to wash your hair while I’m here?” 
 
    Bob wanted to shake his head in the negative. He felt like his brain was a big fingernail, scratching down the blackboard of the universe. 
 
    She took his silence for assent, and went to a sink in the corner of the room. She filled a bucket with cold water and came back to him. Moving almost lovingly she put the bucket on a platform under his head. She put his hair into the water and shampooed it. Then she got a fresh bucket of water and rinsed his hair. 
 
    Bob started crying midway through the procedure. So soft, so gentle, so caring. 
 
    As a man he had never experienced this. He was too busy shaking his peeny to explore concepts of a loving relationship. 
 
    He had never appreciated women for what they were. 
 
      
 
    After two days he was a changed man. 
 
    He still had a lot of ‘male-isms’ in him, but his female hormones had really done the job on him. 
 
    He walked softer. He was more aware of colors and shades and hues. He was a little timid. 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey,” one of the nurses said. “Young girls are always a little timid.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Because men tend to hunt them.” 
 
    That was an eye opener for Bob, because it was true. He had been a man, and he hadn’t hunted women. Heck, he had hunted his wife, and bound her to a contract with some pretty silly rules. 
 
    She wasn’t supposed to fuck anybody but him. She was supposed to do whatever he said. Things like that. 
 
    Things that, as a man, he never would have agreed to, yet he expected a woman to bind herself to him and follow those rules. 
 
    They released him from the table and a guard accompanied him out of the room. 
 
    But now the guard didn’t seem so threatening. Now he understood that the guard was there for her protection. 
 
    Her. He was a her. And the pronoun confused him. He still occasionally thought in the male: he, him, his. 
 
    But the female pronoun was more logical, felt more right. Her, hers, she. 
 
    Surprisingly, he was taken back to the interview room, and the same three women sat behind the table. 
 
    “How are you doing, Bobbie?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” he spoke a little fearfully. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey, nobody’s going to hurt you. In fact, we have to make sure that you don’t hurt anybody.” 
 
    “Me?” That astonished him. “Why would I hurt somebody?” 
 
    “You’ve still got a lot of male thought processes going on. We need to fix that. We need to make you think like a female.” 
 
    “Oh.” But he didn’t understand. 
 
    The three women, now acting kind and patient and loving, asked him questions.  
 
    Did he understand what was going on? 
 
    How did he feel about being a woman. 
 
    He answered their questions honestly, and his eyes were a little wide and innocent, and the women seemed pleased. 
 
    “Okay, Bobbie, would you like to take the last real step in the procedure? Would you like to learn the truth that a woman knows?” 
 
    “I’m scared,” he answered. 
 
    “We understand that. All women are scared in the beginning. But it’s a new world, and you don’t have to be scared.” 
 
    Bob gulped nervously. 
 
    The women waited, but when it became plain that Bob wasn’t going to say anything, they conferred among themselves. 
 
    After that quick conference they turned back to him. 
 
    “Bobbie? Would it help if you spoke to your wife?” 
 
    Bob leaped at the opportunity. “Can I?” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    The women on the left took out a cell phone and handed it to Bob. 
 
    Bob went to a corner and tapped in his home number. He was scared. He was trembling. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Lois?” 
 
    “Bob? Is that you?” 
 
    Bob started to sob. 
 
    “Your voice is so soft and pretty. How are you doing there?” 
 
    “They changed me…I changed…I’m a woman now.” 
 
    “Fantastic!” The joy in Lois’s voice was quite perceptible. 
 
    “But, they want me to…do something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I…they want me to understand what only a woman can understand.” 
 
    Lois was silent, then, “Bob, like I said in the beginning. You do whatever they tell you. Don’;t worry about what I think. This is about you.” 
 
    “But…Lois—“ 
 
    “Bob, I have a confession to make.” 
 
    Bob went silent. 
 
    “I saw your medical record. I saw that you were at risk. I forwarded them to the Autogynephilia Group. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s right, Bob. Women all over the world are being made aware of what is happening to men, and we are dedicated to helping them. The way I helped you.” 
 
    “You…did this.” 
 
    “No. I saw what was going to happen to you. Now I want you to go ahead and go through whatever you have to. Do what they tell you. Do you understand?” 
 
    He hung up and faced the table of three. His mind was churning. His life was changed. 
 
    “Okay. Whatever it is you want me to do…I’ll do it.” 
 
    The three women smiled. 
 
      
 
    Bobbie lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    He had figured out what they wanted. They wanted to deflower him. To take his virtue away. To make him feel what a woman felt. 
 
    As a man he was shrieking in his brain. 
 
    As a woman…he was scared. And yet…anxious. 
 
    The door opened and Marcie entered the room. “Hello, Bobbie.” 
 
    Bob went up on his elbows. His chest was so heavy now. “Are you going to…?” 
 
    “I asked to be the one. Yes.” 
 
    “But I thought I was going to have to fuck a man?” 
 
    “Nah. Besides, you still have so much residual male in you that it could be uncomfortable. So I volunteered. 
 
    She crawled onto the bed and kissed Bob on the lips. 
 
    Once again Bob was crying. But these were tears of relief. 
 
    Marcie held him, soothed him, and eventually began to feel his tits, and to take them in her mouth. 
 
    Bob was relaxed now. Women didn’t scare him, and the big strap on dildo jutting out from Marcie’s crotch wasn’t frightening at all. 
 
    It was…intriguing. 
 
    Marcy took Bobbie in her arms and began making love to her. Her hands explored Bobbie’s body, feeling his breasts, exploring the junction of his thighs. 
 
    “You have a nice pussy, Bobbie.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Bobbie responded shyly. 
 
    Then the moment of truth came. 
 
    Marcie moved between Bobbie’s thighs and entered her. 
 
    Bobbie gasped as her legs opened wider and the penis went deeper. 
 
    Then the two women were rollin’, rasslin’, and deeply engaged. 
 
    Bobby cried, and bled, and rejoiced. 
 
    Marcy kissed her tears away. 
 
    The orgasm hit, and Bobbie felt herself sail away on a huge cloud. She had never imagined…and there was a slight guilt. She had never realized how inadequate a lover he must have been for Lois. 
 
    But it was only a slight guilt, for now she understood what men could never understand. 
 
    “Now see,” Marcy whispered, as they lay in each others arms afterwards, “if I was a man you might get pregnant.” 
 
    That just made Bobbie laugh. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Ella! What are you doing here?” 
 
    Ella Gelden stood in the rain and shivered. She was wearing a Levi jacket and black tights. Her high heels made her taller than him. Her black hair was clinging to her head like a helmet, and her make up was smudged. 
 
    “I…uh…” Her teeth chattered and her eyes beseeched him. 
 
    “Well, come on in. Let’s get you dry.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I didn’t know…I just had to talk to you.” 
 
    Johnny Eakins pulled her inside. He pulled a chair up in front of the fireplace and sat her in it. 
 
    “I’ll get a blanket.” 
 
    He went to the hall closet and got a blanket. When he brought it back she was already naked. Her clothes were hanging on a chair and she reached for the blanket he was carrying. 
 
    His eyes took in her large breasts, he tight waist, the little landing strip above her pussy. It had been a while since he had seen her, and his cock started to rise up. 
 
    Of course it did. A beautiful woman, one who he had once made love to, all naked in front of him. 
 
    He tried not to stare as she wrapped the blanket over her shoulders. 
 
    She sat on the edge of the hearth, her back to the fire, her legs open and her pussy quite visible. 
 
    “Would you like a drink?” he asked. “Water? Coke…?” 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” she whispered. Her teeth were still chattering and she stared fixedly at him. 
 
    “Of course,” he said. 
 
    “And one for you,” she called after him. 
 
    He headed for the kitchen, got down the good bourbon. 100 proof Old Granddad. Yowza! 
 
    He filled two glasses with ice, then mixed the bourbon and Coke. He brought the drinks into the other room, handed her hers, and pulled up a chair and faced her. 
 
    And her legs were still spread and her pussy was open and inviting. 
 
    He looked down. “Could you…uh?” 
 
    He motioned to her legs, indicating that he would like her to close them. 
 
    “What?” Her voice didn’t chatter as much now. “You never objected to seeing all of me before?” 
 
    “I, uh…okay. So what brings you here?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you  in a while, but first, how have you been?” 
 
    Johnny nodded. “I’ve been good. I’ve got my own internet business now, not getting rich, but…I’m doing okay. How are you doing?” 
 
    “Miserable.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Is there something I can do? Is that why you’re here?” 
 
    She looked to the side, took a big gulp, said, “I’ve got a relationship problem.” 
 
    He was silent for a moment, then, “I’m sorry.” Then he said nothing. 
 
    “We broke up—“ she started, and he interrupted. 
 
    “You dumped me for somebody else. You said he had a bigger cock than me.” 
 
    She turned back to him. “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “So I don’t mean to be cruel, or unfeeling, but I don’t think there’s anything I can do to help you in that area.” 
 
    She nodded, looked a bit sad. “I know. And I probably shouldn’t even be here. But I need somebody to talk to, and I was hoping you’d understand.” 
 
    Johnny sighed. “Ella, I loved you. All my heart. And you really hurt me. Still, if there’s something I can do, I will. But…” he shrugged. 
 
    “Can you get me another drink?” 
 
    She had finished her bourbon and Coke and she handed him the glass. He put his own half full glass down and headed for the kitchen again. 
 
    While he was gone she took a pill out of her jacket pocket, dropped it in his drink and swirled it around. 
 
    He returned and handed her her drink. She handed him his. 
 
    He sipped. 
 
    She toasted, and got him to sip again. 
 
    He smiled. He always was a sucker for bourbon. 
 
    “Johnny, I want to talk about us getting together again.” 
 
    “Sorry, El, but that’s not going to happen. It hurt, but I’m over you now. It’s time to move on.” 
 
    “But you remember the good times we had? Do you remember that party where Johnny Foster got drunk and we put lipstick on his lips?” 
 
    “That was hilarious,” he agreed. “But it was you who did it. You were always a little kinky that way.” His boner was reminding him of just how kinky she had been. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess I was. I liked to do things with you, too.” 
 
    “Yeah,” his mind rolled over times when she made him up, and even played with his bung hole. 
 
    “But you were always a little shy.” 
 
    “Well, I just felt weird. I’m a guy, you know.” 
 
    “Remember that time I got you to try on a dress?” 
 
    He remembered.  
 
    “I said it was so I could adjust the waist, then I shoved you out of the house.” 
 
    He chuckled. “I was so embarrassed. I was so red-faced my face lit up the yard.” 
 
    “You kept begging to be let back in.” 
 
    “And you wouldn’t let me.” 
 
    “I loved you like that, Johnny. I loved having you beg. I loved being in control. You always were a push over.” 
 
    He was done with his drink now, and he blinked slowly a couple of times. 
 
    “But those times are over, honey.” 
 
    “You just called me ‘honey,’ so maybe they aren’t over.” 
 
    “Oh, they’re over,” he yawned. “It hurt too much. I don’t want to be involved with you again.” 
 
    “But, Johnny, you’ll always be involved. We fucked, and that means we’ve connected in a way that we’ll remember until we die.” 
 
    “Maybe,” he slurred the word. “But I’m done. We’re done. And I don’t want you anymore.” 
 
    His cock was telling another story. Funny, he was suddenly so tired, but his cock, it seemed like it never got tired…especially around Ella. 
 
    Ella stood up and the blanket dropped. 
 
    “You would give up this?” 
 
    Johnny smiled dopily. Yeah, her body, she had the best body…and being between her hot thighs was the most amazing thing he had ever experienced in his life. 
 
    There was no woman like her. 
 
    Still, he didn’t want to play her games again.  
 
    They were too intoxicating, and the way she bullied him and made him do things…it was like he had no will when she started working him. 
 
    “Sorry, honey, but the answer is no.” 
 
    Then he was sliding down the chair, slumping, his butt riding over the edge, his head against the back of the chair and his posture all wormed. 
 
    She knelt in front of him. He was drunk. No, he was more than drunk. 
 
    She put her hand over his chin and closed her fingers on his cheeks. It made hi lips pooch a bit. 
 
    She kissed him. Lightly. in that way she had that made his dick take off like a rocket. Which, in spite of his drunkenness, it did right then. 
 
    She gripped his crotch and smiled. “I can feel you, honey. Don’t lie. You want me. You want me bad.” 
 
    “Yeah,” his eyes were trying to close, “But I’m not going to take you. We’re done, Ella. Listen to me. We’re done. And that’s that.” 
 
    Ella smiled. “Sorry, honey, but I’ve decided otherwise, so go to sleep, and when you wake up everything will be all right again.” 
 
    Johnny’s lips flapped slowly, and he slid off the chair. He lay on the floor in front of the fireplace. He was warm and cozy and wondered what was happening, then his eyelids succeeding in ambushing his eyeballs. They shuttered down and it was dark and somebody was sleeping. 
 
    It was him. 
 
      
 
    Light poked at his tired eyes. He grumbled and tried to push the light away, but the light stayed. 
 
    His eyelids rolled up and he stared at the rug. He was lying on his belly and the green loops that made up the carpet stretched out in front of him like a lawn. 
 
    He was still in his living room. And it was morning. He was under the blanket he had given Ella. He was naked. 
 
    Then he jerked as he felt the grip on his penis. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he moaned. 
 
    He sat up and looked down at his crotch. 
 
    He was wearing a state of the art, metal, cock tube. A chastity device. Worse, he recognized it.  
 
    It was a ‘Cellmate.’ 
 
    The Cellmate could be hooked up to the internet. It was impossible to get off, and he could be remote controlled by anybody who had access to a cell phone. 
 
    Ella had access. 
 
    Ella! He looked around the room. Where was she? 
 
    She had hooked him up, imprisoned him, but…where was she now? 
 
    He stood up, wavered a little, the after effects of whatever drug she had given him, and looked around. 
 
    He was okay. He stepped to the kitchen and looked in. She wasn’t there. 
 
    He looked out the front window and was surprised to see her car. When she had showed up the night previous he had assumed that she didn’t have a car. but she must have parked it, then stood outside until she was wet enough to ducker him in, and then…then…this. 
 
    He put one hand on his Cellmate and felt his cock going crazy inside. 
 
    Oh, crap. He had to pee! 
 
    He ran down the hallway and through the bedroom. She stirred as he rushed through, but didn’t awake. 
 
    He entered the bathroom and sat down on the throne. 
 
    “Ahhh!” he sighed as the water tinkled into the bowl. The pressure left his bladder and he relaxed. 
 
    But he was still angry. Ella had done this to him! And she had left him on the floor while she slept in his bed. Just wait…just wait… 
 
    He headed back into the bedroom. 
 
    “Ella!” he snapped. 
 
    Ella stirred. Pulled a pillow over her head. “Go way!” she mumbled. 
 
    “Ella! Get up and get this thing off me.” 
 
    That was when he felt her come full awake. That and the little giggle she let out. 
 
    She turned over and looked at him. 
 
    Looked at him standing naked, except for the prison on his manhood. “Oh, man,” she muttered. You are fucking gorgeous!” 
 
    “Take this off!” 
 
    She propped herself up on her elbows and smiled at him. “No.” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘no?’” 
 
    “No means no. Didn’t you know?” 
 
    “Look! I didn’t agree to this thing, those days are done, and…you let me out right now!” 
 
    “So sad, too bad. Now let me sleep.” She flounced over and pulled the pillow over her head again. Then she looked back at him. “Bacon and eggs, honey. You know how I like them.” 
 
    “Stop this!” he yelled at her. 
 
    She looked at him and frowned. “What part of the word ‘no’ do you not understand?” 
 
    “I want out! Right now!” 
 
    She slid half out from under the covers. Her long legs touched the floor, and they were spread, and he could once again see too much. 
 
    “The more aggravating you are the less I want to let you go. I suggest you mind your manners, bub!” 
 
    “But…this is cruel! There’s no safe word! I didn’t agree to this!” 
 
    “Honey, you never agreed when we were first playing, and you loved it. Even if—and I say ‘if—you really no longer loved me, that is one thing that would never change. Honey, you like to be locked up. You like a little slap and tickle. I’m just giving you what you want.” 
 
    “But I don’t want this!” He was almost ready to cry, he was so frustrated. 
 
    She smiled. “Johnny, is your cock wiggling in there?” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean anything! My cock always wiggles.” 
 
    She reached out and grabbed him by the testicles. “So you no longer like this?” 
 
    “Stop it!” And he would have stamped his foot, except that with her holding his balls he had no balance. 
 
    She heaved a sigh. “Okay, Johnny. You really want out, I’ll let you go. But don’t come begging to me when you want to play again.” 
 
    “I won’t. Now let me out!” 
 
    “I have to go get the key.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, you didn’t think I would have it on me, did you?” 
 
    “Where is it?” 
 
    “It’s at my house.” 
 
    “Well go get it!” 
 
    “At the house I used to live at.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I moved in with Rod Peters. You remember Rod? The guy with the really big dick? We’ve been playing house since I left you.” 
 
    “He’s the one you left me for?” 
 
    “Of course! Do you know how big his dick is?” 
 
    Johnny stared at her suspiciously. “If he’s so big, why did you leave him? I mean, you did leave him, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Oh, I left him. I can’t go back. Not now. Not after I poured a gallon of cement mix down his sink.” 
 
    “Oh, shit!” 
 
    “Not after I put bits of fish guts in his curtain rods so they’ll rot and stink up his place.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck! You didn’t!” 
 
    “Not after I wrote ‘Fuck you you fucking fuck’ in oily, black paint on his white living room wall.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” moaned Johnny. 
 
    “So, I guess I could go over there, but I don’t think Rod will be too happy to see me. Probably wouldn’t want to give me the key to your chastity tube.” 
 
    Johnny stood and didn’t move. There was no where to move to. His mind was flayed and shattered and thinking wasn’t coming too easy. 
 
    “So, I don’t know. I don’t think a locksmith could break in to your Cellmate, that’s if you didn’t mind one working on your junk.” She giggled. “Or if he didn’t mind working on your junk.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” Johnny whirled and stomped out of the room. 
 
    “That’s bacon and eggs, lover!” she called after him. 
 
     
 
    Johnny’s clothes, the ones Ella had taken off him so she could put the Cellmate on him, were in the living room, so he dressed, and felt his dingus trying to escape form the Cellmate. 
 
    Then he went into his computer room and powered up. He spent some time researching chastity tubes and how to get out of them. 
 
    The plastic ones, the cheapies, were easy to get out. If you couldn’t break the plastic you could just cut the little padlock. 
 
    But as the quality of the tubes went up, their unbreakability rose. 
 
    The cheap metal ones were escapable, but you had to be careful. No brute force with tin snips, you had to use a drill or a small saw. 
 
    The expensive metal ones were pretty much fool proof. 
 
    The metal was thick enough that any saw one used would put the locked up one’s penis at risk. 
 
    Or his balls. 
 
    Johnny shivered at the thought of doing without his cock or balls. 
 
    They were his best friends! He couldn’t do without them! 
 
    So the Cellmate couldn’t be cut off, and it had little points on the inside so that one couldn’t get their cock free. Pull on the cock, if it happened to go down enough to be pulled, and the little points dug in and caused a wee bit of misery. 
 
    But the worst feature, in Johnny’s mind, was the electronic system which could be activated through a cell phone. 
 
    There were ten settings. The lightest one, number one, was. pleasurable, little buzz. But the settings grew more intense as they rose. 
 
    Five might make a person squirt. But not really in a pleasurable way. Having your cock all packed into the small tube when you came and the orgasm wasn’t all that much fun. 
 
    But ten was the worst. It was painful. Downright painful.  
 
    In addition, however, were the various wave settings. The buzz rose and fell in tantalizing or painful waves, and sometimes you didn’t know if you were going to cum, or if your dick was going to fall off. 
 
    Johnny was thinking of all this as he zipped up and buckled, then Ella sauntered past. 
 
    “No breakfast? Don’t get me angry, Johnny. You know I can be a bitch.” 
 
    Yes. He did know. And he realized that he was going to have to be nice to Ella, at least until she got the key and let him out. 
 
    He followed her into the kitchen. 
 
    “Sorry,” he let himself show a little grumpiness. He didn’t want to give her any kind of advantage. “But you can’t believe how unhappy this makes me.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about it, Johnny. By the time I get the key you’ll be lovin’ it.” 
 
    “I doubt it.” 
 
    She just smiled, and opened the refrigerator door. 
 
    They worked together to make breakfast, and it was like old times. They knew what each other was doing, and while Johnny stirred the eggs Ella made the pancakes. 
 
    When Johnny poured the juice Ella cut a couple of slices of watermelon. 
 
    In spite of his situation, Johnny felt the ease with which they were slipping into old habits. 
 
    And he didn’t want to. He wanted out. 
 
    “Johnny,” said Ella, when they sat down to eat. “Talk to me.” 
 
    “About what?” He was still holding onto his grumpiness. 
 
    “About why you don’t want to hook up with me again.” 
 
    “That’s just it,” he said. “You treat me like a hook up. You’re not into a long relationship. It’s supposed to be men that are afraid of commitment, but I think you’re more scared than any man.” 
 
    “You could be right,” she admitted as she poured syrup over the cakes. “But do you think it’s possible that I changed?” 
 
    “Honey,” said Johnny. “I’m actually not trying to be cruel here, but…how many other men did you fuck, or even suck, while we were living together?” 
 
    “But you understand I have real appetites!” 
 
    “Fine for you, but what about me?” 
 
    She was glum for a minute after that, and she said, “Living with Rod has cured me.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Rod wasn’t nice.” 
 
    “You mean he didn’t want to be your pet in a chastity tube?” 
 
    “He liked BDSM.” 
 
    Johnny tilted his head slightly in question. “You mean like spanking and stuff?” 
 
    “Yes. Stuff.” 
 
    Johnny leaned forward and placed. hand on her wrist. “What did he do to you?” 
 
    “He spanked me. He liked to tie me up and drip wax on my tits. He liked to pull me around, a chain around my neck. And…” 
 
    Johnny was surprised. Ella liked to tease and deny. A lot. But it was fun and games. She was a cheerful person in the soul. 
 
    “…then he started hitting me.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not gentle, little slaps. He liked to punch, and he’s a big guy.” 
 
    Johnny knew that. Johnny was five foot six, the same as Ella. Rod was six foot even. And he had muscles. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    She was silent now, her grin silenced, and she stared at her plate, not eating. 
 
    “Well…that’s not right.” 
 
    She looked up at him. “And I realized, when he was beating on me, that I didn’t want any more bad boys. I wanted a gentle man. One I could play with and have fun with.” 
 
    “And lock up and tease until he’s purple.” But Johnny wasn’t mean in his observation. He was thinking about Rod Peters. 
 
    Rod was a prick, everybody knew that. but to find out that he beat on women, that was too much. 
 
    “So you’ve moved out.” 
 
    “I came here, Johnny. I parked outside, but then I was afraid to come in. I treated you badly, and I was afraid of you.” 
 
    “Afraid of me?” Johnny was incredulous. 
 
    “Once you’ve been beaten by a man you’re afraid of all men.” 
 
    That was a sobering observation. 
 
    Fucking Rod Peters. 
 
    “So what’s the deal with locking me up?” 
 
    She stared at him. “I remembered all the fun we had. I want to have that fun again. I want to be with you, tease you, get you so hot you can’t stand it, then…well…isn’t that the way to your heart?” She grinned. 
 
    Johnny couldn’t help it, a smile crept across his face. 
 
    Yes, she would get him horny, but when she finally let him out it was the most incredible orgasm in the world. Hell, in the universe. 
 
    “I know Johnny. I know I hurt you, but you still feel something for me.” 
 
    Johnny said nothing, but his dick was talking in the metal cage. And talking big time. 
 
    She reached across the table and gripped his hands. She had him in metal, but she was doing the begging. 
 
    “Johnny. Give me a chance. Let me make it up to you. We’re good together, and we should be together. I’ve made my mistakes, but I’m not going to make any more.” 
 
    Johnny frowned, then tried to smooth the frown out. Damn it! He could feel his feelings for Ella coming out. 
 
    All that hurt, and all that time getting over it, tamping his emotions down, and here they come again. 
 
    “Please, Johnny?” 
 
    And he said, “Give me time to think about this.” 
 
    She nodded. “All the time in the world, Johnny.” 
 
    “And let’s talk about getting this thing off me.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll go get the key after breakfast. And, Johnny?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You won’t be sorry.” 
 
    The look on her face was truly happy. 
 
      
 
    Johnny drove and Ella sat in the passenger seat and nibbled on her thumb nail and kept mumbling things. 
 
    “What?” asked Johnny, unable to decipher her speech. 
 
    “I’m afraid.” 
 
    Johnny glanced at her. “Of Rod?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Heck, Rod was big and mean, and Johnny was a bit apprehensive himself. 
 
    “In and out. Get the key and…” he shrugged. 
 
    “You don’t know what he’s like.” 
 
    The trouble was, Johnny did know. Rod had a rep as a bully. 
 
    Johnny thought about the situation all the way over to Rod’s house.  
 
    He stopped the car around the corner. “I’ll go get it. Where is it?” 
 
    “It’s in a little blue bowl on the dresser in the bedroom.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. “Okay. Here we go.” Yet he sat there for a long minute, jut thinking and breathing and taking stock of all his body parts. Then he mumbled, “I can’t believe I’m doing this,” and got out of the car. 
 
    Ella got out, too, and she walked up to the corner so she could watch Rod’s front door. 
 
    Rod was the second house in, and it was an ugly, little thing. Rod never took care of it, the lawn was overgrown, and Johnny had a bad case of the nerves as he walked up the cracked and crumbling front walk. 
 
    Knock. Knock. 
 
    Wait. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    KNOCK! KNOCK! 
 
    Damn it. If Rod wasn’t home he was just going to go in and—he heard footsteps. 
 
    The door swung back and Rod peered out, then looked past him. Then: “If it isn’t Johnny. Whose girl I stole.” He grinned. “How’s your little pecker hanging, bro.” 
 
