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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
    

  

 
   
    Before we start…have you read… 
 
    21 STEAMY STORIES! 
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    Do you have the first 21 Stories of 
 
    Feminization and Female Domination? 
 
    GO TO: 
 
    21 STORIES! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminization 101 
 
    Whatever you do…DON’T ORGASM! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “What if you only had one orgasm left, and then you die.” 
 
    Kyle and Lee’s eyes shuttered slowly. The concept was obviously too much for them. Denise wheezed in laughter, almost bubbled her wine spritzer right up through her nose. 
 
    “There goes Lee. You lost him.” 
 
    I kept my face straight, as straight as possible, and asked, “Well?” 
 
    “Mia, that’s a dumb question.” That was Kyle, my man, and he didn’t like my offering. We were all sitting around, drinking beer and wine, and sort of playing a group truth or dare, sort of. 
 
    “Hey, I didn’t challenge you…I’m just thinking out loud.” 
 
    Lee looked down and said, “Don’t want to play no more.” 
 
    “Huh? Why not?” 
 
    Kyle just shook his head. That’s men for you. You threaten their little weenies and they get all paranoid and gloomy on you. 
 
    “I’ll tell you why,” Denise’s face was all twisted up in humor. 
 
    “Please don’t,” whispered Lee. 
 
    “You’re going to ask me not to ask in a game that’s all about asking? You know I have to ask now.” 
 
    Lee just kept looking down, and now he was shaking his head slowly. Then he looked at Denise and you could see his eyes begging. 
 
    “Out with it, girlfriend,” I commanded.  
 
    “Because we played a game that was like that.” 
 
    “One cum and Lee died?” 
 
    Lee groaned. 
 
    “One cum, and he wished he died. 
 
    “Well, folks, it’s been fun,” Kyle fake yawned, “But I have to get to bed.” 
 
    “Now, wait just a minute,” I snapped. Lee shuts down, Kyle is trying to weasel out, and my girlfriend has just dropped a bomb. I think I’d like to hear her out.” 
 
    Lee stood up. “I’ll walk you to your car.” 
 
    Stunned, I watched as the boys stood up and actually left the room. 
 
    “What the hell just happened?” I whispered to Denise. 
 
    She whispered back. “Call you tomorrow.” Mirth was seeping out of her face, she could hardly stop herself from laughing. 
 
    Puzzled, in fact confounded by this sudden shut down, I followed the boys out. 
 
    I hugged Denise and kissed Lee’s cheek, then Kyle and I were in the car and zooming. 
 
    “What the heck was that all about?” 
 
    Kyle just stare at the road and turned the wheel. I studied him in the flickering glare of passing streetlights.. He was a handsome dog. His hair was thick and rich and he liked to wear it long. His features were fine, pert nose, and his eyes were pools of chocolate. Mmm. And right now he was focusing on driving a little too much. He was trying to ignore me.  
 
    “Okay, bozo. Out with it.” 
 
    “Out with what?” 
 
    “You know I’ll just find out tomorrow from Denise. So just tell me now.” 
 
    “Nothing to tell.” 
 
    “Nothing that is something so bad, or good, that you’ve never told me and are afraid to tell me. Hmmm.” 
 
    He sighed,  
 
    I reached over the center console and placed my hand on his groin. There was an immediate gasp. That’s what I like about Kyle…he’s a horn dog. Easy peasy, a little hand job or blow job and he is putty in my long nailed hands. 
 
    “Gonna ‘fess up?” 
 
    “Come on,” he tried. 
 
    It almost made me frown, the way he was resisting. Man, whatever it was, it was going to be good. I unzipped and let out Mr. Happy. And Mr. Happy was happy to be let out. He stood up, a nice, thick shaft, a big skull, and already a drop of juice. 
 
    “Whoa, this fellow looks like he hasn’t cum in a week!”
“Oh, crap,” wheezed Kyle. 
 
    “How long has it been since this guy has squirted?” 
 
    “Last night,” Kyle admitted. 
 
    “And would he like to cum tonight?” 
 
    Kyle gulped and nodded. 
 
    I stroked with one hand and reached another hand in for his testicles. He pushed his hips forward and I found them, happy, big balls. 
 
    “My, they feel full.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” 
 
    I stroked and fondled, and contorted myself over the console. I licked the head and squeezed and his foot jerked on the gas. 
 
    “Oh…here we go!” I laughed. “Gonna tell me?” 
 
    “Please,” he croaked. “Please…” 
 
    “If you don’t tell me, I’m gonna play with you all the way home, then go to bed. No joy for you, Mister.” I shook his balls to emphasize my words. He whined and goosed the gas again. 
 
    “Talk!” 
 
    “It’s…nothing. Nothing. They just had a game. They made love every night for a hundred days.” 
 
    “Heck,” I snorted, keeping up my stroking. “We’ve probably done that without even trying.” 
 
    I sat back. 
 
    “Hey?” his face was a little red and his cock really was dripping. He had cum less than 24 hours ago and he was already ready. 
 
    “Don’t worry, babe. I’m gonna fuck your dick off when we get home. I just can’t do yoga in the front seat for that long.” I twisted in the passenger seat and my spine gave a little pop. 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” 
 
    That’s what I liked about Kyle, he was amenable. He worked with me. 
 
    Ten minutes later we pulled into the driveway, ran for the bedroom, and then I had my way with him. I know, it’s supposed to be the man who has his way with the woman, but those days are passed. These days a woman has every right to have horny desires, and especially to sate those desires. Which made me thank God I was married to a horn dog. 
 
    Still, later that night, thoroughly sated, my pussy singing a Gregorian chant and half dazed from my man’s attention, I wondered. I lay on my back and stared at the ceiling and wondered: what else was there? Did he give in too easy? What else was he hiding? 
 
    The next morning, after Kyle went to work I made a lunch date with Denise, and that noon I met her at Charlie Coyote’s. 
 
    Charlie Coyote’s is a sort of swank eatery/night club halfway downtown. Got the best Mex food this side of Mexico City, and an assortment of drinks to please the most jaded of drunks. 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend!” I air kissed Denise and we sat down on the wrought iron chairs around a wrought iron table that was in the decidedly not wrought iron patio. A parrot observed us from a cage in a corner, behind us flowers on a trellis ignored us, and Juan appeared to take our orders orders. 
 
    “Margaritas with salt.” 
 
    Shortly we were munching on big, fat, hot chips. The salsa was just enough to make the side of the nose sweat, and the drinks…mmm. 
 
    “So, baby cakes, spill the beans.” 
 
    “Why, whatever could you mean?” Denise waved a hand in the air in mock confusion. 
 
    “Speak, or I’ll pull your nipples off.” 
 
    “Oooh!” 
 
    We laughed, and Denise sipped and explained, “We had a contest. We had to make love every night for a 100 days.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was a little disappointed. Kyle had told the truth, after all.” 
 
    Denise grinned in a most evil fashion and put the cherry the top. “Without cumming.” 
 
    “What?” I almost shrieked. Two extra words and my mind was blown. “Without squirting?” 
 
    “One hundred days without cumming, and the first of us to cum…” she smiled and nodded in satisfaction. 
 
    “What?” I actually had my hand on her forearm and was gripping it tightly. 
 
    She put her hand on mine, leaned closer and said, “The one who cums has to wear a chastity belt…” 
 
    “Really? A chastity thingie? One of those things that protects your sex.” 
 
    “I’m not done.” 
 
    I didn’t speak. Truth, I was getting a bit speechless. I had never heard of such a delicious game in my life. 
 
    “The loser has to dress up for a month.” 
 
    “Dress up?” I was confused. 
 
    “In a dress.” 
 
    My eyes widened. 
 
    “With full make up.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. 
 
    “Wouldn’t Kyle’s hair look good all styled? His lips red? Maybe wearing breast forms?” 
 
    I actually squealed at the thought. This was so-o-o HOT! 
 
    “And, let me tell you, girl fried, without being lesbian about it all, there is absolutely no thrill like the thrill of seeing your man, all horny and caged, wearing make up, juicy, plumped up lips, munching on your rug.” 
 
    “Or my rugless,” my eyes were shiny with imagination. 
 
    “Rugless?” 
 
    “I shave.” 
 
    She nodded, showing her teeth. 
 
    And Juan showed up with our second helping of Maragaritas. 
 
      
 
    “Honey?” I had given him a drink, his favorite, bourbon and Coke. which he had sipped gratefully. I had served him dinner, steak and potatoes. His fave. And dropped the bomb. “We’ve got to talk.”  
 
    He groaned. That is the phrase they say on TV when they’re about to bore you to death with stupidity. 
 
    “I should have known. You’re buttering me up.” 
 
    “With love, sweet cakes. Pure, unadulterated love.” 
 
    He put his drink down. Now that he knew the sky was falling he was almost afraid to touch it. Almost. 
 
    He asked, “And what is this pure, unadulterated love going to cost me?” 
 
    “Well,” I started ticking off fingers. “I could ask for a new outfit, a few hundred bucks…” 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    “Or, I could ask for a diamond ring, a few thousand bucks…” 
 
    He put his head down and made sobbing sounds. 
 
    “Or, I’ve got it…a new car!” 
 
    He sat up and pretended he was pulling his hair out. 
 
    I redirected him to his bourbon, to which he went hungrily, and he said, “I hate to break it to you, babe, but I don’t feel like borrowing money, winding up in debt, racing for the poor house. Now if you could get real.” 
 
    I pouted. “You don’t really love me.” 
 
    He just gave me a tilted head look, a ‘seriously?’ look. 
 
    “Or, maybe we could just make love 100 days straight.” 
 
    He froze. Not just a deer in the headlights, but a rabbit, a teensy weensy bunny wabbit, all frightened and scared. “You talked to Denise.” 
 
    I pushed the plates aside, fell to my knees and undid his zipper. “We talked,” and then I was helping myself to my favorite vegetable. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined, unable to help himself. He was hard as a rock. And instantly desperate. 
 
    I gobbled for a while, getting him primed. I looked up. “One hundred days, the first one to cum loses.” 
 
    “No,” but his eyes were bulging and his face was purple. He was trying to squirt, but I was holding back, squeezing the shaft, even pulling my mouth off when he got too close. 
 
    I went to work again. Within seconds he was lurching and trying to squirt. Excellent. Hard men are compliant men. I moved my head back. I slithered my tongue up the underside of his cock. He shivered in ecstasy. 
 
    “One hundred days, and if you win…I’ll do whatever you want.” 
 
    “No…no…no!” 
 
    I kissed his balls, took them in my mouth. He loved that. I rolled them around like ben wah balls. 
 
    “Oh!” he blurted, his eyes wide. 
 
    I backed off quickly. 
 
    “Anything you want. Blow jobs for a month. Anything. I’ll dress sexy. Anything.” I slurped his dong, his veins were pounding, his cock was pulsing. God, he was close. “I’ll do anything you fucking want!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    I let go and stood up. I went to the sink and poured him another drink. I placed it before him. 
 
    “You can give up now, or it’s round two of the negotiations.” 
 
    “You can do anything you want, but I’m not giving in.” But he picked up the drink and drank it greedily. I smiled, waited till the drink was done, then went to my knees. 
 
    “Honey, imagine this every night. Imagine me dressing like a tart, all whorish, red lipstick, down on my knees. You can tie me up if you want. You can do nasty things to me. You can—“ 
 
    He managed to blurt, “But I already do that.” 
 
    “Correction. You used to do that. If you don’t negotiate in full faith then I’m going to wear winter clothes to bed, use sandpaper when I give you your monthly hand job, and that’s all you’re going to get.” 
 
    “Come on,” he was begging. “You can’t be serious! You would give up sex?” 
 
    I took my mouth off his pecker and said brightly, “Have you met my friend? Virginia Vibrator?” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. I giggled and added, “While you’re asleep I will be inches from you, my big plastic peter jammed into my pussy, wearing out batteries by the dozen. Oh, the cums I’ll have…and they’ll all be big, juicy cums, because I know how desperate you will be, and that’s going to make me hot, hot….HOT!” 
 
    “Honey, I really don’t want to…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    I stood up and made him another drink. Round three of the negotiations. 
 
    It took me seven rounds, over an hour of cock sucking fun, before he caved. But when he caved, it was juicier than seven loads of cum. He was drunk, and I put his hat on the table and got out a couple of sheets of paper. 
 
    “Okay, baby, here’s how it’s going to go. Write after me: ‘We, Kyle  and Mia Manchester, do agree to a 100 day contest.” 
 
    Kyle wrote, a bit scribbly because of his inebriated state, but legible. 
 
    “The first one to cum will wear sexy clothes, full make up, and do whatever the other wants for 30 days. This includes anal sex.” 
 
    Anal sex. Isn’t that funny? I mean, Kyle had been bugging me to try it, and I had put him off, but it turned out he was really serious. Well, we shall see. I mean, sauce for the goose and all that. 
 
    Anyway, I had him sign it, I signed it, then I tossed it in the hat. Then, while he was sipping on his eighth drink and wondering what time it was, I took the hat in the other room, took the slip of paper out of the hat, and hid the paper by taping it to the bottom of my underwear drawer. Even if he remembered what he had signed, which was doubtful, he wouldn’t be able to find the paper…and rip it up. 
 
    Not that he would. Kyle is an honest to God straight shooter. Once his word was given…it was gold.  
 
    But, still, safe than sorry. Especially with a bet as glorious as this one. 
 
    Then I went back out to finish the poor sap off. Which was fun because he was so drunk I wondered whether he would even remember in the morning. 
 
    Still, I had a good time, and I had an agreement. One hundred days, one cum. Or, as I liked to call it Sex Games 101.               
 
    Okay, the bad news. I had been so busy getting Kyle to agree, and then to cum, that I had ignored my own orgasmic needs. He came, and I didn’t, and that put me behind in the contest right from the get go. 
 
    No prob. I just had a quick get together with Virgina Vibrator and all was good. Snore. 
 
      
 
    The next day I went to work on my boy. 
 
    “Good morning, lover.” 
 
    “Uhhh!” he groaned.  
 
    Poor boy. 
 
    “Let’s get you up and ready for work.” 
 
    I rolled him out of bed, I grabbed his dong, and I pulled him into the bathroom. He yawned mightily, then I got him in the shower. I began soaping his dick, and rubbing my rather over-sized breasts again him. 
 
    I went down on my knees—my jaw was getting a lot of work these days—and did what I do best. 
 
    Shortly Kyle was moaning and bracing his hands against the shower stall walls. Only a few hours after a cum, I doubted that he would be able to squirt for anther few hours. Heh heh! 
 
    Finally, I got to my feet, kissed him some more, fondled him, and then, giggling and fully awake and brightened up for the day, we got out. 
 
    I dried him off, making sure his manhood was extra dry, and he began getting dressed. 
 
    So did I. 
 
    Thong. Half bra. Nylons. 
 
    He looked at me, “Are you going somewhere?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Why are you—“ and he remembered. “Oh, no.” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “I agreed to…to…” 
 
    “You agreed to 100 days, first one to cum loses.” 
 
    “So that’s why you’re so amorous this morning.” 
 
    “Me?” I arched my eyes in question. “Little, old me?” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” he muttered. The joy was gone out of him as he buttoned up and tied his tie. 
 
    I went to my make up table and began the process of looking sultry and ready for sex. “And I’ve got it in writing.” 
 
    “You’ve…I signed something?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Where is it?” 
 
    “I’ve got it.” 
 
    “You’ve got to give it to me.” 
 
    “Sure, as soon as one of us loses.” 
 
    “I can’t have something like that floating around.” 
 
    I turned to him, rolling my lipstick on, slowly, tantalizingly, and said, “What? You think I’m going to put that agreement on Facebutt?” 
 
    His mouth opened and closed briefly. “Well, no.” 
 
    “Then, lover mine, relax.” 
 
    He put his shoes on and tied them. 
 
    I stood up, wearing my underwear and a slinky, see through robe. I sauntered over to him. He was like a little boy, frozen in place, waiting for the big, bad bully to punch him. 
 
    “Kyle? Baby? My tits are hot for you.” 
 
    God, it was a bad line, but when your man is gulpy and sweating…it’s a good line. “And my pussy is dripping. Will you hurry home? I need you to love me, to fuck me, to use me.” 
 
    I pulled the front of my see through robe to the sides, exposing my large breasts, and I said, “These tits are for you.” 
 
    His eyes were wide, and he exuded that weird fear a man can have for an overbearing woman, and he put his hand up, palm out as if to push me away, and started for the door. 
 
    I grabbed his arm, held on, and said, “It’s my pussy, Kyle. It’s my pussy that’s so wet and dripping for you.” 
 
    With a half a sob he made it out the bedroom door. Then I heard the front door close, and I laughed. The poor boy hadn’t even stopped to eat. 
 
      
 
    At Charlie Coyote’s… “You got him into the game.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Denise grinned, “Way to go, girlfriend. You’re going to have some fun!” 
 
    I nodded, but I was also apprehensive. “The problem is that I’m already horny. I mean, when he left he was big and drippy, but so was I. The game has hardly started, and I’m feeling the horn.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah, it’s rough, but there isn’t a man alive who won’t cum first, given the chance. It’s just the way they’re built.” 
 
    “Maybe, but one of the reasons I fell in love with Kyle was because he could keep up with me. My sex drive is just as frantic as his.” 
 
    Denise just shook her head. “Poor girl.” 
 
    Then we were laughing and imbibing, and talking about techniques to keep yourself ho hum when a man is plumbing your plumbing. 
 
      
 
    That night…I made Kyle a salad. 
 
    Why a salad? Because if he had a steak he would be fat and bloated, I wanted him lean and mean…and desperate. 
 
    And when he complained I poured him a drink. I wanted him drunk and horny and, dammit, that’s the way he was going to be. 
 
    So all night I hung on him, brushed up against him, and groped him. I wore sexy clothes, showing off my tits, and then, midway through the evening, I changed for negligee and sexy underwear. 
 
    Man, his eyes were bulging. And his bulge I was eyeing. No way I was going to lose this contest. 
 
      
 
    “All right, honey, you ready for day one?” 
 
    We were getting ready for bed, and it was funny, we were acting like virgins, all nervous and not knowing what to do. imagine that, ten years of fucking and we were discovering it all over again. 
 
    “So how long do we have to do this?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, is it that painful? Am I that ugly?” 
 
    “No…no…it’s just…the contest.” 
 
    “Oh, that! Are you still thinking about that?” Chortle, snicker, as if I wasn’t. 
 
    “No, uh…can we do this?” 
 
    I climbed on to the bed and hovered over him. Usually it’s him in a holding pattern over me, working my breasts, fingering my clit, waiting for a chance to sink into my pleasure palace. 
 
    Now, he actually looked a little frightened. 
 
    “Lighten up, boyo!” I sucked his nipples. Foolish boy, in forgetting everything he ever knew about sex he was enabling me to take the initiative. So I did. 
 
    I worked his cock over with my lips. I kissed him until he was dizzy, and, finally, I placed my pussy atop his stick. 
 
    Oh, the look in his eyes as I wiggled my butt and descended. 
 
    “Oh…Oh!” he gasped. I had the thought that this was going to be easy, but then, after a few strokes, he simply pushed me off. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I was close.” 
 
    Fuck! Of course he was, and suddenly I knew it wasn’t going to be that easy. After all, all he had to do was disengage. 
 
    And the difficult thing for me was to make sure he couldn’t push me off in time. I was going to have to get him so sexed up he was stupid. And all while denying myself. 
 
    Oh, crap. This game could be mean! 
 
      
 
    ‘Don’t move. Make him do the work. Just like still, like a corpse, he’ll start to get desperate to make you respond.’ 
 
    It was the next day and I was staring at the text Denise had just sent me.  
 
    Denise was a font of information, and, the weird thing, though it was all about sex, it was about…’un-sex.’ How not to climax. 
 
    I knew Kyle would be thinking about baseball. But I didn’t know anything about baseball. I knew about make up, and fashion, and things to make myself beautiful so men would love me. 
 
    So how do you lie still when some hunky guy is balls deep in your pussy? What do you think of to stave off those delightful, sexy feelings? 
 
    Man. What a problem. I was spending all my time looking beautiful, which made me horny, and playing with Kyle, which made me horny, and I wasn’t supposed to be this horny. What the hell was I going to do? 
 
    I learned how to knit, and I realized a truth of life. Old ladies knit to take their minds off of what they can’t have. What a wonderful analogy for what I was going through. I had to take my mind off of what I couldn’t have. 
 
    I learned the fifteen types of stitches, all the different types of embroidery, and it was working! 
 
    Unfortunately, Kyle must have been playing double headers in his head. He lay on me, poked me, plumbed me, fucked me…and pulled back just in time. 
 
      
 
    Day 31, one whole month, and I hadn’t made him squirt yet. Never was a girl so gloomy. Didn’t my man love me? I mean, I was horny as all hell, and that meant he was even more horny. How the heck could he still be resisting? 
 
    “I don’t know what to do!” I was almost crying as Denise and sucked Margaritas at Charlie Coyote’s. I was so sad I didn’t even taste the deliciosity of that wonderful Mexican libation. 
 
    Denise sighed. “Man, how can he hold it? I got Lee in the first month. You’re already in the second. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I stared down into the depths of my goblet. “If I didn’t know better I would think he was…” BOING! My head bopped up and I stared at my friend. 
 
    “No,” she said. 
 
    It was shocking, surprising, but…there was no other explanation. My darling Kyle was cheating. He was going to work, probably the first thing he did was head for the head and choke the chicken. Drain the lizard. Strangle the snake. Beat his glorious meat until it squirted his night’s frustrations out. 
 
    “You think he could be?” 
 
    “I don’t know what else to think?” 
 
    “But…but how do you find out?” 
 
    “I…I’m going to have to catch him.” 
 
    “But…how?” 
 
    And that was the catch. I was going to have to break into his office, break into his bathroom, and break into his stall, and…and there might be a way. 
 
     
 
    “Where are you going?” Kyle asked. 
 
    “I need to help Denise. She’s doing some decorating and we wanted to get an early start.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    I smiled, kissed him good by, and headed out the front door. Denise had just pulled up. 
 
    I got into the front seat and we started the day by giggling. 
 
    “You’re really going to do this?” 
 
    “I’ve got to. You think I want to lose this contest?” 
 
    We drove downtown and Denise let me off in front of Kyle’s office building. I walked in, they didn’t have any security, and headed right up to the second floor. 
 
    At the end of the second floor was the bathroom. A small, three stall affair, all clean and ready for a girl to do some spying. 
 
    I put a note on the middle stall door, ‘Out of order!’ Then I entered the stall, locked it, and waited. If I was right I wouldn’t have to wait long.  
 
    Fifteen minutes passed, then I heard people entering the building. I listened as they talked, and I held my breath when a few men came into the bathroom. 
 
    I tell ya, it is freaky to be sitting on a porcelain throne while right across the way men stand and pee. And, it is educational. 
 
    Did you know that all men go to the last urinal on the end first? The second man goes to the first one. The third one goes to the middle. Then they start filling up the spaces between. Apparently men don’t like to stand next to one another and be able to see each other’s weenies. What a bunch of weirdos. 
 
    Anyway, I waited, and the pee boys stopped coming in. I looked at my phone. It was 9:15. If he didn’t show up soon then he wasn’t coming, and that meant I was wrong, which would be a relief, and a defeat all in itself. It would mean that Kyle was holding himself back through discipline. And, a slight shudder here, that would undermine my idea of my own sexiness. 
 
    I sighed. It was almost 9:30, and it looked like Kyle wasn’t coming. I was almost ready to stand up and sneak out the back entrance when I heard the door opened. 
 
    My heart stopped. I carefully put my feet back up on the seat and held my breath. 
 
    I caught a glimpse of him through the space at the edge of the door. He entered the stall and I heard him unzipping and unrolling his penis. Then I heard the sound of fapping. Fap…fap…fap. I almost burst out laughing. I had caught him, and with his pants truly down. 
 
    Careful not to make a sound I stood up on the toilet seat. I poked my phone over the edge and clicked. 
 
    He kept fapping. And breathing harder. He was close. Oh, man, I had to do this. I had to catch him perfectly. 
 
    I waited, and he was close, close, and then I heard that grunt that begins the unloading process. I stood up, peeked over the edge, aimed the phone, and cleared my throat. 
 
    His eyes opened, his head jerked up. 
 
    A very silent ‘click.’ 
 
    “What…! What…!” 
 
    Then he realized it was me. 
 
    I sat down and tapped my phone. As I messaged I managed to look at the picture. It was perfect. His face was in transition from pleasure to shock, his dick was in his hand, semen was actually caught in mid spurt. 
 
    I heard his door open, then the door to my stall was nearly ripped off the hinges. 
 
    I squatted on the throne, grinning fit to kill. 
 
    He grabbed the phone in my hand. 
 
    “What did you…what…” 
 
    He tapped it, erased the pictures. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    “I already sent it.” 
 
    He turned ashen. “To who?” 
 
    “I’ll never tell,” I stepped down from the toilet. 
 
    “You can’t…I can’t have a picture like that…” 
 
    “Oh, I guess you can.” I pushed past him. 
 
    “Mia…Mia…” he was desperate.  
 
    I turned to him, glared at him. And it is hard to glare while you’re laughing. “And you cheated.” 
 
    His head went down, his shoulder slumped, and the breath went right after him. 
 
    I went out the door, down the back stairs, out the back door, and Denise pulled up. She was laughing. Her receiving the pictures was the signal to pick me up. 
 
    Laughing merrily, we headed out for breakfast. 
 
    I had won Sex Games 101. 
 
    It was time to collect. 
 
     
 
    Kyle came home that night, and he looked like a beaten dog. 
 
    I smiled, served him a steak, and a drink, and sat down and watched him. 
 
    “What?” he said, eyeing me, afraid to even fork into his steak or sip from his drink. 
 
    “You cheated.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. “I’m sorry, but you…I didn’t want to play the stupid game, and you tricked me into signing that…that thing.” 
 