    “Ella left you.” 
 
    Rod frowned. “Yeah. She left me a message.” Rod stepped to the side and Johnny could read the black letters scribbled across the white wall. 
 
      
 
    Fuck you you fucking fuck! 
 
      
 
    Heysoos, she really did it. 
 
    “She sent me over for a couple of things.” 
 
    “Hunh. Well, come on in.” 
 
    Johnny entered and sawHe looked around. It was as messy on the inside as the outside. There were newspapers on the floor, a dirty TV dinner plate, clothes, and…the only thing of value…a giant, big screen TV. 
 
    Rod had always wanted to play football professionally, and he was okay in his abilities. But apparently when he tried out, and tried to bully some of those truly big boys, they smacked him down. 
 
    Nothing a bully likes less than being bullied. 
 
    “Okay, what do you want?” 
 
    “Well,” now he was stuck. He had made up that story just to get in. “There was some clothes…” that should get him into the bedroom. 
 
    “Sure, come on back.” 
 
    Rod led the way into a trashed bedroom. Dirty clothes all over the place. 
 
    “What do you want? Her panties? Gonna do a little sniffing?” 
 
    Rod laughed, and leaned against the dresser with the blue bowl on it. 
 
    Johnny made a show of it. He walked around, grabbed a few things that looked nice, or at least not too trashed, and mumbled. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “She, uh…she said there was a small key somewhere, to her jewelry box or something.” 
 
    But it didn’t get past Rod. His face lit up like Christmas. 
 
    “She fucking got you!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Rod reached into the blue bowl and picked up the small, gold key. It was on a foot long, thin chain. He held it up and watched Johnny, a sneer on his face. 
 
    “She tried to get me into that shit. Wanted to lock my junk up and tease me. But I showed her. Man, I bruised her butt!” 
 
    Johnny was disgusted by Rod, but he let nothing show. He tried to just slough it off. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know about that. But that looks like the key.” He held his hand out. 
 
    Rod withdrew his hand. 
 
    “Not so fast, bozo. If she wants this…she’s got you in that thing. That Cellmate chastity thing. Show me.” 
 
    “Fuck off, Rod. Give me the key and I’ll be out of here.” 
 
    “Not a chance, buddy boy. Not until I see what that thing looks like.” 
 
    “Rod, don’t be a dick.” 
 
    Rod just grinned. “Well, okay. I guess I don’t really have to see it. I mean, I know that you have it on.” 
 
    He held out his hand, the key dangling from his fist. 
 
    Johnny reached for it, and Rod grabbed his arm and jerked him off balance. With his other hand he grabbed Johnny’s groin. 
 
    “Fuck!” yelped Johnny. “Get your hands off me!” 
 
    He had never been touched down there by another man. He was alarmed, freaked out, and he batted at Rod’s wrist. 
 
    Rod had a grip of the Cellmate, however, and all Johnny succeeded in doing was making Rod pull on his package. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whimpered, and Rod laughed. 
 
    “You fuckin’ sissy boy!” He laughed hysterically. “Feel that thing! You dumb—“ 
 
    Johnny balled a fist and swung it between Rod’s legs. 
 
    He felt Rod’s big balls under the impact. 
 
    Rod bent forward, his face turning white and surprised. 
 
    Johnny grabbed for the key. 
 
    But Rod somehow managed to keep the key out of Johnny’s reach. He pushed Johnny away and staggered backwards…into the bathroom. 
 
    “Give me that key!” Johnny rushed forward, but Rod, his face still contorted in pain, pushed the door shut. 
 
    Then Johnny heard the most awful sound in the universe. 
 
    It wouldn’t have been awful under other circumstances, but it sure was awful now. 
 
    The toilet flushing. 
 
    “No! No!” Johnny pushed the door open and watched as the water swirled in the bowl. 
 
    Rod had a look of victory on his face. 
 
    “That’ll teach you, ya little sissy!” 
 
    Johnny was on his knees, snaking his hand into the toilet. His fingers scrabbling for the key, the chain, anything! 
 
    Rod started laughing. He was still hurting, but he thought the situation was so funny that he laughed over the pain. 
 
    “You son of a bitch! You son of a bitch!” Johnny repeated over and over. He put his forehead down on the porcelain rim and closed his eyes. 
 
    Rod reached down and grabbed Johnny by his hair. He lifted, and Johnny yelped. 
 
    “Ya got me, good buddy,” he grinned. “But I got you, too. So I guess we’re even steven. Eh?” 
 
    “Let go you fuck!” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll let you go.” 
 
    Rod walked to the front door, pulling on Johnny’s hair. He opened the door, pulled Johnny through, and gave him a kick in the butt to help him along. 
 
    Johnny stumbled and belly flopped on the lawn. 
 
    “Okay, pal. Don’t bother coming back, and tell that bitch never to show her tits around here!” 
 
    Johnny rolled over, but Rod slammed the door. He could be heard laughing uproariously behind the door. 
 
    Johnny stood up and brushed himself off. He adjusted his pants, which helped the thing hanging on his dick and balls. Then he walked down the street towards the corner. 
 
    As he walked an old lady passed him, and stared at him. 
 
    His face was red with rage, his belly was sore where he had flopped, and his cock was…trying to get erect. 
 
    “Son of a bitch!” he whispered. 
 
    He reached the corner and went to the car. 
 
    Ella was in the car, huddled on the passenger seat, staring at him with a look of fear. 
 
    He got into the car and started it up. 
 
    “Did you get the key?” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. He was close to crying. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Johnny whispered, “He flushed it down the toilet.” 
 
    “He…oh, no!” 
 
    Johnny drove slowly home. He was chastened, destroyed, didn’t know what to do. 
 
    Yesterday he had been a happy camper, and so what if he had been dumped. Now everything had been reversed. He wasn’t happy, he had been ‘un-dumped,’ and now he was locked up. He couldn’t touch his cock. He had just been easily thrashed, and…and…and it was only going to get worse. Johnny had a surprise waiting for him at home.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Johnny and Ella walked into his house. They were silent, lost in their own worlds, trying to figure things out. 
 
    Johnny was trying to figure out how to get the Cellmate off his dingus. 
 
    Ella was now sorry she had put it on him. It had seemed like such a clever idea in the beginning, but now…now it was hurting her possibilities of getting back together with Johnny. 
 
    Johnny went into the kitchen and mixed a couple of drinks. He was at the point where he needed alcohol. He handed Ella a glass, sipped from his own and said, “I don’t…oh…no-o-o!” 
 
    He staggered, nearly dropped his glass, held to the counter. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    Johnny was white now, shivering, his eyes rolling back into his head. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    Then he relaxed, stood up. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “His knees buckled and he grabbed the counter again. 
 
    For about five minutes this kept going on. Johnny kept trying to talk. but his speech was cut off. His control of his body faltered, and he kept gulping and muttering bits of sentences. 
 
    “It’s…I can…oh, fuck!” 
 
    Ella helped him into the living room and he sat on the couch, and he finally managed to say something that made sense. 
 
    “It’s my…the Cellmate…it’s…it’s vibrating!” 
 
    Ella turned white, “Oh, my God! That bastard! He’s hacked into the Cellmate app!” 
 
    She grabbed her cellphone, opened it up and showed him. The Cellmate app was open, and glaring red. 
 
    On the other end of the line Rod was moving his finger up and down on a slider, and Johnny was feeling the Cellmate go crazy. 
 
    She held the slider down and Johnny flopped back and just sagged. “Oh, my God!” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny. I’m sorry! I didn’t know…he must have installed the app after we left. There were instructions, and…” 
 
    Johnny nodded, gulped, and looked around the room. “That was weird. I would be on the edge of cumming, then it would increase and it would hurt, then I’d be almost ready to cum again, and…it was crazy. I couldn’t control my body. It was so intense that I couldn’t handle it.” 
 
    Ella was holding her cell phone, and suddenly it buzzed. 
 
    She looked at the incoming number. She hissed, “It’s Rod!” 
 
    They stared at each other, the phone kept ringing. Then it stopped. Then it started ringing again. 
 
    “Better just answer it.” 
 
    Ella tapped the screen. 
 
    “Hey! Buddy boy and Bitch girl! How ya doing?” 
 
    “Rod, you prick! You delete that app right now!” 
 
    “You know, I didn’t even know if it was working, but I guess you just told me that, eh?” 
 
    Ella cursed. 
 
    Johnny took the phone and tapped so both he and Ella could hear. “Hi, Rod.” 
 
    “Johnny Mini-dick! How’s it hanging, my miniature friend?” 
 
    “Oh, pretty good.” He was determined not to show anger, or any emotion that would encourage Rod. 
 
    “That’s one of the reasons I didn’t want that thingus on my dingus. Ella showed me how the vibrations worked, and there was no way I wanted to shake my nuts like that.” 
 
    “Is there a purpose for this call?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah. Let’s get to the point. I’ve still got the key.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Are you there?” 
 
    “I’m here.” 
 
    “Yeah, I put it in my pocket and flushed the toilet, and you, you sucker, you fell for it.” 
 
    “And I’m supposed to believe you now?” 
 
    “Think about it. Why would I toss away the one thing that will ensure that you do whatever I want?” 
 
    There was truth in that statement, and Johnny groaned silently. 
 
    “Give us that key!” Ella snapped. 
 
    Johnny put his hand up and tried to calm her. If Rod got upset this was going nowhere. 
 
    “I don’t think so. There’s a couple of things I want first.” 
 
    “Like what?” asked Johnny. 
 
    “Like Ella.” 
 
    Big silence. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You think I’m going to let you take my girl away from me? Nope. No way. You can have her when I’m done with her, and not before.” 
 
    “Rod, I don’t want anything to do with you. You hit me. You hurt me. We’re through.” 
 
    “Nope. We’re through when I’ve got what I want.” 
 
    Johnny asked softly, “And what is it that you want?” 
 
    “I’d like to get my dick sucked by you, but don’t worry, I won’t cum. I’ll save that for my little sweety. 
 
    Johny and Ella looked at each other in horror. 
 
    “What?” squeaked Ella. 
 
    “What? Hard of hearing? I’d like my schlong—my big, majestic harder than steel schlong—sucked. Johnny’s got nice soft lips. He can put lipstick on them and get down there and do my dog. And you, my little honey baby, sweety pie, I want one more fuck, for old time’s sake. So you lay down and spread your legs and I’ll do the dirty—and I will cum for you—and we’ll be even steven. I’ll give you the key, you’ll be free, I’ll be happy, and maybe we can even get together for an anniversary fuck or something. Would you like that?” 
 
    “You’re crazy,” hissed Johnny. 
 
    “If crazy means horny all the time, then…yup.” 
 
    “There’s no way I’m going to let you put your dick in me again!” Ella snarled. 
 
    “And if you think I’m going to suck your peeny…you really are retarded. 
 
    “Well, have it your way. Let me know when you want to get that Cellmate off your dong. And, by the way, better keep your phone handy. At all times. Middle of the night, middle of the day—and what are you going to do when Ella has to go to work and needs her phone and she’s not available to save your lame ass? 
 
    “You are a fucking fuck,” Johnny observed in savage tones. You are a cunt licking sack of horse shit. You are…” Johnny went on and on, insulting Rod viciously. When he was done, however, he was sorry he had said anything. 
 
    “Well, buddy boy, since you feel so free in speaking your mind, I’m going to want you to suck my dick on the stage at Barney’s Bug House.” 
 
    Ella gasped. 
 
    Johnny didn’t know what the big deal was, he wasn’t going to suck Rod’s rod anyway. 
 
    Ella put her hand over the phone, started to speak, then took her hand off and said, “Rod. We’ll get back to you.” 
 
    Whatever Rod’s response was, they didn’t hear it. Ella turned the phone off that fast. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” asked Johnny. 
 
    Ella got up and walked in a circle. Bit her thumb nail. Stopped in front of him. “You don’t know what Barney’s Bug House is, do you?” 
 
    “No. But it doesn’t matter. I’m not going to suck his dick. And if he thinks he’s going to screw my girlfriend…he’s got another think coming.” 
 
    Ella melted a little. “You called me your girlfriend.” 
 
    “Well, yeah,” Johnny admitted. 
 
    “So you do still care for me.” 
 
    “Crap,” said Johnny, then, “Yeah. I can’t get you out of my mind. But that’s all the more reason for us to take a stand, to shut that idiot down. We can’t let him do this to us!” 
 
    “Okay. You’re right. But about Barney’s Bug House.” 
 
    “What about it?” 
 
    “It’s a trans bar on the edge of town.” 
 
    “A trans bar?” 
 
    “People of all sexual persuasions go there.” 
 
    “No wonder I’ve never heard of it.” 
 
    “Rod is planning to really have his revenge. I could stand having him fuck me if I had to, but Barney’s Bug House…he’s going to have you suck his weenie in front of everybody, on the stage. People will take pictures. You’ll be on Facebutt. It’s…he’s going to ruin you!” 
 
    Johnny went silent on that. They were both silent, thinking, trying to figure a way out of this dilemma. 
 
    “There’s got to be a way…” Johnny mused miserably. 
 
    The phone rang. 
 
    Ella answered it by saying, “Give us more time,” and hanging up. 
 
    But in answering the phone, in that split second of dealing with a phone instead of their problems, she had an idea. 
 
    “Johnny, I can fix it so you can,” she realized what she was saying and gulped. “You can suck his cock and not be recognized.” 
 
    That’s when it hit Johnny. He was going to have to suck another man’s penis to get out of this mess. 
 
    “I…have …to…” his mind was a swirly mess. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I can’t figure anything else out, but I can save you the terrible embarrassment of being posted on Facebutt.” 
 
    Johnny stood up and walked into the kitchen. He poured bourbon straight, drank it straight. He walked back in and sat on the couch. His facial expression was inscrutable. “Okay,” he whispered, how do I suck a man’s cock in public and not get seen?” 
 
    “Don’t sound so miserable,” she said. “I’m going to have to fuck him. And probably on stage at Barney’s.” 
 
    “Okay. Okay. Tell me.” 
 
    So she did, and Johnny gasped, and said he could never do that, and she had to feed him more bourbon, and…finally…he sagged, and agreed to her plan. 
 
      
 
    “He’s agreed,” said Johnny, hanging up the phone. 
 
    “Okay, then we have to get started.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. 
 
    “Okay, first things first, you’re going to have to learn how to suck dick.” 
 
    Johnny felt faint. 
 
    “I’m a guy,” he said. 
 
    “And you’ll be a guy afterwards. Besides, how many men would be willing to suck somebody’s dick to save their girlfriend? In my eyes, I know this sounds weird, you sucking a dick makes you more manly that I could ever imagine.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say,” murmured Johnny. “You already know about sucking cock.” 
 
    “Stay here.” 
 
    Ella ran out the front door to her car. She brought back in her suitcase. She opened it and pulled out a strap on. 
 
    “Do you go everywhere with that?” 
 
    “Ask me no questions and I’ll tell you no lies.” 
 
    She strapped on the big dick and stood in front of him. 
 
    Johnny stared at the length of fake meat pointing at him. It almost made him cross-eyed. 
 
    “Now, the thing to remember is that it’s just a piece of meat. Here, suck on my finger.” 
 
    She extended a middle digit and he dutifully did the deed. It felt so totally weird to be slurping on her finger. And it was like sucking on a dick. 
 
    “Now suck on this!” She took her finger back and thrust her hips forward. 
 
    Johnny opened his mouth and she put just the head into it. 
 
    Johnny closed his mouth. He felt the texture of the plastic. His lips fit the little lip of the head. 
 
    “Use your tongue and stroke the under part of the head. You’ll probably be able to use your hands a bit, and wouldn’t it be nice if you could get him off with your hands?” 
 
    Johnny looked up at her, and she pushed the dildo further into his mouth. 
 
    Johnny gagged. 
 
    “Uh oh. You have to learn how to relax, to get past the gag reflex. 
 
    Johnny tried again. And again. And again. 
 
    Finally, he managed to focus enough so that he didn’t gag. 
 
    “Oh, my God! You’re a natural!” she chirped. 
 
    He groused, “That’s something a guy doesn’t want to hear.” 
 
    “Sorry. Now, feel the balls on the underside?” 
 
    Johnny did. 
 
    “You have to move your moth back and forth, and squeeze his balls in harmony. That will make him cum and—“ she stopped.  
 
    They stared at each other. 
 
    “He said he wasn’t going to cum.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. I got carried away.” 
 
    “That’s okay. Maybe you better tell me what I have to do to make him cum. That way I’ll know what not to do.” 
 
    She nodded. “Okay. Now, there’s several things you can do. Squeeze the balls, ways of stroking, the under head of the dick, and the most surefire way—you really want to hear this?” 
 
    “I might as well.” 
 
    The most sure fire way of making a man cum is to stick your finger up his ass.” 
 
    Johnny stared at her. 
 
    “Now you know why I’m always playing with your butthole.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “It makes you cum really fast and really hard.” 
 
    “Did you…did you do that to Rod?” 
 
    She turned a little red and nodded. “Rod’s a real butt fiend. He loves his bung hole being played with. He’s got a whole collection of butt plugs and things. 
 
    “What do you mean…’things?’ What else is there?” 
 
    Ella told him, sometimes speaking in an embarrassed whisper. But as she spoke Rod got an idea. It was a wild one, and he still might have to suck a little cock, or a big cock, if tales of Rod’s dingus were true, but…but…the more he thought the more he liked the idea. 
 
    All that week Johnny practiced sucking cock. Every hour or so Ella would saunter through the house, seek him out, and make him get down on his knees. 
 
    The weird thing is that it caused his cock to go crazy in the Cellmate. 
 
    How could that be? How could sucking a fake piece of meat cause him to try and get a boner? 
 
    But it did. 
 
    Also, during that week, Ella made Johnny wearing lingerie and make up. 
 
    It was wild, it was kinky, but her plan was simple. Go into Barney’s Bug House as a woman. A wig, make up, a dress, and nobody would know who he was.  
 
    Well, maybe if they got a direct look, but he also practiced hiding his face, turning it this way and that, keeping it looking down. 
 
    By the time Saturday rolled around Johnny was comfortable with taking a dick in his mouth. In fact, he could deep throat.  
 
    He was also comfortable in women’s clothes and make up and stuff. 
 
    So when Ella started getting him dressed on Saturday afternoon he only turned a little red. 
 
    She Naired him, she did his nails. They were red and beautiful and the fingernails were extra long. 
 
    “Rod will go crazy when you use these on him.” 
 
    Though he hated it, Johnny could talk about Rod and sucking dick. 
 
    She put him in panties and bra, garter and nylons. Then she wrapped a small corset around him, and put breast forms in his bra. 
 
    His waist being compressed made his butt flare and his chest bulge. his body was definitely looking more feminine. 
 
    “You’re going to be a lot sexier than most of the trans guys and the transvestites and all.” 
 
    That didn’t make Johnny happy, but…it also did. 
 
    Putting on female clothes, especially after spending a week getting used to them, empowered Johnny. He actually a bit of pride on looking female good. 
 
    Johnny held his breath, or at least tried to breath in a shallow manner. Ella prepared his face. He was also a little used to this, and he sat in front of a mirror while his cock went wild. 
 
    And he wondered: Why is my cock trying so hard to get hard? 
 
    When his face was done, his eyes scintillating and his lips moist and red, she fastened a wig to his scalp. 
 
    Johnny stared at himself. His face was female. In fact, he had trouble remembering what he looked like as a man. 
 
    His eyes were heavy with make up, Ella had worked the planes and shadows of his face and it changed the way he looked. 
 
    She pierced his ears, which he didn’t like, but which was one more thing that would stop him from being recognized as male. 
 
    Then she gave him a thin dress that would hide his breast forms, yet reveal the nipples on them. 
 
    Johnny couldn’t believe it. 
 
    Each new item, each bit and piece of femaleness made him harder and harder to recognize. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    Ella looked a little worried. “Are you going to try that thing you told me about?” 
 
    “I’ve got it up my sleeve. If I have a chance.” 
 
    “Well, be careful. You know how bad Rod can be.” 
 
    “Honey, careful is my middle name.” 
 
    She bit her lip a bit, then simple said, “Okay. Put on your heels and let’s go.” 
 
    Johnny slipped his feet into heels and stood up. He had been practicing walking in heels all week, so he was okay. At least, he didn’t totter too badly, and he didn’t fall down. 
 
    Holding Ella’s hand, Johnny headed out for Barney’s Bug House. 
 
      
 
    Barney’s Bug House was a wild and wacky place. 
 
    It was in the country, surrounded by trees with a meandering creek out back. It had a porch with a slightly western look. The parking lot was  gravel, and it was jammed with cars. 
 
    Johnny and Ella walked to the front door. They held hands, and it would be logical to accept them as lesbians. 
 
    Inside the place was packed. People were dancing, yelling over the music, drinking and smoking and having a gay, old time. 
 
    Johnny hadn’t been there before, but Ella led him across to the bar. 
 
    Barney was a chubby fellow with big boobs. He wore a mustache, and gloried in a honky tonk piano player’s outfit, red striped shirt and sleeve garters. 
 
    “Hey, Ella. Are you ready?” 
 
    “I am. Is Rod here?” 
 
    “He is, and he gave me the key to hold.” Barney glanced at Johnny appraisingly. “Have you ever sucked a dick before?” 
 
    “No,” said Johnny. 
 
    “Well, this oughta be interesting. Remember, if you puke you lose, and I’ll give the key back to Rod.” 
 
    “But if Johnny doesn’t puke then you’ll give us the key.” 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Then Barney gave Ella a hug, held her hand briefly, and said, “I’ll go get the festivities started.” 
 
    Ella looked a little surprised, but Johnny just figured she was surprised at how fast this thing was happening. 
 
    Barney went through the crowd, and Johnny and Ella followed him. He led them up a short flight of stairs to a stage. 
 
    Rod was sitting on a stool, sipping a whiskey, and he grinned when he saw Ella and Johnny. 
 
    “Hey!” he was a little drunk. “My favorite cocksucker and his bitch!” 
 
    Rod held himself back. He adjusted the thing in his jacket sleeve. He waited. 
 
    “You’re an asshole, Rod.” 
 
    “Say that when I’m balls deep in you, bitch!” he sneered. 
 
    Barney ignored the byplay, except to grin, and he motioned to one of his people to open the drapes. The drapes opened slowly and everybody in the place looked up to where Barney was standing. 
 
    Barney stepped into the light and raised his hands. “Ladies! Gentlemen! Everything in between!” 
 
    Hoots arose in the audience. The people stood in leather and feathers, dressed as man, woman or trans or whatever they chose. Some even had their sex organs showing through holes in the front of their skirts or pants. 
 
    “Tonight we are going to be given a lesson in how to suck a cock, from a gent who has never sucked a cock!” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    “May I present that most womanly of men…Johnny!” 
 
    Johnny knew he was moving, but he didn’t know how. He was stunned, and startled, and humiliated, and he found himself on the center of the stage. 
 
    “And in the other corner, our favorite dick…ROD!” 
 
    Loud boos rent the air. Apparently everybody knew what an asshole Rod was. 
 
    Barney yelled, “Johnny got himself accidentally locked in a chastity tube, and Barney has the only key. He won’t give it back until he gets some satisfaction!” 
 
    The crowed loved it. People were yelling and talking and making the most ribald of comments. 
 
    The two men on the stage, one standing large in jeans and flannel shirt and looking like a lumberjack, and the other one beautiful in dress and lingerie and make up, stared at each other. 
 
    Johnny’s face was bright red, but it was hard to tell. His wig, his make up, the way he held his face pointed down from the bright lights over the stage, disguised him quite well. 
 
    Rod had a big, happy sneer on his face, and he wasted no time. 
 
    He unzipped and his man meat unrolled. 
 
    It was big. His balls were big. And Johnny thanked the Gods that he had practiced on a big dildo. 
 
    Still, it was going to be a stretch. 
 
    The crowd cheered, and there were a few lusty remarks about the health of Rod’s dingus. 
 
    Johnny was frozen, but he knew he needed more access. He motioned, and Rod let his pants fall. 
 
    Johnny gulped. He stepped forward. 
 
    Rod said loudly, “Let’s see the top of your head, bitch!” 
 
    Johnny knelt, and Rod stepped forward. 
 
    For a moment Johnny panicked, then he heard Ella behind him, and he grew calm. 
 
    He had practiced this. He was ready for this. He could do this. 
 
    Rod’s dick loomed, the head big and red.  
 
    Johnny reached forward and grabbed Rod’s balls. They were a handful and he held them in each hand, and he opened his mouth and took hat dick in. 
 
    It wasn’t bad. 
 
    Heck, it was only a dick. A bit smelly, but…he began to move his mouth forward and back. And he remembered what Rod had said. He wasn’t going to cum. 
 
    Except Johnny had decided he was going to. 
 
    He moved his body closer and reached up his sleeve. Nobody could see it, their attention was on Johnny’s red lips. Rod’s thick, hairy legs hid his hand. 
 
    Johnny held a ‘Pear.’ It was metal, shaped like a pear, and the full name was ‘Pear of Anguish.’  
 
    Johnny pushed it up Rod’s ass, and Rod began to cum. And it was fortunate that he was distracted by the sudden explosion of cum coming from his dick, because he couldn’t get around to stop Johnny. 
 
    The Pear was all the way in and Johnny pressed the button on the back. 
 
    Click, and the Pear opened up. It opened up into four leaves, and now the thing was firmly lodged in Rod’s ass, and with no way to get it out. It required a key, and Johnny had the key. 
 
    What went in small was not going to come out big. That’s not the way sex works. In sex what goes in big comes out small, just the opposite of the Pear. 
 
      
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    Rod squeaked a yelp and jumped back. His hands went to his ass. 
 
    He was full. His heinie had been bombed! He tried to pull the Pear out, but it wasn’t moving. 
 
    “What’d you do!” 
 
    Johnny stood up and wiped the goo from his red lips. His dick was in overdrive, but there was no where it could grow. He said, “I put a Pear of Anguish up your ass. And I’ve got the key!” 
 
    “Get it out! Get it out!” Rod hopped around, grabbing at his ass. He tripped over his pants and fell down and rolled around. He was crying, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    The crowd thought it was the ultimate ‘gotcha.’ They cheered, and people near the edge of the stage doused the rolling Rod with their beer. 
 
    Johnny moved back and stood next to Ella. 
 
    Finally, Rod got back to his feet. His hand was still working, trying to get the Pear out. Little flecks of cum were dropping from his dick. The Pear was pushing on his prostate and he was really being emptied out. 
 
    “Give me the key,” he begged. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” said Johnny. “I think there’s a lot of people out there that would like to get their cocks sucked.” 
 
    Everybody in the place cheered. 
 
    “Please! I’m sorry!” He turned to Barney, “Give them their key!” 
 
    “I already did,” said Barney, which made Johnny glance at him. “But the problem here is this: we got a new situation. Your blackmail is done, now Johnny’s blackmail has to be done.” 
 
    Rod yelled, and begged, and pleaded, but it was no use. 
 
    When Johnny and Ella were going out the door a long line had formed, and Rod was on his knees. Somebody had painted his lips red, and he was bawling like a baby, but he was delivering blow jobs.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Johnny and Ella drove home silently. 
 
    Ella was happy, she hadn’t had to fuck Rod. 
 
    Johnny was wondering. 
 
    They walked into the house and Johnny asked, “When did Barney give you the key?” 
 
    “Before we went up on stage.” 
 
    “So you had the key before I…before I…” 
 
    “Before you sucked cock.” 
 
    “But why? Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    Ella grinned. “Honey, now why would I do that? You practiced so hard, all week long. It would have been a shame not to let you suck dick.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Besides, you know what a sense of humor I have.” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. “Okay. You got me. Now let me have the key.” 
 
    “What key?” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    Shiela was crying when Jason came home. 
 
    She was sitting at the kitchen table and she raised her head when he came through the door to garage. 
 
    She was wearing her good pencil skirt, a blouse and a jacket. Her auburn hair was coiffed and looking like ocean waves in the sunset. 
 
    She was wearing make up, and the mascara was streaked. 
 
    “Honey? Shiela? What’s wrong?” 
 
    Jason hurried to the table and sat across from her. 
 
    “Oh, Jason,” and she put her head down and cried. 
 
    He moved around the table and sat next to her, and she moved her head to his shoulder and sobbed. 
 
    “Honey? What’s wrong?” 
 
    She looked up at him, tried to wipe her tears, but only managed to smear here make up more. 
 
    “I went to the doctor today.” 
 
    Jason’s heart moved downward in his body. It went through his stomach, down into his lower body and right to his feet. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She cried some more, then looked at him again. “I’ve got…I’ve got…” 
 
    “Spit it out, honey. Whatever it is we’ll get through it.” 
 
    “Cancer.” 
 
    The word hit Jason like a sledge hammer to the chest. 
 
    “What?” Though he had perfectly understood her. Then: “What kind of cancer? Where?” 
 
    Shiela held on to him. “My breasts.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Not to be crude, but Shiela’s boobs were his favorite body part of her. 
 
    Still, love was more important than body parts. He held her tightly and tried to calm her. 
 
    “Honey, it’s okay. People beat the big C all the time. There’s chemo and drugs and all sorts of things. It is just your breasts, right?” 
 
    She nodded, her face rubbing on his shirt front. “It is. but…but I’m going to lose them. They want to give me a mastectomy.” 
 
    Jason nodded, and he rocked her gently. “Honey, a person is more than a body part. You’re more than your legs, or…or your liver, or anything.” 
 
    “But you love my tits!” 
 
    “I love you more, and we’ll get through this.” 
 
    “Oh…okay.” 
 
    They talked long after that. They talked, and they had a quick dinner, just hot dogs and instant mashed potatoes, and by the end of the evening Shiela had stopped crying. 
 
    When the went to bed she noted her face in the mirror and gave a half sob at the mess she had made of her face. 
 
    “I’m so ugly.” 
 
    Jason grabbed her and pulled her into his arms once again. “We’re not going to say that. Never. You’re the most beautiful girl in the world, and nothing can change that. 
 
    Again, they hugged, and said little, and just dealt with what was happening. 
 
    Later, Shiela slept, the sound of her light snores gentle in the night, and Jason got up and walked out to the kitchen. 
 
    There he poured a big drink, bourbon and Coke, and quaffed it. He needed it. The big C was not something you take lightly. It was the heavy weight champ, and you had to take it seriously. 
 
    Then Shiela entered the kitchen. She came directly to him and snuggled against him. “I’m sorry I’m such a baby,” she said. 
 
    “You’re not a baby, or, if you are, then I like it.” 
 
    “I’ve driven you to drink.” 
 
    “Sorry, but…I needed it.” 
 
    They stood in the dimly lit kitchen for a while, this time not talking, just taking in each others presence. 
 
    People go through series of emotions. What series depends on what situation they are in, what experience they are going through. 
 
    Something like cancer people will cry, and deny, and lie, and try…to be brave. 
 
    As they stood in the kitchen they realized some of the emotions they would be traveling through. 
 
    And it was okay. 
 
    They went to bed again, and this time they lay awake, didn’t even try to sleep. They just held each other and thought. 
 
    If only thoughts could cure illnesses she would have been well ten times over. 
 
    Jason moved his hand down her chest and stopped. “Can I…is okay to touch them?” 
 
    “Of course,” she laughed, but it was a sad sort of a laugh. “Touch them, suck them, make me enjoy them while I have them. Please. I need you to do that. 
 
    So he touched them, and fondled them, and tried not to imagine what it would be like when she didn’t have them. 
 
    Then she grabbed his dick, roughly, and said, “Fuck me. Fuck me hard, so I’ll always remember.” 
 
    He took her roughly. Aware, concerned, but understanding what she wanted. 
 
    He pushed into her, slammed her, kissed her hard. Then he flipped her over and took her from the rear. 
 
    She moaned, and pushed back.  
 
    And it was good. 
 
      
 
    The next day they went to the doctor for a pre-surgery examination . 
 
    Jason wanted to be there so he could ask questions and could fully understand what the doctor was going to do, and what he would have to do to help Shiela recover. 
 
    The doctor had Shiela take off her gown and he palpated her breasts thoroughly. He felt under, over, around, and spent a lot of time feeling the area around and behind her nipples. 
 
    To Jason it looked like there was nothing wrong. Her breasts were big and firm and the nipples stood up straight. 
 
    Shiela winced a few times, but that could have been because the doctor had to feel her hard. 
 
    “So when do you operate?” 
 
    “We’re looking at next week. We have to liaise with the hospital, but they are talking next Tuesday. Now, let’s talk about reconstruction.” 
 
    “Is she going to have full sensations with the …the reconstruction?” 
 
    Eighty per cent,” answered the doctor. “They won’t feel the same, either. We try to get them as lifelike as possible, but there are limits to silicon. They won’t be as soft, and they won’t sag.” 
 
    “What about nipple sensation?” asked Shiela. 
 
    “That’s a tough one. We try to isolate all the nerve endings and ducts, but this is a very concentrated area. Some women retain full sensation, others get less.” 
 
    “How much less.” 
 
    “That’s something we’ll find out.” 
 
    The meeting on for some time, but by the time it was over Jason and Shiela were totally in the know. Unfortunately, Shiela was now scared. 
 
    “I don’t want to do this,” she said as they drove home. 
 
    “I know,” Jason said. 
 
    “What if I just went natural, did herbs and things.” 
 
    “You saw the statistics on those, they’re not good.” 
 
    “I know, but…” 
 
    “Whoa, what’s this?” 
 
    They pulled up to their house and several neighbors were gathered in the front yard. 
 
    Jason parked and they got out, and the neighbors clustered around. 
 
    “Hey, Shiela, we’re here for you.” 
 
    “When are you going to get the operation?” 
 
    “Let us know what you need.” 
 
    Shiela was a little floored, to say the least. “But, how did you find out?”  
 
    “Your mother,” said the neighbors who lived in the house to the right of theirs. she called me, and I told Rhonda, and Rhonda told…it doesn’t matter. All that matters is that we’re here for you.” 
 
    Shiela was caught between embarrassment, she didn’t want to air her personal problems, and gratitude for the outpouring of support. 
 
    The meeting quickly became a party, and other neighbors showed up. 
 
    Hot dogs and hamburgers on the back grill, lots of beer, and a few of the guys made some hard drinks.  
 
    The girls pretty much clustered around Shiela and had a hen party. It was exactly what Shiela needed, and she even drank a beer herself, the doctor had told her she could still drink, but not too much. 
 
    The guys wandered around, had little meetings, talked everything from the coming operation to sports. 
 
    A few hours later everybody was comfortably high, Shiela was feeling the best she’d felt in months, and Jason was feeling pretty loosy goosy. He and Chuck Johnson, who lived in the house on the right, were talking about the Superbowl, and Chuck, quite bleary-eyed, suddenly said, “You should show solidarity.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Jason hiccuped. 
 
    “Well, like when women get cancer and they lose their hair, everybody shaves their head. 
 
    A couple of the other guys overheard this and they moved into the group. “Yeah, Jason. “If Shiela goes bald, you have to, too.” 
 
    One of the girls heard that, from all the way across the patio, and she blurted, “Jason’s gonna get his head shaved for you, Shiela.” 
 
    Shiela smiled. All this encouragement, she felt really good. “That’s my Jason. He’s my support animal.” 
 
    There were a lot of chuckles over that. 
 
    “No, I’m serious,” said Chuck. “If you get chemo and lose your hair then Jason’s got to get his head shaved, too.” 
 
    “Really?” asked Shiela. 
 
    “Several of the other girls ‘oohed.’ 
 
    “Well, I would, but you’re not going the chemo route.” 
 
    That caused some interest, and while the girls already knew about the mastectomy, the guys were suddenly blinking and thinking. 
 
    For a woman to lose her tits…that was…heavy. 
 
    Chuck laughed. “So you’re going to get some implants. So will Jason.” 
 
    Then everybody was laughing, Jason most of all. It seemed like a joke, but suddenly Shirley blurted, “That’s sweet of you Jason.” 
 
    Jason tried to figure out what she was talking about, but he had had too much to drink. He said, “What?” 
 
    The guys patted his back. “You’re a gutsy guy, Jason. I never would have been able to do that.” 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    And some of the girls talked about how cute Jason would look with implants. 
 
    And some of the guys talked about how heavy tits were and how Jason would have to have the implants done. 
 
    And so it went. Everybody laughing and joking, and Jason puzzled, but glad. Every time he looked at his wife he was glad all over again. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jason’s decision to have implants to match his wife’s was on Facebutt. And by noon it had a thousand hits, all positive. 
 
    The women in town thought it was a marvelous way to express one’s love. 
 
    The guys in town were amazed, and a few actually sounded envious. 
 
    Jason didn’t hear about it until lunch, when he walked into the lunch room and heard the TV announcer talk about the courageous man who was supporting his wife. 
 
    He smiled, started eating, then realized the hair head on TV was talking about him. 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    Some of the guys came by and congratulated him. 
 
    When he returned to his desk he passed a cubicle in which some of the secretaries were having a small party. 
 
    “Jason! That is so brave of you!” 
 
    “I wish my husband was that brave.” 
 
    And one of the girls cupped his ass, and when he turned she actually kissed him. “You’re our hero, Jason, supporting your wife like that.” 
 
    Jason stumbled on to the cheers of the women. 
 
    He was flabbergasted. Who woulda thunk? Yet…he had a warm feeling in his heart. 
 
    Last night he had figured it was all a joke. 
 
    This morning the joke had become real. 
 
    Still, it was a joke. At least it was to him. He had no intention of getting breast implants. 
 
    He was a man, dammit! 
 
    Then he got the phone call from Human Resources. 
 
      
 
    Jason walked into HR and was greeted by an overweight lady named Marcy. Marcy was known as a ball buster, but she welcomed Johnny, told him to have a seat, and offered him tea or coffee. 
 
    “No, I just ate.” 
 
    “Well, good. No doubt you’re wondering why I called you up here?” 
 
    “I was a little curious.” 
 
    Marcy leaned forward. Her big breasts laid on the desk and her second chin jiggled lightly. 
 
    “Jason, what you’re doing, getting implants, it’s pretty ballsy.” 
 
    Jason would have interrupted her and told her that he wasn’t getting implants, but she was saying such nice things about him… 
 
    “I never figured you for that kind of guy. Honestly, I thought you wee a little shallow, but I’m glad to see I was wrong. 
 
    “I talked to the boss and we’re going to give you two weeks leave, paid, and not off your vacation time. In addition, I’ve been in touch with our insurance company, and they’ve agreed to cover your operation.” 
 
    That was the moment it hit for Jason. When Marcy said ‘operation.’ 
 
    He was going to have to speak up, nip this in the bud. If he didn’t… 
 
    But Marcy kept talking, telling him what a cool fellow he was, and saying there might be a managerial position open in the summer, and… 
 
    And when Jason left her office he was dazed, and walking on air, and scared. 
 
    Was he really going to get this operation? 
 
    He was a guy! He shouldn’t have tits! What would the other guys think? 
 
    But the other guys, as he found out when he talked to his shift boss, were fine with it. 
 
    Apparently their wives were so happy with the news of Jason getting an implant that they were treating their husbands as if they were the ones getting the implant. 
 
    Jason had become a sort of poster boy for how husbands should be treated. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    “Back here!” Shiela called from the TV room. 
 
    Jason went to the TV room and found Shiela watching TV, and the newsie’s were talking about what a fine fellow Jason was. 
 
    “This is a fellow who understands women,” said one lady. 
 
    When a male counterpart begged to differ he was treated to sneers and snipes. 
 
    Jason stared at the screen. 
 
    “Honey, are you really going to go through with this?” asked Shiela. “I thought we were all joking last night, but the way…have you seen what people are saying on Facebutt?” 
 
    Jason nodded. He suddenly had a nervous sensation in the pit of his stomach. “I…yes.” 
 
    “So you are going through with it?” And she was suddenly hugging him, and crying, and carrying on like he had just invented the cure for COVID or something. 
 
    “Honey! I’ve never been so proud of you. All the girls have been calling me and telling me how lucky I am to have you.” 
 
    That was the moment that Jason realized he was stuck. He was committed. He was going to get breast implants. 
 
    He went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon and Coke. He was drinking too much, but he needed to. 
 
    The phone rang. Ding! Ding! Ding! 
 
    “I’ll get it,” chirped Shiela. 
 
    She entered the living room and picked up the phone. Jason listened, he couldn’t help but listen, and one more nail was pounded into the coffin. 
 
    “Yes, we’re all set. Tuesday. He is! Oh, my gosh! He’ll be so happy, I’ll tell him!” 
 
    Then she hung up and came into the kitchen. “That was the doctor. They arranged to do our breast implants at the same time. They want to see us tomorrow to take measurements.” 
 
    “Oh…oh.” Jason was dazed and the world was spinning. “That’s…that’s wonderful.” 
 
    “Isn’t it?” And Shiela actually jumped and clapped her hands. 
 
      
 
    The following day Jason and Shiela reported to the doctor. Since Jason had already gone to the doctor with Shiela he knew about the implant procedure. So the doctor had him remove his shirt and he took measurements. He measured around Johnny’s chest. He measured weird things, like the distance from Jason’s elbows to his shoulders, and logical stuff, like the location of Johnny’s nipples, the width of his chest, and so on. 
 
    And Jason felt very weird when the doctor explained that he was going to need a bra. 
 
    “Are my boobs going to be that heavy? I thought I’d get some cute, little perky ones.” 
 
    Jason about died describing boobs like that, especially in conjunction with himself, but he had to. 
 
    “Well, the problem is that your chest is wide. Male chests are normally wider than female chests, and if we put in small implants it will look somewhat silly, like little golf balls too far apart. But if we put in big ones, like the Chyna 2000 implants, then your chest will look normal.” 
 
    Chyna 2000s?” 
 
    “Named after a professional wrestler, Joanie Laurer. She was billed as the Ninth Wonder of the World. These are top of the line implants. They were made with such things body slams and other wrestling maneuvers in mind. Believe me, you’ll be very happy with the Chyna 2000 implants.” 
 
    Jason nodded. 
 
    “Now, just a suggestion, you should probably remove your chest hair.” 
 
    “Remove it?” 
 
    “Chest hair will look funny on breasts. In fact, it might be best if you just shaved your whole body, or used Nair. We’re going to have to sterilize your chest, and shave it, and if you come in ahead of the game…” The doctor shrugged. 
 
      
 
    Jason drove home, Shiela beside him, and he was in deep thought. Not about the upcoming operation, although that was in his mind, but because of an oddity that had happened. 
 
    While the doctor was measuring his chest he had gotten a boner. 
 
    The doctor’s hands gripping his pectorals like they were tits, feeling his nipples and making them rigid, it was all too much. 
 
    For the nth time he had the thought: I’m a man, dammit! 
 
    And he was. But he was about to be a man with boobs. 
 
      
 
    The days passed slowly, and the horror mounted just as slowly. 
 
    Jason would wake up in the morning, look at himself in the mirror, and shiver. 
 
    Yet he couldn’t back out. He was famous, at least in his town. The newspaper ran stories on him and Shiela.  
 
    So he shivered, and worried, and alternated between being happy, and concealing his feelings of fear. 
 
    He concealed his feelings so well that nobody was aware of them. Not even Shiela. 
 
    The upside was that Shiela was more loving than she had ever been. Even if she didn’t feel like it, she gave him sex. And she even gave him head. 
 
    In fact, he didn’t know who started it, but women passing by kept accidentally bumping their hands against his groin. A few times, once in an elevator and once in the mail room at work, a woman gave him a full on grope. 
 
    Oh, it wasn’t love, and it wasn’t a come on to a fuck. It was just women showing their appreciation for his act of solidarity. 
 
     
 
    Then came the day of the operation. 
 
    Shiela went in early. She had to have cancerous material removed. She was lucky in that she would get her implants the day of the surgery. Usually patients had to wait months before getting the implant procedure. She was getting them right away. 
 
    Jason went in a couple of hours later. They would wake up about the same time, and both be endowed. 
 
    Jason kissed Sheila, then the nurses rolled her away. 
 
    Jason sat in a waiting room and stared at a book without seeing a thing. 
 
    Every once in a while somebody would pass in the hallway, and every once in a while somebody would stop and chat.  
 
    He was a hero, but he sure didn’t feel like it. 
 
    He felt like a freak, and shortly he was going to look like a freak. 
 
    Shortly after lunch, while Shiela was just getting finished with the first part of her operation, Jason was prepared for his operation. 
 
    Final paperwork was gone over, then he was rolled down the hall. 
 
    And it seemed like an awful lot of people knew him. People he had never seen wished him well, patted his hand, and one brazen nurse placed her hand right on his crotch and kissed his cheek. 
 
    In the operating room he lay on the table and looked at the ceiling. He tried to count the dots in a square of the sound proof tiles overhead.  
 
    The doctor came in, nurses came in. Instruments were readied. The anesthesiologist entered and sat down next to Jason. 
 
    “Well, are you ready?” 
 
    Jason was gulping, and he said, “Ready as I’ll ever be.”  
 
    “Well, just to be on the up and up, the anesthesiologist smiled. “I’m a big fan. Then he put the face mask over Jason’s face and said, “Count backwards from 100.” 
 
    Every patient tries to stay awake, and every patient. fails. Jason was no exception. He reached 95 and… 
 
      
 
    …woke up. 
 
    He felt warm and fuzzy, and he knew he was all drugged up, and he liked it. After the week of worrying he was ready for a little ‘relaxed brain’ time. 
 
    He was in a long room with a dozen beds, and he was the only recovering patient. 
 
    “Hello, Jason.” 
 
    Oh, he wasn’t alone. Shiela was in the bed across the way. 
 
    “Shiela! How did it go?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I just woke up. But I’m feeling good.” 
 
    “Me, too. Do you think we could score some of these drugs? Take them home and stay stoned?”
Shiela laughed. She sounded tired, but happy. Of course she was happy, the enemy had been cut out of her body. 
 
    “How are your boobs?” 
 
    Shiela sat up and looked at her chest. “Well, I’m bigger than I was, but I’m bandaged up. I’m probably pretty ugly under there.” 
 
    Jason lurched forward, then controlled his motion. He sat up and looked down. 
 
    “Whoa!” he blurted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m fucking huge!” 
 
    “Chyna 2000s, babe.” 
 
    Jason slipped a leg out and sat sideways on the bed. 
 
    “Whoa!” blurted Shiela. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She had a sideways view of him now, and she said, “You’re bigger than me.” 
 
    At that moment a nurse came in, smiled, and welcomed the couple back to the real world. 
 
    She took care of Shiela first, mainly telling her that she had to be careful, don’t move quickly, don’t rip the sutures, don’t do any gymnastics. 
 
    Then she turned to Jason. She saw his chest under the gown and smiled. “Jason, forgive me for being a wee bit unprofessional, but that is the sexiest thing I have ever seen.” 
 
    Jason blushed. 
 
    “Okay, let me give you a quick exam, and we’ll get you fitted with a bra.” 
 
    “A bra,” he said, dully. 
 
    “That’s right. You don’t want to sag or get stretchmarks, so you’ll be wearing a bra from here on out. Not that you’ll sag much, your implants have been hooked right to your ribs. You’ll be standing up and proud from here on out. But a bra will take some of the load off your ribs, and your back.” 
 
    Shiela sat up and watched as the nurse helped him out of his gown and started feeling his breasts. 
 
    She placed her hands under them and lifted. She checked their weight. She listened with a stethoscope. In fact, she seemed to be spending an awful lot of time just massaging his boobs. 
 
    “Well,” she smiled. “Everything is normal.” She was breathing a little fast, and her eyes were sparkling. She even had a little red in her cheeks. 
 
    She put the bra on Jason, made sure his boobs were correctly in the cups, then she reached around him to fasten the snaps in the back. 
 
    Jason felt like she was hugging him.  
 
    “Sorry, it’s difficult to get this thing fastened.” 
 
    Finally, she backed off, and Jason felt the effects of being firmly supported. 
 
    It felt good. It transferred weight to his shoulders. Of course it made him stand out even further. 
 
    The nurse quickly backed off and mumbled, “I’ll see you later.” 
 
    She left the room, and Shiela hissed, “Did you just get felt up?” 
 
    Yet she wasn’t mad, more amazed. 
 
    Jason nodded. “It’s been like that. I didn’t say anything, but I get groped wherever I go. Women seem fascinated with me.” 
 
    “Well, you are fascinating.” 
 
    Jason looked at her. She was staring at him, and maybe it was his imagination, but she looked..excited. Sexually excited. 
 
    “They’ve mostly been feeling me down there, real quick and subtle, but…am I going to have to worry about having my boobs groped?” 
 
    Shiela chuckled. “You are.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Did you see the look on her face? She couldn’t keep her hands off you.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “You guess…I know. Women know women.” 
 
    “So what am I going to do?” 
 
    “About being groped?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Shiela sat back, looked at the ceiling for a moment, and smiled. She leaned forward again and looked at him. “Honey, if you were a woman I’d tell you to scream ‘rape.’” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “But you’re a man. You’re one of the ones who normally does the groping.” 
 
    “But I’ve never…” 
 
    She raised a palm to stop him. 
 
    “Honey, you’re a man. When you even look at a woman there is appraisal and the start of desire in your look. You dissect the fairer sex with your eyes, making judgment on the size of our boobs, the sway of our ass. This is just the way you are. This is the way all men are.” 
 
    “Your point being?” 
 
    “My point is that you’re going to get groped, and you might just as well enjoy it.” She giggled. 
 
    “Enjoy it?” 
 
    “Go with it. Put up with it. Learn how to have fun with it.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can do that.” 
 
    “Yes, you can, and you will enjoy it, and I’ll even enjoy it. Just think, you’re going to be getting back what you’ve been putting out ever since you went through puberty.” 
 
    “You make it sound…sound…” 
 
    “Like you’re a piece of meat?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Well, good. Sometimes men do that to women.” 
 
    Jason sighed. He wasn’t happy with the conversation, but something he couldn’t deny, his pecker was rising up.  
 
    Even though he as still on drugs, his dingus was singing. He looked down and saw the bump under the sheets. 
 
    Shiela saw it, too, and she laughed. “There it is! That’s the proof we needed!” 
 
    Then she grew sober. “Do you remember Audi Murphy?” 
 
    Jason blinked. “What? What does Audi Murphy have to do with the price of carrots in Ukraine?” 
 
    “He was a war hero, most decorated soldier, and then he was a movie star, and the world loved him. You liked his movies, and I got interested in his cherub face, and I looked him up on the internet. I came across an interview with his wife.” 
 
    Jason was wondering where this was going. 
 
    “The person interviewing her pointed out that Audie was a ladies’ man, that he was untrue to her, but that she still loved him.” 
 
    “Again, what are you saying?” 
 
    “Mrs. Murphy said that she came to the realization that the world, specifically the women, wanted Audie Murphy. And the women wanted him sexually. And he was a man, and he would do what a man did, and she said she realized that though she didn’t like it, she was going to have to share him.” 
 
    “Share him.” 
 
    “Look, those pillows on your chest make it look like you’re a member of the sisterhood. That automatically builds up trust. Women are going to be more comfortable around you, they won’t treat you like the regular, sex starved bozo that is a man. They’ll be willing to touch you, and they will look at your chest and think. Sexually think.” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    Again, she interrupted him. “No, you don’t. But all of this attention, this fascination for the man who has broken through, combined with the fact that you’re a hero…women are going to want you.” 
 
    “Want me.” Now he was surprised. 
 
    “They will want you, and they will accost you wherever you go.” 
 
    “So what am I supposed to do about that?” 
 
    “Whatever you want.” 
 
    “Let them grope me?” 
 