    “This thing?” I reached into my blouse and pulled out a square of paper. I unfolded it. I pushed it in front of him. 
 
    He stared at it. He recognized his signature and soughed in defeat. 
 
    “So you cheated.” 
 
    “Yes, but…” he stopped talking. 
 
    “So I guess you knew you were going to lose.” 
 
    He looked down at his plate. 
 
    “And you cheating like that…it made me feel like I wasn’t sexy, that you didn’t love me.” I was pouring it on, but he deserved it. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he whispered. 
 
    “Kyle.” 
 
    He looked up. 
 
    “Rip it up.” I had absolutely no expression on my face. 
 
    “Rip it up?” 
 
    “Yes. If you felt it was unfair, that I treated you unfairly, then we call it off. Everything balances out. No harm no foul. 
 
    Now, you may wonder why I was giving him an out. Actually, I wasn’t. I was appealing to his sense of honor and fair play. 
 
    If Kyle was less than honorable he would tear up that piece of paper. But I had faith in my husband. Yes, he had cheated and jacked off, but, cards on the table, I had a feeling he would do what was honorable. I really thought I knew what he would do. 
 
    He stared at me, and his face went through a mix of emotions. Relief. A sinking heart at his own betrayal. Joy. Misery. 
 
    “And if I rip it up?” 
 
    “I told you. Life goes on, just exactly as it was before.” 
 
    But I knew, and I knew he knew, that it wouldn’t. He would always have this little niggle. He had cheated. He had betrayed. He had slunk into the boys room and played with himself like…like a little boy. 
 
    He reached for the paper, slowly. He fingered it, he paused, and he…shoved it back at me. 
 
    Misery, but an honest misery. And he straightened up. 
 
    I said, “You know what I’m going to do to you.” 
 
    He nodded. “I’m going to do what it says on that piece of paper. When I get done with you you will be turned inside out and upside down. You will be hornier than a sex manic in a whore house. And you won’t get to cum. Are you ready for that?” 
 
    He nodded. And, of course he was. Like I said, my hubbie is an honorable man. And he lives up to his bets. 
 
    I nodded. “Okay then. Enjoy that steak. Enjoy that drink. Tomorrow is the first day. I want you to take a month of vacation, and come home ready.” 
 
    “A whole month?” 
 
    “Heck, you never take a vacation, they owe you ten weeks. They won’t mind.” 
 
    He gulped. “What are you going to do to me?” 
 
    I smiled. “Eat your steak, honey. You’re going to need it.” 
 
    So he did. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
     
 
    Kyle went in, requested vacation, and was home by noon. He was actually surprised by how easy and quick it was. 
 
    “They always say how much they need me…what if they don’t?” he muttered to me. 
 
    “They need you. Now why don’t you read a book or something. I’ll be back in a couple of hours.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” he asked, suspicious. 
 
    “Shopping. Time to spend your vacation bonus. Weee!” 
 
    He put a grouchy look on his face, then went in to find some football or something on the tube. 
 
    As for me, I went shopping. Seriously shopping. And I had help. 
 
    Four hours later I was back, and Denise was with me. I breezed into the house with no bags. Kyle looked up and said, “I thought you were going shoppi—Hi Denise.” 
 
    Denise walked straight up to him, a big grin on her face. “I hear you lost a bet.”  
 
    A look of fear crossed Kyle’s face and Denise laughed outright. 
 
    He said, “You…I didn’t want anybody to know…” 
 
    “Oh, Hell, Kyle. I knew, as soon as I brought up the bet that you were going to have one, and that you would lose.” 
 
    “There wasn’t anything in our agreement about not telling anybody. Besides, you have to do what I tell you, and I’m telling you that Denise is going to help me fix you up.” 
 
    “She…uh…oh.” 
 
    “Now go out to the car and bring in the goodies while I fix you a wine cooler. “ 
 
    “A wine cooler? Me?” 
 
    “Not only will you dress like a woman, you’re going to learn to drink like a woman.” 
 
    “Ooh,” squealed Denise. “We’ve got a girlfriend.” 
 
    Looking like a dog that had been beaten with a dead cat, Kyle stumbled out the door. Shortly he was back, with armloads of bags and boxes. 
 
    “How much did you get?” he asked on the fourth trip out to the car. 
 
    “Oops. Did I spend your whole vacation bonus? Sorry.” I laughed and shoved a glass of bourbon and Coke into his hand. “Drink quick, or I might actually give you a wine cooler.” 
 
    He drank, and was glad, and relieved. He wanted a little something to numb the pain. Then he went back for the final couple of trips to bag city. 
 
      
 
    We sat in the living room amidst a mountain of boxes and studied Kyle. 
 
    “Who would have thought this stuff turned him on.” 
 
    Kyle stood, head down, and sported a monster erection. He had finished with the Nair and was hairless, and his face was redder than a neon stop sign. I had had to bully him to be undressed in front of Denise, but here he was. Without a stitch. Heh heh. 
 
    “What are you going to do? You aren’t going to let him cum are you?” 
 
    “We could send him to the bathroom and tell him to whack one for the Gipper.” 
 
    “Heh heh,” Denise snickered. 
 
    “Can’t we…get on with it?” begged Kyle. 
 
    “Of course we can. Just lose the boner and we’ll get going.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    I sighed. Tell the truth, I liked the way his cock surged and pulsed. And the fact that Denise was witness to his ‘little’ problem made it all the juicier. 
 
    “I was going to put him in a corset, but that would be too much right now.” 
 
    “I’ll say. Can you imagine bending that poor sucker? Oh, the pain.” 
 
    I glanced at her. Her eyes were shiny. If I didn’t know better, I would say that my girlfriend was getting aroused. 
 
    “Okay, so I’ll order a chastity tube. But for right now, let’s make him a maid. A little chiffon to hide the monster, and he can work that boner off with a little house cleaning. 
 
    Denise nodded and we set about our task. 
 
    “Sit here, Kyle.” 
 
    Kyle sat in a kitchen chair between a couple of end tables. We had decided, because there were two of us and we needed the room, to set up an impromptu beauty station in the living room. 
 
    “What are you going to do.” He sat down, and his cock poked up and out so deliciously. 
 
    “I’m going to do your face, Denise will work on your nails.” 
 
    Kyle squirmed for a bit, until I told him to hold still, and we began the heavy lifting of transforming a manly man into something delicate and feminine. 
 
    I cleansed his face, primed it, and worked my way through the layers of powder and cream. His dick reminded me of a dog’s tail. It just bobbed and throbbed. Of course, dog’s tails don’t drip. 
 
    Denise fitted him with long nails, glued them on, and began painting them a bright red. 
 
    “Boy, that dick just doesn’t quit, does it?” 
 
    “No, thank God. I have to tell you, that little hot dog has given me many hours of pleasure.” 
 
    “I’ll bet. You know, he’s bigger than Lee. Don’t tell Lee, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Really? Well, I’m not a size queen, or at least I didn’t think I was until Kyle porked me a few times. Now, I don’t know what I’d do if he didn’t have that big hog between his legs. 
 
    “Divorce.” 
 
    “In a minute,” I quipped. 
 
    “Hey!” complained Kyle. 
 
    “Shut up, girlfriend,” Denise said cheerfully. 
 
    She finished his hands, then squatted down and did his toes. Which was hell because that dick was bobbing and throbbing just inches from her face. 
 
    “Fuck,” she finally muttered. “I’m going cross-eyed from that thing. Can I touch it?” 
 
    I thought about it briefly. Surely a touch couldn’t hurt. In fact, it would probably help. I didn’t want my girlfriend trying to touch it later, when I wasn’t around. “Sure. Stroke it a few times. But don’t let him squirt.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, I won’t.” The look on her face, the greed and lasciviousness, it was so intense it was almost humorous. 
 
    She reached out and touched the head of his penis with one finger.  
 
    “Uh!” Kyle groaned. 
 
    “Easy, boy. If you cum I’ll take a hair brush to your backside.” 
 
    “Hey! Did you see that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “His dick bobbed, like really big, when you said that.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I looked at Kyle. “Kyle, I’m going to get a hairbrush and spank your ass!” 
 
    His dick jumped, like big time. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    “Your dear, little hubby has been hiding a little kink.” 
 
    “Kyle? Have you been hiding kink from me?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Denise blurted, “Did you know getting spanked would turn you on?” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Denise laughing: “He didn’t! It’s a surprise to him!” 
 
    We chuckled, and I considered. 
 
    “Man, you’re going to have fun with him. You’re lucky. Spanking doesn’t turn Lee on at all.” 
 
    “So you wouldn’t it if I spanked you?” 
 
    “Hey, I don’t want a spanking.” But his voice was weak, a bare squeak, and Denise and I both knew. He was ripe for a spanking. 
 
    “Can I watch?” whispered Denise. 
 
    “Hell, you can help.” Then I had a thought. “But you better make sure it’s okay with Lee.” 
 
    “Hey, he gave me carte blanche to do what I wanted. You forget, he lost a bet once, and he knows what is happening. He knows the fun you’re going to have, and he doesn’t want to deprive me. Hey!” 
 
    She had been stroking his cock, and suddenly he grunted and tried to cum.  
 
    Denise slapped his penis. “None of that!” 
 
    Kyle’s mouth opened in shock and his body jerked. 
 
    She slapped it a couple of more times. His boner quickly shrunk. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. The cross-eyed look on Kyle’s face. The intensity of Denise’s admonition. I started laughing. Which started Denise laughing. And there we were, two girls belly busting while one man squirmed and wiggled and his penis let loose but a single drop of cum. 
 
     
 
    We worked for another hour, and when we were done Kyle was gorgeous. In the face and hands. 
 
    I had managed to shadow out some of the manliness, and his eyes were girly and sparkly. Denise had shaped his hands into long, slender things that didn’t look like they had ever picked up a power tool in their lives. 
 
    Kyle stood up, and his boner stood out, and we girls grinned, and Kyle was even redder in the face than when we had started. 
 
    “Okay, okay. Where’s that maid outfit?” 
 
    Denise found it in a box and held it up. It was black, with a short skirt. A chiffon layer would hold the skirt part up. “What about his tits?” 
 
    “Oh, of course.” I found a bra and the breast forms I had bought. 
 
    “Come here, Kylie.” 
 
    Denise snickered. “Kylie. He’s got the right name.” 
 
    “She sure does.” I put the bra on him, twisted it around, turned it up, and placed the breast forms in it. 
 
    “Wow! Perfect fit!” 
 
    And it was. Kyle was slender, and the fake boobs suddenly gave him the most feminine curves. 
 
    “I’d like to see him in a tight sweater.” 
 
    “Maybe tonight. Right now we need to get this playground tidied up.” 
 
    We slipped the maid uniform onto Kylie, and she stood there, red and embarrassed. 
 
    “You know,” observed Denise, “His face is the perfect color for. a red wig.” 
 
    “Yes,” I agreed. “She is definitely a ginger right now.” 
 
    We slipped a wig over his head and stood back. 
 
    My hubbie was definitely a very girlie person. In fact, I had never imagined how good a girl he would make. 
 
    “Okay, nylons and heels.” 
 
    “Heels?” squeaked Kylie. 
 
    “Heels, girlfriend,” I patted her face. “With a pair of legs like yours,” I smiled happily. 
 
    “You know, we could put a three quarter corset on him. Let his dick stick out the bottom.” 
 
    “Hmm. Yes. He’d have to pooch over a bit, but…yes. That would work.” 
 
    We took off his dress, tugged a corset up his frame, and, sure enough, his dick pointed down and his butt went back. 
 
    Grinning, we helped him…her…into nylons, then high heels. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” I whispered. 
 
    Denise took out her cell and snapped a picture. 
 
    “Hey!” Kylie objected. 
 
    “Shut up.” And since he had to do what I said, he did. 
 
    “Okay, Kylie. I need this room cleaned up.” I clapped my hands twice. “Chop, chop!” 
 
    His face twitching, his butt pooched back, Kylie staggered around the living room and picked up bags and boxes. Denise and I sat down and watched him as he made several trips to the garbage can. 
 
    “Wow,” Denise whispered. “We really did it.” 
 
    “That we did. Come on, let’s have a spritzer or four.” 
 
    We adjourned to the dining room and had ourselves a couple of drinks. When Kylie was done with the bags and boxes I told him, “Get out the duster and dust all the surfaces.” 
 
    Glumly, he did so. 
 
    Not glumly, quite cheerfully, actually, we watched. 
 
    “Pretty good,” observed Denise. “She’s tall enough to get the top of the bookshelf.” 
 
    “Bet she loves those heels.” We giggled and Kylie looked at us reproachfully. 
 
    When she was done I told her to get out the lemon pledge. Oh, it was good. We watched as she stumbled here and there, tried to figure out how to get low enough to polish the coffee table. 
 
    “You know, I really like seeing her ass when she bends over.” 
 
    “You and me both,” I whispered. We giggled. Then I said, “Kylie. Come here.” 
 
    She did. She stood in front of us, all gloomy and looking like she forgot the sunblock 2000. 
 
    “First, smile.” 
 
    Kylie tried, I’ll give him that, but it was like trying to stretch jello, which makes no sense and didn’t work. 
 
    I picked up a penny and dropped it on the floor. “Better pick that up.” 
 
    Kyle tried, but the high heels, he finally figured out how to squat and bend the knees a little, but then he couldn’t figure out how to pick up a penny with his new nails. Finally, he did, and he handed it to me. 
 
    I dropped it again. “Turn around. Face away from us.” 
 
    Puzzled, he turned away. 
 
    “Now, bend only at the waist.” 
 
    He bent, and it was glorious. His dress went up, his poochy butt poked back, and we could see his round, hairless fanny. His balls were tight, but his dick poked downward. 
 
    I reached forward and rolled the lip of the corset up a couple of inches, totally exposing his ass. 
 
    “I can’t reach it like this,” Kylie protested. 
 
    “That’s okay,” I said, and I nodded to Denise. 
 
    She swung her hand and SMACK! right on his round cheek. 
 
    Kylie jumped, and tried to straighten up, but because he was off balance, and because he was wearing heels, he fell forward. A tangle of dress and an awkward ‘oomph!’ and he was on his belly. He turned over and glared at us. 
 
    “Don’t complain,” I spoke wryly. “Just look at your dick.” 
 
    He did, and his dick was big and throbbing, bouncing like he was going to cum. “Fuck,” he whispered. He might not have known that spankings turned him on before, but he certainly did now. 
 
    “Now stand up and present yourself.” 
 
    Slowly, aware that things were far out of his control, and, let’s face it, turned on, Kylie stood up. I put him in position facing away from us and told him to bend over and hold his ankles. 
 
    Well, he could hardly hold his ankles, the corset was working pretty good, but his ass was presented perfectly for what we wanted to do to it. 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    First Denise, then me. We spanked him, each taking a cheek, until our hands were red, and that meant his cheeks were red. Redder than his face, even. 
 
    And his dick, oh, My God, it bounced up and down like it was squirting, but all that came out were copious drools of pre-cum. 
 
    Finally, our hands sore, we told Kylie to do the vacuuming. She got out the Hoover and moved around the living room. Her awkwardness in high heels accentuated by the fact that she kept rubbing her poor, red fanny. 
 
    And so the afternoon went. Denise and I having the time of our lives, and, truth, Kylie having the time of his life. And here’s the thing. She was gloomy and grumpy appearing, but…there was a feel to her. A subtle twist of the lips that could have been the beginnings of a smile, if she hadn’t suppressed it so hard. 
 
    So, my man, who was a manly man, liked playing dress up, and he liked being made to do things, and he even liked spankings. Oh, lord, I gave thanks for the bet. I never would have known. 
 
    And, I wouldn’t have known how much I liked it. 
 
    Hey, men get hard ons. Women get wet. And I was wetter than a seal in a swimming pool. His cock might have been dripping, but so was my pussy. And every time I told him to do something I felt an exultation within, a joy and a pride, and a hunger for more. 
 
    Pushing manly men around is a real treat. 
 
    And spanking them…when I was spanking him at one point I actually swooned, and the warmth in my groin area almost exploded into a Fourth of July night. That’s right, I almost had an orgasm from treating my man this way. 
 
     
 
    “What’s for dinner?” Denise asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll ask.” I turned to where Kylie was putting away the vacuum. “Hey, Kylie. What’s for dinner?” 
 
    He turned and looked confused. “I don’t know how to cook anything.” 
 
    I turned to Denise. “Would you like bacon and eggs? He makes a mean omelette. We can start teaching him to cook tomorrow. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Onions and peppers? A little hot sauce?” 
 
    “Sure.” I turned back to Kylie. “You heard us, slave girl. Two omelettes with the works. And make us a couple of more drinks.” 
 
    Kylie nodded and walked past us. 
 
    “And, Kylie?” 
 
    He turned. 
 
    “Make yourself a drink. You need to lighten up and have a little fun.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Then he was gone, and Denise and I were back to giggling and talking about all the delicious things we were going to do to her over the next month. And Denise said, “Can I just stay here for a month?” 
 
    “What about Lee?” 
 
    “Fuck, Lee.” 
 
    “But I don’t want you fucking Kylie.” 
 
    “I’ll go back home every couple of days and get my jollies. I can leave Lee in chastity. He’ll love it.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Hey, being in a world of want makes the juices flow. He’ll be hungrier and hungrier, and when I finally let him out…” she grinned. 
 
    “What?” I blurted. 
 
    “When I let him out he’ll please me in the way to which I have become accustomed.” 
 
    I studied her put on haughtiness, and I marveled. This was a fun game, but I had a lot to learn. Denise could probably teach me a lot of ins and out in a month. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She picked up her cell and tapped Lee’s number. 
 
    “Hi, babe. I’m going to be at Mia’s house for a month. Yes. Go put on your chastity tube and…yes, you may rub one out, if you do it quick. Then I want you locked up tight…yes. We’re really working him over. No. You may not come over. This is girl work…Okay. See you in a couple of days. And be ready. I’m going to want nothing but oral, and lots of it.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. “You’ve really got him trained.” 
 
    “I tell ya, girlfriend, there ain’t nothing like a well trained man. You’ll find out.” 
 
    Then, as we sat and chatted and imbibed, I kept marveling. I caught glimpses of Kylie working in the kitchen, and I loved it. Here I was, living the life, with a maid, and my husband…I actually think he was getting happier. 
 
    At least his boner was up and wouldn’t quit. That’s got to count for something. Right? 
 
      
 
    After a sumptuous dinner, a dinner in which my slave husband stood quietly by and waited on Denise and I, I told Kylie to clean up, then go change into something comfortable. 
 
    “But…what?” He was nonplussed. 
 
    “I don’t know, but it’s something you have to figure out for yourself. After all, you don’t want Mommy dressing you every day. You have to grow up sometime, right?” 
 
    He was blinking and very unsure of himself, and I loved it. I was getting warmer and warmer down there. And wetter. In fact, if I got any hotter I was going to have steam poofing out of my panties. I knew I was going to have to get some sex, and therein was the problem. 
 
    “Denise,” I asked, once Kylie was doing the dishes and we were ensconced on the living room couch. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I’m going to need some sex.” 
 
    “You and me both, girlfriend. I ask ya, have you ever had such a hot time in your life?” 
 
    I shook my head, and she ruminated, “Even Lee wasn’t this hot. Of course, he didn’t have such a big dick. But—“ 
 
    “Well, I can fuck Kylie, but…” 
 
    She soughed, “Not to worry. I have no intention of fucking Kylie.” 
 
    I waited, not sure what to say.  
 
    “I could, if you let me, but…Lee wouldn’t mind. I mean, we haven’t gone that far, but he certainly doesn’t mind if somebody eats me out.” 
 
    “He doesn’t?” 
 
    “Oh, god. No.In fact, we have a deal. I don’t get penetration unless I call him and let him know first.” 
 
    “Really? You have to call your husband and…” I faded out. This was something to think about. 
 
    “It’s interesting. When we first discussed this he said, ‘let him know,’ not ‘ask for permission.’ His words, and I know he doesn’t mess up what he means. 
 
    “So you’ve actually, already, got permission. Sort of.” 
 
    She nodded. She pursed her lips in thought. “I’ve never wanted to, but I certainly wouldn’t mind getting eaten to a big O.” She looked at me. “If you don’t mind.” 
 
    I thought about it. Seriously thought about it. Denise was silent, her leg bobbing and her high heel dangling. She gave me plenty of time to cogitate. 
 
    Finally, I called to Kylie. “Kylie! Come here.” 
 
    Kylie hurried into the living room. 
 
    That’s right, hurried. She was liking to be told what to do. Well, of course. He told people what to do all day at work, I bet he really loved to have it the other way. Probably balanced him out, if you get what I mean. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    Ma’am? That startled me, and then I realized that Kyle was just being Kylie, and that he was a natural for this maid stuff. 
 
    “If I told you to give Denise oral sex, would you?” 
 
    Oh, god. His mouth started opening and shutting, his eyelids, all made up, started going up and down. 
 
    Denise wasn’t going to wait. “Go get that lipstick we put on you.” 
 
    His face still flustered, Kylie went for the lipstick. In a moment she was back. 
 
    “Freshen up.” And, to me, “Just wait and see. There is something unbelievably horny about a red mouth lurching into your pussy.” 
 
    We sat on the sofa and watched as Kylie twisted the bottom of the tube, then rolled the paint over his lips. 
 
    Oh, God. She was right. Just watching him put on lipstick was increasing the drip factor. 
 
    He screwed the tube back in. 
 
    “Now, get on your knees and face me.” 
 
    Dutifully, Kylie went down on his knees. 
 
    Denise lifted her dress, scrunched around a bit, and pulled her panties off. 
 
    Kylie stared at her pussy. 
 
    “Don’t look at it. Look at me.” 
 
    Kylie raised her eyes, but it was hard. She might be dressed like a woman, but her pussy finder was pointing. He really wanted to look at her muff. 
 
    For a long minute they just held their positions. But Kylie was breathing harder and harder. Then I noticed that Denise was breathing harder, too. 
 
    “Bend forward very slowly. At the waist. Don’t use your hands. Only on the couch. Place your hands on the couch. Put your head forward…” 
 
    Kylie moved as she spoke, followed directions, and his beautiful, hot mouth got closer and closer. 
 
    I realized that I was breathing harder, and I felt like my vagina was going to swell up and pop. 
 
    “Do it,” she said. “But keep your eyes on me.” 
 
    He leaned into her groin, his mouth touched her and she jerked, but he kept his eyes raised and watched her. The look in his eyes was fevered, desperate, and frantic. 
 
    His bobbed a little, and I knew he was licking her, sucking her, working on her clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Denise whispered. She glanced at me. “If you want to get off…” 
 
    She left the sentence unfinished, but I suddenly found my hand in my panties. I felt my nub and gave it a rub. God, I felt shimmies and shivers run up my frame. 
 
    Kylie kept licking and licking. 
 
    “Okay,” sighed Denise. “Use your mouth, use your fingers, get me off.” 
 
    Kylie pushed her hands into Denise’s groin. I couldn’t see, but that was even hotter. I was seeing it in my mind, and I was becoming even hotter. 
 
    Suddenly Denise pushed Kyle away. He sat back on his high heels, gasping for breath, his mouth a blur of red stain. His eyes were unfocused and he was dazed. 
 
    Kylie turned to me, “Are you brave?” 
 
    “What do you want to do?” I was still rubbing my pussy. Had one finger inside, I wanted desperately to cum. 
 
    “Want to try out that dildo I bought?” 
 
    “I thought…I thought that was for you?” 
 
    “It’s for us, and Kylie. If she wants.” She turned to Kylie. “How about it, little girl. You want to grow up? You want to be a real woman?” 
 
    Kylie was frozen, and for the longest time I thought she wasn’t going to say anything. Then she suddenly bobbed her head. Once. Yes. 
 
    Denise turned back to me. “Okay?” 
 
    Crap. We were moving fast. But how fast was too fast? I mean, why waste a vacation taking things nice and easy? 
 
    “Who wears it?” 
 
    “Flip you for it.” 
 
    I nodded, and picked up the penny we had put on the side table. “Heads or tails?” 
 
    “Tails.” 
 
    I flipped, and we watched the penny roll end for end in the air. It landed in my hand and I turned it onto my wrist. 
 
    We looked at each other, and I uncovered it. Tails. 
 
    “Excellent.” Denise whispered. Then, she checked with me one last time. “Okay with you?” 
 
    “Yes. I should probably watch first, anyway.” 
 
    “Okay.” She turned to Kylie. “Kylie, get up on the couch. All fours.” 
 
    While Kylie put his butt in the air Denise got out the strap on and buckled it on. She looked over at Kylie and laughed. “Other way, dope.” 
 
    His face red, his dick bobbing uncontrollably, Kylie turned, and I sat back and spread my legs. He looked at me, and for a long moment we stared at each other. 
 
    Man and wife. 
 
    Or, wife and wife. 
 
    At least, a change of power. 
 
    Some pretty powerful things were happening here. 
 
    “Got some lube?” 
 
    “In the bathroom,” I said, my voice sounding husky. 
 
    Denise went and brought back the lube. While she was gone, “Are you all right with this?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I smiled. If he was all right then I was all right. And I was ready. Wet and ready. God, I was hungry for this. 
 
    Denise came back and crouched on the couch behind Kylie. She rubbed a big glob of lube into Kylie’s ass. 
 
    Kylie jerked, and her eyes got a far away look in them, then she focused on me again. Her face hovered just inches over my hungry pussy. 
 
    “Okay, lovers, are you ready?” 
 
    “Yes,” I whispered. Kylie just nodded. 
 
    Denise knew what she was doing. She was careful and slow, and she  gently inserted the tip of her dick into Kylie’s love hole. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” Kylie’s face took on a surprised look. I watched her. I leaned down and held her face and forced her to watch me. 
 
    Denise moved slowly, and pushed an inch in.  
 
    Kylie’s eyes looked surprised, then took on a dreamy look. She not only liked spankings, she liked…anal. 
 
    Then Denise was all the way in. She held her position and said, “Start eating, Kylie girl.” 
 