    “Honey, you won’t be able to stop them. When it comes down to it, even though women are always avoiding the male pursuit, they are just as hungry, sexually, as any man.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Yes?” she tilted her head and smiled at him. 
 
    “What are you really saying here?” 
 
    “I’m saying that I can’t afford to be mad, pissed off, angry, whatever, if you find yourself in a compromising position.” 
 
    “So it’s okay if I fuck somebody else?” He was whispering, trying to grok it all. 
 
    “No. But since there’s nothing I can do about it…” she shrugged her shoulders. 
 
    “But…you…we…we could move away!” 
 
    “Do you want to leave your home? Your friends?” 
 
    “If I’m going to be forced to fuck, then yes!” 
 
    Shiela just shook her head. “Look at you. You’re such a good liar.” 
 
    “I’m not—“ 
 
    “Look down!” 
 
    He did, and his little bump was now a big bump. 
 
    “You’re a man, and the idea excites you. Don’t deny it. 
 
    Now Jason was caught. It was exciting. there was a direct correlation between what she was saying and the size of his boner. 
 
    Having made her point, Shiela sat back and watched Jason. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “You don’t have to say anything. Just be honest, tell me the truth, and we’ll get through this.” 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    Jason went home, and Shiela had to spend a couple of days at the hospital. Hers was the more serious operation. 
 
    But the fun and games started as soon as Jason arrived at home. 
 
    He was in an Uber, slumping his shoulders in a way to try and hide his enormous boobs. The driver noticed, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    Jason walked up the steps to the front door, and Ellie Halston, the neighbor from a few doors up, was walking her dog. 
 
    “Hi, Jason!” she trotted up, almost dragging her miniature poodle. She hadn’t taken the dog for a walk in Jason’s memory. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “I see you’re home.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She was moving next to him, and it almost seemed like she was encouraging her mutt to pull his leash between Jason’s legs. 
 
    “Well, I…could you let my dog have a little cup of water?” 
 
    Jason should have known better. There was a garden hose right there, and Ellie’s house was only a hundred feet away. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    In truth, he expected her to grab the garden hose, but she followed him into his house. 
 
    He turned and she slid right past him and into the kitchen. 
 
    Ellie grabbed a shallow bowl and dripped a bit of water into it and put the bowl on the floor.  
 
    The dog turned up its nose. 
 
    Then Ellie was closing in on him. Moving closer, making sure he had to face her. “So how does it feel to, uh, you know?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Jason honestly. “I just got them.” 
 
    Her face was now a foot from his, and her eyes were almost sparking. 
 
    “Can I see them?” 
 
    Now Jason was caught, and he realized that he was caught, and he realized that Shiela had been right. He wasn’t even home and he was being accosted. 
 
    “Please?” And hidden in her bright smile was the knowledge: You show me yours and I’ll show you mine. 
 
    “Well, I—“ 
 
    “It’s nothing between us girls, you know. We show each other our tits all the time.” 
 
    “Well, I—“ 
 
    Then her hands were actually on him, feeling his boobs. 
 
    Jason tried to back up, but she moved with him. 
 
    “Oh, those are nice.” 
 
    Her hands were quick, and she undid buttons and pulled his shirt apart. 
 
    Jason looked down. He was still enormous. He had mountains. 
 
    Ellie fondled his breasts. She stared at the expanse of skin bulging up. She licked her lips. 
 
    One hand went down to his groin. 
 
    Finally, Jason managed to move. “Please, I don’t…I just got out of the hospital. 
 
    For some reason, Ellie wasn’t put off by his refusal. But she still had her hands on his boobs. 
 
    Then she lowered one hand and grabbed his package. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whimpered Jason. 
 
    Ellie squeezed, and grinned up into his face. 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    And he moved her hands off him with his own. 
 
    Now Ellie pouted. “I’m offering you something, Jason. Something that doesn’t grow on trees.” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m married…I…” 
 
    “Well!” Taking an attitude she stomped out of the house. Her little doggie looked back at Jason sorrowfully. 
 
    Jason sighed and sagged against the counter. Heysoos. He just wanted to relax, catch some ZZZs. What the fuck! Ellie had never come on to him like…oh, yeah. He had tits now. 
 
    The next day Jason headed for the hospital. He was approached by an older lady in the parking lot, and the lady went right up to him and grabbed his tits. 
 
    “Eeek!” Jason felt ridiculous. He had actual screamed, like a little bitch. 
 
    He ran away from the victorious lady. 
 
    In the elevator up to the third floor a nurse asked him if he would like to accompany her to a closet. 
 
    Jason shook his head, and he must have looked frightened. The nurse patted him on his cheek. “Well, don’t worry. You’ll come around.” 
 
    Then she marched off down a hallway, and Jason went the other way to his wife’s room. 
 
    Shiela was in a bed in a two person room. The other person in the room was a diminutive lady, only five foot tall, but her eyes glistened when Jason entered the room. 
 
    “Here he is! Hi, honey!” 
 
    Jason gave her a kiss. He was about to sit down when Shiela said, “Juanita wants to see your boobies.” 
 
    Jason’s mouth opened and he blinked. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be such a stick in the mud. Show her.” 
 
    He didn’t want to, but Shiela was so insistent that he finally opened his shirt front and showed the other woman his big chest. 
 
    “Wow! They’re big!” 
 
    Jason felt, once again, like a piece of meat. The woman didn’t care about him, she didn’t ask how his day was or what he did for a living. She just wanted a glimpse, and then a feel, of his boobs. 
 
    “Go on, let her feel them,” encouraged Shiela. 
 
    Against his better judgement, Jason let the woman squeeze his breasts, then she ran a thumb over the outline of his nipples in his bra. 
 
    Jason shivered and the girls laughed. 
 
    “Okay, back to your soap operas, Juanita. “You’ve had your fun.” 
 
    “Thanks, Shiela,” and the woman turned on her TV, and, sure enough, she tuned it to a soap opera. 
 
    Jason sat down and tried to get over his red face and heavy sweat. 
 
    Shiela was laughing. “What’s the matter, honey? Don’t like being a sex object?” 
 
    “Not really.” Then he told her about Ellie coming over, ostensibly to water her dog, which sounded really lame. 
 
    Shiela just chuckled. Then: “Why didn’t you fuck her?” 
 
    Jason was aghast. “But…I’m married!” 
 
    “And we talked about this.” She sighed. “I almost wish you had just so you can get over it.” 
 
    “You want me to fuck somebody else?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Jason, you should understand something. Technically, you’re my man. I own you.” 
 
    That was brazen and even a little off putting. 
 
    “But if I hold onto you too tightly, you’re going to revolt. And even if it wasn’t you, the other women would eventually have their way with you.” 
 
    “So you do want me to fuck somebody else.” 
 
    There it was, not a question, but a statement of affirmation. 
 
    And Jason came to a decision. 
 
    That night, when he went home, he dug through the bottom dresser drawer in their bedroom. This was where they kept their sex toys. He shoved a couple of vibrators aside. He moved the velvet handcuffs. He pushed the penis gag aside, and…he found it. 
 
    They had bought a chastity device some time ago, but had never used it. Jason didn’t like how horny it made him, but now he needed it. Horny or not, he needed to be protected from the women who were coming after him. 
 
    He was horny, the days of women groping him and fondling him had made him so, and his pecker stood out and drooled. 
 
    Heysoos! he thought. Does it never end? 
 
    And, of course, it didn’t. 
 
    So he laid back on the bed and began to stroke himself. 
 
    But he couldn’t get off. He was hard and horny, but…he couldn’t, and he started to worry. After all, when old faithful doesn’t erupt, there’s got to be something wrong. 
 
    He went into the computer room and called up some porn. He stared at pictures of big breasted woman being poked by big dicked men. 
 
    He watched Holly and Richelle and Casca, but…his dick would not squirt! 
 
    Now he was worried. His dick was hard! All the time! And he had never had this trouble before! 
 
    So why couldn’t he squirt? 
 
    Then, he was cruising through sites, looking for inspiration, he came across an image of a girl with a dick. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    A lady boy! A trans! A shemale! Whatever you wanted to call it! 
 
    Was this why he couldn’t cum? 
 
    By him getting tits had some essential, manly part of him been changed? 
 
    He clicked on the pic, hoping to prove his thesis false. He would look at the pictures of men with tits, like himself, and prove that this wasn’t the source of his horniness. 
 
    He opened up a movie and watched. He didn’t touch his penis, he was afraid, but he watched. 
 
    Nothing was happening. Good. He didn’t want it to happen. He wanted to be good, old heterosexual Jason. He just wanted— “Unh…unh…FU-U-U!” 
 
    His baby better shot out of the head of his dick. 
 
    Long squirts of white hot fever, and then…he was soft. 
 
    And terrified. 
 
    I’m a man! he thought. I’m not a woman! Or..or…one of those…those hybrid things! 
 
    But he had cum from seeing a man with tits! He was weird! He was a pervert! His life was over! 
 
    But he didn’t try to kill himself. He just wiped his dick off and put it in the chastity tube. 
 
    The tube was only a couple of inches long. He barely fit in it soft. And it was narrow. He had to grease himself up, and then it was like trying to put a rubber band into a keyhole. 
 
    Still, he managed to make it happen. He put the circle around his package and clicked the tube and the ring together. It locked automatically. 
 
    He stared at his dingus. It wiggled inside the plastic sheath. It tried to get hard, and it was so incredibly frustrating. 
 
    But at least he was safe from predatory females. Now they couldn’t reach him. 
 
    Sure, they’d still be able to touch his boobs, but…there was nothing they could do about it. 
 
    He had circumvented the perverts of the world. 
 
    Then he had the thought, even though I’m one of those perverts. 
 
     
 
    The next day Jason headed for the hospital.  
 
    When women smiled at him he smiled back, for they couldn’t defile him. 
 
    Sure, they still groped his chest, but now he was safe! 
 
    He rode up in the elevator, secure in the knowledge that nobody could have him unless he produced the key. But he had left the key at home. 
 
    Heck, he had almost been tempted to destroy the key, or just flush it down the toilet. 
 
    But he managed not to go that far. 
 
    “Hey, honey!” he smiled and kissed Shiela. 
 
    “What are you so happy and smug about?” 
 
    He told her. 
 
    He smiled, she was incredulous. 
 
    Jason…you…what?” 
 
    “Locked myself up. Now I don’t have to worry about being true to you.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Oh, honey. You’ve done it now.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” his brows dipped. 
 
    “Don’t you know how nature works?” 
 
    “Of course I do.” 
 
    “But you locked your thing up anyway.” 
 
    “Of course I did!” 
 
    “Jason, when a female animal gets in heat all male animals are afforded the right, do you know what happens if the female of the species is not willing?” 
 
    “What?” he was confused. 
 
    “Then the males turn on here. They nip her and bite her, and they can even kill her!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s the survival instinct. It’s the reason for sex, and you…you…you’ve just put yourself in a bad position.” 
 
    “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “Jason! If you don’t pleasure females, then eventually they will turn on you! They have to! It’s survival!” 
 
    “No! I’ve never heard of that. That’s crazy!” 
 
    “And I’m telling you, right now. Go home and take that thing off.” 
 
    “Take off the chastity tube?” 
 
    “If you don’t you’ll be sorry. Women will gather. They will come together and pursue you. They will track you down and try to have their way, and when they can’t…they will hurt you.” 
 
    “No! You’re being silly! You’re just saying this to…to…” 
 
    “To what? I don’t have anything to gain. In fact, I’m worried that you’re at risk.” 
 
    “This is ridiculous. Women beating up men to have sex? That goes against everything I’ve ever heard! Men are supposed to do the pursuing.” 
 
    “But if they don’t then the women turn on them. Haven’t you ever heard that women are the more vicious of the species?” 
 
    “Sure. But that’s…” he ran out of words. 
 
    “Honey,” Shiela turned very serious. “Go get the key and take that thing off before women find out.” 
 
    “It’s in my pants.” 
 
    “And you’ve been groped, and you will be groped, and when women realize they’ve been cheated,” she shook her head sadly. 
 
    Jason sat and just shook his head right back at her. This was the stupidest thing he had ever heard of. 
 
    At that moment the. little girl in the bed next to Shiela’s woke up. She smiled and stretched when she saw Jason. 
 
    “Come here, stud. Let me feel your tits.” 
 
    Jason was compelled to, not because he wanted to, but because he wanted to prove that Shiela was wrong, that he was at no risk. 
 
    He moved to Juanita’s bed and she reached out a hand and felt his breasts. “Oh, you are such a manly woman!” 
 
    “Jason,” Shiela warned. 
 
    Then Juanita reached down and felt his package. 
 
    Except all she felt was the plastic tube. 
 
    The change in her was instantaneous. Her pretty face became a snarl. Her eyes widened, then narrowed. 
 
    “What have you done?” she hissed. 
 
    “Jason! Get out of here!” 
 
    Jason wasn’t alarmed. Not yet. The woman was small, petite, and he was a big man. 
 
    Then she came out of her bed and attacked him. 
 
    Jason went backwards over Shiela’s bed. 
 
    Shiela shrieked and protected her breasts. 
 
    Juanita scratched him, bit him, and end up on the bottom when they completed their roll across the bed. 
 
    Jason jumped up and ran around the bed. 
 
    “Come here, you son of a bitch!” 
 
    Juanita scrambled over the bed and Jason dodged the other way. 
 
    A nurse came in. “What is all this ruckus!?” 
 
    Jason tried to hide behind her. 
 
    Juanita screamed, “Feel him! See what he’s done!” 
 
    The nurse was confused. 
 
    Shiela: “Jason, you need to leave, get that thing off of you.” 
 
    “What thing?” asked the nurse, confused. 
 
    “Feel him!” snapped Juanita. 
 
    The nurse reached out and grabbed Jason by the manhood. The patient, kind caring face evaporated, and in its place was a snarling, snapping animal. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    Jason slapped her hand away and backed up. 
 
    “Jason! Run for it!” 
 
    Jason turned and ran. the nurse and Juanita, who had a broken leg, ran after him. 
 
    “Come back here!” 
 
    “Stop him!” 
 
    Nurses and doctors and patients backed away, but as the nurse and Juanita passed the women started to react. Their heads snapped around and they glared after Jason. Then they joined the pursuit. 
 
    Jason reached the end of the hallway. He looked back and saw the snapping, shrieking pack of insane women. 
 
    He ran down the staircase. People stepped aside from his mad rush, but when the women crowded onto the stairs and passed them, it was like they were infected by the smell, the psychosis, the whatever it was that was changing normal, reasonable women into screaming harpies. 
 
    The good thing about a mob is that it is unwieldy. It gets in its own way. Thus, Jason was a good ways ahead of it when he burst out of the stairwell and into the parking lot. He was confused as to where he was, but he managed to figure it out and he ran for his car. 
 
    The women burst out into the parking area. They saw him and set off in mad pursuit. 
 
    Jason ran around cars, slid over hoods, and was almost to his car. 
 
    The insanity of the women, now in the open, spread fast, and didn’t wait for women to get near women. Now women around Jason looked towards him and transformed. They became howling beasts. They had been deprived, the survival of the race was at hand. 
 
    Jason had his key out. He reached his car and put the key in the lock. He opened the door and jammed himself into the car, but hands grabbed the door before he could shut it. Women crowded behind his car, surrounded it, and they screamed and pulled on the door. 
 
    Jason tried to get the key into the ignition, but the door was pulled out of his grip. Hands reached in and grabbed him, pulled him screaming from his car. 
 
    He was pulled onto the asphalt. Delicate, red tipped fingers were transformed into claws, and the women ripped at his clothes. They didn’t speak, except in harsh, guttural growls. There was no mind except that of a savage beast. 
 
    Jason screamed, he tried to fight, he kicked, he punched, but there were too many of them. 
 
    They ripped his clothes off him. They grabbed his chastity tube and began pulling on that.  
 
    Jason slipped into unconscious at the pain. 
 
      
 
    Jason woke up in the hospital. He was in a bed. His boobs had survived, the women hadn’t torn those off his body, but he looked down at his groin. It was swatched in thick bandages, and he couldn’t feel a thing. 
 
    A male nurse was sitting in a chair next to him. He was reading a book, but he put it aside when Jason stirred. 
 
    “What…what?” Jason asked. He was dazed. 
 
    “Hi, Jason. It’s okay. You’ll be okay.” 
 
    “But…what happened?” 
 
    The nurse sighed, was very professional. “The women, they…assaulted you.” 
 
    “Why am I bandaged down there?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Jason. The women…they…got you…your penis” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They didn’t get everything, your balls were badly bruised, but your penis…they…well…it’s gone. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I don’t know what happened, but they were screaming and shrieking, and then they…they grabbed your penis, and…and then they seemed to lose interest. Police have interviewed some of them, but they don’t seem to remember what happened.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Then: “Where’s my wife?” 
 
    “She was discharged three days ago. We’ve had you in an induced coma for several days. You needed a couple of operations, and then you needed to heal.” 
 
    “So I’ve got no…no…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Jason. The doctors will be in to see you, but…you’re essentially a eunuch now.” 
 
    Jason felt the tears flowing. He felt the breasts on his chest. He felt himself screaming, then nurse and doctors were holding him down and he was given a shot. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Jason.” Shiela smiled at him. 
 
    “Shiela, honey!” 
 
    She sat down next to him. She didn’t make any show of affection, didn’t hug him or kiss him. 
 
    “Where have you been?” 
 
    “I’ve been at home.” 
 
    “And you know…you know…” 
 
    “That you’re no longer a man? Yes. I’ve been told.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    Shiela was silent for a moment, bit her lip, looked down at her lap. 
 
    Her new breasts were marvelous. She looked radiant, except…there was a sadness in her that couldn’t be concealed. 
 
    “Well, honey, I’m sorry to say, but…we’re not going to be married any longer.” 
 
    “Why not?” His heart was breaking. First he loses his penis, then his wife…what was going on? 
 
    “I’m sorry, Jason, but I married a man. You’re no longer a man.” 
 
    “But you were excited when I got tits! You thought that was the greatest thing in the world!” 
 
    “Yes, and it was, but…but then you deprived womenkind of your penis. You get tits and make us all horny, then you refuse us, and now…now you aren’t even a man.” 
 
    “But I did it for you?” 
 
    She nodded. “I know. That makes it all the harder, but I’m sure you understand why I can’t be married to a man who can’t please me.” 
 
    “But I can!” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I’ll…I’ll use a strap on! A dildo! I’ll eat you out!” 
 
    “Sorry, Jason, but it’s just not the same.” 
 
    “But what will I do?” 
 
    “You can live at the house until you get sorted out, but somewhere along the line you’re going to have to move out and get on with your life.” 
 
    Jason began to sob. 
 
      
 
    Jason was released a few days later, and Shiela was kind enough to come and pick him up. She drove him back to their house, now her house, and he entered the old homestead. 
 
    It was different. Shiela had started redecorating. All trace of his manly presence was removed. 
 
    His golf clubs and clothes, his bowling ball and power tools, were all in a pile around his work bench. 
 
    In the house Shiela had painted the guest room pink, and this was where Jason was to stay, until he got on his feet. 
 
    He stood in the pink room and looked around. White enamel dresser and vanity table. The bathroom was small with only a stand up shower in it. Quite close quarters. 
 
    He turned to Shiela, “Honey, we’ve—“ 
 
    She shook her head sadly, and she said the words that no man ever wants to hear. “Jason, a small dicked man isn’t of much use, and a no dicked man is of no value at all. I know you didn’t intend for all this to happen, and I know that when you got tits like mine you were motivated by the kindest of intentions. But…it’s over. We’re done.” 
 
    That night Jason cried himself to sleep. 
 
      
 
    Jason returned to work, and got another shock. He was summoned to HR, and Marcie was waiting for him. 
 
    “Hi, Jason.” 
 
    “Hi, Marcie.” 
 
    Before he had been a hero. Now her face was placid, even cold. 
 
    “I heard you had an accident…” that was a polite way of putting it. A mob of howling females pulling off your dingus was not quite an accident. “…and I do sympathize. Unfortunately, and this may come come across as downright mean, though we don’t intend it as such, but your job has been phased out.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We’ll give you the obligatory two weeks salary, and we won’t fight unemployment insurance, but…you’re going to have to empty your desk and move along.” 
 
    That afternoon Jason brought the little cardboard box of his belongings home. 
 
    “They fired you, eh?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well, I told you putting on that chastity tube was a big mistake.” 
 
    That was all Shiela said, and now Jason was convinced: females are the more vicious of the species. 
 
    Days passed, and Jason grew morose and withdrawn. 
 
    He was no longer welcome in the world. He had gone from being a high producing salesman to…a joke. That’s all he was…a joke. 
 
    He looked for work, but there was none. When people saw a man with tits they were excited. Jason could help them fulfill government regulations. He could be their newly hired trans. 
 
    But when they found out the circumstances of his ‘accident,’ they didn’t want anything to do with him. 
 
    “Sorry, Jason.” 
 
    “No thanks, Jason.” 
 
    “You’ll have to look elsewhere.” 
 
    One night he was sitting in his room, feeling sorry for himself, and Shiela entered. 
 
    “How’s the job hunting going?” she asked. 
 
    He snorted. 
 
    “That good, eh?” 
 
    “There is no milk of human kindness in the cow of humanity,” he stated. 
 
    She nodded. “I sort of expected something like that.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “Can I stay longer?” 
 
    She sighed. “I guess you’ll have to.” Then: “Can you get a job in the food service industry? At McDonalds or some place?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I guess that’s my next step.” 
 
    Shiela was standing in the doorway, one shoulder against the jamb, nibbling on a red fingernail. 
 
    “You know,” she said, “there is one thing you might try. It’ll probably work, but you’ll have to overcome certain…considerations you might have.” 
 
    “What’s that? Sure! I’ll do anything!” 
 
    Shiela took a big breath and let it out. “Become a woman.” 
 
    “What?” His voice went up a few octaves. 
 
    “You’ve already lost your dick, and I suppose it doesn’t matter if you have balls, and your breasts are the envy of any woman, but…people might accept you if you weren’t halfway between a man and a woman.” 
 
    Jason thought about that. Halfway between. He had balls, but no pecker. He had tits. He had aspects of both men and women. Maybe it would work. At least he wouldn’t be a half and half man. 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    Shiela took him back to her bedroom and sat him down at her vanity. 
 
    “You’ll have to bind up your balls, get them out of the way. Do they still make you horny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. but I don’t have the pecker to use to relieve them, so…I’ve got the worst case of blue balls in the history of the world.” 
 
    “Well, that might work in your favor, when we get to the end.” 
 
    “The end? The end of what?” 
 
    “The end of your transformation.” 
 
    Jason blinked. Transformation. He remembered the night he had looked at the computer, how he had involuntarily cum just at watching those people. 
 
    “Sit down. Pay attention. I’ll tell you what and why, but it’s you who have to remember it and be able to do your own make up.” 
 
    Shiela went to work. She cleaned his pores, primed him, and made him like a canvas. Then she started decorating his eyes, giving him long lashes, eyeliner, the whole nine yards. 
 
    Jason watched, and though he had no pecker, it was making him extremely horny. His nuts were still producing testosterone, and he felt warm and hot and drippy, even though he had nothing to drip from. 
 
    Shiela finished his make up and stood back, and…frowned. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” asked Jason self consciously. 
 
    “Nothing. Nothing. you’re…perfect.” 
 
    “Then why are you looking at me like that?” 
 
    “No reason. Just thinking. 
 
    But there was a reason, and it wasn’t ‘just thinking.’ Seeing Jason in make up had made her hot. Him without a dick didn’t make anybody hot, but him wearing panties and bra, his face all made up, his big, beautiful breasts upthrust…Shiela suddenly felt horny. And not just horny, but horny horny. She felt hornier than when Jason had been a man with a pecker. 
 
    Jason sat and watched as she helped him put on fake nails and paint them. He studied his hands, and damn if he didn’t feel hornier himself. 
 
    His hair was long, and she styled it in a female style. By the time she was done she was breathing hard, and Jason noticed. “Shiela? Are you getting turned on?” 
 
    “I…I think I am.” 
 
    They stared at each other, both of them breathing hard now, and then Shiela was kissing him. She was sitting in his dickless lap, her tongue crawling down his throat, her hands groping his breasts. 
 
    He groped hers. And he felt her pussy, stuck his finger in it until she moaned. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” asked Jason. 
 
    “We’re going to fuck!” Shiela grunted, pulling her clothes off. 
 
    “But how? I have no dick!” 
 
    “But I have one!” 
 
    She ran to the dresser, hit the bottom drawer, and pulled out a strap on. 
 
    Jason stared at it. “When did you get that?” 
 
    “When you were in the hospital. Some of the women came around and commiserated with me over you, and…and sometimes we…they…oh, fuck! Put this on!” 
 
    She helped him put the dildo on, and it projected from his groin, bigger than his own dick had ever been. 
 
    “Come on!” she cried desperately. “Do me!” 
 
    Jason jumped on her. It was weird, it was crazy, he was fucking her with a dick and felt nothing, but…he was fucking her. 
 
    “No! No!” Shiela wailed and gnashed her teeth. 
 
    “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “Give me the strap on!” 
 
    He unstrapped it and she took it, put it around her hips. Now the big dick was poking out from her groin, and she had a fierce look of victory on her face. 
 
    “What are…are you going to…” 
 
    Too late, Jason realized what the transfer of the dildo really meant. 
 
    Just like one of the women in the mob that had castrated him, she was beside herself. She threw him down, bent him over, and entered him. 
 
    Fortunately, the dildo was slick from having been in her pussy. It slid into him easily and he groaned. 
 
    “Oh, yeah! that’s what I’m talkin’ about!” 
 
    She howled as she pummeled him, pounded into him, opened him up and deflowered him. 
 
    For Jason it was painful…for about two seconds. Then he submitted to the stretch of his anus, the slither of the big, veined dildo up his heinie. He began to move his hips back, to fuck back, and shortly he felt the beginnings of an orgasm. 
 
    But how? he wondered. 
 
    But he knew. The dildo was pressing on his prostate, and he was having a sissygasm. 
 
    Fine with him, at least it was a relief. He jerked his hips and arched and cried out in wonder.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Jason and Shiela lay in the bed. they were breathing hard, and were happy. 
 
    After Jason had orgasmed he had managed to use his mouth and fingers to get Shiela off, and…they were happy. 
 
    “I guess you won’t have to move out after all,” Shiela  whispered, holding him close. She was holding him like he was the woman, and she was the man. 
 
    “But what about me getting a job?” 
 
    “You keep me happy like this and you won’t need a job. I’m making enough for both of us, and you can stay home and make yourself pretty.” 
 
    Jason nodded. It was a good solution, and she tilted her head up and kissed her husband. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know. I mean, he’s cool, and he’s handsome and strong and all that, but there’s something about him that  makes me wonder.” Jean sat on the park bench, tossing popcorn to the birds. She was 23 years old, classic 36 by 24 by 36, with long, blonde hair. 
 
    Tammy sat next to her, munching on a Three Musketeers bar. She was blonde, too, and had a similar body. Her nipples tended to show through her clothes when it was cold. Or she was hot. 
 
    “So what do you guys do when you go out?” 
 
    “Oh, you know. Movies, hang out in a pool hall. Mostly talk.” 
 
    “So why is he weird?” 
 
    “I didn’t say he was weird.” 
 
    “He makes you wonder, and that’s weird.” 
 
    Jean didn’t say much to that. Tammy was right. 
 
    “It’s not what he says or does, it’s the feel of him.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “I know. I’m not making sense. But when I talk to him I have the feeling he’s sitting in the back, watching, waiting.” 
 
    “Waiting for what?” 
 
    “That’s it. I don’t know.” 
 
    “How’s the sex?” 
 
    Jean smiled. “That’s the good stuff. He’s gentle, and considerate, but…” 
 
    “But what?” Tammy was starting to feel exasperated. 
 
    “I don’t know. Just the feeling that there’s something more. That he’s more than I think.” 
 
    “Or less.” 
 
    “Maybe, but probably not.” 
 
    “So why don’t you call him on it?” 
 
    “And how do I do that? Gee, Rod, tell me the thing that you don’t want to tell me?” 
 
    “That’s a good one. You could start there.” 
 
    “No. I can’t.” 
 
    Tammy sighed. “Well, how about asking him to..to…I don’t know. Do a sexual fantasy or something?” 
 
    “A sexual fantasy? Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. That’s up to you, or maybe I should say it’s up to him. 
 
    Jean emptied the bag of popcorn and a thousand pigeons cooed and kept waiting. 
 
    “But this relationship is going nowhere until you get to the bottom of it. Either find out what’s buggin’ you, find out what’s weird about him, or call it off.” 
 
    “I know. But I don’t want to call it off. What if he’s the one?” 
 
    “Great, if you’re as messed up as he is. You can live a life being weird with each other.” 
 
    Jean frowned. She had hoped her friend would have some viewpoint that would help her, but…nope. 
 
    “Well, I have to go.” 
 
    “So do I. Got a date with Rod.” 
 
    “A date with Mr. Weirdo. Good luck with that.” 
 
    With that the girlfriends hugged each other and went their separate ways. 
 
      
 
    Rod met her at Charley Coyote’s, a hot spot down on Santa Monica. 
 
    “Hey, babe. How you doing?” He placed an around her, kissed her deeply, and they smiled at each other. 
 
    Jean felt that heat start up in her loins. She turned and swatted him in the dick with her hand. It was a subtle move, and he grunted and grinned. “Somebody’s hot tonight.” 
 
    “Could be. Maybe if you play your cards right you’ll get hot.” 
 
    Rod was a lithe but muscular man. He was strong, but flexible. His face was soft and he wore his hair long, and there was something hiding inside him. 
 
    They entered the bar, Rod slipping the doorman a five to make it happen, and they headed for the bar. 
 
    Rod was a bourbon and Coke man, Jean was a fruity cocktail kind of girl. They ordered their drinks and sauntered over to a corner table. 
 
    It was a hot night. The girls were wearing short latex, so tight you could see the nipples. Dancers on the floor did the vertical mambo. A bouncer broke up a fight between two young roosters, tossed those boys out and made it look easy. Then he let a fight between two young ladies go until their boy friends pulled them apart. The crowd cheered, and the party went on. 
 
    “You sound a little sad tonight,” observed Rod. “What’s going on.” 
 
    “Not much. Just thinking things through.” 
 
    “Like what kind of things?” 
 
    A girl at the bar through a drink in a man’s face. The man laughed and slapped her ass. Which made her spin angrily, then smile. In a moment they were kissing in the middle of a crowd. 
 
    “Like, I don’t know. Like…who are you, really?” 
 
    Rod chuckled. “Who am I? Hell, if I knew that I’d tell myself.” 
 
    She leaned across the small, round table and took his hand in hers. His knuckles were gnarly, hard, and she said, “We’ve been going out for months, but I always have the feeling that you’re holding something back.” 
 
    He watched her, and maybe it was her imagination, but she had the feeling that he was suddenly being careful. 
 
    “Right there. You don’t do anything, but you shut down. You stop talking and it’s like you’re waiting, watching, and not about to say anything real.” 
 
    Rod stood up and walked away. 
 
    Jean blinked. It was rude, and…and she realized he was just going for another couple of drinks. 
 
    Rod came back and handed her her drink. He placed his bourbon and Coke on the table and sat down. He looked at it, hard, then he looked at her. Still, he tried to get out of it. 
 
    He smiled. “Honey, I don’t have any big secrets. What you see is what you get.” 
 
    A moment of silence. silence for them, in a bar gone loud. 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to come clean, or we’re going to be history.” 
 
    He leaned closer to her, inspected her eyes, almost as if he wanted to make sure she was serious. Which was silly, because it was obvious that she was serious. 
 
    “So you want to know my big, deep, dark secret.” 
 
    “Right now.” 
 
    He sipped. Hard. He was going to need another drink pretty darned quick. 
 
    He placed his drink down. “But what if it’s something you don’t really want to hear?” 
 
    “Oh, rest assured. I want to hear.” 
 
    Her reassurance missed the mark.  
 
    “What if it’s something crazy, like I’m a serial killer terrorist who crosses the country looking for victims in bars?” 
 
    He had chosen his words well; he had chosen the words and concepts that were almost guaranteed to frighten people off. Especially nosy people. 
 
    Jean didn’t care. She had deep feelings for Rod, and she wasn’t about to be. scared off. At least, not until she had the real truth. 
 
    “Are you?” 
 
    He blinked. “Am I what?” 
 
    “Are you a serial killer terrorist looking for victims?” 
 
    “I might be.” 
 
    She stood up. “I want to go now.” 
 
    He frowned, and she could swear she had seen his lip tremble, and he stood up. “This isn’t fair,” he said. 
 
    She turned and walked out of the bar. He followed her.  
 
    A couple dancing saw them and snickered at the looks on their faces. 
 
    Jean marched across the parking lot to his car. She stopped by the passenger door and waited. 
 
    Rod came up behind her. “This isn’t fair.” 
 
    “I’m looking for a man. Have I found one?” 
 
    “A guy is entitled to his own thoughts.” 
 
    “Thoughts, yeah, and normally I wouldn’t care.” 
 
    “But you care now.” 
 
    “If we’re going any further…then yes, I care.” 
 
    His lips were compressed, slightly twisted. He was normally so complacent, but right then she could see that his emotions were running. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. He turned away and walked around to his side. He opened the doors and they got in. 
 
    The drive home was like ice cubes that refused to melt. He stared out the window, watched the road. 
 
    She watched him, and neither said a word. 
 
    He dropped her off at her apartment. He pulled up and turned to her, and just watched her. 
 
    She waited, but he wasn’t saying anything. 
 
    “Call me if you change your mind,” she whispered, almost in tears. Then she got out of the car and went up the stairs and into her apartment house. 
 
    Rod waited, the drove off. He didn’t screech his tires or accelerate unduly. He just drove, and there was, in his controlled behavior, a lot of suppressed emotion. 
 
      
 
    The next day was Sunday, and Jean did her laundry, read a book, watched TV, and was thoroughly miserable. 
 
    She hurt. Deeply. 
 
    She had been hurt before. She had cried over boys, and gotten over it. The problem was that she wasn’t crying, though she felt like it, and she had the feeling that she wasn’t going to get over her hurt this time. 
 
    She was entirely miserable. 
 
    As for Rod, he stayed home. He did guy things, watched a little porn, which was, for a change, entirely unsatisfying. He read a book, anime with no words, just weird words like ‘bonk,’ and ‘sphlatz,’ and shi-i-ing!’ 
 
    But, he didn’t understand anything. He couldn’t follow the weird words, he didn’t understand the sequence of the panels, and he sat out on the porch and twiddled his thumbs. 
 
    And was miserable. 
 
    Did he love her? He was a guy, and guys didn’t really understand things like ‘love.’ 
 
    He understood lust, and he knew that he liked being with Jean, and he wanted to be with her all the time, but…did he love her? 
 
    Sunday night was a restless night for both of them.  Jean tossed and turned and felt like worms were crawling in her veins. 
 
    Rod just couldn’t sleep. He was wired, but for no good reason…except for the uncomfortableness in his heart. 
 
    Jean had a job watching movies for Netflix. She spent her days nibbling popcorn, sipping tea, and analyzing movies. She categorized, labeled, figure out keywords, and assigned genres. It was an easy job, she didn’t even have to go in as long as she watched a couple of movies a day, and filled out a couple of forms. 
 
    This Monday she was feeling the blues. She had to force herself to watch, force herself to think, and it wasn’t fun. 
 
    And her mind kept turning to Rod. 
 
    Rod had an internet job. He wrote technical copy, and he could work whenever he wanted, and as long or as short as he wanted. 
 
    He liked the work, so he didn’t usually have trouble turning in copy. 
 
    but today…he had trouble. 
 
    He would be thinking of a description, thinking of keywords he should include, and suddenly his mind would turn to Jean. 
 
    Damn this thing called love. He had never had trouble working before, but now…” he shut off the computer after half a day and called it a whole day. He went in and poured himself a stiff one. 
 
    He tried to watch a movie, and ended up walking around the block, kicking stones and wondering what the fuck was wrong with him. 
 
    And so went Tuesday. And Wednesday. 
 
    Staring at the phone like it was a snake that was about to bite. But why wouldn’t it?” 
 
    And Thursday. And Friday. 
 
    And each of them thought: if he/she hasn’t called me by now I guess they don’t really love me. 
 
    But there is only so long that foolishness can go on. 
 
      
 
    Ring-a-ding-ding! went Jean’s phone. 
 
    She almost leaped out of her skin. She had been waiting so hard, and it had still caught her by surprise. 
 
    She grabbed for it, then paused. Don’t let him think you’re waiting for him. 
 
    No matter how much you are. 
 
    After a couple of rings, she couldn’t help herself. She tried to control herself, tried to make it sound like she had just run in from the outside or something. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Hi, Rod.” 
 
    “Uh, would you like to go out tonight?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Have you decided to come clean?” 
 
    “I want to talk.” 
 
    “Then maybe we can go out.” 
 
    Arrangements were made, then she hung up the phone. God, that was hard! She felt like she had just run a marathon and been run over by a steam roller. 
 
    On the other end of the line Rod hung up, and he sighed. His armpits were soaked and his forehead was beaded with perspiration. 
 
    Still, they had done it, and though each of them was hurting, and scared, they had managed to get through the call. 
 
    They immediately began obsessing on preparing for their date. 
 
      
 
    Rod drove up the 101, took the Mulholland exit, crossed the bridge and turned left up the wiggly hill. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Up to the observation area.” 
 
    She nodded.  
 
    They weren’t talking, but she could feel him getting ready to. 
 
    Rod turned left through the gates into the Jerome C. Daniel look out area and found a parking spot. He grabbed a cooler and Jean’s hand and they began walking up to the look out area. 
 
    It was hot, and there weren’t any people. The tourist buses usually finished in the late afternoon, and they had the place to themselves. 
 
    They sat down on a cement bench and looked out over the city. 
 
    It was lightly smoggy, and some band was tuning up down in the Hollywood Bowl. 
 
    They could hear the traffic from the 101, the endless trundle of buses and trucks. There was a very light wind blowing. Not enough to cool them off, but enough to waken their skin and liven their senses. 
 
    Not that their senses needed much livening. 
 
    Rod opened the cooler and took out cold cans of Coke. He poured half the contents out and topped them with bourbon. He handed one to Jean, and sipped his own, and prepared to pour his heart out. 
 
    Jean sipped, and listened. In her heart she knew this was a make or break point. 
 
     
 
    “You know that I’ve been to prison.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Never made a secret about it, but it’s not something I like to talk about.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He leaned back, looked at the stars, and told his story. 
 
      
 
    “I was arrested for withholding evidence. I was 23, it was five years ago, and I was fresh out of law school. And a client had told me something. The police put the screws to me. They wanted me to turn state’s evidence, but that’s not what a lawyer does. My bosses told me to stick to my guns. I held my ground. The judge found me guilty and threw me into the jug for a five year sentence.” 
 
    “But they can’t do that! You can’t reveal things that are protected by the attorney/client privilege!” 
 
    “I know that. You know that. The cops knew that and my bosses knew that and even the judge knew that.” 
 
    “So how could they?” 
 
    Rod shrugged. “The cops charged me, the DA found an exception to the law, and…five years.” 
 
    Jean was silent. This was surprising, but it wasn’t the deep, dark secret. 
 
    “Anyway, they sent me up to Central California. Soledad. 4,000 inmates crammed together in a 3,000 inmate prison. It’s supposed to be minimum to medium security, but we had some pretty violent guys. So violent that Soledad has a rep for being a violent prison.” 
 
    “And you spent four years there.” 
 
    “Four years. One year off for good behavior, which was actually they let me out because they were trying to empty the prison because of Covid.” 
 
    Jean waited. He had talked, but he hadn’t gotten to the big secret yet. 
 
    “I went in and I was a target.” 
 
    “What do you mean target?” 
 
    “Look at me. I’m slender. My face is soft. I was a target.” 
 
    Jean figured it out and held in a gasp. 
 
    “Didn’t take but a week for them to get me.” 
 
    “Get you.” 
 
    He ignored her. He was concentrating on telling his story now, and he didn’t want to be interrupted. Confronting the bad news was not something he liked to do. 
 
    “I was assigned a cell, given a job, and it was all pretty low key. The second day on the job I was told to go over to a warehouse and pick up a couple of pieces of metal for the machine shop. I went, and as soon as I stepped into the warehouse I knew I was in trouble. 
 
    “There were three of them, and they threw me over a barrel. They were big, muscular guys. All over six feet, throwing weights around, bullying people. 
 
    They threw me down, pulled down my pants, and…” Rod went silent. In the darkness Jean could see a tear in his eye. It was a painful memory. 
 
    “But it wasn’t your fault,” she whispered. She had wanted him to talk, and he had talked, and now she was almost sorry she had made him. 
 
    “No. It wasn’t. But I was beaten, and they did bad things to me, and…that wasn’t the worst part.” 
 
    “What was the worst part?” Jean felt like she was outside her body, watching the words float across to him. 
 
    “The worst part was…I liked it.” 
 
    She blinked. Her mind stopped. She didn’t understand. 
 
    I was told to go to the warehouse every few days after that. I didn’t fight it, I just…let it happen. I didn’t tell the guards, I didn’t do anything. 
 
    “Some guys fight, and are never bothered again. I didn’t fight, and I became the Soledad Bitch. They even had a name for men. The Bend Over Boy.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” burst out of her in a whisper. 
 
    “So, four years of living like that. Surviving by selling myself. At first they sold me, but I worked deals, and I got a cut. I knew I was going to get out of prison, and I knew what I wanted to do when I got out, and I needed a computer. I knew nobody would hire me, or they’d hire me for bend over wages, and…when I left I had enough saved up for a computer and six months rent, That’s all I needed. I took computer courses, I became a technical writer, and…and that’s it. That’s my story, my deep, dark secret.” 
 
    Jean sat, frozen. She had his secret, and now she didn’t want it. Some things are best left buried. 
 
    “Well, I’m done. I want to go home.” 
 
    He stood up, picked up the cooler, and waited for her. 
 
    Jean wanted to say something. She wanted to object, to tell him it was all right. 
 
    And she wanted to get over this sense of revulsion that was inside her. 
 
    She had forced him to tell her. Fuck! 
 
    He walked her down to the car and they drove to her apartment. He didn’t say a word, and she couldn’t say a word. 
 
    He let her off and even though she turned back to the car, he was leaving. 
 
    Driving off. Not even waiting to see that she got inside safely. 
 
    Yet it wasn’t her safety she was thinking about.  
 
    She was thinking about what she had done to him. 
 
    Put him on the spot. Made him reveal things he didn’t want to talk about. The pain of relieving that. The cruelty of her forcing him to an admission. Heysoos Xristo, was she a dope. 
 
      
 
    She went inside. 
 
    She threw her purse on the couch and sat down and stared at the picture window. She thought…and she had no thoughts. 
 
    She thought, and accused herself. 
 
    She didn’t think, just felt a deep, sad emotion. 
 
    The clock on the wall swung its arms slowly. Tick, tick, tick. A knell of doom. A remorseless march of time. 
 
    She thought of the hurt in his face. She felt guilty. 
 
    Two hours passed. She stood up, grabbed her purse and walked out. On the street she called an Uber and waited on the corner under a light. It wasn’t a good area, but she didn’t care. She had somewhere to go. 
 
     
 
    Rod sat on his couch and watched the TV screen. He didn’t see anything on it, he just focused his eyes and let life pass by. He didn’t care what was on TV. He didn’t care about anything. He had spoken of that which he never wanted to speak of. In a sense, he had betrayed himself. 
 
    And for what? 
 
    A girl who wouldn’t want to see him again. 
 
    Why had he told her? 
 
    Because he thought there was some hope there. He thought maybe she could forgive him. 
 
    But she couldn’t. She couldn’t because he couldn’t forgive himself. 
 
    Yes, he was a victim, but only for about three seconds. Then he had laid his bed for the next four years. Happily. Understanding that he could buy his way out of getting beaten up. And all for…having fun. 
 
    And that was what it was for him: having fun. Getting sex and getting paid for it. Getting paid first by buying people off from beating him up, and then, later, actually getting money. 
 
    How could he ever hope that Jean would understand that? How could he ever think she would forgive him, that she would get over her revulsion for his perversion? How could he— 
 
    Knock knock! 
 
    The sound was sudden and jarring and he turned, as if just turning  his body would open the door. 
 
    Knock knock. 
 
    He walked, stiff legged, across the room. 
 
    Who was it? Who would be calling on him this time of night? 
 
    It couldn’t be Jean (though he had a vague hope welling inside his chest) because she didn’t have a car. 
 
    Who could it be? 
 
    He swung the door back. 
 
    Jean. Standing still, shoulders slightly slumped. Her head slightly lowered so that she had to look up and out at him. 
 
    “Jean?” He whispered. 
 
    She leaped at him, put her arms around him and squeezed. Somehow the door got closed, and she pushed him back, across the room, until the backs of his knees hit the couch and he sat down. 
 
    “Jean?” 
 
    She was on top of him, hugging him fiercely, not letting him get up. 
 
    Then he was hugging her back. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, it’s me,” he responded desperately. 
 
    “I’ll never do that to you again.” 
 
    “I love you.” 
 
    There. He had said it. A commitment. 
 
     
 
    They made love. Slow, languorous, love. Their bodies moving in synch, creating a harmony that would last longer than just the night. He penetrated her gently, savoring the moments of wet contact. She accepted him, loving the hardness of him as he laid her bare. They just wanted to be together, to be physically attached, unable to be separated. And cumming would have separated them. 
 
    Better to just hold on, to slide flesh against flesh, to kiss rapturously, to absorb the moment of connection, of knowing they weren’t alone, and would never be alone again. 
 
    They rubbed, they slithered, they giggled and bounced. 
 
    They pressed the mattress down, strangled each other like drunken boa constrictors. 
 
    It was wonderful, glorious, and it went on and on and on…and they finally fell asleep. 
 
    Unfortunately, with his secret out, Rod’s problems were just beginning. 
 
      
 
    Rod awoke in Jean’s bed. He stretched, he yawned, and he rolled out of bed and hurried for the bathroom. He had morning wood, and he sat on the toilet and relieved himself. 
 
    Jean came to the door and leaned against the jamb. She was wearing a very fashionable nothing, and she smiled at Rod. 
 
    “You are incredible. I came three times last night.” 
 
    Rod smiled. “Glad I could help, lady.” 
 
    He finished his ablutions and stood up. His boner was straight out. It was red. A little bead of pre-cum formed and dropped. 
 
    “Whoa!” 
 
    “Uh…I didn’t cum.” 
 
    “You didn’t.” She spoke sort of blankly. Just ascertaining in her own mind what he had said. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, do you want to cum?” 
 
    He smiled, “Does the pope shit in the woods?” 
 
    He came to her, kissed her deeply, and pushed her back to the bed. 
 
    Jean was just a touch sore. Not enough to make her complain, but enough so that Rod would havre limited time between her legs before she would be too sore. 
 
    Jean fell back on the bed and spread. 
 
    Rod was hot, but he was also considerate, and he had a feeling she might be a teensy bit sore. He moved between her legs and started performing cunnilingus. 
 
    Jean groaned and held to the back of his head. She thrust her hips up and ground her pussy into his mouth. 
 
    Rod did himself proud, and after a few minutes, her actually in danger of another orgasm, he moved up and slipped inside her. 
 
    Now Jean really groaned. Rod was well endowed, and he knew how to move. He tilted and twisted, and it was like he was trying to stir her insides with the head of his dick. 
 
    A few minutes passed, and suddenly Jean was holding on for dear life, her hips spasming, her eyeballs rolled back. Thirty seconds, and then it broke. She relaxed, and Rod kept fucking her. 
 
    “You still aren’t there?” she murmured. 
 
    “Almost, I think. Almost.”But now he was actually a little tired. He was close, he was hornier than all get out, but he couldn’t quite get over  the edge. 
 
    He dipped deep, rubbed his weenie against the lip of her cunt. Again and again. And, finally, he rolled off her. He placed his forearm across his eyes and mumbled. “Crap!” 
 
    Jean hugged him from the side, snuggled against him. “It’s okay. We’ll do it another time.” 
 
    She was sore now, but she would sacrifice herself for him if she had to. 
 
    He lay there, breathing hard. “I don’t know what’s wrong!” 
 
    “We just stayed up too late. Maybe too much booze.” 
 
    She was satisfied, talking to talk, and didn’t think anything was wrong. 
 
    Rod, however, was worried. His dick always squirted. He never had any problems. What the heck could have happened? 
 
    But, nothing to do for it, They slept a few minutes, then woke up and got up and entered the day. 
 
     
 
    Two days passed, and they tried again. And again Jean received multiple, glorious cums.  
 
    And Rod received nothing. 
 
    And he was priapic. His dick didn’t want to go down. When he dressed he had to bend it down and shove it into his pants. When he walked he had a constant bulge, and sometimes there was even evidence of drippy dick, the constant discharge of pre-cum. 
 
      
 
    At first, Jean took it as a joke. “It’s okay, honey. It tells me you love me,” and she giggled. 
 
    And she liked stroking it, even though he was growing more and more frustrated. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she soothed, rubbing his member gently, glorying in its hardness, its constant leaking. 
 
    And after two more days they tried again. 
 
    For an hour Rod tried, and Jean had cum after cum. 
 
    She was starting to like this, in spite of the occasional soreness. 
 
    He was not starting to like it at all. 
 
     
 
    Two more days, and Jean made the suggestion, “I’m getting used to this. We can try doing it every day.” 
 
    Rod nodded, but was glum. He was losing confidence. 
 
    What the hell was going on with his pecker? 
 
      
 
    Day after day he entered her, got her off, then finally withdrew. He was frustrated, had to work to control his crankiness, but there didn’t seem to be anything he could do. 
 
      
 
    A month later they went to a doctor. The doctor was female, Dr. Samantha Evers. She listened to his tale of woe, took note of the fact that Jean had a very satisfied look on her face, and set about examining him. 
 
    She listened to his heart. She took blood samples. She checked his blood pressure. She tapped his knee. 
 
    There seemed to be nothing wrong. 
 
    She had him drop his drawers and her eyes grew a bit wide at how big and red his cock was. 
 
    She gently palpated his balls, felt every part of him. 
 
    He groaned when she held his penis. 
 
    Jean suddenly felt like giggling. Except it wasn’t a laughing matter. 
 
    Then, nothing else to do, Dr. Evers had him bend over. 
 
    She applied a little lube to his asshole, then put a digit inside him. 
 
    “Everything feels normal…” she wormed her finger, feeling everything, looking for something unusual, and she felt his prostate. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. 
 
    “Is that sensitive?” 
 
    He was suddenly breathing hard. His nipples were stiff and his legs were shaking. 
 
    “Yes,” he muttered. 
 
    She pressed on the prostate. 
 
    “Fu-u-u!” Semen spurted out of his pecker. 
 
    Jean was watching, and her mouth opened in surprise. 
 
    He hadn’t cum for a month. He had been primed for a month. And here it came. He shot a gusher up on the table he was leaning on. 
 
    Dr. Evers was surprised. Not stunned, because she knew that men could discharge semen with stimulation of the prostate. 
 
    But there was so much sperm! 
 
    And he kept cumming and cumming.  
 
    And that was the point. He wasn’t just leaking, like a normal prostate massage would cause, he was spurting, in orgasm, and that wasn’t quite normal. 
 
    Yes, it could happen, but it wasn’t likely, and certainly not after a simple finger for less than a minute. 
 
    Rod collapsed on the table. His legs simply gave way and he laid his upper body down, right in his slime, and breathed hard. 
 
    “Oh…wow!” 
 
    Dr. Evers gently removed her finger. 
 