    I pushed Kylie’s face, and she lowered it, and suddenly she was eating me out. Oh, god, her tongue rubbed on my labia, separated the folds, and stuck right into my slit. I felt that big tongue slither up, and I shivered 
 
    On the other end of my husband Denise began to push in and out, which caused Kylie’s face to press harder, pull back, push, and I was suddenly holding on To Kylie’s wig and arching my back. 
 
    “Eat her, bitch,” crowed Denise. 
 
    Kylie ate, voraciously, and used her fingers, and Denise pushed and pulled harder and harder. 
 
    Then Denise suddenly pulled one arm back and slapped it forward. SMACK! And again and again. SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    With each smack Kylie lurched into me. I felt her fingers exploring me, her face fucking me, and… “OH!” I burst like an overloaded dam. I just gushed out, spasm after spasm, my hips jerking, my thighs squeezing Kylie so hard I was afraid I’d hurt him. 
 
    For a long time I crested, and shivered, and shuddered, and Denise kept pounding into Kylie who kept pounding onto me. 
 
    Then it was over. I gave a final spasm, a shudder, and laid back, my arms limp, my head dazed, my world blown. 
 
    Gently, Denise pulled her dick out of Kylie. 
 
    Kylie was exhausted, she flopped over, and she looked up at me. The expression on her face was pure gratitude and happiness. Then, suddenly she looked down. “What?” confusion. 
 
    There was a puddle of goo on the couch under where Kylie’s dick had been hanging. 
 
    “You came,” explained Denise. 
 
    “But I didn’t feel anything!” 
 
    “You came because I pressed on your prostate. You’re a lucky girl. Most men it takes them a long time to release their seed like that.” 
 
    “But…but what does it mean.” 
 
    Denise stepped out of the strap on, sat down on the coffee table and faced us. 
 
    “It means, girlfriend, that you are going to be harder than hard. You came, but your mind doesn’t know that. You can fuck your wife as hard as you want and you won’t be able to cum.” 
 
    “Ever?” 
 
    The panic in Kylie’s voice was plain, and we laughed. 
 
    Denise said, “You’ll be able to cum again, but only if Mia, or myself, stops fucking you in the ass.” 
 
    I grinned, How about it, Kylie. Would you like me to stop fucking you in the ass?” 
 
    Kylie looked back and forth between us, his face alternated between confusion and lust, and finally, he said, “No.” 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, you need to take some weight off.” 
 
    I sighed. Sure, I’m chunky, but…fat? “Lisa,” I complained, “Come on. What’s a few pounds?” 
 
    Lisa looked at me, her face twisted in a grimace. 
 
    “A few pounds will squash me. A few pounds will cause a heart attack. And it’s not just a few pounds. Have you looked at a scale lately?” 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “Because you’d break it! That’s why. You’re an elephant Charles Lipscomb. A freaking elephant! Now, here…” she handed me a small bottle. Inside were a half a dozen pills. “These are diet pills, guaranteed to work. You take them or else!” 
 
    Mumbling, grumbling, I looked at the bottle. There was no brand name or anything about dieting. 
 
    And, stupid label, somebody had spilled something and the letters were all muddled and warped and illegible. 
 
    I looked at the directions: 
 
      
 
    One for fun 
 
    Two for a pair 
 
    Three is beastly 
 
    Four on the floor 
 
    Five is overdrive 
 
    Six to inver… 
 
    Seven… 
 
      
 
    I squinted. Take six…what? Again, somebody had spilled some liquid on the last of the directions and I couldn’t quite make it out. Take six and…what? 
 
    And what did seven mean? 
 
    And why were there seven directions and only six pills? 
 
    Snorting, I put the bottle in my pocket and forgot about it. We had a party to go to, and no talk about being overweight would stop me from dancing with the dogs till the dawn. As we headed out for the car I concealed a belch. I felt an uncomfortable feeling deep in my chest, and I swallowed bile down. WTF? Then we were outside and heading for the limo. 
 
     
 
    The party was at the Soho House in Hollywood. When Lisa and I arrived the penthouse floors were jumping. Celebrities were dancing, movers and shakers were plotting in the corners, and alcohol was flowing like arterial squirts. 
 
    Lisa peeled off with her group of friends, and I headed for the bar. 
 
    “Hey, Charles!” 
 
    “Chuckie!” 
 
    “Good to see you, man.” 
 
    I returned the greetings, slapped hands and bumped fists and thoroughly enjoyed myself. I’m a producer, actually a pretty major producer, and I’ve got my own set of like friends. After a week of making deals, and arranging motion pictures, I was ready for a little partying. The only fly in the ointment was that remark Lisa had made about my weight. I mean, so what if I liked to eat a bit too much. I brought home the bacon, didn’t I? 
 
    I headed across the room towards the bar where I grabbed a bourbon and Coke. I tossed a hundred dollar bill down, and sipped the delicious ambrosia. Pretty soon I was part of a rollicking, backslapping mob. Laughing and joking, my little portion of party moved to the top floor of the Soho House. 
 
    I kept drinking because I had a bout of the burps. Foul smelling burps, weird, but the bourbon kept it all smelling sweet. Bourbon for mouthwash. Yeah, baby. 
 
    For hours me and my friends talked, danced, drank, and had a wonderful time. It was about two in the AM when I felt the first  real gurglings. Up until then it had just been the foul smelling burps. Suddenly I felt an uncomfortable roiling in my stomach. I began to sweat. 
 
    “Hey, Chuck, you okay?” 
 
    I nodded and raised a hand, I caught a glimpse of myself in a wall mirror and my face looked like it had been rained on, and I was turning pale. 
 
    “You sure?” 
 
    “Gotta hit the head,” I mumbled. I was feeling so punk I just wanted to get out of the crush of party goers. I just wanted to sit on the throne and dump something. I just wanted to get away. 
 
    I walked, trying to put my feet down squarely, but I was listing, for the bathrooms. 
 
    Two of my guys were behind me.  
 
    “You sure you’re all right?” asked Jimmy Boston. 
 
    “You want me to call Lisa?” Frank Hoskins asked. 
 
    I shook my head. I lumbered into the short hallway, placed a hand on the wall briefly, then staggered into the bathroom. Jimmy and Frank were right behind me. 
 
    It was cool and quiet inside the rest room. The tiles were shiny clean, and the doors to the stalls were exotic wood. The porcelain looked liked it had never been used and the fixtures were gold. 
 
    An attendant was folding towels at the end of the row of sinks. He turned towards me with a smile, which smile turned confused and concerned when I began to fall. 
 
    Yes, I thought from somewhere far away, Lisa was right. I weighed over 300 pounds, and that was too much. I should have been watching my weight. 
 
    I fell like an elephant. I just kept falling and falling, my hands reaching out, trying to lean my head back so I wouldn’t break my face. My belly more rolled than hit, and then I was down. Like a beached whale. 
 
    “Chuck!”  Frank yelled and leaped forward then squatted. I threw up a little, and tried to roll over. My head was lolling. 
 
    The attendant grabbed his phone and tapped in a number. 
 
    Jimmy’s hands pushed on my body and helped me on to my back. 
 
    Chuck was gasping, dazed, and not sure what was happening. “Charles?” 
 
    I felt grey, and I knew I was having a heart attack. My chest hurt, my left arm was numb. All that good food and drink…it had betrayed me. And I truly wished I had enrolled in an exercise class or two. 
 
    “Chuck?” 
 
    I reached for my cell. I wanted to talk to Lisa. I wanted to explain, to apologize for dying. I fumbled inside my jacket, I couldn’t get my fingers around the phone, but that stupid bottle of pills rolled out of my inner pocket, across my rotund belly, and clattered on the floor. 
 
    “Quick, give him his pills!” 
 
    I tried to wave my hand, to tell them those weren’t my pills, but my voice box wouldn’t work. All I could do was gasp and gurgle. 
 
    Jimmy unscrewed the cap and looked up at Frank. “How many?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Hurry.” 
 
    “There’s only six…” 
 
    “All of them. Give him all of them.” 
 
    I was fading fast, My heart was making weird sounds, my head felt like it was square and rolling down stairs. Big stairs. All the way to the bottom. 
 
    Jimmy put his hand to my mouth. I would have fought, spit the pills out, but I had lost control of not just my voice, but my mouth. 
 
    Six pills rolled on my tongue, I gulped convulsively, and there they went, rolling down my throat into belly land. 
 
    I stopped struggling. I was leaving now. I was done with this life. My eyes were open, I stopped feeling my body. I wished a farewell to Lisa. I was going to die. 
 
    I hung there, in the middle of dying, and…something happened. It almost felt like something reversed. 
 
    I was dying. I was supposed to die. My body was done. Time to turn it in, warrantee over, but I was stopped. I lay there, my gasps and gulps slowly becoming less and less, my breathing smoothing out. Even my heart stopped clunking and began beating. Hard and fast, then more normal. I gulped. And there was no more bile smell. 
 
    I became aware of Jimmy talking. “He’s coming around.” 
 
    “I’ve called the manager,” that was the attendant. 
 
    “Chuck? Chuckie? Are you okay?” 
 
    I focused my eyes, my lids fluttered a bit, then everything came into focus. “What happened?” 
 
    “Heysoos, man, you fell down.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    I tried to sit up. 
 
    “Just lay there, man, ambulance is on the way.” 
 
    There were several people standing around me. I shook a hand off and sat up. “I’m okay.” 
 
    And, the odd thing, I was. My heart was beating along, sound as a clock. I was no longer perspiring, that damned smell of puke was gone from my throat.  
 
    Hands touched me, and I managed to sit all the way up. 
 
    “Chuck, you better—“ 
 
    “I’m okay, help me up.” 
 
    I was insistent, and had some strength flowing into me, and I pushed hands away, grabbed other arms, and made it to my knees, then my feet. I stood, and the room gave a last lurch, then I was standing, firm. I was good to go. 
 
    “Charles?” Lisa rushed into the men’s room. 
 
    I chuckled. “Baby, we have to stop meeting in men’s rooms.” 
 
    Everybody grinned. 
 
    “Somebody said you fell!” 
 
    “I tripped on my own shoelaces. Wait until I get hold of the guy who tied them.” 
 
    More grins, a chuckle or two. That encouraged me. 
 
    “Say, I thought this was a party? What is this, ‘group go to potty’ time?” 
 
    Now there were outright laughs. 
 
    “Come on, babe, time to feed the elephant his pablum.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I put my arm around her thin waist and walked towards the bathroom door. “Man, I feel a thirst!” 
 
    The party went on. 
 
      
 
    “What happened in the bathroom?” Lisa snuggled up next to me in the limo. 
 
    “Don’t know. Felt a little sick is all. I’m fine now.” 
 
    Truth was, I felt better than fine. I felt like a million dollars. 
 
    “Well, you certainly were the life of the party.” 
 
    “It was a blast, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “You were dancing all night, and you drank a lot, even for you.” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re okay?” 
 
    “Right as rain in Ranchipur.” 
 
    “Well, that may be, but I’m going to make an appointment with the doctor. Time for you to get a check up.” 
 
    “No need,” I said.  
 
    She frowned up at me. 
 
    “And I think you’re right. I do need some exercise. I’ll go sign up for a class somewhere.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure. What? You don’t think the old elephant can do it?” 
 
    “No…I mean, sure, you can do it, but you just fell down and…” 
 
    I touched her lips with a finger. “And decided you were right. Are you going to argue with yourself being right?” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” I silenced her with a kiss. Then I pulled back. “Would you like to see how big the dick of an elephant is?” 
 
    She giggled. “As long as I get to be on top.” 
 
    “Oh, that hurt!” I pouted. 
 
    But it was a fake pout. What we did next wasn’t fake, though. That’s right. Right in the back of the limo. 
 
    She pushed her hand through my zipper and grabbed Mr. Happy. I slid down a bit and gave her access, and she began slurping. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Then I leaned forward and banged on the glass. The driver rolled it down and I said, “I’m getting a blow job, watch the bumps and take your time.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Window up, Lisa giggling, I laid back. “Now where were we?” 
 
    For answer Lisa pulled down her panties and straddled me. 
 
    I don’t know about you, but for me the feeling of a pussy is a heaven all in itself. I felt her slide down my shaft and it was warm and moist and wonderful. 
 
    “Ooh, big dick,” Lisa chortled. 
 
    “Wait until it gets hard,” I quipped. 
 
    Riding me, tilting back and forth, she moaned, “I can’t wait.” 
 
    Then, I squirted. 
 
    “What?” shrieked Lisa. “Did you really…” 
 
    “Fuck!” My dick kept pulsing and spewing a stream of chunky, white debris. 
 
    “You asshole!” She wasn’t mad, she just wasn’t prepared. She was looking forward to a nice, lengthy ride, and here I shot off quicker than spit. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered, holding on to her, not letting her move while I drained my dribble into her. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    And I was. Sort of. Not really. But it would have been nice to have pleased her, too. I mean, I hadn’t prematurely ejaculated since the sixth grade and Sally Thompkins and I played doctor in the coatroom. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    I awoke and felt wonderful! 
 
    Usually I grunt and groan, roll over, and need a few cups of coffee, maybe even a pill or two, to wake up. And since I had danced and drunk till dawn, and even had some kind of faux heart attack, I should have been more miserable than a dog who’s tail got stuck in the grinder. 
 
    But I felt wonderful. 
 
    I bounded—yes, that’s the right word—out of bed. My flab shook like the San Francisco quake and I looked down in disgust. Yes, I had let myself go. And it was time to do something about that. 
 
    I glanced at the clock. Not even noon. Less than 5 hours sleep, and I felt this good.  
 
    Lisa snored under the covers. I smiled. Boy, would she be surprised when she woke up to find I had gone to exercise. 
 
    I quickly got into a sweat suit, which proved to be a very tasteless idea. Lisa had bought me the sweat suit years ago, when I had been a svelte 180 pounds. 120 pounds later it was a poor fit. 
 
    Still, what else did I have? 
 
    I trundled out of the bedroom, down the stairs, and into my Rolls. 
 
    And rolled the Rolls through town to…hmm, where does one go to sign up for exercise classes. 
 
    I dialed a number. 
 
    “Wha…?” came the sleepy voice. 
 
    “Jimmy! Where do I go to get good cardio, great work out, rid of my extra flab?” 
 
    “Chuck? Do you know what time…ohh, fuck!” I heard what sounded like him flopping back on his bed. 
 
    I chuckled. “Come on, Sunshine. Recommend a good exercise spot.” 
 
    A moment, then: “Are you serious about losing weight?” 
 
    “Serious as can be.” 
 
    “Try the Big Hits Kick Boxing gym on Sunset.” Click. 
 
    I chuckled. Poor Jimmy. How these young and out of shape fellows get through life I didn’t know. 
 
    I pulled up a GP and was quickly zooming through Beverly Hills. Shortly I was pulling up in front of a sign that said, ‘Big Hits.’ No ‘kick boxing’ on the marque, no pictures of champs or trophies in the window. In fact, the window was blacked out. 
 
    Huh. That’s a good sign. If the guy didn’t advertise it meant people were seeking him out. And people don’t seek out people unless said people were actually good. 
 
    I parked the car and waddled up to the door. I peered in. The door glass was tinted and I couldn’t see much, just the shadows of a row of equipment, a boxing ring, and a few other shapes. I tapped on the door. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I took out my keys and tapped. The rude sound of metal on glass did it, and a studly looking fellow sauntered up to the door. 
 
    “Go ‘way.” 
 
    And he sauntered back. 
 
    I tapped again. and he turned and came back. He yelled through the door, “You got to be recommended. Go ‘way.” 
 
    Crap. 
 
    I dialed Jimmy again, and he dialed a number, and a number dialed a number, and the fellow sauntered up to the door once again. He bent down and unlocked it, opened it, and I entered. 
 
     
 
    “What are your goals.” 
 
    His name was Tony Hampton, and he was a kick boxing champ and rated the top trainer in Hollywood. He was also ridiculously handsome and didn’t have a sense of humor. 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? I want to lose 300 pounds.” 
 
    He snorted. “How about a 120 or so. And get you cut and ripped?” 
 
    “That’ll do.” 
 
    “Okay, $1400 a month. One year in advance.” 
 
    If he expected me to blink he was sadly disappointed. I tossed my black card to him. “Take two years, and let’s get to it.” 
 
    He ‘ka-chinged’ the card and led me out to the machines. 
 
     “Okay, we start here. Try to do ten reps on each machine, then we can get serious.” 
 
    He adjusted the machine and I sat down and started pumping. 
 
    “Hey, this is pretty cool,” I bubbled. I was doing rows, and I was doing them fast. Back and forth, easier than fucking, and he blinked. 
 
    “I thought you said you were out of shape?” 
 
    “I thought I was. Maybe you should turn the resistance up.” 
 
    “No. We do this on a gradient. I don’t want you dropping dead on me.” 
 
    I held in a little snicker. I had dropped dead last night, and it felt good to be back. 
 
    He set me up on the next machine, presses, and I began pumping them out. Pump, pump, pump. Funny thing, I actually felt like my belly was going down. 
 
    But how could that be? One doesn’t lose a bunch of weight the first time. Everything I’d read said it took months, and even years. 
 
    Well, no matter Probably my imagination, and I kept pushing that iron. 
 
    “Okay. Don’t break the machine, let’s try some flies.” 
 
    And we moved through the machines, zippedy do dah. Finally, I was done. 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk about kicking the bag.” 
 
    He set me in front of a big, kicking bag. He showed me. The bag jumped a couple of feet. I pushed it. Must weigh a couple of hundred pounds. Fuck! 
 
    So I kicked it, and nearly fell over, but it was fun, so I kicked it again. And, funny thing, my flab didn’t feel like it was bouncing as much. 
 
    And I kicked it and kicked it, and it bounced a little more, and a little more, and…” 
 
    “You sure you haven’t done any kick boxing?” 
 
    He was standing behind the bag, holding it in place, and he was grunting with every kick I did. 
 
    “Nope. ‘Sides, does it look like I’ve ever exercised in my life?” 
 
    “Well…” he said nothing more about that. 
 
    People started showing up, and he started moving around, leaving me on a bag, or free to hit the machines again. So I did. 
 
    I mean, it was fun. Pushing that iron until the machine jumped, kicking the bag and watching the dust pop off the top. 
 
    It was cool, and I sort of lost track of time. 
 
    “Hey, you did good, Pop,” Tony was turning off lights and the people had disappeared. 
 
    “Where’d everybody go?” 
 
    “It’s late. Probably gone to party.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    I stood up and stretched. I felt grand. I felt like two million dollars. Or three. 
 
    He handed me a key. “Work out any time. When I’m here I’ll coach you. See ya.” 
 
    “Thanks,” and I walked out the door. 
 
    The day was gone. It was night time. What the heck had happened? It seemed like it had just been noon, and…I guess I must have really lost track of things. 
 
    I went to my car, it had a big, fat parking ticket on it. Huh. I put the ticket in the glove box for forwarding to my lawyer, and got in and checked my cell phone. 
 
    Dozens of calls from Lisa. Oh, crap. We didn’t have anything planned, but she would be worried. I quickly tapped the cell. 
 
    “Charles? Are you okay?” 
 
    “Honey. Baby. I’m sorry. I totally lost track of time…” I made my excuses as I wheeled the car into traffic and zoomed for home. 
 
      
 
    Well, I was in trouble, but Lisa is most forgiving, and by the time I got home she had forgiven, and even had a meal ready for me. 
 
    I sauntered into the house, put my phone on the kitchen table, and sat down. 
 
    Lisa sat down opposite me and inspected me. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “With what?” I asked, as I threw down on a BLT. 
 
    “You seem different.” 
 
    “I just worked out all day.” 
 
    “All day?” She raised her eyebrows disbelievingly. 
 
    “Yeah. Lost track of time. I liked it and, you know how I get when I find something new.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…all day?” 
 
    I finished off the sandwich. Man I must have gulped it in one bite. “Want to go swimming?” 
 
    She sat back and cocked her head. “Now?” 
 
    “Sure. I’ll make us a couple of drinks and we can imbibe as we slip and slide.” 
 
    She was giggling as I took her hand and headed for the bar…then the pool. 
 
    Outside, drink half gone, I placed the glass on the side of the pool and stepped up on the diving board. I ran and bounced high and screamed, “CANNONBALL!” 
 
    Man, a guy as big as me, that splash covered half the house.   
 
    Lisa stepped off the edge, then we were swimming, and taking off our clothes. We laughed and joked, and splashed each other, and sipped our drinks. the moon was up and round and, well, you know. It wasn’t long before we were floating along, our hands groping each other’s sex organs. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I muttered, as she stroked me. 
 
    I felt her boobs and hooked a finger into her twat. She grunted and held on to me. I supported her and she wrapped her legs around me and sank down. I felt the ribs inside her canal run down the veins of my shaft. IT felt so good, and I said, “Oh, yeah. Baby, this is…UH!” 
 
    She stared at me, incredulous. “No!” 
 
    “Oh, no,” as the white fluid pumped out. 
 
    “You didn’t!” 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “But that’s two nights in a row!” 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m…I didn’t mean…” 
 
    I let go of her and she floated away. 
 
    “Well, you owe me.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess I do.” 
 
    “Okay, mister, up to the bedroom, right now. You are going to use that big mouth of yours for something other than talking.” 
 
    Glumly, but chuckling on the inside, I got out of the pool and followed Lisa upstairs. 
 
    We toweled as we went, and when we got to the bedroom Lisa jumped on the bed and spread. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Shoot First Ask Questions Later, let’s see how good you are.” 
 
    I slipped between her legs. It was funny, I felt pretty agile. I guess all that weight lifting and stuff worked pretty good. I laid between her legs and started slurping. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, let me hear it.” 
 
    I gobbled loudly, making disgusting noises like I was a decadent king chewing on deer ribs and throwing them on the floor. 
 
    Lisa groaned and arched. She pushed her V into my face. She held my hair and pulled. I could hardly breath, but that was okay. The smell of her snatch was highly invigorating. 
 
    “Oh…yes…yes!” she began to cum, and I held on for dear life. She’s a violent squirter, and I shortly had a face smushed with her lady cum. My cheeks felt thinner for her clamping thighs, and then she was done. 
 
    And, a few minutes later, snoring. 
 
    I lay awake. Oddly, I didn’t wonder what was happening to me, I just felt full of energy. 
 
    I looked at the clock. Twelve o’clock. Bored. Awake. what to do…what to… 
 
    I sat up suddenly. I grinned. I could go to the gym. I could work out some more. I could work out all night, and Lisa wouldn’t even have to know. 
 
    I slid out of bed, tip toed for door, and shortly was zooming through Hollywood. 
 
      
 
    I let myself into the gym, turned on the lights, and began working the machines. Circuits, Tony had called them. Good. Let’s see how many circuits I could do. And I began to move. 
 
      
 
    I parked the car, gave a small yawn, and headed upstairs. I slid into bed, aware that I needed a shower, and shortly was snoring. 
 
      
 
    “P and U! What is that smell?” 
 
    I sat up, instantly awake, and looked around. 
 
    Lisa was sitting up next to me, looking around, then looking at me. “Is that…OH MY GOD!” 
 
    “What?” Now I was getting frightened. 
 
    “You’ve got…you’ve got…TITS!” 
 
    I looked down at my chest. All my flab…it was sort of gone. Almost. At least enough so that the two big breasts on my chest couldn’t be denied. 
 
    “WHAT!” I shrieked, jumping up on the bed. 
 
    Lisa was out now, standing next to the bed, a held over her mouth and a finger pointing. Garbled attempts at speeching tried to escape her mouth. 
 
    I was standing on the bed, hands under my tits, my mouth open, my jaw dropped, and my mind in full retreat. 
 
    “What the fuck…what the fuck!” 
 
    “Charles…Charles…what happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know!” I leaped off the bed and looked in the wall mirror. 
 
    Yep, I had lost maybe sixty pounds, which was a handful, but many of those pounds had transferred onto my chest. My…my tits. 
 
    And they were tits. Not just big globes of fat, but well shaped cones, and the nipples were larger, and erect, and looked like a pair of thimbles jutting out. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” I whispered. 
 
    Lisa walked around me, staring at me. Finally, she reached forward, as if to touch. I shrunk back, and she withdrew her hands, then she whispered. “Are they real? Can I feel them?” 
 
    Gulping, not able to understand, totally mind blasted, I managed to reason out the fact that Lisa was my wife, and wives should be able to touch husbands. “Okay,” I nodded. 
 
    Tentatively, she reached forward, her hands moving in halting movements, and I actually jerked when her hands came in contact with my flesh. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” She hefted them, lifted them, held them. “They’re real.” 
 
    “They feel real,” I blurted. 
 
    “But how…how…and what’s that smell?” 
 
    I sniffed the air and knew, immediately what the smell was. “I worked out last night. That’s my…my sweaty smell.” 
 
    “Heysoos,” Lisa mumbled. “Take a bath and I’ll call the doctor.” 
 
    “Have him come out here,” I called over my shoulder, holding my tits and staring down at them. No way I was going to wander through some clinic with these puppies on my chest. 
 
    I stumbled into the shower and began washing my odor off. interestingly, losing weight had made me less awkward. I moved almost like I was a young man again. I scrubbed myself for a while, lots of soap, and the smell washed off. I guess losing a lot of weight like that, the perspiration took a lot of toxins out, and…that’s why I smelled. 
 
    I stepped out of the shower and toweled off, then entered the bedroom. 
 
    Lisa was sitting on the bed, scrabbling her fingers through her iPad. 
 
    I looked over her shoulder and caught a glimpse of her searches. 
 
    Men with boobs 
 
    spontaneous boobs 
 
    puberty in men 
 
    men transitioning 
 
     
 
    And a lot of other things. 
 
    I sat down next to her. “What’s happening to me?” 
 
    She looked at me. Her lip was bitten to the point of swelling, and her eyes were dripping worry. “I don’t know. 
 
    DING DONG DINGETY DONG DONG DONG DINGETY! 
 
    I heard the stupid doorbell, I think it was supposed to be Beethoven’s Fifth, or something. “It’s gotta be the doctor.” 
 
    I pulled on a robe and headed downstairs. 
 
     
 
    “Doc, I don’t know what happened. But I’ve got these!” 
 
    The doctor was middle-aged, skinny, glasses. His hair was combed back and he was losing it. He leaned forward and lifted his glasses and looked at my boobs. 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    Hmm? That’s all he had to say? 
 
    He reached out and felt them. Palpated them, hemmed and hawed some more, then looked up at me. “Have you been taking drugs?” 
 
    “What? No! I don’t do that—“ I stopped. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Lisa?” I called out. 
 
    A few seconds later Lisa entered the room.  
 
    “You gave me that bottle of six pills. Where’d you get it?” 
 
    “The one with the funny rhyme on it?” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.” 
 
    She looked confused. “Somebody gave it to me. A girl I didn’t know. Down at the gym. She said they were good for weight loss. I didn’t think much of it, but when we were talking about your need to lose weight I just threw them out.” 
 
    I turned to the doc. “I had some sort of attack the other night. My friends thought I was having a heart attack, and they gave me the pills.” 
 
    “What kind of pills? What was in them?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Do you have the bottle?” 
 
    “I might…” 
 
    I ran upstairs, ran, light and lithely, holding onto my bouncing boobs, and found my jacket. The guys had put the bottle back in my jacket. I grabbed it and ran back down stairs. 
 
    “…lost a lot of weight, like overnight,” Lisa was saying. The doctor was frowning. I pushed the bottle in his hand. 
 
    He held it up to the light and read the label. 
 
      
 
    One for fun 
 
    Two for a pair 
 
    Three is beastly 
 
    Four on the floor 
 
    Five is overdrive 
 
    Six to inver… 
 
    Seven… 
 
      
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “What kind of pills are they?” 
 
    “I don’t know. What happened after you took them?” 
 
    “Well, I felt better. I swear, Doc, I felt like I was dying, that I had had a heart attack, then I was suddenly full of vim and vigor, danced all night.” 
 
    “And that was it?” 
 
    “Tell him about the exercising?” 
 
    “What about exercising?” 
 
    “I signed up for a gym, to lose weight. And I’ve just been so full of energy that I’ve been working out. Like, a lot.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “Enough with the hmm. Tell me what’s wrong.” 
 
    “Mr. Lipscomb, I have no answers. The most I can do is run tests, check your hormone levels, that sort of thing. And see if a lab can analyze any residue in this bottle.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So let’s go down to the office and—“ 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere with these…these bazookas on my chest!” 
 
    “Well, I suppose I could draw blood here. But for any other testing…I would have to—“ 
 
    “Okay, fine. Just draw the blood and let’s get started.” 
 
    I stared down at my tits, and the doctor reached into his bag and took out some small bottles and syringe thing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “What do you think is happening?” Lisa asked me. 
 
    “I have no idea.” We were sitting in a the living room. Outside the window we had a good view of our rather extensive garden, and I was sipping a drink. A big drink. And I wanted more. 
 
    “But what do you think that rhyme meant?” 
 
    “The one on the bottle?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Well, I had fun. And now I have a pair. But…I have no idea what the rest means. I mean, do I change into a werewolf or something?” 
 
    “Oh, God. Don’t even joke about such things.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I sipped some more. My boobs were heavy on my chest and I kept looking down. 
 
    “Open up your robe.” 
 
    “Why?” I opened up my robe. 
 
    “I just want to see.” 
 
    I sat there, my big boobs hanging out. 
 
    “It looks like you’re losing even more weight.” 
 
    “How could that be?” 
 
    “How could any of this be.” She scootched over to me. She was very intent on my tits.” 
 
    “I’m going to touch them.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    God, this felt so weird. 
 
    She reached out, touched my breasts, and I felt a sudden warmth sizzle through me. “Oh…” I blurted. 
 
    “Did that hurt?” 
 
    “No. It felt good.” 
 
    “How about this?” She touched my nipple, and it felt like my nip had just been shoved into a wall socket. I jerked, and little lightenings ricocheted inside my body. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Her hand was back and she was sitting three feet away. She must have jumped back while I went near unconscious with the sexual electricity of her touch. 
 
    “Oh…” I gulped and breathed. “That was…that was… it was sexy.” 
 
    “Just touching your nipple?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I’ll try it again.” 
 
    I gave a bob of my head, and she reached forward. “OH!” I jerked back against the couch. It was pure sex, and I felt my dick suddenly become iron. 
 
    “Oh, my God, look at your dick!” 
 
    I looked down, over my tits, and saw that my dick was big and red…and dripping. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I muttered, “I need to get off.” 
 
    Lisa leaned forward, and there was a shiny gleam to her eye. “You want to fuck me with those…with those things on your chest?” 
 
    I studied her face. She was actually anxious. “I…I’m horny.” I stumbled over my words, I was suddenly embarrassed. 
 
    “Well, we can try it. But I’m going to have to touch them.” She wasn’t looking at me now, but at my tits. Talk about feeling like a sex object. 
 
    But, what could I do? 
 
    She leaned forward and reached into my lap. She grabbed my cock, she looked up at my eyes, she lowered her head to my tits. 
 
    “AH!” I about left the couch, but she held on. Her mouth was like a sexual blow torch on my nipples. My hips started jack hammering.  
 
    She stroked my cock and held me down. 
 
    I couldn’t control myself. My hips were thrusting and pumping. I fucked her hand, and she suddenly threw a leg over me and jumped on my bone. 
 
    “Fu-u-u…” I wheezed as her warmth engulfed me. She began rocking on me, pulling on my nipples, kissing me, and… 
 
    “OOOH!” 
 
    I squirted. 
 
    She sat up and glared at me. “This is getting ridiculous!” 
 
    “I’m sorry!” 
 
    “I need a good fuck, and you are NOT…I say NOT…delivering.” 
 
    “I can’t help it. I can’t control it.” 
 
    She dismounted, my sperm dripping out of her hole. 
 
    “Well, fuck.” She walked away. 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “Upstairs. I have a date with Virginia Vibrator.” 
 
    “But…honey…honey…” 
 
    I followed her up the stairs, begging and apologizing, but she was pissed. 
 
    Well, I can’t blame her. After all, I had prematurely jacked on her three times in two days. I’d be pissed, too. 
 
    In the bedroom she pulled open a dresser drawer and pulled out ‘Old Faithful,’ 9 inches of polished peter, complete with veins and vibrations. 
 
    She laid on the bed and spread her lower lips. She jammed her vibrator into herself. 
 
    She was juicy, a combination of my semen and her own moisture, and she sighed and wiggled it around and turned it on. 
 
    I stood by the bed and watched as she began reaming herself, ramming it in, moaning and thrusting her hips.  
 
    “Honey?” I tried, but she ignored me. 
 
    Standing there, watching her, I felt my cock begin to grow. 
 
    But I had just cum! How could this be? I had cum three times in two days, and now I was erecting again? WTF! 
 
    She glanced down at my cock, but not with any intent. She was lost in her pleasures now, moaning and groaning as she exercised her hole. 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    “AHHH!” She came with a downright violent series of hip jerks. Her eyes were rolled back and her back was arched and the spasms shot through her again and again. 
 
    Finally, she sank back and let the vibrator fall out of her pussy. 
 
    I stared at her, my chest heavy with sexy tits, my cock erect, my hand stroking. 
 
    She was exhausted, depleted, and the sexiest thing I had ever seen. I crawled up on the bed. 
 
    At first she ignored me. She was lost in her own satisfaction. But when I climbed between her legs she opened her eyes. 
 
    “Honey?” I begged. 
 
    “What? No…no!” 
 
    But it was too late. I sank my dong into her pummeled pussy and began slamming in and out. 
 
    “No…no…I don’t…I…oh….oh…” 
 
    I saw her eyes glass over. “That feels good.” 
 
    I lasted at least thirty seconds, then I squirted. 
 
    “What?” She shrieked and pushed me off and sat up. 
 
    I slid off the bed and stared down at my dick. It was still pulsing and dribbles of cum were leaking. I looked up at her… “I don’t…” 
 
    “You…you fucking…HORN DOG!” 
 
    “But I’m sorry!” 
 
    “You can be sorry all you want you…you…BEAST!” 
 
    We both got it at the same time. Our eyes locked. 
 
    “OhmyGod!” I blurted. 
 
    “It can’t be…” 
 
    She jumped up and followed me. I ran out of the room, down the stairs, and into the dining room where the doctor had examined me and drawn blood. 
 
    The bottle was gone…the doctor had taken it! 
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled. 
 
    Lisa opened a drawer on the credenza and pulled out a sheet of paper and a pen. “Quick, what was it?” 
 
    I searched my memory and stumbled through it. “One is for fun. I recovered from my heart attack and I had fun. I was having fun all night. The life of the party.” 
 
    “Then two for a pair. And you’ve certainly got a pair.” 
 
    I looked down at my pair of tits. Definitely a pair. I looked up. “Three is a beast. No…it’s about a beast, it’s…” 
 
    “Three is beastly.” 
 
    “And I’m being beastly. I’m…you called it…a horn dog. All I want to do is fuck.” 
 
    “And you make me want to fuck. Maybe it’s in that smell, but I’ve never wanted to fuck so much. And to touch your tits…and to suck you…and…” 
 
    The look in her eyes showed she was talking herself into a new session of horniness. I quickly interrupted, tried to distract her and retrack her all at the same time. “But what does ‘four on the floor’ mean? Am I going to want to fuck in a car?” 
 
    “Not to mention ‘five is overdrive.’ What can that mean?” 
 
    “And we don’t even know what the full six is. Six to inver…does that mean infer?” 
 
    “Inver…are we talking the inverse of something?” 
 
    “Inverse of beast? What’s the inverse of a beast?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “But it’s got to mean something!” We didn’t even talk about the seven. 
 
    “I know what means something…” She was looked at my tits. Her hand was reaching for my groin. 
 
    “Honey, not now. We have to figure this out.” 
 
    “Why don’t we figure it out with you balls deep in me?” 
 
    “But I might cum too soon!” 
 
    “You probably will. But you’ll get hard right away.  After all, that’s what the beast is. Your dick, rising up again and again.” 
 
    I was backing up now, backing around the large dining table. 
 
    “Lisa, please…” 
 
    She caught me. She launched herself over a corner of the table and latched on and held. I tried to run, but she dragged me down. 
 
    I felt on the floor, her scrabbling over me. Trying to get underneath me. 
 
    I couldn’t get to my feet, and I started to crawl. 
 
    “Come back here, you son of a bitch!” She was out of her mind, snarling and grabbing and trying to get to my cock. 
 
    I crawled, and here’s the weird thing, I couldn’t get back on my feet.  I couldn’t get my feet under me and stand, they seemed to be caught with the knees up and my legs under, like…like an animal. And I got it. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Lisa got it. “Yes!” She almost howled in victory. “You’re on all fours!” 
 
    And, as I crawled desperately, she managed to get her hands on my cock. Instantly I was tethered, unable to run. I tried to pull, but she had me. I stopped struggling and just huddled up, covered my head and my body and tried to be still. 
 
    Lisa ran her hands over my body, searching for a way to turn me over, to get at my dick. 
 
    “No! Stop it!” 
 
    “I need it! I need your damned dick! Turn over, damn you!” 
 
    She was totally out of control Something had flipped her, and I could only imagine that it was me, my odor, my…my pheromones. 
 
    “Come on!” She was almost sobbing, totally unaware of what she was doing, just driven by the need to jump my bone. 
 
    Then things started getting nasty. She still had a hold of my cock, but my legs were clamped so she couldn’t pull her hand, and my cock, out from between my legs. Suddenly she put a finger to my brown button. 
 
    “If you won’t fuck me…then I’ll fuck you.” 
 
    She stuck her finger in me. Man! I almost came unglued. I jerked upright, and that gave her the opening. She flipped me over on my back, but she didn’t get on my dick…she had become distracted. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck!” she whispered, and she began to finger fuck my asshole! 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” 
 
    Oddly, it didn’t hurt. I mean, I wasn’t into anal, at least I didn’t think I was, but this…her finger…it started to feel good. 
 
    “Ha! You like it!” She shouted in victory, and put two fingers into me. 
 
    “Fuck! I started pumping my hips, trying to get more of her fingers. 
 
    “Take it, you bitch!”  
 
    Somehow I managed to get back on all fours, but I didn’t huddle up any more. Instead, it was just so I could pump my butt back and take more…more. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She held my waist, kept my hips steady, and pushed more fingers into me, and, suddenly, her whole fist slipped in! 
 
    “OH! AH!” I cried out with the pleasure of it all. My asshole was singing with delight. I tried to back up to her wrist and take her whole arm inside me. 
 
    She kept pumping and pumping, and, suddenly, I felt it. 
 
    Click. 
 
    A whooshing sound came out of my gut. A moan of indescribable pleasure. A feeling of ultimate satisfaction. I was having an anal orgasm. 
 
    “Fuck!” I wheezed, and I fell forward, spread out on the floor, Lisa’s wrist still embedded between my buns. A golden wave of sex engulfed me, picked me up, sailed me through the cosmos. 
 
    I humped for a few seconds then, and semen leaked out of my penis, squirted on the floor, somebody was going to have to do a lot of mopping, then I began to come down. 
 
    We lay there, dazed, beaten into submission, and wondered what had happened. 
 
    “Heysoos, Charles,” Lisa finally said. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    I gurgled, “If you could remove your arm?” 
 
    Gently, she pulled her fist out of me. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I don’t know what got into me. I’ve never…” 
 
    “It’s my pheromones.” 
 
    “Pheromones?” 
 
    “Yeah. Like a perfume a person, or an animal, exudes. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “To let all the other animals know that somebody is ready for mating.” 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    We lay on the floor. I had cum, but she hadn’t. But she was exhausted. Apparently being sexually stimulated was enough. Besides, she had already cum just a short while ago. 
 
    I sighed. “Well, at least we know what four on the floor means.” 
 
    “It means you go all animal. You take it up the rear. You’re the ultimate horn dog. Is your ass all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. In fact…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, shit!” 
 
    I scrambled to my feet. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m getting horny again.”
Lisa raised her face and sniffed the air. She smiled. “Charles…” 
 
    I ran for it. I ran out the big double doors at the back of the living room and into our private, little jungle. 
 
    Lisa didn’t follow me on the run, but she did follow me. 
 
    I jumped over a small wall, sprinted past the tennis court and into the lush foliage. I had trees back there, and vines, and tropical growth from around the world. There were ferns and palms and…and I ran between the vines and fronds.  
 
    “Charles?” I heard her at the double doors. She was coming after me. She wasn’t running, but she would be. 
 
    I headed for a far corner. I thought about jumping the wall, but I was afraid to. What if I got out into the city and people began smelling my…my aroma? They would chase me, fuck me, and…and…and I had to hide here, in the garden, and hope that my scent would eventually fade and go away. 
 
    “Charles?” 
 
    She was crossing the lawn. 
 
    I hid behind a couple of large plants. Big flowers topped them, and I hoped that maybe they had a scent that would mask mine. 
 
    “Chuckie, Chuckie…here Chuckie!” 
 
    I huddled in the dirt, naked, afraid, my dick getting harder and harder. And here was a new problem. Would I get so horny that I would leap out and let myself by used? 
 
    “Chuckie! Come on out, Chuckie. You know you want to!” 
 
    She was getting closer! Was she just going in the direction I had taken, or did she actually smell me? 
 
    “Chuckie…I need a little nookie!” 
 
    She brushed a big frond aside and her eyes lit up. “Aha!” 
 
    I darted around the side of the bush and headed for the other side of the garden. But now she was right behind me, reaching for me. 
 
    And, it hurt to run with these big tits on my chest. They bounced, and they slapped back and forth. I groaned, and the pain of my bouncing tits actually fed my horniness. 
 
    Over a small stream, and I felt her hands brush down my back. Between a row of palms, I could hear her feet pounding on the earth. I hurdled over a small planter box, tried to turn around a small tree, and she tackled me. 
 
    “No!” I screamed. 
 
    “Yes,” she snarled. 
 
    She rolled me over, showing an almost super human strength. She spread eagled me and sat on my dick. She bounced up and down. She fucked me. She twisted and tilted and corkscrewed and…and…suddenly, she stopped. 
 
    I looked up. 
 
    She looked down, and said, “Uh oh.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I grinned. 
 
    I had been going through four on the floor, I was a horny, little minx, my tail in the air, calling out to any with a sexual drive. But now I had slipped into the ‘overdrive’ stage. 
 
    I had been getting fucked, and fighting it, but…but now I wanted it.  
 
    Lisa got off me, scrambled backwards on her butt. “No.” 
 
    “You’ve had your fun, baby. Now it’s time.” I sat up, started getting up. 
 
    She got to her feet and backed away. “Honey,…now, honey…” 
 
    “Awoo,” I softly howled. “Sauce for the goose, baby, is sauce for the gander. You wanted to have your sex, now I get to have mine.” 
 
    She turned and ran for it. Back towards the house, up the stairs, through the doors. I suppose she was thinking of locking herself in a closet or something. But she had no chance. I was right behind her, on her tail, as it were, and I was enjoying the short chase. Up the stairs, across the bedroom, and I leaped through the air and tackled her. 
 
    I drove her into the rug, and I know she got some rug burns, maybe a few other owies, but I didn’t care. I wasn’t in my right mind. I was…THE HORN DOG! 
 
    The ultimate animal/beast. Sexed up, having fun. I had called the sexually interested to me by going on all fours and spraying my scent over the world. Now the sexually interested were my prey. 
 
    Lisa was dazed, and I picked her up and threw her on the bed. 
 
    She gave a little struggle, but she was in no shape to fight. I spread her legs and pushed into her. 
 
    She gasped, and held on. 
 
    Horn dog. I rammed and jammed and slammed and bammed. I rocked and rolled. I opened her up with my dick and had my way. 
 
    For a while she struggled, then she just lay there and moaned, and, suddenly, she opened her eyes and looked up at me. 
 
    “Huh…huh…huh…” I repeated over and over. I was not very aware of what I was doing, just grunting and driving, pushing my hips and pulling them. I wasn’t even getting much pleasure, I just kept fucking, like it was my duty, like I was a machine stuck in ‘on.’ 
 
    “Charles?” 
 
    I ignored her and kept pushing my dick into her hole. 
 
    “Charles…” she was shaking me, and it finally penetrated through to my psyche. Somebody was talking to me…but why? 
 
    “Charles…” 
 
    “Wha…wha…” I stopped moving, was half in, half out, and not sure which way was up. Or in. Or out. Or whatever. 
 
    “Charles, it’s okay.” 
 
    I became aware that there were tears on her cheeks. I must have been fucking her too hard, too long. Guilt began to seep into me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I’m…” I started to push off her, but she just held me, looked into my eyes. 
 
    “It’s okay. It doesn’t hurt anymore.” 
 
    “But…I was an animal! I’m sorry. Let me…” 
 
    “Charles, it doesn’t hurt. You’re not in me anymore. It’s okay.”               
 
    I lay on her, and became aware that I wasn’t hurting her. I wasn’t squashing her with my bulk. And my dick…where was my dick? Why wasn’t I inside her? I had been fucking her, and…and… 
 
    She hugged me then, and it was tender, and loving. 
 
    But I had been fucking her! Hard! Without any consideration. 
 
    “I’ve got to get off you,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Okay, okay.”  
 
    She let go of me and I struggled out of her grasp. I sat back, and I turned my head, and I saw the mirror. 
 
    The mirror. 
 
    Oh my God! 
 
    Shaken, shattered, my mind blown into little pieces, I turned and slid off the bed. I stood and looked at the wall mirror. 
 
    I had lost more than 120 pounds. I had lost 180 pounds, and now I was only 120 pounds. I was slim and slender, except for the large boobs on my chest. 
 
    Lisa sat up, rubbed the tears off her face, and looked at my groin. 
 
    “Your dick.” 
 
    I looked down, and had to lean forward to look over my tits. Funny, I used to have to lean forward to look over my belly, now it was boobs. And I looked, and my mouth opened. 
 
    My dick was gone. 
 
    “Where…where…” 
 
    Lisa stood up, knelt next to me. I watched as she put her hands to my groin. “Spread your legs.” 
 
    I spread, and she touched my…my pussy. She spread the labia and ran a finger up my slit. I shivered. It felt so good. Then she touched my clitoris, and I almost fainted with pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” she whispered. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “The sixth pill…the verse…I know what it is…” 
 
    I stared at her. “What?” 
 
    “It’s not inverse…it’s invert.” 
 
    “But, what—“ 
 
    “Six to invert dicks!” 
 
    I was stunned, and her words seeped into me, and they made sense. 
 
    Have fun, grow a pair, fuck like an animal, be fucked like an animal, become a sex maniac, and, finally, fuck your dick off. Or, to be more proper, to fuck until it inverts, and…and…changes into a pussy! 
 
    “No! It can’t be! I’m a man!” 
 
    “You were a man.” She stuck a finger in me and my knees gave way. The only thing that stopped me from falling was my hand on her shoulder. 
 
    “Now you’re a woman.” 
 
    “But I can’t…this…” 
 
    “You’ve got tits, a pussy, and it looks like the pussy is a working pussy.” She jabbed two fingers into me and I did fall over, or at least, backwards, onto the bed. 
 
    Lisa stayed with me. She kept her fingers up my pussy and was half on the bed, one arm around me, one hand half into my pussy. 
 
    She moved her hand in and out gently. 
 
    “I know what seven means, too. And I know why there weren’t seven pills.” 
 
    “Why…why?” I gasped. Her fingers were moving around inside me, causing my head to be light, causing heat to generate from my loins, and from my breasts. 
 
    “Seven is heaven, and it doesn’t take a pill to get you there.” 
 
    “What does it take?” 
 
    “A fuck.” 
 
    “But…” I was sobbing now, bent forward and holding on to her. 
 
    “Charlotte?” 
 
    Charlotte? Why was she calling me Charlotte? 
 
    “I gave you those pills.” 
 
    I blinked through my tears. Of course…she gave me the pills, and she didn’t get them from some unknown girl at the gym. I don’t know where she got them, but she knew what they were for, what they did. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Charlotte, you are a good man, I love you, but I love women, too. I decided to make you a woman. I’m sorry if you don’t like it, but I needed you…I needed you. And…I did it.” 
 
    Her hand was moving back and forth, her fingers were reaming my pussy, I felt a glorious glow of heat starting up inside of me. 
 
    “But…I don’t want to be a woman!” 
 
    “It’s too late, lover.” 
 
    She pushed me back, reached under a pillow and took out her vibrator. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    But she was a little stronger than me, and she had her weight on top, and the leverage, and she pushed the vibrator inside my vagina. 
 
    “No!” I wailed. 
 
    She turned it on, and my world stopped. I clutched her wrist, but not to hold it, to help it move. I couldn’t help it, I had never felt anything so delicious before in my life. 
 
    She was smiling as she fucked me, moved her hand, and the vibrator, in and out. I could feel the thing vibrating deep inside of me. I moaned, I was becoming delirious with desire. 
 
    “Tell me you want it,” she whispered. “You’ve got to want it for it to work.” 
 
    I thought quickly. If I didn’t want it…would everything go back to the way it was before? 
 
    And I saw myself all over again. A big, fat man. Too fat to exercise. Bound for a heart attack, not able to see my dick for the rolls of fat on my belly. 
 
    Or, I could say yes. And I would stay slim, curvy, healthy, and…and her hand was jacking into me, causing a massive shift in my psyche. The pleasure…the pleasure… 
 
    “Say you want it. Say it. Say it!” 
 
    Gasping, being virtually rag dolled by her manic hand, I gaped, “Yes! I want it!” 
 
    And with that I began to cum, but it was unlike any orgasm I had ever had. It was a massive swelling that bulged up, burst and went through me, waves of rippling pleasure. I moaned and cried for the sheer pleasure of it. 
 
    “Take it, bitch…take it!” Lisa whispered to me, then she kissed me, and kissed me, and kissed me. 
 
      
 
    I never did find out where she got those pills. Not that it mattered. And I never wanted to go back to being a man. Just one of those ‘Number Seven is Heaven’ cums and I was sold. 
 
    Of course I did have to cover the paperwork. Transitioning and all that. But it was pretty easy. After all, I had good lawyers. 
 
    I also have a good life, and I still go to the Big Hits Kick Boxing gym. The trainer turned out to not only have a sense of humor, but a big cock. 
 
    And, speaking of big cocks, I haven’t told Lisa yet, but…I’ve developed an appetite for big dicks. I’m a woman now, and, well, women have appetites. 
 
    I guess that was one thing she never planned on. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I think Miles is wearing my panties.” 
 
    Joan stared at Amy. “What?” 
 
    They were at Charlie Coyote’s, the best Mex bar and grill in Los Angeles, at a wrought iron table in the far corner of the patio. 
 
    “You heard me,” Amy lowered her head, embarrassed, but not knowing who else to turn to. She suddenly raised her head and looked at her friend. “You’ve been my bestie forever…what am I going to do?” 
 
    “First, what makes you think so?” 
 
    Amy almost whispered, “Cum stains. I was sorting through the wash and I found cum stains.” 
 
    “Cum stains?” Joan blurted it out and Amy jerked her head around, but nobody was listening. 
 
    Joan started giggling. 
 
    “What…what are you…” 
 
    Joan had a big grin on her face as she said, “How do you know it was him?” 
 
    “I…because I had my period last week and we didn’t do it. I don’t see what is so funny!” 
 
    Joan tried to stop laughing. She made her face straight, but it was obvious she was having trouble keeping it so. 
 
    “How do you know some neighborhood kid didn’t sneak in and…” she pumped her fist up and down and put her tongue in her cheek.  Joan was so ludicrous looking that, in spite of herself, Amy found a smile trying to creep out. 
 
    “Stop it,” she said, Then: “We keep the garage locked.” 
 