    He groaned the whole time, even grinding his hips a little on the table. 
 
    In the corner, Jean was on her feet, string in shock. She had never seen so much cum in her life! 
 
    And the doctor frowned, then hid her frown and put on a professional face. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what was wrong, but everything seems to be working now.” 
 
    Rod regained control of his body. His legs were still trembling, but he stood up. He looked at his front, all cum stained. 
 
    The doctor handed him a towel and he wiped himself off, then started wiping the table off. Then got down on his knees and started wiping the floor. 
 
    “No need for that, Rod. I’ve got nurses who clean the room after every exam.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    He was dazed. The force of the cum, the fact that it had happened at all. He straightened up, but was still on his knees. He looked up at the doctor and Jean. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    And there was something submissive, and endearing, about the way he knelt before them.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    “Wow! That was amazing.” 
 
    Rod said nothing, just held to the wheel and guided his car through the streets. 
 
    “I mean, you just kept cumming and cumming. I’ve never seen so much sperm in my life.” 
 
    “Yeah,” whispered Rod. 
 
    Jean was sitting in the passenger seat, marveling at what had happened. She didn’t notice that Rod was a little withdrawn. 
 
    “Well, I’d ask if you wanted to make love, but right about now you’re probably pretty empty.” Then she glanced at him, and glanced at him again. “Is there something wrong?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes. And I already know all your secrets, so talk.” 
 
    “It’s just…I can’t go to the doctor whenever I need to get off.” 
 
    “Oh, honey! We broke the dam! You’re fixed. Don’t even worry about it.” 
 
    But he was worried. Once he had survived through anal sex. And he had grown, very quickly, to love it. Was that going to be a problem? 
 
    At home they went about their business.  
 
    She still had her apartment, but she had pretty much moved in with him. Once he had told her his big secret it seemed that there was nothing more stopping him, so…why not? 
 
    Except now they had another problem. 
 
    She was used to being screwed every day. She gave him a day off because of what happened at the doctor’s but then she wanted him. She woke up, rolled over, and went to work on his dingus. 
 
    She stroked, she played with his testicles, she got down and fellated him with gusto. 
 
    He didn’t cum with her ministrations, but she wasn’t thinking about that now. She was just glad that he had resumed his state of hardness, and she rolled over on top of him. 
 
    He groaned, it felt so good, and she went for a nice, long ride. A ride with several orgasms. 
 
    But when she rolled off he hadn’t squirted. 
 
    “It’s too soon after the doctors,” she smiled. “Don’t worry. We’ve broken the jinx. 
 
    But he was worried. 
 
    And the next day he was worried more. And more. 
 
    The days passed, and Jean was in heaven. She was having world class orgasms, orgasms that shook her from the roots of her hairs to the tips of her painted toes. Incredible. 
 
    But she knew Rod was having a hard time. 
 
    Finally, she said, “Why don’t I stick a finger up you?”
That was tough for Rod. But easy. 
 
    Tough because he was reminded of his time bending over in prison. 
 
    Easy because…all he had to do was bend over. 
 
    So he bent over. 
 
    She got some gloves and greased him up. She tried to make it happy. She slapped his ass and stroked his dong. 
 
    Rod liked it right from the get go.  
 
    Jean stuck her finger up, wiggled it for a while, figured out where the prostate was, and pressed on it. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    She took her time, stroked him, tried to get him off, but…nothing. 
 
    “Use two fingers,” he said. He was shivering a little, but the orgasm was still avoiding him. 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “I’ll go to three.” 
 
    So she did. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Disappointed, she pulled her fingers out of his ass. 
 
    Rod straightened up, went into the bathroom to wipe, and was supremely dejected. 
 
    “I thought that would do it,” he complained. 
 
    “I thought so, too.” 
 
    They sat on the edge of the bed, looking down. 
 
    “It’s harder than ever. And it’s dripping. Why didn’t it squirt?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    They took a day off, Rod was actually too sad and they wanted him to recover, but on the day after they screwed again, and Jean had four orgasms, and Rod had…none. 
 
    Day by day they screwed. 
 
    Day by day Jean was made supremely happy. 
 
    And day by day Rod grew more irritated, more frustrated, and his balls got harder and harder and his dick dripped more and more. 
 
    Finally, after a month, Rod called the doctor again. 
 
    Ostensibly to get checked out, to see if there was something  they had missed. 
 
    But in his heart of hearts Rod wanted her finger up his ass. He wanted relief. 
 
    And he got it. 
 
     
 
    The doctor pulled her finger out of him. 
 
    Rod had cum so hard that he was crying little tears. 
 
    Jean was in a state of shock. A month of her hard work had just been taken by the doctor. 
 
    “How come you can make him cum, and I can’t?” 
 
    Doctor Evers shook her head. “I don’t know.” She deposited her latex gloves in a trash can and sat on a swivel chair. 
 
    “We’ve got to do something,” said Rod, wiping his goo over his front, off the table, and finally getting down on his knees. 
 
    Dr. Evers was deep in thought. 
 
    Jean noticed how Rod was on his knees again, and something warm ignited in her. God, she loved it when he was like that. 
 
    Rod struggled to his feet, and she wanted to go push him back down, put him in that submissive posture again. 
 
    Yet she controlled her fantasies. 
 
    “I think you should see a psychiatrist.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s simply not a physical problem, and the fact that you ejaculate for me, and not for Jean…I think you should see a psychiatrist. 
 
    Rod, of course, didn’t want to. And maybe he wouldn’t have, except that Jean wanted him to. 
 
    Yes, she enjoyed her daily ravaging, but she saw how it bothered Rod, and she wanted to help him. 
 
    So under her encouragement, they made the appointment. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Jan Porter had a small office in a medical building. Third floor, a single room, and a view of the woods behind the building. 
 
    She had a tiny waiting room, and Rod and Jean waited, and she opened the door and welcomed them. 
 
    “Have a seat. Would you like some tea? Coffee?” 
 
    No and no. Jean wanted to get down to business, and Rod wanted to run screaming down the street. 
 
    After a short talk, which was more like orientation than anything else, Dr. Porter got down to business.  
 
    “I’ve read Dr. Evers’ medical report, but why don’t you tell me, in your own words, what is happening with you.” 
 
    “Uh,” said Rod, totally lost. 
 
    Jean slipped right into girl chat. “Rod can’t cum. He stays hard, I think you call it priapic, but when it comes to cumming, ejaculation, he just can’t do it.” 
 
    Dr. Porter wasn’t bothered by Jean taking over, she could see who was the dominant one in this relationship. She just glanced at Rod and gathered observations and information. 
 
    “I see that Dr. Evers was using anal stimulation. Tell me about that.” 
 
    “Well, she was checking Rod out, and she did an anal exam and he started cumming.” 
 
    “Just from the anal stimulation?” 
 
    “That’s it. He just started cumming. Came all over the place.” 
 
    Rod was looking down now. The situation had gone from terrible to embarrassingly terrible. 
 
    “Rod, Jean’s been doing the talking. Can you tell me what happened when Dr. Evers stimulated you?” 
 
    Rod thought he didn’t want to talk. He thought he wanted to hide, but now that he had the opportunity, he became quite honest. 
 
    “Uh, it feels good.” 
 
    “Yes? And does it not feel good when Jean puts her finger up your backside?” 
 
    He looked up at her. He was conflicted, he was red in the face, and what was worse, his dick was hard as a rhino’s horn in his pants. 
 
    “It does.” 
 
    “So what’s the difference between Dr. Evers and Jean?” 
 
    “I, uh, don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you have any emotional connection with the doctor?” 
 
    “No!” He was surprised and spoke vehemently. 
 
    “But you have an emotional connection with Jean.” 
 
    “Of course I do!” He seemed agitated. 
 
    “So if you have an emotional connection you can’t cum.” 
 
    He blinked. “That’s weird.” 
 
    “Have you ever had an anal experience before?” 
 
    He wanted to talk, but he couldn’t. Jean chimed in, “During prison.” 
 
    Dr. Porter nodded, “And when was that, Rod?” 
 
    Rod looked up, as if hoping for a reprieve, then he sort of sunk into himself and began talking. 
 
    “I was in prison and I survived by selling my butt.” 
 
    “What were you in prison for?” 
 
    Rod explained about the courts and evidence and the situation surrounding his incarceration. 
 
    Then they got into the nitty gritty. 
 
    “So, over this four years, how many times did you have anal sex?” 
 
    That stopped Rod for a moment, then he did the math. “Probably three times a week, 52 weeks—call it fifty—four years…600 times. but I gave a lot of head, too.” 
 
    Dr. Porter waved a hand at that. “We’re not concerned with that at this time. Let’s focus on your anal experiences.” 
 
    Rod stared at the floor. 
 
    “Rod, look up at me, please.” 
 
    Rod did. 
 
    “We don’t sit in judgement concerning how a man chooses to survive.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” he dwindled off. 
 
    “All we’re concerned with is your survival right now. What you did, the patterns you created, the experiences you had, they must be undone and a new survival mode must be established. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Jean was watching Rod avidly, and she suddenly smiled. “Is it that simple?” 
 
    “That simple, and that difficult. How does one undo that which enables him to survive?” 
 
    “But, then, what if we can’t?” 
 
    “Then we look at alternatives.” 
 
    Jean nodded slowly, and Rod stared at the rug. 
 
      
 
    They met with the doctor once a week. She would have preferred more, but during the six days in between Rod and Jean had to make love,. they had to use the tools Dr. Porter gave them. 
 
    The first week they just made love and hoped that Rod simply knowing about his condition would help. It had been known to happen. 
 
    But, it didn’t work, and the second week they practiced role playing, Jean talking like a rough and tough convict, Rod rising up and taking charge, trying to change his thought patterns concerning sex. 
 
    And the third week they tried mental exercises, Rod focusing on visualizing cumming with Jean. 
 
    Week by week, they tried different things. 
 
    Every week they met with Dr Porter and went over their progress. 
 
    Or lack of it. 
 
    Six months, no joy, and Dr. Porter was  almost out of tools. 
 
    Rod and Jean sat in her office, dejected. Dr. Porter showed no expression. 
 
    “Okay, so nothing has worked, so far.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Well, there is one thing, I’ve avoided it thus far, there are dangers to it.” 
 
    “No more dangerous than what we’re going through,” muttered Rod. 
 
    Dr. Porter ignored his comment and said, “There is a method called ‘Reliving.’” 
 
    Rod cocked his head. Everything had failed, he hadn’t enjoyed the whole thing, but this…just the word, made him feel something. 
 
    “Reliving is where you duplicate the initial experience, live through it again.” 
 
    “What are the dangers?” 
 
    “That it won’t work, that it will cause other effects, less desirable effects.” The good doctor shrugged her shoulders very slightly. 
 
    “But what other options do we have,” stated Rod, which surprised Porter. Thus far he had been backing into everything, have reservations. But now he sounded, in a vague way, excited.  
 
    Porter thought: He wants to do this. “So let’s discuss what we need to do to relive the experience.” 
 
    Shortly, she could see the underlying excitement in the young man. 
 
     
 
    Rod lived in a house with a basement, and the basement had cement walls, very similar to a prison. 
 
    He painted the walls, using the exact same kind of paint prisons used. 
 
    He made a wall at the bottom of the stairs. The wall was made of bars, and the basement looked like a corridor. At the end of the corridor was a cell, and inside the cell was a perfect mock up of Rod’s prison cell. It had a small bookcase, a narrow bunk with a thin mattress, a radio, and a notebook and a short pencil. Too short to be used as a weapon. 
 
    For her part, Jean had to learn to walk and talk like a bully prisoner. 
 
    She bought clothes and made a couple of prison uniforms. She watched movies that had a certain degree of realism. She spent a lot of time going over prison lingo with Rod, and learning how to throw her weight around. 
 
    At one point she giggled and said, “This is sort of cool.” 
 
    He smiled a lopsided smile. “I suppose.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No, you’re right. I just happen to be on the wrong side of it. It’s really sort of interesting to try and make you into a prison bully.” 
 
    “Really?” Her heart was pounding. “For me it’s sort of empowering. Girls don’t get to be bullies, at least not like this.” 
 
    “Girls are supposed to be meek and mild, bow down and submit.” 
 
    There was something funny in his voice when he spoke of this, and Jean stared at him. 
 
    “Are you okay with this?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.”  
 
    But he wasn’t, but what could he do about it? He was already doing everything he could. 
 
      
 
    When the ‘prison’ in the basement was complete they began role playing again. 
 
    Rod played the part of the bully, for a change. He was gentle, and careful, but he managed to raise his voice and ‘manhandle,’ gently, of course, Jean. 
 
    He ended up fucking her, but with a dick that wouldn’t cum. 
 
    Back to the old drawing board. 
 
    They tried him being on the bottom, her being the bully. 
 
    “Get down, bitch! Spread your legs! I said ‘MOVE!’” 
 
    It was exciting, and for a while Rod thought he would be able to cum, but in the end nothing happened. 
 
    They tried tying each other to the bunk. They tried light spanking, Jean wiggled her fingers endlessly in Rod’s ass, they tried everything. Nothing worked. 
 
    Dr. Porter didn’t show it, but she was at the end of her wits. She had nothing more to offer. 
 
    At one session she finally made the statement. “You might have to resign yourself to letting the doctor relieve you.” 
 
    Rod looked at her grimly. He didn’t want to hear that. He had been going to the doctor once every month and getting his relief. It was embarrassing, and he wanted it to end. 
 
    “So, what? I’m supposed to just live a life of frustration? Never being able to have normal sex?” 
 
    Porter pursed her lips and made the most interesting statement. “Maybe you were built to have anal sex.” 
 
    That simple statement, delivered out of frustration, swept through Rod like a hurricane. He showed nothing on the outside, but things were working on the inside. 
 
      
 
    Days passed. Rod gave Jean the loving of her life. All the role playing, the psychological drama, it made him hornier and hornier. 
 
    In his mind he was like a satyr, couldn’t do anything without thinking of sex.  
 
    His body mirrored that with his always hard peeny. 
 
    He spent his days dreading having to make love with Jean. He loved her, he loved to make love to her, but he ended up more frustrated than a monk in a whorehouse. 
 
    It was almost the end of the month, almost time for him to go to Dr. Evers to get his ‘relief.’ 
 
    He decided not to. 
 
    “Are you sure?” asked Jean. 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “But what’s going to happen?” 
 
    “I’ll get frustrated. I’ll get irritated. I might even get mean. But you just tie me down to the bunk if I get that way. Whatever happens, I’m tired of it. I mean, what’s the worst that could happen? My balls turn blue and fall off?” 
 
    “But, honey, I’m worried.” 
 
    He held her then. He hugged her, and he whispered into her neck. “I am, too, but we’ve done everything we could. Maybe it’s just time to let it alone. To let things play out.” 
 
    She nodded, her hands laced through his hair, and she worried. 
 
    Rod canceled the appointment with Dr. Evers. Then he called Dr. Porter and canceled her. 
 
    Then he sat back and waited for the night to come. 
 
      
 
    At first it was okay. He serviced Jean in the way to which she had become accustomed, and lived with his own thoughts. 
 
    She groaned and moaned and thrashed and fought underneath him, and he kept pumping, bringing her gain and again to the summation of their love. 
 
    But in his head he was turning vicious, and violent, and there was a part of him that cried in rage. 
 
    He had moments of surliness, and Jean noticed, but…what could she do? 
 
    She talked, and he listened, but he was at the end of his rope. 
 
      
 
    On a Saturday night he laid her down and made love to her. Eight times. It was midnight when she had had enough. 
 
    “No more,” she gasped, her soul wrung out, her body a broken, sweaty machine. 
 
    He lay next to her in the darkness. His cock pointing at the ceiling, his heart pointing towards hell. 
 
    She turned to him, rapped her arms around him, and was in eternal love. 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    She stared at him. His face had no expression. 
 
    He walked out of their bedroom. 
 
    Puzzled, and a bit alarmed, Jean followed him. 
 
    He walked into the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator door and stared at the innards of the beast. 
 
    Ketchup and mayo, milk and beer. 
 
    Fuck! he thought. 
 
    “Rod?” 
 
    Rod closed the door and went to the door leading to the basement. He opened it and walked down into the darkness. 
 
    Jean followed him, turned on the light, and descended the stairs. 
 
    Rod was like an automaton. He was on an enraged autopilot, understanding nothing, yet driven to the brink of the cliff and wondering what it would feel like to jump off. 
 
    “Rod?” she followed him down the fake corridor. 
 
    He turned into his cell. He stood in the middle of the room. His hands were fists and his face was crying. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Rod? What is it?” 
 
    He turned to her. “I’ve had enough. It’s over.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    His faltering words, the rigid way he held himself, Jean was getting scared. 
 
    He turned to the little table next to his bunk. On it lay the strap on. She had worn it and made him suck her dick, but that was as far as they had gone. 
 
    Now, Rod wanted to go further. 
 
    He held it out to her. “Put it on,” he rasped. “Put it on and take me. I can’t make love like a man, so maybe I should make love like a woman.” 
 
    Jean, puzzled, fearful, strapped the dildo on her hips. It stuck out, and he dropped to his knees. 
 
    Heat surged through her. He was in that submissive position again, and her pussy was dripping. 
 
    He took her in his mouth. He made slurping noises, crying as he did so. 
 
    Then he stood up and glared at her. 
 
    “Take me, you bitch! Let’s get it over with!” 
 
    He lay on the bunk, crying, his arms bent and his hands in fists. He spread his legs. 
 
    Jean didn’t know what to do. There was too much emotion here, his demands were too great. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder. “Didn’t you hear me? Give it to me! This is what I want!” 
 
    But was it? 
 
    Yet Jean knelt on the bunk between his legs. 
 
    He fumbled forward, got up on his hands and knees. 
 
    “Fuck me. If it’s the only way…then it’s the only way.” 
 
    She dipped forward, lowered her hips, then scooped up into his rectum. 
 
    The dildo entered easily. It slid into him and he gasped. He arched his back, and she began to drive into him. 
 
    His submission had excited here, his insistence had impelled her, and now she couldn’t say no. She couldn’t back out…this was what he wanted. 
 
    This was what he had, in his own demented way, been begging for. 
 
    This was how he survived in prison, and it had become his way of surviving in life. 
 
    Take it up the butt. 
 
    Bend over and enjoy it. 
 
    This was sex the way he liked it. 
 
    And this was sex the way Jean liked it. 
 
    She gripped his shoulders and pulled him back as she thrust forward. She sunk into him, scoring him deeply. 
 
    His hands made fists and he gripped the sheets. He pushed back. He was past the breaking point; he had broken, and this was what was at the bottom of the well. 
 
    She grabbed his hair and pulled his head back. 
 
    She reached under and grabbed his balls and twisted them. 
 
    And Rod began to cum.  
 
    And cum and cum. 
 
    Great, long jerks in which he emptied his balls and his soul. 
 
      
 
    When he was done he collapsed, and Jean collapsed on him. 
 
    They lay, him on the bottom, her with her prick still deeply embedded in him. 
 
    And he was happy. 
 
    “Honey,” said Jean. “I can’t do this to you every night.” 
 
    He nodded. “It’s okay. I have to build up some juice. I have to reach a breaking point.” 
 
     
 
    An hour later they got up. They showered, and they smiled giddily at each other, and they kissed passionately. She soaped his cock, and it was limp. Empty. 
 
    “Is it okay? Us making love this way?” 
 
    She smiled. “You fuck me for a month, and I’ll fuck you once a month. I think that’s a deal.” 
 
    She frowned. “Why can you cum that way And not the regular way?” 
 
    “I just got used to taking love that way.” 
 
    “Love? From convicts?” 
 
    “Convicts are people, too. They are desperate people, and when they fuck it is a desperate kind of love.” 
 
    She thought about that, and realized he was right. 
 
    She asked, “Do you think you’ll ever be able to cum the regular way?” 
 
    “I don’t know. We’ll keep trying. Every time I fuck you and can’t cum, I’m trying. My dick keeps getting harder because I’m trying. After all, at the heart of it all…I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you.” 
 
    They smiled at each other and kissed again. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Author’s Note 
 
      
 
    A military style camp for feminization, what a concept, eh? Yet, in a way, this story makes sense. 
 
    Of course it is a little bawdy, at times, but you’re big boys and girls. You can handle it. 
 
    Incidentally, Camp Thorndyke is named after my BFF, Alyce Thorndyke. 
 
    She’s my inspiration, and I suggest you check her out. 
 
    Now then, shoulders back, chest out, and prepare yourself. The Marines may make a few good men, but the world really needs a few good women. 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY 
 
    Gracie

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
      
 
    It was the fault of the Chinese government, but he didn’t understand that when it began. 
 
    And when did it begin?  
 
    The day he went out to the mail box. 
 
    The mail box was actually one of 30. He was living in a government project. Rents had gotten so high that he couldn’t afford a place to live. So he thought he was lucky when an apartment opened up in the projects. He moved in, and got his girlfriend to move in, and they planned to get married and everything was hunky dory. 
 
    In fact, he was waiting for a letter of acceptance from the university. He had passed his exams and the government agreed to sponsor him, and…he was going to get educated, get rich, and get the heck out of the projects. 
 
    He put the key in the slot and turned it. He opened the door and pulled out a half a dozen letters. He closed the box, extracted the key and headed for his little apartment. As he walked he perused the letters. 
 
    Car insurance. Nope. He had no car. Some day, maybe, but not as a starving student. 
 
    Grave insurance. Don’t be a burden to your family after you’ve gone. Nope. He was young, and he was going to have to risk the fact that he was not going to die soon. 
 
    An invitation to buy a lottery ticket. Did you know that people win millions of dollars every day and you could be…nope. 
 
    Coupons for shopping. 
 
    Political propaganda from the honorable Steve Wentwurst. Your representative…and a big grin full of overly large teeth looked out from a face with a forehead too small, and squinting eyes. Sooner buy a used car from Charles Manson. 
 
    He stopped at the stairs and threw mail into the garbage can. He almost through the small, grey envelope out, and later he would have wished that he had. 
 
    Looked official, time stamped, used for official business, but he knew it wasn’t an acceptance letter. 
 
    He looked at the envelope for a half a second, then slid it into his rear pocket and charged up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    “In here, babe!” 
 
    Chrissy was doing the dishes, being careful not to go over their waster allotment. She turned and took off her apron, took a step and hugged him. 
 
    And kissed him a juicy, passionate kiss. Right out of the movies. The kind of kiss that makes babies. 
 
    Not that they had any plans for babies. Not right then. They had to improve their situation before that happened. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” he held her, and they felt his dingus rise up and poke her. 
 
    She giggled. “Oh, baby. Is that a gun in your pants? Or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    “Both. I’m glad to see you, and I’ve got the kind of gun that wants to shoot.” 
 
    They laughed, then he was undoing her blouse and pulling down her skirt. At the same time she was unbuckling his belt and working his zipper. 
 
    Clothes askew, but still coming off, Chrissy dropped to her knees and began administering to Johnny’s dingus. 
 
    Johnny sighed, half picked her up, tried to move her, but only succeeded in falling across the couch. 
 
    Chrissy laughed, pushed him back, and crawled up on his lap. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he said, as she slid down over his pole. 
 
    Then they were connected, their spirits twined, and they began to move. 
 
    Long, slow strokes that excited, but didn’t take Johnny over the top too fast. Chrissy knew very well how excited he could become, and if she wasn’t careful he would shoot his stuff and leave her high and dry. 
 
    “Oh, come  on,” he groaned, but wasn’t serious. He knew what she was doing. 
 
    Chrissy laughed and held him down, pinned him and swiveled her love box over his meat pole. 
 
    “Fuck!” Johnny was close. 
 
    Then Chrissy tightened up, braced her hands on his shoulders, and stared at him. She came hard, her eyes rolled and her body kept spasming. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” said Johnny with relief. Then he shot his wad. 
 
    They grunted and groaned and held on, and a minute later she collapsed on him. She was dripping with his juices, but happy. 
 
    They breathed together, feeling the rise and fall of their chests, and gloried in their wonderful togetherness. They were the most harmonious couple the world had ever known. 
 
    “Did you get the letter today?” 
 
    He shook his head slightly. “No. Maybe tomorrow.” 
 
    “I can’t wait,” she said.  
 
    “Me neither.” They were silent for a second, then Johnny said, “I did get a letter thought, I need to look at it. It looks official.” 
 
    His pants were on the floor next to the couch and he leaned over and extracted the letter from the rear pocket. 
 
    “It certainly looks official,” Chrissy said. “But it’s grey.” 
 
    “Yeah. Usually official letters are white, sometimes with a plastic window for the address to show through.” 
 
    He held the letter up to the light. He couldn’t see through it, but he could read the return address. 
 
    “The Induction Board. What the fuck is that?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Here, let me up. You read it and let me finish the dishes.” 
 
    He moved, and she got up, and dripped on the floor and giggled. “Damn, Johnny. You’re so damn virile. You really filled me up!” 
 
    He grinned at her. “You ain’t seen nothing’, yet, baby.” He leered at her, then turned to the letter. 
 
    She headed for the kitchen. 
 
    He slid a finger under a corner flap and lifted, the flap ripped open easily, and he took out an 8 1/2 by 11 letter that was folded in thirds. 
 
    He read: 
 
      
 
    Greeting: 
 
    You are hereby ordered for Change Induction. Report to… 
 
      
 
    And there was an address and date. 
 
    But what the fuck did it mean? 
 
    Johnny frowned and tried to figure it out. It was a draft notice, of sorts, but not for the military. If it had been he would have been happy. The state of the United States these days and the military presented a work option. A work option that might pay for schooling and other benefits. 
 
    But what was ‘change induction?’ 
 
    “Hey, Chrissy?” 
 
    “Yo!” came back from the kitchen. 
 
    “Do you know what ‘Change Induction’ is?”
She appeared in the doorway, a towel over her forearm, and her face screwed up in thought. 
 
    “Change induction? I’ve never heard of it.” 
 
    “I’m supposed to report for Change Induction, there’s a time and place, but…I don’t even know what Change Induction is!” 
 
    “But it’s from the government?” 
 
    “I think so. It’s got all the official seals and things, and the language is definitely government, but what does it mean? 
 
    Chrissy crossed to the couch and looked at the letter. “Chang Induction,” she mused. “Well, I guess you better find out. That’s an official letter, and the penalties they describe on the back for non-compliance look a little daunting. 
 
    “Change Induction. It must be some kind of mistake.” 
 
    “I don’t know. The government does a lot of weird things these days.” 
 
    Johnny nodded. “If only we could live in the twenty twenties, or something. Back then people were free. All they had to worry about was Covid, and crime, and things.” 
 
    “Well, those days are passed, so how you going to find out what a Change Induction is?” 
 
    “I’ll go to Steve tomorrow.” 
 
    “Your advisor?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He looked at her. “I know you think he’s sort of a creep, but he helped us get this place.” 
 
    “I know, but the looks he gives me,” she gave a big shiver. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey, just a misunderstanding. You watch, I’ll get that letter of acceptance from the education department tomorrow.” 
 
    “I sure hope so.” 
 
      
 
    The next day Johnny reported for work early. Steve Standish, his supervisor, was already there, and he tapped on Steve’s door lightly. 
 
    “Come on in,” Steve answered the knock. 
 
    “Hey, Steve, got a problem you might be able to help me with.” 
 
    Steve was very slightly overweight with thick, rubbery lips. His eyes were a little close set, and his hair was receding. 
 
    He had also been there for Johnny. 
 
    “What’s the calamity, Johnny Boy?” He leaned back in his chair and grinned. His teeth were slightly crooked. 
 
    “Well, I got this notice.” He put the notice on Steve’s desk. “Do you know what a Change Induction is?” 
 
    Steve pursed his lips. He didn’t say anything, he just leaned forward and picked up the letter. He was frowning. 
 
    “Change Induction. Greeting: You are hereby ordered for Change Induction…” 
 
    His voice dropped down and he mumbled, then read silently. 
 
    He looked up at Johnny, back at the letter. 
 
    “Have a seat, Johnny Boy.” He picked up his cell and tapped a number. 
 
    “Hey, Jackson. I’ve got Johnny in my office. We have a little counseling to do, and he’ll be there in an hour or so….yeah. Okay. thanks.” 
 
    Steve hung up the phone and faced Johnny. His face was now so somber it was unreadable. But Johnny had the feeling it wasn’t good news. 
 
    “Johnny, this letter is official. It’s from the government. It’s sort of like what people used to call ‘draft notices,’ when people were conscripted to go to war.” 
 
    “But we’re not at war!” 
 
    “No, we aren’t, but you’re being requested for another duty.” 
 
    “I am? But…I’m due to be accepted by the Education Department. I’m going to get out of the Projects.” 
 
    Steve heaved a sigh, and he said, “Some years ago, a couple of decades, China decided they had too many people.” 
 
    Johnny was blank. He listened. 
 
    So the government told everybody they could only have one baby.” 
 
    “Okay,” Johnny’s confusion was plain. what was Steve talking about? 
 
    The people, bless them, decided to have all boys. Technology had advanced, and women had boys, and this caused a severe imbalance in the population. 
 
    As the rest of the world decided they wanted to have smaller populations, they followed China’s lead. And, like China, most of the mother’s opted to have sons. Sons carried on the name. They didn’t get pregnant. And everybody thought the problem was solved.” 
 
    “Wasn’t it?” 
 
    “No. It was exacerbated. It was made worse. Without women the population bombed. Not enough people were being born to maintain the population. Birth rates dropped even lower, and, for a while, it looked like mankind was going to go through a mass extinction.” 
 
    “I don’t understand…I’ve heard some of this, but…but not like you’ve explained it.” 
 
    “That’s because the governments of the world didn’t want to let the people know how close they came. They didn’t want to be found guilty of stupidity, so they passed a few laws. This information, what I’ve just told you, is restricted information. It is not available to the public. They don’t want people panicking, or deciding to have unauthorized children, or any of the other stupid things that people can do” 
 
    “So what does it mean?” 
 
    Another big sigh. “What it means is that you have been selected for transformation. You, Johnny Boy, are about to be Johnny Girl. Change Induction means you have selected by the government to balance the population.” 
 
    “No! That makes no sense!” 
 
    “Sense or not, it’s what is. You’ll have to report, or they’ll come and get you. If you report it’s probably easier. If they have to come and get you…” he shrugged. “…you’ll be considered a criminal, and your ‘re-training’ might be, shall we say, a little more difficult.” 
 
    “Difficult? Forced to be a woman? I don’t think so!” I was born a man, and…why me?” 
 
    “Who’s to say. Maybe there’s something in your medical files that qualifies you. Or maybe it’s your psych files. I don’t know, and I doubt if anybody, except a few eggheads hired by the government to put this thing together, know.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    An hour later Johnny walked out of Steve’s office. He was in a daze, thoroughly confused, and he wondered if this was all real, and what would he say to Chrissy, and… 
 
    Behind him, in his office, Stave smiled. 
 
    Johnny was now officially out of the way, and that left a clear path to his beautiful babe of a girlfriend, the woman with big tits and a great laugh, who Steve really wanted. 
 
      
 
    “But they can’t do that!” Chrissy cried out. She was holding the letter and her hands were trembling. “They can’t just take somebody and make them into a woman!” 
 
    “According to Steve, they can. He’s going to come over tomorrow and we’re going to talk some more. He’s looking into ways to get around this, and I’m researching the whole thing.” 
 
    Johnny headed for the computer and began researching, and Chrissy mixed him a drink, with real bourbon, not the government issued stuff. She even added some boot legged Coke. 
 
    Johnny sat in front of the computer for hours. Chrissy sat on the couch and watched him, and wondered where the nightmare would end. 
 
    “Well,” he said, “It looks like they have the authority to do this,” he said, pushing back from the computer. “I’ve seen all the laws, I’ve read court cases, and there is a whole department in our government that does nothing but change men into women.” 
 
    “But that can’t be!” 
 
    “Well, let’s see what Steve has to offer tomorrow, until then…let’s go to bed.” 
 
    So they did. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Steve said. He was sitting at Johnny and Chrissy’s kitchen table with them and drinking government hooch. It was supposed to be bourbon, but it tasted like distilled paint thinner, and it didn’t even have the blessings of Coke to hide the terrible taste. “There are a couple of things we can do.” 
 
    “Like what?” Chrissy tried to ignore Steve’s wet and loathsome eyes and concentrate on the Change Induction problem. 
 
    “We can appeal, we can see if we can get congressional intervention, we can get a doctor’s excuse…” 
 
    “Doctor’s excuse?” 
 
    “Yeah, if there is a medical reason for Johnny to avoid the Induction. Do you know of any reason you can’t be transformed into a woman?” 
 
    Johnny shook his head. “I’m in good health. Passed all my physicals, and we eat good. Except for this, of course.” He lifted the glass of hooch. 
 
    Steve nodded. “Yeah, this stuff could kill a cockroach.” He sipped, and ignored his own pronouncement. 
 
    “So what should we try?” 
 
    “Let’s write a couple of letters. Congressman, and the Induction Board, that sort of thing.” 
 
    So they sat and composed letters to protest Johnny’s Induction. 
 
    It took hours, and it was doubly hard for Chrissy, because Steve kept examining her with his eyes. 
 
    Nothing said, nothing done, just that lewd undressing of her, that lip smacking look of lust. And he thought he was hiding it. 
 
    But a girl knows. 
 
    Johnny might not know, but he didn’t have a woman’s intuition. 
 
    But Chrissy knew. 
 
    Steve was a lech. Period. 
 
    Finally, however, the evening came to a close. They had three letters typed up, inserted into envelopes, and ready to go. 
 
    “I’ll mail these on the way out,” Steve offered, picking up the three letters. 
 
    Johnny thanks him, and Steve gave him a hug. 
 
    Chrissy moved back, out of the way, and avoided any hug. She didn’t want to feel his body trying to press against her body. 
 
    Steve smiled and headed out the door. 
 
    Chrissy immediately hugged Johnny. 
 
    “He wasn’t so bad,” said Johnny, smiling at her. 
 
    He really didn’t see Steve for what he was. 
 
     
 
    Steve headed down the stairs and out the front entrance. He walked down the street, crossed the street, and went around the corner. 
 
    He smiled to himself, and headed for a dumpster in an alley.  
 
    He ripped up the letters and deposited them in the dumpster. 
 
    No, Johnny Boy, he thought. You’re not getting out of this! 
 
      
 
    Johnny waited anxiously for a response to his letters. Time was passing and he only had a couple of weeks until he was due to report for Change Induction. 
 
    But while he waited he did further research.  
 
    Of course, the research was hard, because the government really didn’t want their citizens to know they were being changed into the sex the government wanted. 
 
    He managed to get in contact with a pro bono lawyer, but that worthy wouldn’t take Johnny’s case. 
 
    “Best to just do it, son,” the lawyer said. “It’s more important to balance the world than it is for you to be selfish.” 
 
    “Selfish?” Johnny gaped. 
 
    “What would you call it? Refusing to answer your country’s call to duty?” 
 
    He found a couple of chat rooms on the dark web that talked about it, but even they were circumspect in their discussions. After all, everybody knew how the government controlled the internet these days. 
 
    The last week before his Induction Johnny called the Induction Board itself. 
 
    First, he got an endless series of secretaries. Most of whom put him on hold for endless lengths of time. 
 
    When he finally got somebody who sounded like they had some horse power he was advised to go to his Induction and stop ‘causing problems.’ 
 
    He responded that he wanted his records under the FOIA. The Freedom of Information Act. 
 
    The person on the phone just chuckled and hung up. 
 
    The date came and he missed his induction. He just went to work and  came home and figured life would go on. 
 
    After all, he was a United States citizen. They couldn’t kidnap him! They couldn’t just pick him up and…and do things to him! 
 
    He returned home, and that was an anxious night. He and Chrissy worried all night, and in fact he was so worried that he couldn’t get it up. 
 
    He managed to get her off, but he was just too upset to have his own orgasm. 
 
    The next day he went to work, and was met at the gate by two cops. 
 
    They were plain clothes, and they just moved up next to him. One cleared his throat and the other stuck a needle into his arm. 
 
    Johnny went down easily, was caught before he hit his head on the ground, and the last thing he remembered before he went unconscious was seeing Steve. 
 
    Steve had a smile on his face and just watched. He didn’t come to Johnny’s aid or anything. 
 
    What’s up with Steve? 
 
    Then it was a short, dark night. 
 
      
 
    Johnny awoke on a bus. Actually, he was yelled awake. 
 
    “Come on, ladies!” A big, buff fellow walked down the aisle of the bus, shaking people and yelling. “Wake up! File outside and stand on the yellow footprints!” 
 
    Johnny was dazed. His stomach ached, which indicated that he hadn’t eaten for awhile. He stood up and staggered down the center of the bus. He rubbed his face and muttered, “Where are we.” 
 
    “Kansas,” answered the fellow right in front of him, with a glance back at Johnny. 
 
    The recruits stumbled down the stairs and out of the bus. 
 
    “Over here!”  
 
    “Line up!”  
 
    “Get on the yellow footprints!” 
 
    There were two, very large fellows on each side of the recruits, and they didn’t say much. They just looked ready to use muscle if they had to. 
 
    There were six women in snappy, blue, pencil dresses with short, spiffy jackets. They had short hems, large breasts, and their faces were snarly mean. 
 
    Johnny stumbled across the asphalt and found the yellow footprints. He stood on a pair and looked around in confusion. 
 
    They were under a massive metal awning, beams on one side and the roof was slightly slanted. In the distance were drab barracks, and they could see people marching. 
 
    Johnny rubbed his eyes. The people marching were wearing pink dresses, and they looked to be women. They were too far away for Johnny to make out individual features, but…they looked to be women! 
 
    In his dazed state of mind he wondered why they were bringing women to this place. Weren’t they supposed to be bringing men? 
 
    Then the largest one of the women at the depot stepped in front of the men. The other five women walked through the ranks telling the men to be quiet. 
 
    Finally, it was quiet, and the large woman smiled at the men. 
 
    “Welcome, ladies, to Camp Thorndyke. Just so you know, you are in the middle of the Texas desert. Anybody who doesn’t want to be here can just take a walk.” 
 
    The men mumbled. 
 
    “Now, ladies, no talking while I’m interrupting you,” she grinned. 
 
    “What are we doing here?” asked a man, who immediately caught the silent but aggressive attention of two of the Instructors. 
 
    Maggie answered, “Here you will learn to be perfect ladies. By the time you have graduated you will know fashion, be able to make yourselves up, and behave in a polite and cultivated manner.” 
 
    More grumbling. 
 
    “Now, I know that many of you perhaps all of you, did not want to come here, but you will serve a great purpose. The percentages of man to woman will be balanced, and you will find that being women is a wonderful adventure. You will look forward to having boyfriends, and husbands, and many of you will have children.” 
 
    The noise increased, and the women Instructors started enforcing their commands to be quiet with physical responses. 
 
    Johnny was surprised to find that he was one of the ones that was raising his voice and stepping forward, and suddenly an Instructor stepped up to him and grabbed his balls. And she didn’t just grab his balls, she squeezed. 
 
    White hot pain shot through Johnny and he would have fallen, except that the Instructor was holding him up…by the balls. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he groaned, putting his hands on the Instructor’s shoulders. 
 
    “Are you trying to feel my tits?” She asked him, almost conversationally. 
 
    “No…please…let…let go!” 
 
    She did, and he fell to his knees. The first Instructor sauntered off, to grab somebody else by the balls, and another Instructor moved in on Johnny. “Oh your feet, you bitch!” 
 
    Johnny struggled to stand. He was white faced, sick to his stomach, but he made it. 
 
    The second Instructor cupped his left cheek and squeezed. “That’s it, lover. You’re going to make a good girl.” 
 
    In front of the men Maggie was still talking. “Now, we know that you ladies have had a rough time, and you’re still recovering from from your trip, and you’re all hungry…so we’re going to turn to the right when Instructor Deborah says ‘Right face,’ and we will head for the mess hall. Do you understand?” 
 
    There were a few nods. 
 
    “If you understand then you will answer ‘Yes, Ma’am.’ Do you understand?” 
 
    A ragged chorus of ‘Yes, ma’ams’ rose up. 
 
    Maggie smiled. “We’ll work on it. Instructor Deborah, take the ladies to chow.” 
 
    One of the five pencil skirted Instructors stepped to the front. 
 
    “Right face!” 
 
    Men looked around and turned haphazardly to the right. 
 
    “Forward, march!” 
 
    Stumbling, staggering, the assemblage of men made a poor showing of marching. The Instructors moved in and yelled instructions at them, harried them, and slowly the men began to put their feet down in unison. 
 
    They marched out from under the big awning and towards a far away building. As they got closer to it they could see a truck unloading to one side. Bags of potatoes, eggs, bacon, cans of lard, all sorts of food stuffs. 
 
    The men were stopped outside the building. They were in four files, and the men went into the building one file at a time. They were directed to one of four tables, and when they started to sit down the Instructors yelled at them. 
 
    “Stand behind your chairs! Don’t sit until the man gives you permission!” 
 
    But, except for the two big, bully boys standing at the back of the big room, there were no men. 
 
    The recruits looked around, but…nope. No men. 
 
    One Instructor came to the head of each of the four tables and stood ready to sit. Still, nobody sat. 
 
    The tables were laden with food, the odor of nutrition was overwhelming, but, still, nobody sat, and Instructors could still be heard saying that the ladies should wait for the men to sit. 
 
    Finally, everybody was in place, and Maggie and her second in command, the fifth Instructor, sat down at a small table at the head of the room. 
 
    “Be seated,” the Instructors yelled as one. They sat, and the women sat. 
 
    A couple of the men reached for utensils, and the instructors nodded. 
 
    For a long moment there was nothing but the sound of knives and forks and food being inhaled. Slowly, however, the subtle sounds relaxed as the men filled themselves. 
 
    One of the men asked the Instructor, “Uh…” 
 
    “Yes, Gerald? You had a question?” 
 
    Johnny blinked. The Instructors already knew their names. 
 
    “You said don’t be seated until the men are seated, but they’re aren’t any men here.” 
 
    “It’s true. Very astute, Gerald. But we must train you to behave as if men were actually here. Thus, myself and the other Instructors will serve, in specific circumstances, as ‘men.’ Don’t worry, Johnny,” she addressed Johnny, “it will be obvious when we are ‘honorary’ men, and when we are playing our parts as your instructors. 
 
    “Now, excuse me for being impolite, but my name is Deborah, and I already know your names, but we must get acquainted. Before we begin, however, I should let you know what is happening. 
 
    “To make you into real women we must first break you down, similar to the way the Marine Corps breaks men down before making them into Marines. Then we build you up. That will explain some of how and why we train you the way we train you. 
 
    “Further, while you are not encouraged to speak, men don’t like a mouthy female,” she smiled, “at times you will be encouraged to share your feelings, to get together and have a good, old fashioned hen chat, just like real women.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes, George?” 
 
    “You keep saying women, real women, but we’re men. How do you plan on doing this? Are you going to, uh…do surgery or something?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, no. That is so old fashioned. Technology has advanced so much that all we have to do is give you a pill. The pill doesn’t give you female hormones so much as unleash your own hormone making capacity. You will find that over the coming weeks your bodies will change, and you will become women in every sense of the word.” 
 
    “Like…with a pussy?” 
 
    Instructor Deborah laughed. “You mean a vagina? No, it’s all right, women know all the dirty words, but we are careful when and to whom we use them. And, yes. Your dick will shrink, Your pee hole will become larger and become a real vagina. Your testicles will be drawn up into your body where they will become ovaries. Your breasts will grown, your features will become finer, your eyes wider, your hair more luxurious.” 
 
    The men at the table were silent, absorbing, their minds trying to grasp the concepts. 
 
    The man named George, a chubby fellow with lots of unladylike hair, whispered, “When do we take these pills.” 
 
    “Oh,” Deborah answered airily with a wave, “You’ve already taken them. They were in your food.” 
 
    Every man there sat upright, several of them pushed their plates away. One of them pushed a finger into his mouth in an effort to vomit. 
 
    “Don’t bother Deborah told the man. “Also in your food was a sedative. It’s very efficient, and you are not alarmed, and the more you try to be alarmed, the more relaxed you will become.” 
 
    The man trying to vomit couldn’t. He kept pushing his finger down his throat, but all that happened was a quick gag, and a dazed look in his eyes. 
 
    Instructor Deborah kept eating. 
 
    “What about you? Are you eating the…the other …the pill?” 
 
    Deborah looked at Johnny and smiled. “Of course, but as a woman I am immune from being made into a woman, you know?  
 
    Johnny nodded. 
 
    All the men at the table were stunned. They weren’t eating now, and all they could do was think about the fact that, without a whine or whimper, they had been made into women. 
 
    “Come, ladies. Why so glum?” 
 
    A fellow at the end of the table muttered, “We didn’t have any choice. We were just drafted and…and changed.” 
 
    Deborah smiled and reached out and patted his hand. “Sam, I know how you feel, and it does seem unfair, but think how it was twenty years ago? We had wars in every corner of the globe. We had pandemics, we had endless crime, we had racism and corruption, and now…now all we have is corruption.” 
 
    She laughed, and the men looked at each other. 
 
    Then one of the men chuckled. He had been the most stressed out, but that had caused the relaxant in his bloodstream to perk up. Now he was one of the most relaxed, and he said, “She’s right, you know.” 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
      
 
    After dinner the men were marched to their barracks. It wasn’t a huge building, only ten beds on each side of the rooms on two floors. The Instructors each had their own room at the end of the barracks. 
 
    And, everybody just went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    “Morning, ladies! It’s time to clean up! Get these quarters clean, or miss breakfast.” 
 
    Men sat up, stood up, and looked around in confusion. They had just found out that the pills that had been in their food had had an effect on their personalities. They weren’t so willing to object. Now they were drugged, and they just went along with everything. It was so much easier to follow directions, than it was to cause trouble. 
 
    The Instructors, when asked about the drugs in their systems, just laughed and admitted it. And admitted that they were given an antidote pill so they could continue to remain sharp. 
 
    Johnny made his bed, following instructions. He mopped the floor, he cleaned the toilets. 
 
    It was easy when all men, or women, or whatever they were, worked together. 
 
    Then they marched to breakfast. 
 
    Deborah said they weren’t being given any more hormone pills, but they would always be given relaxants, right up until their change was complete and they could be trusted to act like women. 
 
    They sat down and ate, and the kitchen staff kept the tables supplied. 
 
    Deborah explained, “This will be the last time you are waited on. Women should do the waiting, not be waited upon. Each squad will take a turn running the kitchen. They will learn to prepare the food, and they will clean the kitchen afterwards. This squad will have a turn at dinner this evening. 
 
    The man nodded, and ate, and were a little stoned. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast the men were assembled in front of the chow hall and the command was given: “Take off your clothes!” 
 
    Now the Instructors went into yelling mode. They walked around, pulled on clothes to deliberately rip them, and made the men strip. 
 
    Every last one of them had a boner. 
 
    Maggie talked with her junior while Deborah and the other Instructors threw clothes in a pile. 
 
    The man were embarrassed. They all had boners, which one of the Instructors said was a result of the pill they had taken. Apparently when the hormones kicked in the penis stood up straight for a week or so. A last gasp of their manhood before it was minimized. 
 
    “Stand up straight!” 
 
    “Hands at the side!” 
 
    “You can’t cover that little dingus!” 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’ll be gone soon!” 
 
    The Instructors yelled, but they laughed, and slapped butts, and even stroked the men’s penises. 
 
    Johnny was actually crying now, and Deborah stepped up to him. She grabbed his dick with one hand and wiped his tears away with the other. “Try not to cry Johnny. It’ll make your mascara run.” 
 
    “But I…I’ don’t have any mascara!” 
 
    “You will. Next week, when you woman up and learn when to cry and when not to cry.” 
 
    She stroked him a couple of times, kissed his cheek, and moved to the next man in the formation. 
 
    Johnny just stood there, and sobbed harder. 
 
    The clothes were gathered up and put in a waiting trash can. The trash can was then rolled away and the men stared after the symbol of their manhood: their ripped and torn clothes. 
 
    “Okay, ladies! Attention.” 
 
    The men shuffled into place and stood in shock. 
 
    “When I say attention I mean shoulders back, chest thrust out, just like you had a pair!” 
 
    The men looked at each other in confusion. A pair of what? 
 
    Deborah slid past and pushed shoulders back to make chests thrust forward. “Come on, honey,” she said to Duane. “How are men going to see them if you don’t present them?” 
 
    Boob! Like you have a pair of boobs! 
 
    “Okay, ladies, move together when I say it…”Left face!” 
 
    They were slightly better than the night before, and they would get better as the weeks passed. 
 
    “Forward, march!” 
 
    The line of naked men, their boners bouncing, moved out. 
 
    And the second Instructor, Maggie’s junior, began calling out cadence. 
 
     
 
    Hup, two, three four! 
 
    Hup two, three four! 
 
    Lost my panties and lost my gun! 
 
    Now I’m gonna have fun! 
 
      
 
    The Instructors marched next to their squads and helped the men march together, and they encouraged them to count along with Maggie’s Junior. 
 
      
 
    Hup, two, three four! 
 
    Hup two, three four! 
 
    Got my titties and got my bra! 
 
    Let the men all stand in awe! 
 
      
 
    There seemed to be an endless number of verses, and the men were expected to learn them and repeat them after only one calling. 
 
      
 
    Hup, two, three four! 
 
    Hup two, three four! 
 
    I live to spread my legs! 
 
    got to fertilize my eggs! 
 
      
 
    They were called to a stop in front of a big warehouse. 
 
    “Careful, ladies, don’t run into the lady in front of you, yet! You’re not ready for anal sex!” 
 
    Several of the men had bumped their boners into the buns of the men in front of them, and there were muttered apologies and embarrassment everywhere. 
 
    “First squad, file through that door!” 
 
    The men marched through the door and found themselves in a big room filled with clothes. They passed a big table on the right and ladies in pink handed out uniforms. 
 
    The uniforms consisted of a one size fits all dress and boxers and combat boots with socks. 
 
    They continued down the line and into another room. this room had four benches, one against each wall, and the men were commanded to put on their uniforms. 
 
    The men, at one time, would have refused. 
 
    But now they were slightly drugged, relaxed, and they needed something to cover their naked bodies. 
 
    They pulled on their boxer shorts, to the snickers of the Instructors, then wiggled into their dresses. The dresses had large bottoms and tight tops. All of the men’s nipples showed through the tops, and all the nipples were erect.  
 
    They sat down then and pulled on their coarse socks and combat boots. 
 
    “Outside and on the yellow footprints when you’re dressed!” the Instructors kept yelling. 
 
    Finally, all forty men were standing on forty footprints, wearing their pink dresses and trying to get used to the clumsiness of their combat boots. 
 
    “Okay, ladies! Time for a little exercise! Right face!” 
 
      
 
    Hup, two, three four! 
 
    Hup two, three four! 
 
    Lick my coosh and make me wet! 
 
    There’s a dick I’ve got to get! 
 
      
 
    The men slowly began to get the cadence. Their feet started to get along. 
 
    And they were, at first, grossed out by the chants, but as time went on, and they became more upset and the relaxant in their bloods kicked in, they got over it. 
 
    They were marched to a field and commenced to exercising. 
 
    First they did some normal exercises to get the blood running. Push ups, sit ups, jumping jacks, and so on. 
 
    Between every set of calisthenics, however, they started doing burpees. Lots of burpees. 
 
    “These are the ones that will lose your waist and help those hormones work! The more burpees you do the more slender you will become. The more slender you become the bigger your tits will be!” 
 
    Dazed, sometimes dizzy, the men tried to follow directions. they were clumsy, they were sloppy, but…they were following directions. 
 