    Joan waved to the waiter, Juan, for a couple of Margaritas. Juan gave her the thumbs up and hurried away. In 30 seconds he was unloading a tray at their table. 
 
    Amy sat and waited patiently. She took the time to study the people at the restaurant. There were a lot of women taking lunches and brunches, and she wondered how many of them had jack off hubbies, 
 
    Joan sipped her drink, put it down, and with a smile, “So you have your husband right where you want him. Hand in the cookie jar, so to speak, and you’re all humiliated and ashamed.” She shook her head slowly. “Girl friend, I thought you were smart.” 
 
    “What? But…how can you be so cavalier? I mean…Miles is…is sick!” She spit out the last word and her face was red. 
 
    Joan sipped again, then reached across the table and placed her hand on Amy’s. “It’s time you learned the facts of life. Now, listen, I hate to break it to you, but men jack off. All men. And if they don’t…they aren’t real men. Does Miles please you in bed?” 
 
    “Well,” Amy wasn’t used to talking about sex and her face was the color of a tomato that had been painted red, “Yes.” 
 
    “And have you ever jilled off?” 
 
    Amy looked blank. 
 
    “Masturbated. Jacked off. Jilled off.” 
 
    “I don’t…you…why are you…” Joan grinned while Amy mumbled in confusion.  
 
    Finally, Joan put up a palm to save Amy from her own embarrassment. “I jacked off last night. I rubbed my button until I had a glorious squirt. And I rubbed two off last week. I’ve got two vibrators and never know which one to use because they are both so wonderful.” 
 
    Amy’s face was stunned. 
 
    “So let me ask you, now that you know…have I suddenly become less than your friend?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “The answer is no. And you know it. And, let’s be honest, do you occasionally play with yourself? Do you play with your jay jay until world is okay kay?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Of course you do.” 
 
    Amy managed to overcome enough of her embarrassment to put the subject back on track. “But in my panties!” 
 
    “Better your panties than somebody else’s,” Joan quipped. 
 
    And, finally, Amy was silent. What Joan was saying was the truth. And it was time for another truth. She whispered, “I guess I’m pretty prudish.” 
 
    “That’s okay, we all start out prudish. The question is…what are you going to do about it now? Are you going to go all Amish on me and give up sex? Or are you going to take advantage of Miles’ foibles and have some real fun?” 
 
    “What do you mean ‘real fun?’ 
 
    So Joan told Amy the facts of life, and Amy found herself in turns giggling, turning red-faced, and gaping. And, in the end, Joan said, “So the first thing we have to do is get proof. Okay?” 
 
    And the newly enlightened Amy nodded and said, “That should be easy.” 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry, I just don’t feel up to it. Slight head ache, a little stomach upset. I sure hope I’m not coming down with something. Can you, uh, put it off? Again?” 
 
    Miles smiled in understanding. He was a slender fellow, brown hair and brown eyes, puppy dog eyes, Joan had described him once. “Honey, just feel better, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He kissed her, tucked her in, and said, “I’ve got a little work to do. I’ll be in later.” 
 
    Amy smiled and closed her eyes. And wondered if that business involved a pair of her panties. She turned on her side and listened as Miles closed the door and padded down the hallway. 
 
      
 
    Miles had some work, that was true. He sat in his office and sipped a bourbon and Coke and read over contracts. He did a lot of work at home these days, post COVID, and he enjoyed it. He liked being able to get up when he wanted to, eat when he wanted to, take a break when he wanted to, and…rub one out when he wanted to. 
 
    Not that he preferred whacking off. Amy was one sexy, little girl, and he was a lucky guy. But first she was on the rag, and now she just didn’t feel good, so what was a guy supposed to do? 
 
    He worked on contracts for maybe 45 minutes, and was aware of the growing problem in his pants. Damn. Seemed like he had just jacked off, but…he sighed. 
 
    In part, it was Amy’s problem. She had been dressing so darn sexy, and she kept rubbing up against him, and then begging off. What was a guy supposed to do? 
 
    He sighed and stretched, and yawned, and felt the nervous excitement he got when he was about to pleasure himself. 
 
    Dammit! He hadn’t intended to, but…he looked down at his pants. Bulge. That familiar throbbing. 
 
    He looked at the clock. It was still early, not that time mattered much in his self arranged work hours. He got up and went to the hallway and listened. Nothing. She was asleep. 
 
    He went to the kitchen and poured another bourbon and Coke. A little liquid courage for what he was about to do. 
 
    He returned to his office and pulled up some porn. Milfmovs. He liked that one. A few dogs, but a lot of big breasted mamas. He scrolled down the videos, picking out the ones that excited him. He kept the sound low and listened for sounds of his wife. 
 
    Halfway through his drink he had his hand in his pants and he was fondling himself. God, he needed it. The neglect he had been suffering, and yes, even though his wife didn’t feel well he thought of his situation as ‘neglect,’ had brought him to this. 
 
    And, he reached the point of no return. He was going to have to do it. He was going to have to jack off. 
 
    He peeked down the hallway again. He listened. He was good to go. He took off shorts and put them aside. He removed his socks and underwear and headed for the garage. He slipped through the garage door quietly. It better be quietly, he had certainly used enough WD 40 on the hinges. 
 
    He slipped past the front of the car and put his underwear on the lip of the washing machine. Excellent, even if Amy were to suddenly open the door, he could just shove his underwear into the washer and act like he was just…putting clothes into the washer. 
 
    He reached into the washer and felt around. He felt the smooth, soft fabric, Amy’s panties, and he took them out. With a final glance at the door he began stroking himself with the panties. The soft material slithering against his overheated skin, shortly he was breathing hard and getting close. For a minute he reveled in the sensation, and he felt himself right on the edge. Just a little push and he would ignite. He would feel that trigger deep within and his prostate would squeeze and the semen would shoot up his shaft. Ah, God! So delicious! He pushed. 
 
    Click, ah, that fantastic rush of sperm, and that white hot feeling in his head. He stood there and spasmed, and shivered, and his semen came out, and he caught it all in Amy’s panties. 
 
    Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh…. 
 
    Finished, he tossed her semen soaked panties into the washing machine, pushed his own underwear over them, and left the garage. As he turned off the light and closed the door he smiled and sighed. So good. So good. 
 
      
 
    Amy was up before Miles, and, as she had for the past few days, she felt excitement boiling within her. God, she was horny. But here was the funny thing. She wasn’t horny for dick so much as she was horny for proof. She wanted to catch Miles, and it was making her so damned horny. 
 
    Of course she hadn’t been getting any, so that made her horny, but, honest to herself, there was something about the game, catching Miles in the act, that was making her pussy throb. 
 
    Joan had said it would be like this, but Amy was still delightfully surprised. And she realized that maybe if she rubbed a couple off…it might even be better than regular sex. 
 
    She had NEVER felt this horny in her life! 
 
    So, all horned up and no place to go, she sauntered out to the garage and reached into the washing machine.               
 
    Huh. His underwear. He must have…then she felt something slimy. Oh, fuck, what had she touched? 
 
    She brought her hand out, and the disgust turned into exultation. Her panties! And they were filled with cum! Giggling, suddenly celebrating, and feeling her horniness come to a peak, she realized that Miles had done the deed. While she had been sleeping he had masturbated. 
 
    Just like Joan had said, and that gave Amy pause. Joan was right. He jacked off. And that meant all men jacked off, and that meant…she had cause to have a little fun. And it was the kind of fun that had contributed to her horniness this last week. What she and Joan planned to do with Miles…it was so delicious that, standing in front of the washing machine with cum filled panties in her hand, she actually scrunched her knees together and used her other hand to press on her vagina. 
 
    God. She wanted to cum. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Joan,” Miles opened the door and greeted his wife’s friend. He liked Joan, and that was something because he didn’t like many of Amy’s friends. But Joan had a wicked sense of humor, and she wasn’t too bad to look at, either. Right then she was wearing a thin blouse with neon pink and black stripes, and a very short skirt. Man, her long legs went all the way to the ground and back up again. And…she wasn’t wearing a bra! He could see her nipples plain as day!  
 
    Sighing happily, Miles said, “Amy isn’t here right now. Don’t know when she’ll be back. 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay. It’s really you I wanted to talk to.” 
 
    She brushed by, planted a red kiss on his cheek, and he was VERY aware of how her breasts brushed his arm. 
 
    “Me…but, what?” He followed her into the living room. 
 
    Joan planted herself on the sofa and reached into her purse. She brought out her cell phone and handed it to him. It was open to a video, and Miles, mouth open about to say something, was suddenly caught by the video. He stared at the thing…familiar images…no sound, but…it was him! In his garage! And he was…he was…! 
 
    Miles stared in shock as he watched himself walk to the washing machine, look around with an almost guilty look on his face, then reach into the washing machine. 
 
    Stunned, he gaped as he watched himself stroke himself into Amy’s panties. He started to feel dizzy. He staggered, and Joan took the cell phone out of his hand. “Better sit before you fall, lover.” 
 
    Lover? She had called him ‘lover!’ And that sort of tweaked him. He had never thought of Joan as a lover. Sure, he stared at her big boobs, and he liked to watch her red mouth when she told naughty stories, but…lover? 
 
    He was married! 
 
    Still, he sat. His mind twisting and turning like a kite in the wind. “What…what…where did you…” 
 
    “I set up a nanny cam. I was just curious. I wanted to see how it worked.” 
 
    “But why…why my garage?” 
 
    “Because I don’t have a garage, and I didn’t want to set it up outside, where somebody could steal it, or it would get rained on or anything.” 
 
    “Or anything,” he repeated dully. His mind felt thick and dull, and it was still whirling as he tried to come to grips with the video of himself doing…doing to himself…if Amy ever saw that…oh, fuck! 
 
    “So I set it up in your garage, Amy was okay with that. I just wanted to make sure the motion sensor worked. It was a great little exercise for learning how to use my new toy.” 
 
    “Amy…she was okay…” 
 
    “Oh, she won’t be okay with you. Jacking off like a little boy? I mean, who does that?” 
 
    “But, I didn’t mean…it was…give me the video!” Finally, his mind had a coherent thought. 
 
    “Are you serious? Give up this little piece of gold?” 
 
    “But…but…what do you want?” 
 
    “What do I want. Hmmm. Now that is the question, isn’t it?” 
 
    She sat back and looked up and ruminated. “Well, for starters, I want my house cleaned. So the next time Amy is gone for a couple of hours, I want you to take off all your clothes and sneak through the backyard.” 
 
    “N…n…naked?” 
 
    “As a jaybird baby’s butt. But don’t worry. I’ll have something for you to wear. And since you’re such a kinky, little boy, you’ll love it.” 
 
    “Listen, this can’t happen! What would this do to Amy?” 
 
    “You should have thought about that before you did your dirty, little deed.” She looked at him with a grin, victory written on her face. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She stood up. “And to start with, to get you in the mood…” she lifted her skirt and he could see her flesh colored panties. She hooked the elastic with her thumbs and wiggled them down. She held them out to Miles.  
 
    “What?” But he wasn’t confused now. And his dick was suddenly pounding. His neighbor had her skirt up and no panties. He could imagine himself smelling her delicate aroma, crouching down and looking at her pink slit, crawling forward on his knees and burying his face in her vagina. Licking that snatch. And, his imagination running wild, he found himself, as if watching from afar, reaching out and taking the panties. 
 
    “What?” He repeated. 
 
    “Put them on.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Now. Take off your pants and put on some real panties.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…I…” 
 
    “You could have last night. Now, OFF!” She snapped the last word like she was cracking a whip, and he actually jerked, which, truth to tell, made Joan so very, very hot. She really liked pussy whipped men. 
 
    His face turning brilliant red, almost glowing red, he unbuckled his shorts and pulled them off 
 
    His hard on was visible in his tighty whiteys. The red imprinted against the material, a little droplet of liquid wetting the front. 
 
    “Nice,” Joan nodded her head. 
 
    Miles was so thoroughly whipped, and his attention was on not falling, and the panties he was trying to turn right side out, that he totally missed the fact that Joan had the cell phone in her hand. 
 
    Oh, she wasn’t filming openly. She just held it and let it record negligently, and he totally missed it. 
 
    He stepped into her panties and pulled them up. They were tight. The thong pulled into his ass, rubbed his brown button, made him even hornier. If that was possible. 
 
    Standing there, in front of a woman not his wife, his face red, totally humiliated, his cock poking out the side of the panties, his asshole stimulated by the thin string of material, he was about as horny as he had ever been. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” giggled Joan. “You really are turned on! Look at your cock!” 
 
    Miles looked, and noted that there was a big drop of pre-cum oozing out of his slit. 
 
    Joanie picked up her purse and came to Miles. Before he could react she kissed him, full on the mouth, left a big smear of lipstick on his lips. then he jerked back. 
 
    Joan just laughed. “So kinky, but won’t admit it. Well, lover boy, we’re going to have a good time.” 
 
    “Please…I don’t want to do this!” 
 
    “I’m going to come over tonight, Amy and I are going to have a few spritzers, and I want you to flash me. Show me your pretty panties. If you do that while she’s in the room you get extra points. You want extra points?” 
 
    But she didn’t wait for an answer, just patted his cheek and sauntered towards the front door. She turned the knob, opened the door, and turned back to him. “And, by the way, no more jacking off. Not in the garage, not nowhere. After all, you never know where you’ll find my little camera.” 
 
    Then she was out the front door, across the lawn, and into her own house. 
 
    Miles almost sobbed. He was so caught. He was busted. What could he do? 
 
    And what made it worse was the monster boner in his panties. 
 
      
 
    Amy’s car rolled into the driveway a half hour later. For that past half hour Miles had wandered through the house, his mind turned into some kind of mushy cement. 
 
    Fortunately, he had noticed the red smear on his lips and had wiped it off. Crap. Joan had really set him up. 
 
    Then, as he heard the car door slam and the sound of his wife’s heels on the driveway…click, click, click…he thought about just admitting everything. 
 
    But, no. He couldn’t. It was too embarrassing. 
 
    The front door opened and Amy entered with a smile. 
 
    God, his wife was sexy. She had perfect breasts, uplifted and proud. She had long, brunette hair. And her green eyes always sparkled. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She came to him and kissed him, pressed her mouth against his, and he felt her warmth and moisture and loveliness. All in one package. His package, and he…he…he was excruciatingly aware of the string rubbing on his star. Of how his cock poked out so uncomfortably, and yet so excitingly. 
 
    “Hi, babe. Have fun?” He tried to act normal. Nonchalant. And her hand brushed his cock. 
 
    “Oh, my!” she said, as he stiffened up in panic. “Is that a cock in your pocket or are you going to shoot me?” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “Come on, lover.” Oh, God! She called him lover…just like Joan had! “Let’s go to the bedroom and play. 
 
    “Oh, uh…” 
 
    “What’s the matter?” she looked at him with concern. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I know I’m hard, but…I don’t feel well. I, uh…” 
 
    “You don’t love me!” She pouted. Oh, it was a fake pout, and they both knew it, but it had the desired effect.  
 
    He stumble mumbled, “No! No! I love you! All my heart. I just…I…” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey, I should tease you.” She patted his ass, and felt the slither of pants against flesh, and she knew he was wearing panties, and that’s why he didn’t want to disrobe in front of her. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “No…no…I’m sorry,” she put on the fake act again, putting the back of her hand to her forehead and closing her eyes she wailed, “My husband doesn’t love me…I’ll just go throw myself off a bridge.” 
 
    Miles was in total panic now. On top of his confused state his wife was playing this weird acting game. 
 
    She grinned. “But don’t worry. It’ll be a low bridge. And the water will be deep. Heck, I might even take off my clothes and swim around for a while.” 
 
    “Honey,” he was almost crying. He wanted to tell her…but he couldn’t. 
 
    “And the newspapers will come and take pictures of me, naked girl swims while husband is in sick bed.” 
 
    “Babe…” 
 
    She patted his cheek. “I’m kidding. Want a drink? Probably be good for your headache.” 
 
    He stood there, his mouth opening and closing. She turned away so that he wouldn’t see her grinning face. “I’ll get you one. A big, old bourbon and Coke. Then I’ll fix dinner. A little food and drink and you’ll be back in the pink.” 
 
    She turned, tilted her hips up and spread her feet, and cupped her hands at her vagina. “And I do mean pink.” 
 
    Then she spun back around, before she laughed outright, and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Behind her Miles turned and stumbled away. He headed out to the patio. Outside he sank into a lounge chair and forced himself not to cry. Oh, God, what had he gotten himself into? 
 
     
 
    Miles was fairly silent during dinner. His mind was on his entrapment and his panties. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Huh?” he looked up. 
 
    “I asked if you’re all right. You seem to be a million miles away.” 
 
    “Oh, uh, yeah. Just thinking about work.” 
 
    Amy smiled, and kept waiting for him to slink into his own thoughts, then started chatting. Again and again. 
 
    Miles felt like a ball flat for the bouncing by the end of dinner. He couldn’t think, he couldn’t keep up with Amy’s chatter, and…and…he wished he had never jacked off. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I asked if you could do the dishes. I see Joan out there and I’d like to go talk to her.” 
 
    Now Miles’ head was truly spinning. the last thing he wanted was for his wife to talk to their neighbor. But what could he say. No? “Uh, sure.” And, belatedly, he realized he wouldn’t have to flash his panties at Joan. 
 
    Amy thanked him, got up and pecked his cheek, and hurried out through the back door. He could see her head bobbing as she walked past the window and through the hedge. 
 
    Fucking Joan, thought Miles, gathering up the dishes. Fucking Joan. 
 
     
 
    “Oh, my God!” Amy laughed. “He is totally out of it. He can hardly keep up a conversation, his eyes are a million miles away, and he keeps shifting his weight.” 
 
    “Shifting his weight?” 
 
    “He’s trying to adjust the feel of your panties.” 
 
    The girls giggled, and if a giggle could be said to be hysterical, this was the one. 
 
    “So what next?” 
 
    “That depends on you.” 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Sure. How big do you want to make this?” 
 
    “Well, right about now I’m thinking pretty big.” 
 
    “How about the girls?” 
 
    “Mia and Allyson?” 
 
    “Sure. Maybe a couple of others. You think they’d be up for laughs.” 
 
    “Oh, my. Poor Miles.” Her eyes focused in for a second, then she came back. “Let me think about that.” 
 
    “Okay, you think. Can you go somewhere this weekend?” 
 
    “Well, sure. I’ve been meaning to spend a couple of days at my mothers.” 
 
    “Perfect. I’ve got some big plans.” 
 
    “And you’ll take videos?” 
 
    “Absolutely. And you think about the girls.” 
 
    “Gotcha.” 
 
    Grinning, they hugged, and Amy came back to find Miles standing at the sink, half done with the dishes, his face all scrunched up with thought and desperation. 
 
    “Let’s go, Miles. Chop, chop! You don’t have all day!” 
 
    Miles actually jerked as he came back to himself. Quickly, he began scrubbing pots and plates. 
 
      
 
    “Your mother?” 
 
    “Sure. I haven’t been home for a while. I’d like to spend a couple of days there. That okay with you?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. Okay.” Only he wasn’t thinking about Amy, he was thinking about Amy leaving and Joan…Joan…Joan what? What was he scared of? 
 
    And, the truth, he was scared a little bit, but he was also excited. He had finally gotten out of the panties, but his cock was big as big could be, and he desperately wanted to cum. But Amy, though she claimed to be feeling a bit poorly, waited and went to bed with him, and she hugged him and entwined herself with him, and made it difficult for him to get up and…and take care of business. 
 
    If he even dared to take care of business. Joan’s crack about her camera being everywhere was really hitting him. 
 
    “Did you hear what I said?” 
 
    “Uh, sorry. No. what?” 
 
    “I said…can you hold off sex until I come back?” 
 
    “Well, uh…what about tonight?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, honey. I just feel so poorly. Maybe this trip to my mother’s will make me feel better.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “So can you save your sex for me?” 
 
    “Guaranteed, I’ll be feeling like it when I get home.” She paused. “
I hope.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah.” 
 
    But what was he supposed to say? No honey, I’m going to flog the chicken as soon as you set foot outside the door. Which, of course, was what he was planning to do. 
 
    “Okay, then it’s settled. Now, come on. Let’s go to bed and cuddle. We can at least do that, right?” 
 
    “So, his pecker hard as lightening rod, Miles was dragged off to bed where, once again, he had no chance to relieve himself. 
 
      
 
    Friday, the next day, Miles lugged two suit cases out to the car and put them in the trunk. 
 
    Amy was on the phone, presumably talking to her mother. “Of course, mother. A couple of hours and I’ll be there.” 
 
    On the other end, Joan said, “You ready for this.” 
 
    “Oh, you bet, mother. But you’d better be prompt.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ll be two minutes after you leave. You know the first thing he’s going to do is find a dark place to beat his meat.” 
 
    “Wonderful, mother.” She put her hand over the phone and mouthed to Miles, All packed? Miles nodded and gave a thumbs up. 
 
    “Yes, mother,” Amy spoke back into the phone. “I’m all packed and ready to go. See you in a couple of hours?” 
 
    “Get going, girlfriend, and I’ll be sending you video.” 
 
    “Okay, Mother. Bye.” She hung up the phone and turned to Miles. She popped the phone in her purse and hugged him. Long. And kissed him. And let her hand wander in a southerly direction. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’ll miss you.” 
 
    “I’ll miss you, too.” The curious mixture of dread and fascination roiled in his psyche. 
 
    She backed away from him, but kept her hand on his package. She grinned. “And you won’t…you know…take care of yourself? While I’m gone?” 
 
    “No.” Yes! Yes! Yes! 
 
    She hugged him again. “Thank you, Miles. You know, I think the secret of our marriage is that we can trust each other.” 
 
    Gulp. 
 
    “Now, I’ll see you on Monday.” 
 
    A final peck, then she was in the car and cranking the motor over. 
 
    Miles stood to one side and watched her, gave her a final wave, and watched her zoom down the street, one hand out the window and waving back at him. 
 
    Then he turned around, suddenly gulping and almost faint. His dick was harder than stone. It was throbbing. He needed to…get inside. He walked up the walk and entered the house. He walked back to the bathroom and lowered his pants. He began to stroke himself. Oh, yes. Oh…yes. This was going to feel good. This was going to— 
 
    “Miles?” 
 
    He froze. Joan. In his house. 
 
    “Miles? I know you’re back there. Come out here right now.” 
 
    “NO! NO! NO! He was close! He needed to finish this off! 
 
    “Miles! Don’t make me come back there and drag you out screaming.” 
 
    Stifling a sob, Miles forced his cock back into his pants and flushed the toilet. Let her think he was just peeing. He turned around and shuffled out of the door. 
 
    Oh, God. Let her go home! He just needed a minute alone. 
 
    He walked into the living room. 
 
    Joanie stood there, a big grin on her face and a bag in her hand. She was wearing a white blouse with no bra. Her big breasts pointed at him, the nipples turgid and wanting. She was wearing the same short skirt, and he automatically wondered if she on panties. 
 
    Of course. She had to be wearing panties. 
 
    But this was Joan. She might not be. 
 
    “What do you want?” Miles asked, and his voice was a show of bravado. 
 
    Joan’s eyes narrowed. “First off, you will greet me appropriately. Yes, mistress will do. And in the proper ‘happy to see me’ attitude. 
 
    Miles mouth opened and closed. “I…I…” 
 
    “Well?” She looked at him sternly. 
 
    He crumbled. Like a week old cookie. Just bits and pieces of him shredding. He opened his mouth and what came out was a squeaky, frightened, “Yes, mistress.” 
 
    “Better, but you need practice.” 
 
    “But…I…you have to stop this.” 
 
    “Why?” she countered, haughtily. 
 
    “I’m married.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me, beating your meat like a horny, little, high school boy.” 
 
    He wanted to say something but she was on a roll. She continued speaking right over him. 
 
    “I brought you something, to help you stay true to your wife.” 
 
    “What? I do—“ 
 
    She reached into the bag and pulled out a little, black sack. It was made of velvet and only as big as his two fists together. 
 
    “Open it.” 
 
    Scared, horny, curious, he opened the bag and took out…rings…a tube…a lock…what? 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “It’s your wife’s guarantee that you will be true to yourself. That you won’t be wasting your semen down the sink. Or,” she snickered, “into her panties.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Put it on. Now!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    There were two problems with putting on the chastity belt. 
 
    One, he didn’t want to. He argued, he fought, he whined, he begged.  
 
    Joan was adamant, And, finally, brutal. 
 
    “If you don’t put on that tube in about 2 1/2 seconds I am going to post the video of you whacking off in your wife’s panties.” 
 
    Miles was so desperate he considered it. The video was sort of grainy. The panties were sort of a blob, how could anybody know…just by looking…he was just…yeah, he was beating off, but, he could live with that. So… 
 
    “Post it.” He blustered. He had to stop this…this abuse of him. 
 
    “And I’ll post my other video of you.” 
 
    “What?” He started to turn a little white. 
 
    Joan held up her phone and tapped it a couple of times, and there he was…putting on her panties. His cock sticking out. Her voice:              ‘Oh, my God! You really are turned on! Look at your cock!’ 
 
    His big cock. It didn’t matter that his face was red, it didn’t matter that the picture was slightly ‘cock-eyed,’ what mattered is that it could be seen that he was putting on women’s underwear and was obviously excited by it. 
 
    “But…I can’t…please…” 
 
    “Now..PUT THAT TUBE ON!” 
 
    The second problem was that his cock was once again hard. 
 
    Oh, heysoos! He thought. What’s wrong with me? 
 
    He tried to get the rings on, he tried to get the tube on, but his cock was too big and stiff. 
 
    Finally, Joan had had enough. “Come with me.” She actually grabbed his dick and pulled him through the house. 
 
    Miles was up on tip toes, trying to keep up with her. She led him into the kitchen, let go of his dick and opened the refrigerator.  
 
    “What are  you doing?” He was dreadfully confused. He had almost cum from the grip of her hand pulling him. 
 
    “This!” She pulled out a bag of frozen peas and slapped it on his dick. There she stood, one hand holding his dick, the other holding the frozen vegetables on him. 
 
    “Hey! Ow!” 
 
    “Shut, you baby.” 
 
    It didn’t feel good. His penis was jumping and throbbing, and his skin was burning with cold, and for a second he didn’t think it was going to work. 
 
    Joan watched him, her mouth in a twisted grin. “You really are a horny, little bitch.” 
 
    “Please,” he was starting to cry.  
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Please let me go.” 
 
    She snickered. “I’ll let you go when I feel like it. You really like the underwear stuff?” 
 
    “I don’t! I just wanted something smooth to jack off in.” 
 
    “I don’t believe you.” 
 
    “Let me go,” he begged. 
 
    “Not until you tell me a couple of things.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How much you love jacking off.” 
 
    “But I don’t! I just got horny when my wife…when my wife…” 
 
    “What? 
 
    “When my wife was having her period.” 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    “Please?” he whimpered. 
 
    His cock was starting to go down. He wasn’t noticing it so much because she was so close to him he had to look at her, but she could feel it. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll tell you what. You repeat after me, sincerely and with gusto, and I’ll let you go.” 
 
    He looked confused. 
 
    “I love masturbating.” 
 
    “What? No! I can’t say that.” 
 
    She merely repeated the phrase, glaring at him. “I love masturbating!” 
 
    He sagged. He was almost limp, but he didn’t know it. His dick was cold and unfeeling and he thought he was hard, or he probably wouldn’t have repeated after her. 
 
    “I love masturbating.” His voice was low and whiney. 
 
    “With gusto and verve!” snapped Joan, shaking his cock. 
 
    “I love masturbating!” he yelped. 
 
    She had him going now, and she knew it. 
 
    “I love wearing women’s underwear!” 
 
    “I love wearing women’s underwear!” 
 
    “I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!” 
 
    He hesitated and she squeezed. He had enough feeling to grimace, then: “I’m a kinky, little boy and I like to put my thumb up my butt!” 
 
    “I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!” 
 
    “I want to be spanked and denied sex for the rest of my life!” 
 
    Joan kept saying phrases, and he kept repeating them. And, while he was so occupied, she put the bag of peas aside, jammed his cock through a ring, slid the tube on his shrunken weenie, and locked the thing in place. 
 
    CLICK! 
 
    It was such a small sound…that sounded so big. 
 
    Miles looked down at his dick. He reached down and grabbed it. He pulled, and winced. All he had succeeded in doing was stretching his balls. His dick started trying to get hard. 
 
    Joan leaned against the sink and watched him with a big grin. 
 
    Miles shook the tube, he circled his package with a hand, he tried to figure a way to get the cock tube off. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    “Why?” he begged, looking up at her. 
 
    “Not why.” 
 
    “What? 
 
    “That’s better.” 
 
    “Hunh?” 
 
    “Don’t ask why. Ask what…as in ‘what can I do for you.’” 
 
    “What can I do for you?” He was thoroughly befuddled. 
 
    “My lawn, my dishes, a little vacuuming, polish the silverware and the woodwork, do my laundry, wash my dainty underthings by hand, mop my floors, dust everything, rearrange the garage, scrub the bird shit off the patio, clean my pool, wash my windows…” 
 
    The list went on and on, and the long it became the lower Miles’ jaw dropped. 
 
    Finally, “Now, put some clothes on and go cut my lawn. And make sure you trim the edges.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “GO!” she stamped her foot. 
 
    Miles got, and as soon as he was out of the kitchen Joan turned around and picked up her cell phone. She had wanted to record him in the bathroom, but she didn’t think she could get away with it. But the kitchen had turned out even better. When she got done editing…she chuckled and went home. 
 
      
 
    For an hour Miles pushed the mower. Bits of grass flicked up and stuck to his sweaty body. Under his shorts he couldn’t stop feeling his dick trying to erect. It kept pulsing and throbbing but, almost painfully, was stopped. And it sort of relaxed, for all of half a minute, and tried to get hard again. And again and again. He could feel it mushing up against the plastic. And his balls hung down below the tube, bouncing and banging around in his underwear. 
 
    His underwear. His tighty whiteys. They helped a little bit with holding everything in place, but he had a feeling that wasn’t going to last. He had a feeling she was going to make him put her panties back on as soon as she realized he was wearing his own underwear. 
 
    He finished the lawn and started edging it. He ran the edger along the walkway, around the bricks lining the flowerbed. It was actually arduous work, and he had to work it carefully inside corners and where weeds had accumulated. 
 
    Finally, he was done. Dispirited, ashamed, his head hanging, he trudged back towards his house. He cleaned the edger and hung it up, and heard his cell phone in the house. 
 
    His wife! It had to be Amy! He trotted through the garage and into the house, picked up his phone, “Amy?” 
 
    “Wrong guess, bozo.” 
 
    His heart sank. It was Joan. 
 
    “Shave your whole body and get your ass over here. You have ten minutes.” 
 
    “Shave…” but the phone was dead. 
 
    Shave his body? What? Why? But there was nothing to do about it. He went to the bathroom and stepped into the shower. The hot water felt good, and he grabbed a razor and began stripping the hair from his flesh. 
 
    Up and down the legs he went, and he realized there was a ‘grain’ to his hair. And if he went against the grain it would pull the hair up and cut it shorter. His torso was more difficult. The underarms were easy, but it was hard to see high on his chest, and his back was almost impossible. Still, he kept working and working, and finally his body, including his groin, was bare. 
 
    He sighed, and stepped out of the shower. He reached for a towel and…DING DE DE DING1 
 
    Oh, crap! He ran, dripping wet, through the house and grabbed his cell phone. He didn’t make the mistake of saying his wife’s name now. He just held it to his ear and listened. 
 
    “I gave you ten minutes!” 
 
    “It was hard!” 
 
    “Your dick? Are you saying that shaving makes your dick hard?” 
 
    “No! No! I just couldn’t reach spots.” 
 
    A snicker came out of the phone, then: “Get your ass over here. Now.” 
 
    “I need to get dressed!” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me the other day? Naked. Now. MOVE IT!” 
 
    Helpless, Miles put the phone down and headed for the back door. In a second he was trotting across the lawn. Even though it was his backyard, complete with fences and hedges, he still worried about somebody seeing him. 
 
    He ran between the hedges and across the lawn. His package bounced ludicrously and he reached down and grabbed himself, held himself so he wouldn’t bounce. 
 
    Joan was in her bedroom, peeking out the window, filming him as he scampered, his manhood in hand, across her lawn. Her teeth were showing in a massive grin. 
 
    Miles stepped through the sliding door and into Joan’s living room. A second later Joan strutted into the room. Strutted, and well she should, for she was wearing a tight, leather outfit and holding a ping pong paddle. 
 
    “Hey, slave boy.” 
 
    Miles gaped, was stunned, couldn’t speak. 
 
    “Bend over the couch.” 
 
    “What…but…” 
 
    She grabbed his arm and pushed him, maneuvered him over the end of her couch. 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW! 
 
    “Okay, enough for now. Kiss my paddle.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You want three more?” 
 
    Miles was standing now, rubbing his red butt with one hand. “No.” 
 
    “Then kiss…my…paddle!” 
 
    She held it up and he did so. 
 
    “Excellent. Good first lesson. Come with me.” 
 
    Once again she had his cock in her hand and was leading him. 
 
    Up on tip toes he went. His face open and shocked. 
 
    “This chastity tube makes it easier to hold you.” 
 
    He began crying, little tears that kept leaking out of his eyes. 
 
    She led him into a spare bedroom. “I use this for make up and clothes and stuff. Sit here.” She turned the chair that was at the make up table around so it was facing the open room. 
 
    He looked around. A frilly, pink bed. A closet full of clothes. A dresser full of…underwear? And the make up table. What was he doing here? 
 
    She pulled another chair up to face him and said, “Give me your foot.” 
 
    He lifted his foot and she took it in her lap. She reached over to her make up table and grabbed a little red bottle. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She pulled the tiny brush down his toenail. 
 
    “You can’t—“ 
 
    “Quiet down, little boy. And hold still. I don’t want to have to do this again.” 
 
    He held still, and was very aware of his cock throbbing. She was aware of it, too. “Man, look at that cock pulse. This really turns you on.” 
 
    “It doesn’t,” and now he was aware that he was lying. It did turn him on. 
 
    She looked up at him, a silent look, a determined look, and he knew what she was going to do. she whispered, “I love getting my nails painted.” 
 
    He repeated, “I love getting my nails painted.” 
 
    “I love being a sissy boy,” her voice so low he could hardly hear her. 
 
    “I love being a sissy boy,” he gulped. 
 
    “Thank you for making me all pretty.” 
 
    “Thank you for making me all pretty.” 
 
    “Please don’t tell my wife…” 
 
    “Please don’t tell my wife…” 
 
    “Can I play with myself when you’re done?” 
 
    “Of course not,” she chortled. 
 
    And, the conversation, contrived and controlled, went on, and Miles was totally unaware that the home security system was recording his every move. 
 
    Finally, she started working on his face. 
 
    “I love make up,” she whispered, as she cleansed and primed him. 
 
    “I love make up.” 
 
    “There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.” She worked on his eyes, lining them and shadowing them so they were so sexy.” 
 
    “There’s nothing so good as putting on make up and looking all beautiful.” 
 
    “Make up makes my little dickie so hard.” She applied bright, red lipstick, matching his nail color perfectly. 
 
    “Make up makes my little dickie so hard.” 
 
    She sat back and inspected him. Excellent. “Stay there.” 
 
    He remained on the chair and she went to the frilly bed and picked up a maid’s uniform. Black, white chiffon underskirt, garters and nylons. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “I need a maid.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a maid.” 
 
    She whispered, “Please let me be your maid.” 
 
    His face burning, his voice was barely loud enough to be recorded. “Please let me be your maid.” 
 
    She laughed and tossed the uniform to him. “Put this on.” 
 
    Slowly, his mind short circuited, wondering what had happened to his world, he put on the maid uniform. Joan had to instruct him a couple of times, but he managed to get the bra on, and the breast forms, and then the tight, little black dress. He looked down at his nylon clad legs and his high heels and felt a shiver go through him. 
 
    What was wrong with him? Why was this turning him on? Was it just the fact of having his dick constantly strangled by the cage, or was he actually…perverted? 
 
    Joan brought a wig out of her closet and fastened it to his head. He looked in the mirror, and his legs were weak. She had shadowed his face so it looked feminine, his breasts were huge! And his curvy curves made him looked extremely feminine. 
 
    “Okay, there’s a list of chores on the kitchen table. I’ve got some work to do, so don’t bother me. Now, get to work.” 
 
    She walked out of the room and headed for her office. A moment later he heard her office door close, and a snick indicated it was being locked. 
 
    Miles stood for a long second, struggling with the excitement boiling in his chest. God, he was turned on. But he needed to get out of this…this…these clothes. And make up. He needed to be himself.  
 
    And, an errant thought, What would Amy think? 
 
    But he was caught, stuck, and…and the pulsing in his groin was exploding through his body. He felt like he was on the edge of cumming, but, of course, there was no way he could do that. 
 
    Finally, he walked out of the dressing room. He staggered down the hallway, holding the walls for balance. He had never imagined that walking in heels could be so difficult. 
 
    As he passed Joan’s office she listened to him scraping along and snickered, then she turned back to her computer. On the screen she had the films she had taken earlier in a file, and now she was downloading the home security videos. She watched, very pleased, as Miles’ face was shown, pleading, begging, and then her making him up. He made a pretty good woman, she mused. 
 
    She heard Miles puttering around, looking for cleaning supplies. She doubted he would get done with everything today, but there was always tomorrow. Then she ignored the sounds and began sorting them into a specific order of occurrence.  
 
    Miles pranced around the house, standing on tip toes, which wasn’t much because he was already in heels, and dusting everything. Oddly, he felt…sort of cool. 
 
    His calves were all bulging and shapely, his feet were stretched out. He liked the feeling of the boobs bouncing on his chest, and for a second he imagined what it would be like with real boobs. Real boobs, with real nipples. And he groaned and pressed on his cock cage. Heysoos, he was horny. 
 
    Joan fed the videos into a movie program and started editing. She snipped and clipped, digitally, and erased her saying things and linked his repeatings until it sounded like he was just sitting there, spontaneously blurting his true feelings. 
 
    “I love being a sissy boy,” he looked so deliciously helpless. 
 
    “Thank you for making me all pretty.” He did sound grateful 
 
    “Please don’t tell my wife…” That was sincere. 
 
    “Can I play with myself when you’re done?”  
 
    Joan almost jammed her hand into her own crotch at that one. She had played with men before, she liked dressing them up, but she had never had one like this. His softness, his fear, his trepidation, it all channeled into her pussy, made her wet… “Fuck!” she blurted, and she did…she rammed a hand down, slipped it into her panties and began diddling herself. 
 
    She watched Miles on the screen, transforming into a sissy, and she played with her button. With her other hand she massaged one breast, got a hold of a nipple and pulled it, right through the cloth, she felt herself igniting way down deep. Oh…oh…FUCK! 
 
      
 
    Miles dusted, and he polished, and he vacuumed. Then he went into the kitchen, and the longer he worked, the more he danced around the house in high heels, the hornier he became. His dick couldn’t get hard, but that didn’t stop it from trying. Sometimes he would just stop what he was doing and squeeze his chastity tube, Pooching his butt back and squeezing and his mind just sort of going white hot blank. 
 
    Then, no satisfaction, and somehow even hornier, he continued with the cleaning. He did the dishes, and scrubbed the cupboards, and he wondered, what is going on? Why am I so horny? Sure, I haven’t 
 
     squirted for a few days, but the feel of these nylons, the air under the dress, the feel of the bra restraining him…it was too much. He was desperate. Every step he took he could feel the tube holding him, it was like a big hand was massaging his privates every second, yet it wasn’t massaging enough to make him cum. Just enough to make him want to cum…more and more and more. 
 
    At five o’clock Joan came out of her office. She looked a little funny, a little blowsy, a little distracted, but her eyes sharpened up when she saw him. She grinned and thought about the four orgasms she had given herself while watching him clean the house. 
 
    “Go home, Miles.” 
 
    “What?” There was a part of him that didn’t want to. He liked cleaning the house like a woman. He liked being dressed up. 
 
    “Go home. Fix yourself dinner. Have a few drinks. Be back here in two hours.” 
 
    “Oh,” that lifted his heart. 
 
    He started back towards the dressing room. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    He stop, was confused, “To take off this uniform.” 
 
    She stared at him for a second, then nodded. He noted how tired she looked. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she sighed. Then she straightened up, forced herself into motion, and pushed him towards the dressing room. 
 
    He got undressed under her watchful eye. He hung the clothes up and placed them in drawers. He was naked, and suddenly missing his feminine clothes, and he realized that he was going to have to go home with no clothes on. 
 
    He started to leave, but she said, “Sit down.” 
 
    He sat. 
 
    She freshened up his make up, then handed him a tube of lipstick. 
 
    “Keep this with you. Make sure your lips are red and juicy always.” 
 
    He held the gold tube, looked at it, then nodded. He was so confused. He liked the taste of the waxy lipstick, but he was starting to realize, now that he was naked except for make up, that he was doing something he shouldn’t. 
 
    “I can’t come back,” he tried. “My wife. My wife won’t understand…” 
 
    Joan grunted, then, “See you at seven o’clock.” 
 
    Miles walked out of the house. Once home he made a pot pie and drank a drink. And another one. And another one. 
 
    Yet the booze didn’t seem to make him drunk. Just a little tipsy, and he realized that his state of sexual excitation was stopping him from getting drunk. The sexual feelings he was having were better than drunk. 
 
    Drinking his drinks, he watched the clock. Second after second the hands closed in on seven o’clock. He wished they’d hurry up. 
 
      
 
    “Amy! Did you get the video?” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Is that really my husband?” 
 
    They were connected by Facetime, and both of their faces showed high amazement. 
 
    “It is. Girlfriend, I have to tell you, I’ve played with boys before, made them dress up, but this is…he is the most…natural sissy I have ever seen.” 
 
    “My husband is a sissy.” She was stunned and shocked and amazed, but, also, wet. “You’re sure.” 
 
    “You saw him.” 
 
    Amy’s mother suddenly appeared behind Amy. “I knew it.” 
 
    “Mother!” 
 
    “I always told you he was a little soft for a man.” 
 
    “But he works! He plays football with the guys! I’ve even seen him smoke a cigar!” 
 
    Joan and Amy’s mother were quiet, but they were looking at each other over the Facetime, and Amy’s mother was nodding slightly, showing her pleasure with being proven right. 
 
    “Look, Amy, men can be manly and still be sissies. In fact, sometimes the most manly of men have a deep desire to submit to a strong woman. They are hard chargers in the work place, in charge of other people, they actually need to submit to someone to balance out their lives.” 
 
    Amy opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. 
 
    Joan continued her push. “Look, I know it’s a big pill to swallow, but we can prove it. If you’re brave.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Joan began to explain, and behind Amy her mother began to grin. 
 
      
 
    Miles stood up, he hadn’t gotten dressed, he didn’t think he needed to. He had a feeling for what was going to happen when he returned to Joan’s house. And it didn’t involve him wearing shorts or jeans. 
 
    He looked at the clock. Tick. Tick. Tick. Then, his heart starting to speed up, it was seven o’clock. 
 
    He stood up, gulped the last of his drink and headed out the door. Ten seconds later he was standing in front of Joan’s sliding glass door. For a second he was confused. Should he knock? Or walk in? 
 
    Heck, she had seen him naked, had dressed him up. He had done her housecleaning all day long. He pushed the door open and stepped in. 
 
    Joan was waiting in the living room. She had the paddle again. And a hard look on her face. 
 
    “You’re one minute late.” 
 
    But he wasn’t. He knew he wasn’t. 
 
    “Lay on the end of the couch.” 
 
    He could have complained, told her her clock was too fast, but he didn’t. Something inside him was rejoicing, and he quietly laid down on the end of the couch. His butt stuck in the air. Breathing rapidly. His cock  trying to bust his plastic cock cage. 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    And she was hitting him harder, really laying into him. 
 
    “Don’t you ever be late again!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “You didn’t freshen your lipstick!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    He stood, and she sat down on the couch. “Kneel in front of me.” 
 
    “I…I…” there were tears on his face, and his cock, he had never been so excited in his life. 
 
    He knelt. 
 
    She put a hand under his chin and held his face. “You’re a bad boy, but don’t worry. I’ll fix you.” 
 
    More tears streamed down his face. Not from the pain, but from the relief. He didn’t understand what was happening, but he was glad. Glad. 
 
    The only fly in the ointment was that he didn’t know what he was going to tell his wife. 
 
    “Now, you have a lot of work to do, and you won’t be going home.” 
 
    “I won’t?” 
 
    “Nope. You have to clean the house. I mean REALLY clean the house. Not half assed like you did before. And tomorrow you’re going to paint my house.” 
 
    “The whole house?” He was dazed. 
 
    “Yes. And then we’re going to…” she listed his chores, enough chores to take a week. He listened, and was dizzy, and his mind wasn’t working, and he was so happy he—“ 
 
    DING DE DE DING! 
 
    Joan stopped talking and picked up the phone. 
 
    “Hi, Amy! Sure, he’s here. I was using him to move furniture around. Uh huh. Sure.” 
 
    She turned the phone on speaker. 
 
    “Hi babe, that’s pretty nice of you to help Joan out.” 
 
    “Uh, hi,” Miles managed. 
 
    Amy didn’t seem to notice how abrupt he was, or to read anything into his manner. 
 
    “Listen, I’m going to spend the week here. Is that okay?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Sure.” He hardly knew what he was saying. 
 
    “So you have fun and—“ 
 
    “Amy?” 
 
    “Hi, Joan, yeah?” 
 
    “I’m having some work done, can I use Miles this week?” 
 
    “As much as you want. If he doesn’t answer his phone I’ll know where he is.” 
 
    “Excellent. Thanks, girlfriend,” She arched her eyes at Miles. Miles didn’t know whether to groan or throw his arms up in celebration. 
 
    “Okay, then I’ll see you. Love you Miles. Be good.” 
 
    “You, too. Honey.” He blurted. 
 
    Amy didn’t take any notice of his awkwardness, and hung up the phone. 
 
    Miles handed the phone back to Joan. 
 
    Joan was staring at him with a big grin. “Well, I guess we know what’s going to happen. Right?” 
 
    Miles, feeling like his chest was going to explode, nodded. He was incapable of speech. 
 
    “Now, freshen up your lipstick, dry your tears, and I’ll show you where you’re sleeping tonight. 
 
    Glumly, but giddy, Miles nodded. 
 
      
 
    He slept in a little doggie bed at the foot of her bed. 
 
    He watched her, and lusted after her, as she flounced around in a sheer baby doll. 
 
    She used him every day. He painted and washed and cleaned, all in sexy clothes. A maid outfit, a negligee, a housedress. 
 
    He brushed her hair three times daily, and attended to her bath. He soaped her and rinsed her and dried her body. All the while, his prick leaking pre-cum by the bottle. To be that close to her large breasts. To have her tug on his cage. Even when she spanked him he got excited. 
 
    On Friday night things reached a peak. 
 
    “Miles!”  
 
    He hurried into her room, and stopped. She was lying on her bed, not a stitch of clothing on. 
 
    “Get me off.” 
 
    His face was an open book, and his eyes kept blinking and blinking. 
 
    “Did you hear what I said?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    She sat up, “Don’t make me get the paddle.” 
 
    He fell to his knees. 
 
    She grinned. “Now crawl over here and do me right.” 
 
    Do her right. OMG! 
 
    He knee walked over to the bed, where she lay back with spread legs. 
 
    “Well, come on, get busy.” 
 
    “What…what do you want me…” 
 
    “Use your tongue, stupid. Don’t you even know how to make love?” 
 
    “But…I’m married.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, you’re not going to squirt. And your wife said I could use you this week, so stick out that tongue and get to work.” 
 
    Maybe if Amy hadn’t told him to do what Joan said…maybe if he hadn’t been so brow beaten and trained for a week…maybe he could have refused. As it was, he crept up on the bed, crawled between her legs, and started licking. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” Joan sighed and closed her eyes. Lick me, use your fingers, and when I get close use this.” She reached under a pillow and took out a vibrator. She placed it on the bed without looking. 
 
    Miles kept licking. Long, loving laps up her labia. Then he kissed her clitoris, pulled it with his teeth, sucked on it like it was a little teeny peeny. 
 
    Joan moaned and grabbed her nipples. She pulled them, and arched her back. 
 
    Miles used his fingers. Inserting first one, then another, then another. Three fingers inside her he could feel the ridge surrounding her hole. His knuckles slapped into her pussy and Joan groaned with pleasure. 
 
    “Now…use the vibrator.” 
 
    He picked it up, touched it to her, which made her gasp, then pushed it slowly inside her. 
 
    “Oh, fuck! If you only had a dick like this!” She opened her eyes, looked down at his face between her legs. “God, I would love to fuck your bone till I exploded. 
 
    Then she lay back and waited. 
 
    Miles pushed in and pulled out. He turned the vibrator on. He spanked her pussy with his fingertips, and suddenly Joan was arching and bucking. 
 
    “FUCK! YES!” She twisted and writhed and clamped her thighs together. 
 
    Miles was half caught, so he just kept the vibrator inside her until she calmed down. Then he withdrew. 
 
    Joan sighed. “Now. Go to sleep.” 
 
    Excited, his cock raging in the cage, Miles lay down in the doggy bed. He listened to the sounds of Joan tossing and turning, then slipping into a light sleep. Soon her snores started to build. 
 
    Miles lay there, as awake as he had ever been. He didn’t know what to do. His wife would be coming home one of these days, but…but…he admitted it to himself: he liked this lifestyle. 
 
    Finally, an hour later, he slipped into a doze, and then slept. 
 
      
 
    Saturday morning, and Joan was up early. She slapped Miles’ ass and dragged him out to the garage. In the middle of the garage was a large box. 
 
    “Open it.” 
 
    Miles grabbed a knife and slit the edges of the box. Inside was a curious mix of wooden parts. 
 
    Joan sat with the instructions and read them off. Miles put the thing together. 
 
    It was some sort of a horse. A sex horse. It had four legs, and a padded center plank. There were four, little platforms attached to the legs.  
 
    “Hop on. Let’s try it out.” 
 
    Miles laid down on the center plank. His head could fit on it, but his butt stuck out a little. Still, it wasn’t too bad with his elbows and knees on the little platform. 
 
    “Okay, you all comfie?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Good.” She took several leather straps out of the box and put them on him. She buckled the straps and his arms and legs were fixed to the legs of the sex horse. 
 
    “Excellent,” Joan murmured. 
 
    “Hey, I can’t move.” 
 
    “Precisely the idea.” She wrapped a leather strap around his midsection. Now he was truly tied down. The tightening of the body strap had, however, made him arch his back and his butt was pooched up into the air. His caged cock and his balls hung down. 
 
    “What’s this for?” he asked. 
 
    Joan didn’t answer. She simply walked into the kitchen. 
 
    Miles looked around. He was alone in the garage. The garage was sideways on the property, so no passersby could see him, but still, he was tied in place, he couldn’t move, and he was starting to worry. 
 
    Suddenly Joan came back out. She was holding a drink with a straw. 
 
    She sat down, cross legged, in front of him. She pointed the straw into his mouth.  
 
    He sipped, then asked, “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Graduation day.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “And we’ve got a crowd coming to see you graduate.” 
 
    “Hey!” But his exclamation was weak. 
 
    He struggled, but the struggle was weak, not that it would have mattered if he was able to struggle with any strength. He was fastened in place with no hope of escape. 
 
    For a few minutes Joan sat and kept feeding him bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Miles sipped, and his mind was going a million miles an hour. 
 
    What was going on? 
 
    Then, he heard footsteps. 
 
    Click, click, click. 
 
    And more clicks. Dozens of clicks. 
 