    Then they took a break. 
 
    Except that a break merely meant that they did yoga. And yoga, in the hands of malicious Instructors, could be quite vicious. 
 
    “Hold that lotus pose! Your legs aren’t going to fall off!” 
 
    “Dog looks down! Not Dog looks up!” 
 
    “Twist more Align the right bones with the left bones.” 
 
    The Instructors moved through the men, adjusting them. Encouraging them with pats on the ass. Chastising them by grabbing their dicks and yelling things like, “You want to lose this?” 
 
    The answer to this last was, of course, “No, ma’am,’ and the men didn’t even realize what they were saying. They were going to lose it anyway, and maybe lose it faster as they exercised and the pill went through their bodies and stimulated hormone growth. 
 
    After two hours of calisthenics and yoga the men were ready to drop. They weren’t allowed to drop. They were, instead, marched to a barracks.  
 
    Inside the barracks it was set up like a classroom. The men sat down and sighed.  
 
    An Instructor they had never seen marched in and addressed the class. “Okay, ladies, a short word before we start on make up. You will learn here, and there will be a bit of practical, you will get a chance to do the things we discuss here, but you will all use cold cream when you exit. If you want make up at Camp Thorndyke you will have to earn it. Learn your duties as a woman, then you will be allowed make up, nice underwear, and all the other things that go along with being a woman. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” the men answered, and they were already starting to answer as a group. 
 
    “Okay. There are eight simple steps in applying make up, though some of these steps can be sub-divided into 12, 13, or even more steps. The first step, is actually not a step, but should be part of your daily skin care. To cleanse your skin you…” 
 
    The men had spiral ring binders in front of them, along with simple pens. The Instructors moved through and had the men write the instructions down. They were dinged for bad penmanship, leaving steps out, and so on. 
 
    By the time they had finished writing down everything it was lunch time. 
 
    “Tomorrow, ladies. Same time. Maybe we’ll get to play a bit.” 
 
    Maggie’s Junior called them to attention, had them file out and take their places on yellow footprints. 
 
    The men were tired. They were drugged, their bodies were undergoing severe changes, though they couldn’t see the changes, yet, and they were physically tired and mentally exhausted. 
 
    They were marched back to the chow hall. 
 
      
 
    Hup, two, three four! 
 
    Hup two, three four! 
 
    pump your pump and hump my rump! 
 
    screw me till I take a dump! 
 
      
 
    They filed into the chow hall and waited to be seated. When Maggie sat down the Instructors sat down, and now the recruits could all sit down. 
 
    They ate slowly, and sometimes Deborah had to encourage them. 
 
    “Johnny, shake Duane. Duane! Eat your asparagus. That’s a good girl.” 
 
    They ate, and they had no idea whether they were eating more hormones. They were so hungry. 
 
    “George! Your nipples are getting bigger already! Does anybody have pain or swelling in their chest region? Good, George. Keep at it. More exercises. Johnny, we need to wash your hair. I’ll help you girls wash your hair this evening. When you are exercising and working like you are, you will perspire more, and then there are the effects of the hormone pill that will make you perspire, and the perspiration will have an odd odor. Duane! Wake up!” 
 
    Deborah kept talking the whole meal, and by the time lunch was over the men were truly and totally beat. 
 
    They filed to the outside and took their places on the yellow footprints. Their eyes were half closed—George was probably sleeping standing up—and they were ready to drop. 
 
    “Right face!” 
 
      
 
    Hup, two, three four! 
 
    Hup two, three four! 
 
    My stockings they will never run 
 
    but my men will always cum! 
 
      
 
    They filed into a big class room with forty lounge chairs. They were commanded to lay down. they did so without complaint, and a big screen lit up. It was high on the wall, took up almost all the wall, and was tilted so the men could see the the images easily. 
 
    No word was said. No Instructor spoke. The big screen began showing images. The men would never know what images were going to be shown. Sometimes it was a chick flick, anything from ‘A Summer Place’ to ‘Sleepless in Seattle.’  
 
    And sometimes it was just porn. Something like ‘Man enough to be a Sissy,’ or one of the hypnotube clips. 
 
    And always, they would find out, and this through simple questioning of Deborah, it was subliminal. 
 
    “We certainly can’t teach you everything there is about being a woman in such a short time. Subliminal teaching is incredibly effective. We won’t have to pound knowledge into you, you’ll just absorb it, naturally, through subliminal commands. 
 
    The men weren’t fond of this answer, but there wasn’t much they were fond of, at least in the beginning. As the weeks passed they would become much more amenable to the teaching methods of Camp Thorndyke. 
 
      
 
    After a week of calisthenics and yoga, classes on everything from make up to sewing, the men were starting to shape up. As women. 
 
    They lost weight, and pectorals were beginning to expand. Faces were thinner as fat was redistributed. Hair was growing long and had to be washed and styled daily. 
 
    And some of the women were actually wearing make up. 
 
    If they passed the Instructor’s critical eye they were given their own little purses and commanded to take them everywhere. The purses were pink and dangled from shoulders. 
 
    And, in the third squad a man named Todd was awarded real panties and a bra. 
 
    His pecker had shrunk and his boobs were coming in. There was almost no trace of his testicles, as they were being pulled up into his body. 
 
    Thus, he was awarded for his progress, and he walked very proudly. 
 
    Some of the men, however, complained. 
 
    “How can you effect the shrinkage of your penis, or the growth of your breasts?” George asked Deborah at dinner one night. 
 
    “Positive thought,” responded Deborah, “and more exercise. I understand that Tod was doing exercises after lights out and in his spare time.” 
 
    Johnny frowned, but several of the men nodded. Johnny didn’t want to be a woman, in spite of the hormones and the subliminal teachings, but others did. 
 
    That night Johnny walked into the bathroom to pee and he found six men doing burpees. They seemed unconcerned with his look, and they perspired more and more. 
 
    Perspired, because women didn’t sweat. 
 
    And they didn’t use foul language. None of the men were saying shit or fuck anymore. 
 
    They had lots of discussions about tits and vaginas and dicks, but in a swearing manner. After all, how can a body part be a dirty word, if it’s not used in a cursing manner? 
 
    Then, on the third week, Johnny’s tits began to grow. 
 
    Deborah congratulated him, and sent him to the warehouse for a bra, and said, “I was afraid you weren’t going to grow! Well done, Johnny!” 
 
    Johnny headed off for his bra. He wasn’t happy about his tits. He was embarrassed. The other men were all proud, and they held their shoulders back and showed them off, just like it commanded in some of the marching chants. 
 
    He wasn’t happy about being a woman at all. The other men were fully with the program now, but not Johnny. 
 
    All Johnny did was dream of being home with Chrissy. 
 
    But that wasn’t about to happen. 
 
    Johnny got his bra, and the Instructor in charge of the warehouse was a little surprised. “My records show no growth, but here you are, looking big.” 
 
    “I don’t know about that,” groused Johnny. 
 
    “Are you happy about growing boobs finally?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    The Instructor nodded. “And are your nipples bigger?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    Johnny did, and the Instructor’s eyes widened. She made a notation on a clipboard, then sent him on his way. 
 
     
 
    Days passed. Long days filled with cleaning and cooking in the chow hall. Classes dealing with fashions and needlepoint. Hours of calisthenics and yoga. 
 
    After four weeks all the men were showing boobs, and their nipples were all big and hard. Their dicks were shrinking at a rapid pace, and almost all trace of testicles had disappeared. 
 
    The men were now walking more like women, and high heels started being awarded to some of the ladies. 
 
    Ladies, not men. They had crossed some invisible point of sexuality, and they were considered ladies, and not just by the command of the Instructors, but by the amount of growth on their chests, their advancement in classes, and their general behavior. 
 
    Johnny had one of the biggest pair of breasts in the whole camp. He even ‘out-titted’ some of the instructors! 
 
    His nipples were definitely large, and they were always standing up. 
 
    But, what was weird, was that he still had his balls and his pecker. If anything, they had grown larger. 
 
    And his pecker was almost always standing up, and even dripping. 
 
    Some of the women looked at him and were suspicious, or at least snippy in that way that women have. 
 
    Johnny didn’t care. He was living a life he didn’t care about. He wanted to go home, be with Chrissy. He didn’t care that much about tits, or being a woman. Well, he did like playing with his breasts, but since his cock hadn’t shrunk, and his balls hadn’t retracted, and since he had no sign of a pussy forming, he couldn’t be overly excited about being a woman. 
 
    In fact, since his dick and balls were still there, and bigger, and because the effect of the hormones was to make his dick always hard, he had taken to jacking off. 
 
    He wasn’t normally a jacker, in civilian life he had Chrissy to attend to his needs, but now he was excited all the time. 
 
    When doing calisthenics he could feel his dingus bouncing up and down. When doing yoga he frequently was bent and twisted so that he was face to face with his own cock, and he actually felt the desire to suck it. 
 
    And his balls, big and on display, were producing testosterone, perhaps by the gallon, because when he did jack off he emitted amazing amounts of semen. 
 
    One night he got up late and went into the bathroom. The girls were done with their extra exercising, and he went to the last stall, lifted his dress and dropped his boxers and sat down and started stroking. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos! It felt good. He massaged his balls, played with his tits, and approached the point of no return. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he mumbled, enjoying the white hot feeling of going over the edge, but just as he squirted he heard a gasp. 
 
    His dick spewing, his eyes opened and he saw George! 
 
    George, who had once had hair and was chubby, but now was sleek and hairless and the proud possessor of tits almost as big as Johnny’s.  
 
    And who stared at Johnny’s big package. 
 
    “George!” gasped Johnny. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    Then Johnny was down on his knees, sucking, stroking, slurping. 
 
    Other girls entered the bathroom. they weren’t drawn by any noise, but by that sixth sense that women had. 
 
    More girls went down on Johnny. 
 
    They had been subliminally taught to desire men, and to serve them. they wanted to fuck, but their vaginas hadn’t come in yet. 
 
    So they sucked, as they had been taught.  
 
    Another load was squeezed out of Johnny’s pecker, and the ladies fought for the right to devour his seed. 
 
    And they wouldn’t let him up. In spite of his slightly more male structure, and the residual male musculature, there were too many girls and not enough of him. 
 
    Johnny was pushed back against the porcelain throne. He came again. And— 
 
    “What the hell is going on here!” 
 
    It was Deborah. She normally didn’t raise her voice in the barracks, but now she did. 
 
    She pulled girls off Johnny, she looked down and saw his cock, and she gasped. 
 
    That was a hard moment for Deborah. She was a full woman. She had transformed completely, and she had a hunger for cock that wouldn’t stop. 
 
    But she stopped herself from latching on to Johnny, from sitting on him and pursuing her satisfaction. 
 
    “Come with me!” 
 
    She grabbed his cock and marched him out of the barracks. 
 
    Johnny was naked, and he followed along. And he squirted in her hand as they crossed the field. 
 
    They entered headquarters and it was al Deborah cold do not to lick her hand. Instead she wiped her hand off, told Johnny to sit down, and called up Maggie McGill. 
 
      
 
    Maggie showed up a half hour later. She was, as usual, immaculately attired, but her eyes showed she was tired, and a little bit irritated. She walked past Deborah, indicated she should follow her, and went into her office. 
 
    “All right Instructor, make your report.” 
 
    Johnny was right outside, and he heard Deborah’s report. 
 
    She told how she had been awakened by a disturbance, and had discovered Johnny in the bathroom, being molested by all the recruits. 
 
    Maggie frowned. 
 
    Deborah finished her report with: “I saw that he still has his penis and testicles and so brought him to headquarters and called you.” 
 
    “And you didn’t notice that he still had his package earlier?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    Johnny heard the shame in that admission. 
 
    “All right. You’re dismissed pending an investigation. Send Johnny in to me.” 
 
    Johnny was on his feet when Deborah walked out of the office. She looked about to cry, but she motioned for him to enter Maggie’s office, then she beelined for the door. 
 
    Johnny walked in, and he expected to be chewed out, to leave in tears, but he was surprised. 
 
    “Have a seat, Johnny.” 
 
    Johnny sat in a chair sideways to her desk, and she swiveled to meet his gaze. She was a striking woman, and it was no problem to get a boner over her. Not that he had to, he always had one. Even though he had just cum several times, he was still ready. 
 
    She looked down at his crotch, then called for an orderly. “Janice, please get Johnny a winter coat. 
 
    The orderly disappeared, reappeared, and handed Johnny a long coat. It was pink, but it covered him up. 
 
    Maggie sighed. It looked like she was relieved that he was now covered. 
 
    “So, tell me what’s happening, Johnny.” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t think anything is happening.” 
 
    “So why do you still have a penis? And balls?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I haven’t really thought about much.” He shrugged and looked around the office. 
 
    Bare bones, but a few fluffs here and there. A couple of books by Grace Mansfield. 
 
    “Are you enjoying yourself here?” 
 
    “No,” he mumbled. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I didn’t want to come here. I want to go home to my girlfriend.” 
 
    Maggie nodded. “And what do you think about being a woman?” 
 
    “I suppose it’s okay. If you’re really a woman.” 
 
    “And you aren’t?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    He didn’t yell, or rant, he just answered honestly.  
 
    Maggie wrote an order out on a sheet of paper. “My orderly will take you to another barracks. There won’t be many people there, but I’m going to have you checked out by a doctor tomorrow.” 
 
    Johnny took the order, but she held onto it for a second and looked him in the eyes. “Johnny, don’t go for a walk tonight. Don’t go anywhere. We’ll get to the bottom of this and…and just sit tight in the new barracks until we call you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Am I in trouble?” 
 
    She smiled. “You? In trouble? I don’t think so. Somebody is, but it’s not you.” 
 
    She let go of her side of the order and leaned back.  
 
      
 
    Johnny slept late. Yawned, and got up. He wore only the pink coat, and nobody was yelling at him, and…he felt okay. 
 
    Not good, not bad, but okay. 
 
    The main thing was that he was off the grind of becoming a female. 
 
    An hour later he was hungry. He sat on the porch of the barracks and watched the camp. 
 
    Women in pink marching. No men except for a few bully boys, who seemed to want to just stay out of sight. 
 
    The sun was hot, and he was just considering going and finding the chow hall when a Jeep spurted from the buildings in the distance and headed for him. 
 
    The Jeep was coming for him. Must be the medical thing. 
 
    He wondered what the doctor was going to say to him. 
 
    The Jeep arrived and a women in a blue pencil skirt and jacket, the Instructor’s uniform, got out. 
 
    “Hello, Johnny. My name is Samantha. I’m going to be taking you to see the sights today. That okay with you?” 
 
    She was gorgeous, and smiling. An honest smile. A smile with no commands or yells. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    She looked at him critically. “I think, while you’re in the doctor’s I’ll be getting you something better to wear.” 
 
    “Oh.” Then, as he got into the Jeep. “Can I get something to eat?” And he started crying. 
 
    Samantha didn’t yell at him, or make some remark about him losing his balls. She just leaned over the console and held him. “It’s okay, Johnny. It’s okay.” 
 
    He nodded and mumbled, and tried to control himself, but he was still weeping when Samantha drove up in front of a medical building. 
 
    She took him in the front door and said, “I’ll get you something to eat. Okay?” 
 
    Johnny nodded. The pink coat had sleeves and he wiped his eyes. And fuck the make up. 
 
      
 
    Two days later Johnny sat in front of Maggie. Samantha sat in a chair next to her. 
 
    “Johnny. You’re going to be going home.” 
 
    His head shot up. “What?” 
 
    “It turns out that certain factors in your Induction Papers were misrepresented.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “It means that somebody forged a couple of answers. You aren’t prepared or designed for being a woman.” 
 
    “I’m not?” happiness surged through his heart. 
 
    “No. I’m sorry to say, but the changes in your body are not reversible. Fortunately, you still have your penis and testicles, and if you wish to have your breasts removed, an outside physician may be able to do that.” 
 
    “But…I don’t get it? What do you mean my papers were…what? Forged?” 
 
    “Somebody checked a couple of boxes they weren’t supposed to. That’s all I’m prepared to say.” 
 
    Johnny’s mouth hung open. To have this happen, after going through so much…it was…unreal! 
 
    “I’m sorry, we don’t have male clothes or accouterments here. We will be giving you funds for the last month, so you can buy anything you want once you leave. Also, notification has been passed along. You won’t have any trouble in getting your old job back.” 
 
    Johnny blurted. “I want an education.” 
 
    There was a silence in which Maggie glanced at Samantha. Samantha nodded. 
 
    “We’ll put our recommendations forward, and I believe you won’t have any trouble with that.” 
 
    “I won’t?” 
 
    “Johnny,” Samantha spoke, “We’re sorry this happened. Technically, we’re not responsible, but…we are. Deborah should have reported your lack of changes. Administration should have caught your paperwork. Now, we can’t do anything about what has happened, but I’m in contact with people who will be favorable to your request for further education. I just hope that when the dust settles you will remember that there are people willing to go to bat for you.” 
 
    Johnny looked back and forth between the two women, and his heart was breaking for happiness. 
 
      
 
    Johnny walked up the stairs to his old apartment. The name plate on the mailbox was unchanged, his and Chrissy’s names were still there, and that meant that Chrissy must still be there. 
 
    He stood on the landing and straightened his dress. 
 
    He had elected to just stay a woman while coming home. The Induction center had lots of women’s outfits, and make up, and he was standing in a pencil skirt with a blouse. A longer coat was draped over his arm. 
 
    His eyebrows were plucked, his lips were red, his hair was styled. 
 
    On the surface, he looked like a woman. 
 
    Except for the big bump in his skirt. He kept the coat folded over that. 
 
    He raised a hand, looked at his long red nails, formed a small fist, and rapped on the door. 
 
    He heard noise inside the apartment. He stepped back. 
 
    Chrissy opened the door. She was as he remembered. Beautiful. But sad. “Yes?” 
 
    Johnny stepped forward. 
 
    Chrissy blinked, then gasped. “Johnny?” 
 
    Then she was in his arms and they were hugging. 
 
    And kissing. 
 
    And then they were in bed. And it didn’t matter to Chrissy that he had breasts. In fact, it was sort of sexy, and she couldn’t get enough of Johnny. 
 
    They kissed and loved, and he was inside her and everything was right. And after a couple of orgasms, while they lay on their backs and breathed heavily and waited for the next one, Chrissy said, “It was Steve.” 
 
    “Steve?” 
 
    “He tried to move in. He tried to force himself on me, and when I wouldn’t, he told me what he had done, that he had messed up your papers and caused you to be sent to the Induction Board. 
 
    Johnny sighed. Steve, who he had thought was his friend. 
 
    “Then you were right, and he’s a creep.” 
 
    “He’s creep, but he’s not here anymore.” 
 
    “No?” 
 
    “No. The police picked him up yesterday.” 
 
    Johnny thought about Steve, then he didn’t. 
 
    Fuck that guy.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Steve stood in front of the judge. 
 
    “Steven Standish, what you did is reprehensible. To become a woman is a privilege, and it is a choice. For you to falsify official documents and  take away a man’s choice…to cause misery to your fellow man, misery which resulted in unwanted body modification…maiming, actually…well, it is the sentence of this court…” 
 
    Steve’s jaw dropped, and he fell to his knees and begged, but the sentence had been stated. 
 
      
 
    Steve sat in prison and waited for his sentence to be carried out. 
 
    He thought about his crimes, but he wasn’t remorseful. Some people are sociopathic and they have no conscience. 
 
    A week later he was marched down a hall and into an office. There was an operating table, and Steve stared at it. 
 
    “No! he screamed. “No!” 
 
    The guards were well trained, however, and they put him on the table and fastened him in place. 
 
    A doctor came in and checked over his instruments. 
 
    An official of the court came in and read off the crimes that Steve was guilty of. He finished with, “It is the sentence of this court that you will be deprived of sexual pleasure for the rest of your days.” 
 
    Steve tried to yell again, but the anesthesiologist was already moving. He placed the gas mask over Steve’s face, and since Steve was busy trying to yell, he counted backwards from a hundred for him. 
 
    A minute later the doctor picked up a knife. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END
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    A massive collection of bundles! 
 
    21 steamy five star stories in each book! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
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    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
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    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games. 
 
    The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys. 
 
    And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game. 
 
    But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out. 
 
    Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out. 
 
    Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat. 
 
    Swing and a miss.  
 
    Swing and a miss. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first. 
 
    The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind. 
 
    To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us. 
 
    Leslie was up. 
 
    Swing and…CRACK! 
 
    Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field. 
 
    Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face. 
 
    And little old I strode out to the plate. 
 
    Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready. 
 
    I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and… 
 
    “Lois can’t hit anything!” 
 
    Strike. 
 
    I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband. 
 
    Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right. 
 
    Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.” 
 
    Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company. 
 
    “Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust. 
 
    I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink. 
 
    A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words. 
 
    “Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.” 
 
    Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink. 
 
    That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out. 
 
    But the game was basically over. 
 
    “Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.” 
 
    Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.” 
 
    But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars. 
 
    “Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.” 
 
    I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say.” 
 
    “The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.” 
 
    Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.” 
 
    I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged. 
 
    A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish. 
 
    He straightened up and stared at me. “What?” 
 
    A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’ 
 
    I said, “Let’s have a real contest.” 
 
    Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?” 
 
    “What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.” 
 
    The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge. 
 
    “So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.” 
 
    “Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.” 
 
    The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes. 
 
    But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought. 
 
    So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen. 
 
    “You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.” 
 
    “You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat. 
 
    “You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.” 
 
    Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls. 
 
    Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one. 
 
    Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.” 
 
    Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And are you really willing to go with wrestling?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!” 
 
    I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads. 
 
    We stood up and faced the men. 
 
    “Yes,” I said confidently. 
 
    Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head. 
 
    Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?” 
 
    We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?” 
 
    The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.” 
 
    So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away. 
 
    “So what is your choice for the third competition?” 
 
    Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle. 
 
    We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances. 
 
    Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.” 
 
    We all giggled, and our choice was decided. 
 
    I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were. 
 
    Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?” 
 
    I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back. 
 
    “But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.” 
 
    They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.” 
 
    Everybody looked a bit curious then. 
 
    I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.” 
 
    “Whoo!” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    Catcalls and quick quips. 
 
    Then the guys went after Jim. 
 
    “Come on, Jim. You started this.” 
 
    “Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.” 
 
    And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.” 
 
    Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself. 
 
    “Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER TWO 
 
      
 
    “Lois, I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    “What?” I asked sweetly. 
 
    “Embarrassed me like that.” 
 
    We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!” 
 
    “Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you said it meanly.” 
 
    He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it. 
 
    So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought. 
 
    I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up. 
 
    “You really think you can beat us?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.” 
 
    He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.” 
 
    “Okay,” I acknowledged. 
 
    He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?” 
 
    “We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.” 
 
    “Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.” 
 
    “High school is long ago.” 
 
    He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me. 
 
    Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up. 
 
    “Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.” 
 
    There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend. 
 
    Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies. 
 
    So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around. 
 
    “You make me so fucking hot.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at me. 
 
    I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?” 
 
    Oh, men are easy. 
 
    The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed. 
 
    “Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.” 
 
    So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back. 
 
    “Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!” 
 
    Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing. 
 
    “Baby,” he said lustfully. 
 
    I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.” 
 
    But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder. 
 
    He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little. 
 
    Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier. 
 
    “Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!” 
 
    White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!” 
 
    I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.” 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.” 
 
    He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.” 
 
    But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’ 
 
    I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up. 
 
    Boy, was I going to get my revenge. 
 
      
 
    The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it. 
 
    “Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake. 
 
    “Why so soon?” asked Georgina. 
 
    “I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.” 
 
    Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.” 
 
    We all smiled cheerfully. 
 
    “What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?” 
 
    Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.” 
 
    “Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?” 
 
    “Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters. 
 
    There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along. 
 
    “What about the foot race?” 
 
    “Who are our fastest runners?” 
 
    So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder. 
 
    “Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say. 
 
    “Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?” 
 
    The girls looked at me blankly. 
 
    “It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?” 
 
    Man, the grins hit me then. 
 
    “Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.” 
 
    We all giggled. 
 
    “This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?” 
 
    We all looked at her. 
 
    “We might even win.” 
 
    We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance. 
 
    “Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!” 
 
    Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes. 
 
      
 
    That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it. 
 
    He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.” 
 
    And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny. 
 
    Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on. 
 
    “So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?” 
 
    Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about. 
 
    “Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly. 
 
    Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task? 
 
    He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.” 
 
    “Yeah, but—“ 
 
    We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock. 
 
    “Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it. 
 
    “Hey…uh…” 
 
    I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing. 
 
    I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling. 
 
    In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week. 
 
    As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples. 
 
    Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes. 
 
    So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan. 
 
    And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips. 
 
    I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build. 
 
    I kept working him as I chewed on his lips. 
 
    He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing. 
 
    “Can you cum right now? Big guy?” 
 
    He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers. 
 
    “Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…” 
 
    I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it. 
 
    Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there. 
 
    “AH…AHHHH…AH!” 
 
    Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times. 
 
    My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper. 
 
      
 
    WAR OF THE SEXES 
 
    The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch. 
 
    To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS! 
 
    In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match. 
 
    That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident. 
 
    So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project. 
 
      
 
    I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene. 
 
    “Lois, guess what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.” 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event. 
 
    Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races. 
 
    On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species. 
 
    Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos! 
 
    Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths. 
 
    After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it. 
 
    Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have. 
 
    Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her. 
 
    Then Leslie called, and I got it. 
 
    It was game on. 
 
    It was root hog or die. 
 
    And it was going to be fun. 
 
    Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up. 
 
    Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen. 
 
    “What’s the grin for, Lois?” 
 
    So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors. 
 
    My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”  
 
    “Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?” 
 
    “No problemo, Santa!” 
 
    She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.” 
 
    We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it. 
 
    “You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?” 
 
    My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up. 
 
    “Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.” 
 
    “Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind. 
 
    When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.” 
 
    And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up. 
 
      
 
      
 
    This has been the first two chapters from 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games! 
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    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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