    He was gasping now, and truly struggling, but it was no use. A herd of women, all in high heels, was coming up the driveway. 
 
    “Take it easy, Miles. They all know about you. They’ve all seen the videos, and now they want to see you.” 
 
    “But…but why?” 
 
    “Because you are an inspiration. All men should learn to be like you.” 
 
    “But I don’t want—“ 
 
    She touched a finger to his mouth and pressed. He shut. 
 
    “Everybody knows about you…but you. It’s time you found out the truth of you.” 
 
    “Let me go!” He begged, large tears forming and dripping on the garage floor. 
 
    “Hi, Joan!” 
 
    “Hey, Joan.” 
 
    “Is this Miles?” 
 
    Women crowded into the garage. They crowded around him and touched him. They touched his back, his caged cock, his face. 
 
    “Please…please…” 
 
    “Hi, Miles.” 
 
    Miles jerked. “Amy?” 
 
    His wife sat down where Joan had been sitting, right in front of him, and they were face to face. Behind her her mother stood and watched, her arms folded in satisfaction. 
 
    “I was so pleased to find out about you.” 
 
    “Honey, I…she trapped…what?” 
 
    “I was pleased to find out that you’re a sissy.” 
 
    Around them a couple of bottles of champagne had made appearance, and the women were chatting and drinking. Most of their chat was about him. 
 
    “He looks so strong.” 
 
    “That cock is turning red. How long has it been since…” 
 
    “Are we going to take it off?” 
 
    Miles asked, “You like it when I…when I…” 
 
    “I love the idea of you serving me. Being at my beck and call. I’ll tell you the truth, your male posturing was getting a little old. I mean, who made you the boss of us?” 
 
    “But I…” 
 
    “Hush now, dear. We’ll talk more later. Right now Joan wants to graduate you.” 
 
    Amy stood up and moved away. 
 
    “Okay, ladies,” Joanie dinged a spoon against a champagne flute. “Your attention please.” 
 
    The talk quieted down and Miles lay on the bench, his whole body burning with embarrassment, and yet…and yet… 
 
    “First, I am going to unlock Miles’ cock. Remember, to lock a cock is good, but you do have to allow it release every once in a while. You don’t want your men growing all red and puffy and suddenly exploding, right?” 
 
    Laughs and giggles surrounded Miles. 
 
    He felt hands, Joan’s hands, inserting a key into the little cock lock. then the tube slid off. Oh, GOD! His dick unfurled and he felt the first taste of freedom in a long week. 
 
    “Now then, Miles, I’m going to release you, and I want you to simply stand up and face us. Don’t run. Okay?” 
 
    Miles nodded. Small tears dribbled down his cheeks. 
 
    “And try not to cry. It so messes your make up.” 
 
    He nodded again, but he couldn’t stop crying. 
 
    Then he felt hands, several hands, undoing the buckles that kept him tied down. Thirty seconds later he was getting up, pushing off the bench and standing behind the sex horse. A circle of women stared at him. They were all smiling, and nodding, and they looked pleased with him. 
 
    Pleased? With him? 
 
    “Now then, ladies.” Joan was at the head of the horse, watching him. “For graduation I think that it would be appropriate if Miles would take matters into his own hands.” 
 
    Miles looked around. Women urged him on. 
 
    “Grab your cock!” 
 
    “Beat it!” 
 
    “Come on, sissy!” 
 
    He was confused, but their emotion, their concerted thought, guided him. Slowly, he placed a hand around his erect shaft. 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    “Do it!” 
 
    “Go, sissy boy!” 
 
    He realized that they wanted him to play with himself, to…to jack off. 
 
    His breath coming in gasps, he began to stroke himself. Up and down. 
 
    The ladies cheered. 
 
    Their approval, the way Joan and Amy and her mother smiled at him and encouraged him. 
 
    And he was so damned horny! The week of teasing, being locked up and unable to touch himself, it all combined, and he stroked harder. And harder. 
 
    “Go! Go! Go!” the ladies built up a chant, and he stroked, and somebody stepped forward and pinched his nipple. His wife came around and cupped his butt cheek with one hand. 
 
    He was close…close… 
 
    “Go! Go! Go!” 
 
    And, finally, he did it. Knees shaking, the hot lava shot up his shaft and exploded into the air. 
 
    Cheers literally raised the roof of the garage. Everybody was yelling, congratulating him, showing their appreciation. 
 
    He stood there, exhausted, his hand still holding his cock. His cock was growing limp and the last dribbles of cum fell to the floor. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered to himself. 
 
    Then the ladies were surrounding him, pressing in, patting his back, touching his penis, one even held his balls. 
 
    Joan came through the crowd, held his arm up and yelled. “The first official graduate of the Ladies’ Sissy Society!” 
 
    Now Miles was crying again, but not tears of embarrassment or humiliation. Rather, years of happiness. 
 
    Somebody pushed a glass of champagne into his hand. He sipped, and Amy came and put her arm around him. “She whispered into his ear… “Now we know.” 
 
    And they did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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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 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no! You aren’t coming in here!” 
 
    “I’ve got to get cleaned up! I’ve got to wash this smell off!” 
 
    “Do it outside!” 
 
    “It’s cold outside! 
 
    “Well you’re not coming in here!” 
 
    I stared at my wife through the big picture window. I was almost ready to vomit from the smell, but she didn’t care. 
 
    “Janey, it was an accident. Come on…” 
 
    She folded her arms and glared at me. Funny, she was such a sexy woman, got the nice boobs, long hair, such a chipper personality, but right now she looked like the wicked witch of the west. 
 
    “Johnny, take off your clothes, and don’t put them on the porch. There’s a hose at the side of the cabin.” 
 
    I sighed, and slumped. She wasn’t going to let me in. I went to the edge of the porch and stripped. I took off my shirt and sailed it down the hillside. Then my pants. Bundled and thrown. Underwear followed. And I still stank. 
 
    I walked down the steps and around the side of the cabin. I felt so naked. Nothing but a penis that insisted on getting erect, and two shoes that I was going to have to hope I could get the smell off of. 
 
    What smell, you ask?” 
 
    The smell of Pepé Le Pew. The odor of a pole cat. The stink of a skunk. Yuck. 
 
    I unrolled a couple of loops of hose and began washing myself off. It was brisk out, and the water was cold, but I forced myself to wash myself thoroughly. I even grabbed a stiff brush that was sitting on a barrel next to the hose and tried that on my skin. I quickly tossed that idea. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I looked up. Janey had the bathroom window open it was right above me, and she tossed me a bar of soap. 
 
    I missed the catch and dropped the soap in the mud. I heard her laugh, but when I looked up she was gone and the window was closed. 
 
    So I scrubbed, and scrubbed, and lathered, and lathered, but the smell wasn’t leaving. I was freezing now, but I knew Janey wouldn’t let me in. I could see the headlines now,  
 
    Man Freezes Because of Skunk! 
 
      
 
    “Hey, neighbor,” I spun around and covered myself up. 
 
    It was Sam Thompson, from the next cabin up. He was an old fellow with a wisecracking grin. 
 
    “I see you’re into cold showers. Maybe this will help.”  He handed me a can of tomato juice. I stared at it. 
 
    “It’s the only thing that will take off the skunk smell.” 
 
    “Really?” My teeth chattered hopefully. 
 
    “Sure as shucks. Well, see ya.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I called after him. He just raised a hand and continued across the hill towards his own cabin. 
 
    Fortunately, there was a pop top on the can, and I popped and dumped the red contents on top of my head. The soup smelled a lot better than skunk piss, and I slathered down my body, then finally rinsed, and was surprised when the skunk smell went away. Like it had never been. Who woulda thunk? 
 
    Smelling a lot better, and even feeling better, though I was shivering and shaking, I went back up on the porch and knocked on the door. 
 
    Janey came to the door and gave me a suspicious look. “Are you clean?” 
 
    “Yes, crack the door and smell.” 
 
    She did, and she smiled, and opened the door. Quickly I slid into the cabin. 
 
    “Oh, Geez,” I muttered, “what a vacation.” 
 
    Janey laughed, then she felt me and frowned. “You’re freezing.” 
 
    “Yu, yu, yu…yeah.” My teeth was clicking like castanets and I couldn’t stop my body from shaking. 
 
    “Well, sorry. It was funny when it happened. Let’s get you into a hot shower.” 
 
    She led me to the bathroom, turned the water on, then shoved me in. I could hardly move by now. Heck, my core temperature had to be dropping. 
 
    I stood in the shower for ten minutes, and slowly the shivers slowed down. But I was still cold. I stepped out of the shower and Janey toweled me off. My once proud boner was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    “Poor boy,” Janey said, toweling it off.  
 
    I stared down at the little raisin. I was so cold I didn’t really care. 
 
    “I’ve got to get some clothes on.” 
 
    “Well, get some clothes on.” She slapped my ass and I headed for the bedroom. In the bedroom I lifted my suitcase up on the bed and opened it, and stared. 
 
    “Janey?” 
 
    She sauntered in. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “What’s what?” 
 
    I turned the suitcase and held it up so she could see. She frowned, reached into the suitcase and pulled out a dress. Then she looked at me. “It’s Lana’s suitcase.” 
 
    “Lana was my twin sister, and she was supposed to come to the cabin with us, but had bailed at the last second.” 
 
    “But…where’s my suitcase?” 
 
    “I…I thought this was yours.” 
 
    I stood, starting to shiver a bit, “I don’t have any clothes?” 
 
    “You…” she opened her own to check her clothes, then turned to me. She shook her head, and there was a hint of a smile. 
 
    “What’s so funny.” 
 
    “My hubby is going to put on a fashion show.” 
 
    “I’m not going to…”I shivered, unable to even finish my sentence. 
 
    “So you’re going to freeze to death?” 
 
    “I’m not wearing my sister’s clothes.” 
 
    “She won’t care.” 
 
    “That’s not it.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s the idea! I mean, I’m not a girl!” 
 
    “Not even for one night so you can stay warm?” 
 
    I stood there, and knew she was right. I mumbled, “Okay.” 
 
    She grinned and turned Lana’s suitcase upside down. “Everything but the kitchen sink. Look, she even packed her make up. She eyed me, then eyed the make up. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” Yet it seemed she was sighing. 
 
    She took out a wool dress, and held it up. It was brown, suitable for walking in the woods. “Just the thing. Come here.” 
 
    I came, and she helped me wiggle into the dress. 
 
    “Don’t I have any of my own underwear?” 
 
    “Nope. Besides, what does it matter? Your little fellow looks all tuckered out.” She giggled. Then she looked down at my crotch with an expression of surprise. 
 
    “What?” I looked down. 
 
    My cock was growing, and fast. 
 
    “Holy crap! You’re a transvestite!” 
 
    “I am not!” But my dick was full size and throbbing. “I’m just getting warmer.” 
 
    “You haven’t been in that dress long enough to get warm. Look at that boner!” She looked at me. “Johnny, I never knew!” 
 
    “Stop it!” 
 
    “Johnny’s got a boner! Johnny’s got a boner!” 
 
    I stomped out of the room. And it was hard stomping when your teeth are still chattering. 
 
    “Hey, wait a minute!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need to put on a tummy shaper.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “To keep your boner down!” 
 
    “I don’t care if—Oh, my God! This is turning you on! Me being in a dress is turning you on!” 
 
    And it was. Her face was flushed, her eyes were sparkling, and there was this horny expression on her face. 
 
    “Honey, I need you to put on a tummy shaper.” 
 
    “Don’t want to.” 
 
    “But your boner is ruining the lines of your dress!” 
 
    “It’s not my dress!” I was almost yelling. 
 
    “Wait…shhh, shhh, it’s all right.” 
 
    She was hugging me then, and patting my hair. And, if she had been a man she would have had a boner. As it was, I knew she was getting wet. 
 
    “Listen to me,” she said, her face against mine, her hands reaching under my dress and stroking my dick. “The tummy shaper might be kinky, but it’s going to help you get warmer.” 
 
    “Oh, geez!”  
 
    But, unfortunately for me, she was right. And I really wanted to be warm. I caught a glimpse of my face in a little, square mirror on the wall. My face was actually blue. 
 
    “Come on,” she held my cock and pulled me, and I felt myself going with her. Shivering, but getting all hot down there in bonerland. 
 
    In the bedroom she picked up a long tummy shaper. The material was stiff and I stared at it with a grimace. “Really,” I said, rather rhetorically. 
 
    She said nothing, just pulled my dress off and helped me into the tummy shaper. 
 
    If was long, flared over my hips, and high, pushing up on my pectorals. And it was tight. It was more like a corset, but she had called it a tummy shaper. 
 
    She pulled the dress onto me and I stood there. The body of a woman. 
 
    I mean, it really was the body of a woman. I was a slender fellow, and this thing tightened the waist and flared the hips and it made me actually look a little curvy. 
 
    “Oh, man.” I said, and my boner was really hard now. But it was trapped, made to point down by the shaper, and that made me pooch my butt back a little.” 
 
    Janey smiled, she didn’t dare laugh, and said, let’s get you some leggings on. 
 
    But she didn’t pull leggings on to my legs. She unrolled nylons. I stared down at my now sleek legs. 
 
    “You should have shaved your legs.” 
 
    “I’m not shaving my legs.” 
 
    “Honey, if you knew how you looked,” she licked her lips. “Now, here.” She handed me a furry type of scarf. “Put this around your neck.” 
 
    I did. 
 
    “Now, lay on the couch and see if you can sleep.” 
 
    I lay on the couch, and at first I thought I was not going to be able to sleep. I was still cold, but she pulled a couple of comforters on me, then crawled under the covers and held me. 
 
    Then she wiggled out of her clothes. “It’s too hot for me,” she explained. 
 
    She held me, and slowly, slowly, the shivering stopped. I could feel her soft breath on my face, and she kissed me gently. 
 
    “Jeepers, Johnny. This is too kinky for words.” 
 
    “What?” But I was already starting to drift. My body needed to sleep, to recharge, to overcome the effects of near freezing. 
 
    “I’m not into girls, but a transvestite, I could live with that.” She paused. “Really live.” 
 
    I felt her hands on my chest.  
 
    “You would look so cool with boobs. Long hair. I’m going to give you a make over.” 
 
    “Uh…” I could barely hear her. The last thing that registered was her kissing me and holding me and saying, “I love you , Joannie.” 
 
    Then I was out like a light. 
 
      
 
    “Uh…” I stretched, and came awake. 
 
    The cold night had passed and I felt right as rain. I sighed. The heavy curtains were drawn back and the sun was shining in the big window. It had gotten warm under the covers, and Janey had taken one comforter off.  
 
    “Janey? Babe?” 
 
    “Right here,” she called. She was in the kitchen and she sauntered into the living room. She was holding two cups of coffee and she put them down on the coffee table. She smiled and looked at me. And…she had the most curious expression on her face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. You just…that dress looks really good on you.” 
 
    “That again,” I snorted. “Well, I can’t wait to get out of it.” 
 
    I lifted the cup of java, it was hot to my hands and I rolled the cup between my palms. 
 
    Janey kept staring at me. I caught her and she quickly looked away. Curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    “Listen, you can run into town and get me some jeans and a couple of shirts. Maybe even a thick jacket.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Why don’t you just keep wearing the dress? And she’s got other stuff in the suitcase. Sweaters, blouses, more nylons.” 
 
    “Honey, you don’t understand. I am a man. That’s a ‘man.’ M…A…N. And I need man clothes. Jeans, plaid shirts, pockets for cigars, hockey sticks…the whole nine yards.” 
 
    She looked disappointed, but she still had a weird look on her face. And she seemed to be really focused on my face. What was wrong with the woman? 
 
    “But, babe…” then she stopped, an idea had occurred to her, and she asked, “How’s your dick?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Still got a hard on?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    But, problem, I did. Well, heck. The way it was all trapped by the tummy shaper, and the feeling of the nylons on my legs…it was all sort of…sexy. 
 
    “You do!” She chortled and clapped her hands. “I knew it! You like women’s clothes!” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    “Does so! Does so!” 
 
    I was getting irritated, so she calmed down. I said, “Why don’t you head for town. The sooner I get ‘male-icised’ the better I’m going to feel.” 
 
    She sighed. “Okay. Let me go get ready.” 
 
    I sat on the couch and sipped the rest of my coffee. I listened to her humming in the bathroom. When she came out, all made up and ready to go, I smiled. She was a world class babe, large bosoms, wasp waist, curves on her curves, and all made up she could have been a model, or an actress, or something. 
 
    She smiled at the look on my face. I stood up, prepared to pass her and head for the bathroom myself, but she hooked my arm and pulled me around. She walked out to the porch, grabbing the car keys on the way, and turned to me. 
 
    “Are you sure you won’t wear a dress for me?” 
 
    “Sorry, babe.”  
 
    “Not for Christmas, or my birthday even?” 
 
    “Honey…” I started. 
 
    She stopped me with a finger to my lips. She was staring at my mouth fixedly. She leaned forward, tilted her head slightly, and pressed her red lips to mine. Her warm breath was intoxicating, the feel of her soft lips made me feel my boner, struggling and writhing down there. Then she backed up, put a finger to my lips again. I figured she had left a bit of lipstick on me and was brushing it off. Then she looked up at my eyes and smiled. “I’ll be back in two hours. No jacking off while I’m gone.” 
 
    “I don’t jack off.” 
 
    “I’m just sayin’…” she laughed, then she flounced down the steps, popped into the Jeep, and waved on her way down the wiggly trail to the main road. 
 
    I stood and watched her tail lights. Man, what a girl. And I did have an erection, but I liked to think it was for her. Not some kinky idea of hers. I mean, me as a…a cross dresser? Or, what had she called it? A transvestite? Hunh! 
 
    I heard the sound of Sam on the hill, rattling a wheelbarrow or something, and I jumped back into the cabin. All I needed was an old cob like Sam seeing me in a dress. Man, I would never hear the end of it. 
 
    I walked across the living room, into the bathroom, humming and bopping my head back and forth. I would turn up the music, read a bit, and—I froze. 
 
    I turned white. 
 
    My heart stopped. 
 
    In the mirror…my face…my lips were a bright red. 
 
    I put a trembling finger to my lips and touched them. 
 
    I knew, immediately, what had happened. Janey had put lipstick on me while I was sleeping! That’s what she had been staring at me so weirdly for! 
 
    I rubbed the lipstick with a finger. It didn’t smudge. I must have had it on for a long time, and…I finally saw the writing on the mirror. It was written in red probably her lip liner, and it was across the bottom of the mirror. 
 
     
 
    ‘Johnny, it’s not coming off. It’s lipstain. I can get it off later in the week, but you might just as well accept it. See you in a couple of hours…beautiful.’ 
 
      
 
    I rubbed the lipstick…the lipstain…again. No. She was right. She hadn’t just put a coat of waxy lipstick on my lips, she had stained them.  
 
    I opened the medicine chest to look for something to get the stain off, and I saw the lip stain tube. I quickly picked it up and read the fine print. 
 
    Guaranteed to last a week. 
 
    A list of chemicals. 
 
    But nothing on how to take it off. 
 
    Of course, women would know how to get it off…but then I considered. This was stain. When I stained wood I actually changed the color of the wood. I couldn’t take paint thinner and remove stain. So the same thing must be true for the lip stain. 
 
    I said a dirty word or eight, and— 
 
    KNOCK! KNOCK! 
 
    “Fuck!” I whispered. 
 
    I went to the hallway and peaked at the front door. Through the little panes of glass I could see Sam Thompson. 
 
    KNOCK! KNOCK! “Johnny? Are you all right? I seen your wife take off and I thought…you all right in there?” 
 
    My mind was racing. I didn’t say anything. I figured he would just get tired and go away. Maybe assume I had gone for a walk or something. Then I heard the sound of keys rattling in the lock. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelled. “I’m okay! I’m in the bathroom!” 
 
    The door opened and Sam entered. I remembered he was slightly hard of hearing. 
 
    “Johnny? You okay, boy?” 
 
    “I’m fine! I’m in the bathroom!” 
 
    But I wasn’t, and he could see the side of my body, and the shape of the dress must have confused him. He stepped closer, to the side, and peered at me. 
 
    Fuck! Why hadn’t I jumped back into the bathroom. Now I couldn’t leap across the hall without being seen. 
 
    But I was going to be seen anyway. 
 
    Sam stopped, his eyes arched up, and his mouth opened. “Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I stepped out. 
 
    He started to laugh. He didn’t even try to hold it in. He just started guffawing and slapping his thigh. “Johnny, boy…I guess it’s Johnny girl.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” I walked past him into the kitchen. My hand was trembling as I picked up the pot of coffee and poured a cup.” I watched the brown liquid splash into the bottom of the cup, raise the level to the top. I sighed and turned to Sam, who was almost rolling on the floor. 
 
    “I brought the wrong suitcase. This was all I had and I had to get warm. Then Janey put this lip stain stuff on me while I was sleeping.” 
 
    “Sure…sure.” His laughter became chortles and chuckles. “I understand how you young folks like to get all kinky and everything.” 
 
    “I’m not kinky!” 
 
    He stopped laughing for a second, though his face was contorted as he tried to suppress, then he pointed at my crotch. “Seems you are.” 
 
    My dick was pushing the dress out obscenely. The head of my dick was plain to see. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” I snapped. I grabbed an apron and pulled it around my waist. There was still a bulge, but it was still pretty obscene. 
 
    Sam started towards the front door, still laughing, and I had a thought: “Sam…do you have any clothes?” 
 
    He turned to me, his face twisted in a big, crooked grin. “Sure, I got lots of clothes.” 
 
    “How about lending me some?” 
 
    “Not on your life.” 
 
    “But why not?” 
 
    “Because, Johnny girl, last night I had a good looking gal for a neighbor, and a nice enough looking fellow. Now I got two good looking gals.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Of course…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    A sly look crossed his face. “If you was to maybe get down on your knees, do a little…you know…with your pretty, red mouth…maybe then I could get you some clothes.” 
 
    “Get the fuck out of here!” I snapped. 
 
    He just laughed and sauntered out, chuckling and chortling and having the time of his life. 
 
    I sat down on the couch and stewed. I was wearing a dress. And my lips were red. And I was…what the hell had Janey been thinking? 
 
    For an hour I just sat there and was pissed, and, finally, I stood up and went into the kitchen. We had brought a couple of bottles of bourbon, and a case of Coke, enough to last me two weeks, but. I had the feeling it was going to last me two days. 
 
    I clattered some frozen water into a glass, splashed a bit of bourbon over the cubes, then popped a top and poured a touch of Coke. Bourbon and Coke. A man’s drink. Some called it ‘Coke high,’ and it was an old drink, designed to put hair on the chest of the man so imbibing. So I imbibed. 
 
      
 
    Three hours later I heard the sound of the Jeep coming up the drive. I was pretty high, but not drunk, which was weird. But, I hate to admit this, I had slowed down my drinking to go upstairs and look at myself in the full mirror. 
 
    Well, I had to! 
 
    The Jeep stopped and I sat up, and the world shifted slightly.  
 
    I heard the car door slam, and Janey’s heels clicking on the drive. 
 
    I stood up and went to the door. 
 
    She climbed the stairs, and stopped half way up. She grinned. “Are you still pissed off?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    But she figured it out. “But you’ve been drinking.” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    I stood and leaned against the jamb. Posing like a floozy. She chuckled, and came the rest of the way up the stairs. 
 
    “Good. ‘Cause we’re not done.” 
 
    “We’re done,” I stated emphatically. 
 
    She threw a bunch of bags on the couch, then turned to go out the front door. “I’ve got to bring some more stuff up. Fix me a drink, lover.” 
 
    She walked out the door and I blinked owlishly, then I went into the kitchen and made her a drink. One bottle was half gone. This stuff wasn’t going to last long. 
 
    I brought the drink back to the living room as Janey tossed more bags onto the couch. 
 
    “What the heck?” 
 
    “Fortunately for you,” she took a big sip. “I had the foresight to get some more bourbon.” 
 
    I smiled. I lifted my glass. “Here’s to a lost weekend.” 
 
    We drank, then she went down to the car one last time. This time she brought up several bags, in one of which was three bottles of bourbon. I smiled. 
 
    “Okay, lover, it’s time to get to work.” 
 
    “Work? I just want to put on some real clothes.” 
 
    “You will, but first you have to get rid of your body hair.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She held up a bottle of Nair. I stared at it. 
 
    “Put this on your body, not your head, wait fifteen, and then rinse.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I want my jeans and plaid shirts. Like cowboys wear.” 
 
    She stepped up to me then. She didn’t hug me…she just reached down and lifted my dress, and hugged my dick with her hand. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I sighed. 
 
    “And you will get a fuck. Probably the best fuck you’ve ever had, but first you have to do what I say.” 
 
    “Don’t want to be a girl.” 
 
    “Your dick says otherwise.” 
 
    “Dick doesn’t know what he’s talking about.” 
 
    “Dick knows all, sees all. Now, do you want to spend a lousy two weeks, sleeping downstairs, wearing one dress, or do you want to let me do my magic and help you have a good time?” 
 
    I was silent. The cabin was spinning ever so slightly, and I forced myself to focus. 
 
    “Johnny, nobody will ever know. But what you are doing, you all dressed and made up, you have no idea what it is doing to my pussy.” 
 
    She kissed me then, and the world really whirled, but in a good way. I felt her hand stroking me as she nibbled and chewed on my face. I felt my dick ready to spurt, wanting to squirt, then she stepped back. 
 
    “You are making me so fucking wet. If you play a little dress up with me then I will suck you until your asshole puckers, and I will fuck you until are stupid.” 
 
    She kissed me again. Moved into me and plastered her world class body against me. I could feel her boobs, and the weird thought came into my head: she wants me to have tits! 
 
    She stroked me until I was about ready to pop. then she let go and stepped back. Her face was flushed and her eyes were glittering with excitement. “God, I am so wet. You’re going to have to follow me around with a bucket and a mop. Please, Johnny…Please, please.” 
 
    Kissing me again. 
 
    And, somewhere in there, I mumbled, “Okay.” 
 
    Well, what was I supposed to do? 
 
    In thanks, she dropped to her knees and began sucking on my penis. Her tongue was magic, and I felt the rough buds caress my underside. Shortly I was ready to pop, but she didn’t let me. Doubtless she was afraid that I would cum, and then back out. 
 
    She stood up, kissed me again, and I tasted my own cock on her lips. 
 
    Fuck, what she was doing to me. 
 
    Finally, she stepped back, totally out of breath, and said, “Nair. Now. Get going.” 
 
    I took the pink and white bottle and headed for the shower. I got out of the dress and tummy shaper, which was a relief and…not a relief, at the same time. A relief because my belly relaxed. But, oddly, I liked the feeling of being encased and supported. I wondered if that was part of the things that made me erect. One thing was sure, Janey wasn’t entirely wrong when she said the dress was making me hard. 
 
    I slathered the goo all over, especially in the crotch and armpits. I even managed to wipe it on my back. I stood in the shower, humming an old Doors ditty. “Let’s swim with the tide, uh huh…” and after a few minutes I felt a slightly uncomfortable sensation. Into the shower I went, and shortly my short and curlys were all swirling down the drain. I toweled off, then went back into the living room. Janey was waiting for me. 
 
    “I’ve set up here,” she was at the kitchen table. “So just sit down and keep still and I will do things to you that you never dreamed of. 
 
    I sat down, there was yet one more drink on the table, and I took a sip. 
 
    Janey began pushing a little sponge across my face. “This will cleanse your pores.” 
 
    “Oh.” I was watching out the window. Two squirrels were chittering and running around a tree. It looked like a mating ritual. I couldn’t tell which was the male and which was the female. 
 
    “This is primer. It’s going to make your skin smooth and prepare it for other stuff.” 
 
    “Oh.” Again with the ‘Oh.’ My dick was pressing up hard against the underside of the table. Was I really this kinky? 
 
    “This is concealer. It’ll hide little imperfections.” 
 
    Janey took her time. I just sat there and enjoyed the throbbing of my dick, and wondered at myself. I was a guy, damn it. So why was I all turned on? Why was I enjoying her putting goop on me?” 
 
    She continued, putting on and explaining things like blush and bronzer, then she started in on my eyes. 
 
    “Hey!” I yelped when she began plucking my eyebrows. 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” she said, conversationally. They’ll grow back. You can be a bushy, old Tarzan by the time we go home.”  
 
    So I said nothing more, and later I would be a bit surprised. My eyebrows would be thin, feminine arches, and I doubted they would be growing enough to fill in when vacation was over. But, and this also surprised me, they looked good. They totally changed my face, made it a bit more oval. 
 
    “Now, you’ve already got lips, but let me put a bit of gloss on them. That will make the lipstain really pop.” 
 
    She coated my lips using a small applicator, then she sat back. “Oh, yeah. This is good. Wait until you see.” 
 
    I started to turn, to look into the little mirror on the wall.  
 
    “No! Not yet.” 
 
    I looked at her. I felt so weird, yet…it was a good weird. It’s like that feeling where your hair is standing on end, but it was sort of sexual at the same time. I know my dick was certainly standing on end. 
 
    “We have to do your nails, and I have a wig…” 
 
    “A wig? You bought a wig?” 
 
    “Guilty. Put your hands here.” 
 
    I put my hands flat and she fitted some fake nails to them, then began painting the nails.  
 
    “This will match your lips.” 
 
    I stared at the color. The lip gloss must really be bright, because my fingers were really bright. 
 
    “We’ll do your toes tonight. Right now I want to get the wig on you and see you in heels.” 
 
    “You got heels?” 
 
    “Your sister had heels. She packed some clodhoppers, for hiking, but she also packed some fancy heels, good for going out on the town.” 
 
    She went to the couch and rummaged through the bags. She lifted out a box and opened it. She took out a brunette wig. 
 
    “Perfect. It’s even close to your natural color.” 
 
    She put the wig on my head and fastened it to my own hair. I tried to move it and succeeded only in pulling my hair. This wig was going to stay in place. 
 
    “Okay, first, I got you a corset.” 
 
    “A real one?” 
 
    “Are there fakes?” she quipped. “Of course real. We’re going to girl-icise your figure, pop in some breast forms, and then you are going to be a true killah!” 
 
    “You got breast forms?” I gulped. 
 
    She looked up at me, then leaned forward and very slowly, very gently, with her eyes open, touched her lips to mine. she backed off, and her eyes were gleaming. She licked her lips. “Oh, God. I want some of that.” 
 
    “So let’s do it!” 
 
    “Not until you’re ready, and we’ve enjoyed ourselves for a while.” 
 
    We both gulped a little then, and she got out the corset. 
 
    She wrapped it around me and began fastening hooks and pulling on ties. Slowly, I began to lose the ability to breath.  
 
    “Take shallow breathes. We’ve still got a ways to go.” 
 
    “Okay!” I was mocking being breathless, but she moved back and stared at me.  
 
    “Do that again.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Speak in that tone of voice.” 
 
    I mocked breathless again, and she clapped her hands joyfully. “That’s perfectly feminine. Talk like that all the time.” 
 
    “Really?” I mock spoke. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you are perfect!” 
 
    Then she made me more perfect, pulling on the corset strings until I couldn’t take a deep enough breath to speak like a male at all. 
 
    “Okay. Let’s attach your stockings. How’s Mr. Happy doing?” 
 
    “He’s pointing down. But if I sit he’s going to pop up.” 
 
    She giggled. “Be careful when you sit.” 
 
    She clipped my stockings to the straps dangling from the corset, then she pushed two large breast forms into the cups on top of the corset. 
 
    “Wow,” she said. 
 
    “Too big?” I asked, looking down at the mountains on my chest. 
 
    “Nope. Perfect. Dress time.” 
 
    She held up a blue wrap around dress. It showed lots of leg, shiny, sleek leg, but not a lot of cleavage. But it did stand out in the chest. I mean, I was big! 
 
    “Are you sure these aren’t too big?” 
 
    “Nope. I mean, yep. They‘re not too big. Put your foot into this. I put one hand on her shoulder for balance and lifted my foot. She slipped one of Lana’s high heels onto my foot, then the other one. 
 
    I stood, tottering, trying to figure out the balance of standing on heels. 
 
    “Okay, lover, check yourself out.” 
 
    I went to the little mirror, but couldn’t see much more than my rather stunning face. I mean, my face was not even remotely masculine. The make up, the way she had shadowed the lines of my face…I was a woman. 
 
    “Can’t see my body.” 
 
    “You want to try walking upstairs?” 
 
    “Not a chance.” Just the few steps I had taken had almost felled me. 
 
    “Try the mirror in the bathroom.” 
 
    I stood a bit outside the bathroom. I could see all the way down to my thighs, and…I was a woman. I had a woman’s shape, especially in the boobs. My waist was small and dainty, my butt looked rounder than it was. Apparently the corset was pushing down on my fanny and causing my hips to flare. 
 
    “Whoa,” I said. 
 
    Janey stood next to me. “Nice, eh?” 
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Now,” she turned me to her. “I need you to admit something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Wearing these clothes, the make up and the nails and the hair and all…it turns you on.” 
 
    “Well, no…I…” 
 
    She touched my cock, just a bulge in my dress, and I groaned. 
 
    “Honesty, babe. You’ve been erect since we started this, and you and I both know that people who lie are miserable, little sots.” 
 
    “I’ve drunk enough to be a sot.” 
 
    “You know what I mean.” She put a hand on my big tit. I couldn’t feel it, but the idea…the idea was sexy. And her other hand snaked under my dress and pressed on the bulge in my corset. “Admit it. Be honest.” 
 
    I stood there, totally turned on. And not just be her roaming hands, but by the thought of what she was saying. Was I a transvestite? A cross dresser? It appeared that I was. But…that wasn’t her question. Did it turn me on? 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She arched her eyebrows and watched me. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She made a heavy sigh. “I knew it.” 
 
    And I was embarrassed. “But I’m…” 
 
    She covered my red mouth with her hand. “Don’t try to think or explain, or justify. Just enjoy.” 
 
    I nodded. Truth, while I couldn’t stop thinking, there was a part of me that didn’t want to think. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay, then, let’s go.” 
 
    “What?” I suddenly panicked. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean, girlfriend, you are all dressed up, and we have places to go.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere!” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, yes. You are.” Then she grew serious. “
I did a good job, and nobody can tell that you are a man. Just hold your purse in front of Mr. Happy, then we sit down at a booth and get waited on. 
 
    “I can’t do that.” 
 
    “You can’t NOT do that,” she insisted. “Listen, we got you all dolled up. You’re a woman in looks. Now it’s time to be a woman in action. It’s time to go out and experience the looks, listen to lame pick up lines, and let people buy you drinks.” 
 
    “Honey, I don’t think…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    She listened, ignored me, and somehow I found myself being pushed out of the house. 
 
    “Careful with those steps.” She held one of my arms and I used the other hand to hold onto the rail. I descended to ground level. 
 
    “Excellent. Can you make it to the car?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    I walked, rather, staggered, across the driveway. I made it, but I was glad to put a hand on the car to steady myself. 
 
    “This is crazy,” I said. 
 
    “Yep.” Then she altered the old Cindy Lauper song. “Girls just want to go crazy!” 
 
    She walked, quite easily, to the driver’s side of the car and took the keys out of her purse. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    “You aren’t going to drive. Not in those heels.” 
 
    Well, that a blow to my manhood, but not a big one. So I sat in the passenger seat and was glad to get off my heels. 
 
    Janey put the car in gear and we whizzed off down the drive. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Now, listen,” Janey said, as we cruised the main street of the little town, Hold on to me when you walk, try to put your feet on a line, and everything will be fine.” 
 
    It was Saturday night, and the main drag was pretty busy for a small town. We watched in amusement as high school kids pressed the accelerators and made their engines roar, then jerked a foot or two only to do it again. 
 
    On the sides of the street were the staid moms and pops. I wondered what they would think if they knew I was a man in drag. Probably shit in their old fashioned drawers. I mean, this was small town America. 
 
    We went along with the bumping of cars down the street. Janey turned up the radio and we snapped our fingers and looked at each other and giggled. 
 
    Yes. I giggled. A grown man. 
 
    But my high pitched, squeezed out voice couldn’t do much more. 
 
    We came to a tavern. A big old A frame, really, but we could see inside the windows. People were drinking and dancing, and there were still a couple of spaces in the parking area, so Janey pulled in. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I blurted. 
 
    “She got out and came around to me, helped me out of the car. 
 
    “Yes, turn the knees first, then stand. Don’t go flashing any of those good, old boys.” 
 
    She laughed, I almost cried, but I was committed now. 
 
    She walked slowly, and I held on to her, and we made it. And I even noticed a couple of cowboy types staring at us with grins. 
 
    “Oh, no,” I whispered. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Cowboys!” 
 
    “Goodie,” and she giggled and we entered the tavern. 
 
    It was the local hot spot. There were booths against the walls, then a layer of tables and a big square area for dancing. A three piece band stomped their feet on a small stage and banged their guitars and basses and a piano. They wailed away, and they weren’t half bad. I mean, they weren’t the Eagles, but they could make the Eagles happy. At the moment they were cranking out ‘New Kid in Town.’ 
 
    While I felt weird and awkward and more scared than a rabbit at a convention of coyotes, Janey was bopping her head and swaying. 
 
    “Table or booth?” asked a waitress, chewing gum madly. 
 
    Janey looked at me, and I knew she didn’t want to just sit at a table. She wanted to dance, but she also knew she had to get me settled. 
A booth,” she told the girl. 
 
    We followed the girl through the crowd and wound up in a corner booth. A little big for us, but that was okay. 
 
    We slid in and Janey said, “Two shooters, tequila, and two beers.” 
 
    The waitress swiped the table with a rag and headed for the bar. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, and before I was done with the word a couple of fellows were leaning on the table. “Hey, girls, you want company?” 
 
    I wanted to scream no. Janey watched me and knew I was panicking, but before she could say anything, before the guys could even shove into the booth, a big body moved up behind the guys and moved them aside. “Hey, fellas, thanks for keeping an eye on my girls.” 
 
    It was Sam, and he slid his bulk into the booth. 
 
    I had no choice, I moved, and was moved, and then he was sitting with his arm around my shoulders. The two guys looked at each other, shrugged, and headed for greener pastures. 
 
    “Sam?” blurted Janey. 
 
    Sam grinned, showed his strong teeth. “I seen you gals heading out and thought I’d tag along. You don’t mind, do ya?” 
 
    Well, of course I did, but what was the alternative? More cowboys with their groping, wandering hands? 
 
    “Well, uh,” Janey was blinking and trying to figure out what to say. 
 
    “Sam came over earlier. He, uh, saw me.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “Yep. I seen the purtiest, little gal. And now I got two of ‘em.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    At that moment the waitress showed up, put the two shooters down in front of us, followed by two big mugs of cold beer. 
 
    “Can you get us a couple more shooters? And a pitcher?” 
 
    The girl nodded, and Sam watched us. “Well, bottoms up, ladies.” 
 
    Janey and I looked at each other, a shrug was in our eyes, and we picked up the shooters. A quick tilt and we were done. The hard liquor burning down our throats and making our stomaches happy. We placed the glasses on the table, and saw that Sam had a beer in each hand. 
 
    He tilted one, chugged it slowly. His Adam’s apple worked, and quicker than a baby drools, he was chugging the other one. He placed both mugs on the table and said, “Whoo!” And he turned to us. “You gals can drink as much as you want. I’ll be the designated driver.” 
 
    The waitress appeared with more beer, more shooters. Sam pushed the shooters in front of us and we stared at the narrow glasses. I had almost been sober, but I wasn’t going to be for long. 
 
    Sam leaned forward. “I said, I’m designated. Now drink up.” 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Or I’ll rip that wig off’n your husband, and that dress, and let the world see what’s what.” 
 
    He sat back, satisfied, and waited. 
 
    We had no choice. We tilted the shooters, and experienced another burn, not so hard, and more alcohol slipping into our systems. 
 
    We sat, and Sam was actually a conversationalist. He talked about things he’d done and seen, people he had known, jobs he had done, and, after a few more shooters we were relaxed and keeping up with him. 
 
    Janie excused herself for the bathroom. She got picked up for a twirl or two, but made it to the little girls room. Sam shoved me. “Move over, girly.” 
 
    Sam was big and strong, and I didn’t have much choice. And when Janey got back Sam motioned her to slide in on the other side of him, And there he sat, each arm around the shoulder of a girl, and the whole room was staring at him enviously. 
 
    “You like being a girl? Johnny?” 
 
    “I—“ 
 
    “He’s never tried it before,” Janey interjected. 
 
    “Well, you tried it now, so what do you think?” 
 
    “Uh, I guess it’s okay. We didn’t—“ 
 
    “You know, it’s funny, Your tit feels good,” I realized he was fondling my boob. I couldn’t feel it because it was fake. “But it can’t compare with Janey’s nipple.” 
 
    I looked across him and saw that he was moving his big, thick finger over her nipple. Her nipple was erect, plain to see in her dress, and she had a confused look on her face. 
 
    “Sam laughed. “Take it easy girl. Enjoy it. I ain’t gonna do anything you don’t like.” 
 
    Janey looked at me, and I couldn’t stop blinking. And Sam went right on diddling her nipple. 
 
    “Oh,” Janey gave a shiver and Sam guffawed. He turned to me. “That’s girls for ya. They want to pretend they don’t like it, but they’re just as horny as any guy. Say, have another couple of drinks.” 
 
    On the stage the combo was into ‘Heartache Tonight.’ 
 
    We drank some more, and now Janey and I were getting red-eyed. 
 
    Sam suddenly said, “Come on, let’s dance. 
 
    We stood up, and I almost fell down, but Sam put his arm around me. Jane swayed, and he caught her, too. I realized we were really smashed. 
 
    We went out onto the dance floor, Sam with his arm around each of us, supporting us, and we began to sway. I was sweating with alcohol, Janey was almost out, and Sam slowly danced us to the entrance. 
 
    “Come on, gals, time to make our getaway.” 
 
    He supported us as we went out the door. He took us to his big truck and opened the door. He lifted Janey in, then I got in. I sat next to Janey, held her up, and Sam went around and got in the driver’s side. He drove out of the parking lot, got onto the main road, and sauntered along. He had one arm around Janey’s shoulder, and his hand was dangling down, cupping her breast. 
 
    “Hey!” I said, drunkenly.  
 
    “She’s sure got a good set,” he said, hefting one of Janey’s boobs. “You’re a lucky guy.” 
 
    I didn’t know what to do. I was drunk, he was twice as strong as me, and Janey couldn’t feel a thing. 
 
    “I wish you wouldn’t do that,” I said. 
 
    “A, hell, girly girl. It’s time to lay out the facts of life.” 
 
    “What facts?” 
 
    “One of you girls is going to fuck me tonight.” 
 
    “What?” My voice rose up, and it did nothing but sound more feminine. 
 
    “I said, I’m going to dip my dipstick tonight, now the only question is…which one of you lovelies is it going to be.” 
 
    “You’re crazy!” 
 
    “Yup. And that’s my good side. So who’s it going to be?” 
 
    “Neither of us.” 
 
    He just laughed. Shortly we came to the turn off and he headed up the long road to the cabins. 
 
    He pulled up to our cabin, taking the spot our Jeep usually took, and got out. He rounded the car and opened the door for me. 
 
    I stared at him, I was frightened, but I was also…I don’t want to say this…hot. 
 
    Under my dress, scrunched down by my corset, my dick was struggling. It wanted to stand up. 
 
    But this thing, this situation, it was wrong. 
 
    Sam helped me down, then reached in and picked up Janey. She snuggled into his arms, put her hands around his neck. He kissed her forehead and walked up to our cabin. 
 
    “Come along, Johnny girl. You ain’t given me your answer yet.” 
 
    I followed him up the stairs. He pushed the door open, entered, and put Janey gently down on the sofa. He turned to me. 
 
    “Okay, Little Miss Sunshine. Which one is it going to be?” 
 
    “Neither of us.” 
 
    He reached forward and grabbed my biceps. His hands were big, work toughened hands. He squeezed, and I staggered. “Ow! 
 
    He was about as strong a man as I had ever seen. His grip was like each finger was a vice grip, and the pain shot through me. 
 
    “I don’t like to get rough, youngster, but I rescued you girls from them cowboys, and I shown you a good time, and it’s time you showed me a good time.” 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    “Okay.” He pushed me towards a chair. “You sit there and I’ll have my jollies with Janey. She won’t feel a thing, but me…I’m going to be feeling mighty good.” 
 
    He began to unbuckle his belt.  
 
    “What’s she like, Johnny girl? Is she a tight, old snatch? Is she going to squeeze my pecker ’til it spits?” 
 
    “Hey!” I moved towards him with a balled fist. 
 
    He laughed, put a big hand up and pushed my face. I went back and sat down in the chair behind me. Then he dropped his pants. 
 
    He wasn’t wearing underwear, and his dick was just as big and gnarly as his work toughened hands. He turned to Janey and started to lift her dress. 
 
    “Hey!” I was up again. 
 
    He looked over his shoulder at me. 
 
    It was my wife laying there. She wasn’t totally out of it, but she was dazed, didn’t know what was happening.  
 
    I couldn’t let him take my wife. 
 
    “I’ll do it.” 
 
    Sam smiled a big slice of teeth. “That’s my girl. I like a little fight, but…not fighting is better. You want to grease up, first?” 
 
    “I stood there, and realized what I had gotten myself into. His pecker was long. It hung half to his knees. And it was veined. And the blood was starting to pulse. Before my eyes it began to stand up. 
 
    “Big, ain’t it. But, don’t worry. I know how to be gentle. You want to grease up?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Well, get to greasing. Times a’wasting.” 
 
    I hurried into the bathroom. The sooner I…I did what I had to do, the sooner Janey would be out of danger. 
 
    I grabbed a big jar of lube and brought it out to the living room. I scooped a couple of fingers worth, bent over and reached under my dress, lifted the lip of the corset and shoved a big glob into my asshole. 
 
    “Here, better give me some of that.” 
 
    He took the lube and slathered his cock with it. I watched as his cock rose to its full size. It was a monster. Throbbing. Pulsing. As I watched a big drop of pre-cum formed on the head and dripped. 
 
    “Okay, why don’t you lay over the end of the couch.” 
 
    I walked, rather waddled, around the couch. 
 
    Janey was awake now, still out of it, but staring at us. Trying to figure things out. 
 
    I laid over the end of the couch and Sam came up behind me. “Hey, Janey girl. You awake?” 
 
    “Uh…” she mumbled. She was watching me, watching the way Sam came up behind me, then she realized what was happening. Through her drunkenness her mouth opened in surprise. “Oh, Johnny, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Hell, don’t be sorry. Johnny’s gonna be getting what he’s been wondering about.” 
 
    I felt his big hands spreading my cheeks. Spreading my legs, then his fingers were working my rectum. 
 
    For a big guy he was surprisingly gentle. He poked and prodded, and gently inserted, and before I knew it he was rimming me with a couple of fingers. The lube was sufficient, and the feel of his rough fingers against my orifice…it felt good. 
 
    Janey leaned to me, curled a hand around my cheek. Tears began to seep out. “Johnny.” 
 
    Sam pushed, and his big cock came into me. I felt like I was taking a shit, but the turd was too big. My mouth opened, my eyes widened. 
 
    Janey couldn’t stand it. She leaned forward and kissed me. She held my face and swallowed my mouth with hers. And somewhere in there, the fear of pain, the concern for me, it transformed into horniness. 
 
    Sam gave me a moment, then he began to saw in and out. His big tool pulled, and I felt like I was being turned inside out. Then he pushed, and I felt like I was being turned outside in. 
 
    Janey kept kissing me. 
 
    The pain in my butt went away. I began to push back, and Sam muttered, “That’s a girl. You know you want it.” 
 
    Janey kept kissing me, crying, and yet her tongue started working, and she was suddenly kissing me like it was her fucking me. 
 
    For a long minute we were all doing what we do. He was fucking, I was getting fucked, Janey was crying and raping my mouth. 
 
    Then I felt Sam start to squirt. It felt like his big penis just swelled up and spit out big globes of white semen. I could feel the slithery fluid seeping down the sides of his pummeling cock, then it was dripping out of my ass. 
 
    Then he stopped. He rested. He put his hands on my ass and just stared as Janey kissed me. 
 
    “Damn, she got all hot over this.” 
 
    Janey stopped kissing me and looked at him. “You bastard.” 
 
    “Yep. But, tell the truth…you want it.” 
 
    I was bent over, helpless, his weight still on me. I couldn’t move. I couldn’t breath and I felt so weak. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Come on, girl. You been dyin’ to diddle all night. You was turned on by Johnny girl, but now you want a real man. Push come to shove, you need a real cock. Not a girly, little peeny. Come on, admit it.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    Sam leaned over my back and took her hair in one fist. He lifted her, and I could feel his cock in my ass. It was getting hard again. 
 
    He lifted her and kissed her. And where my kisses were soft and gentle, his was a rough slap in the mouth. 
 
    And, yet…she liked it. She moaned, and I tried to look up. 
 
    Then, his cock now rock hard and firmly lodged, he pulled her dress off. 
 
    Janey gave a small shriek, but it wasn’t protest, it was surprise at his strength. 
 
    “Okay, Johnny girl. Ya done good, but it’s time to let the first team take over.” 
 
    He pulled his cock out of me, and it felt like my whole insides were being pulled out. Then I felt his cock slapping against my ass, and the space in my rectum felt so very, very empty. 
 
    He picked her up, lifted her, and lowered her on his dick. 
 
    I was half turned, but I couldn’t get turned all the way over Still, I could see what was happening. She settled down, engulfed his big monster with her little pussy, and she gave a groan that raised the hairs on my back. The non-existent hairs, I should say. 
 
    Then he was standing there, pants around his ankles, lifting her up and down, sliding his big cock into and out of her. 
 
    Jane held on, her arms around his neck, her face buried into his body. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she groaned. 
 
    I tried to get up. Sam stopped and pushed on my back, and when I kept trying to rise he simply turned and sat on me. 
 
    And he fucked my wife. He used just his arms to jounce her up and down on his big penis. And I could feel every bounce of her weight onto his lap. I was helpless, I couldn’t move, all I could do was sit there and feel his weight as he fucked her and fucked her and fucked her. 
 
    And fucked her.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Janey and I didn’t talk about that night. Yet, it wasn’t awkward. 
 
    I mean, it was obvious that she liked what had happened, that she wanted to be fucked, and not necessarily by me. 
 
    And me, I guess I wanted to be fucked, too. 
 
    So we didn’t talk about it. 
 
    But we did fuck. 
 
    We made love a couple of days later, and we made love more and more as our vacation continued. Slowly, we got used to the idea of how changed we were. By the end of the vacation we were fucking like rabbits, and laughing and excited. 
 
    I wore girl clothes the whole time. 
 
    I told her I liked girl clothes, and I would wear them anytime she wanted. 
 
    She said she liked that. 
 
    We saw Sam every once in a while. He’d be working in his garden, or sitting on his porch, and he would wave. At first we ignored him, then we started to wave back. 
 
    The morning we left Janey went over to his house. She spent a long time over there, but they just talked. She told him we would be back next year. 
 
    He said he’d look forward to it. 
 
    Then, we were all packed, and I told Janey to sit in the car for a moment, and I walked over to his cabin. 
 
    “Well, howdy,” he grinned at me. “You want to come in?” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    “Well, what can I do for you.” 
 
    So I told him. And he unzipped his pants and I went down on my knees. I was still wearing girl, and Janey had put my make up on, and I took him in my mouth. 
 
    “Well, well.” He marveled, then he came. 
 
    I stood up, gulped, shook his hand, and then went back to Janey. 
 
    Janey had sat in the front seat and had a clear view of us. 
 
    I came back, didn’t say a word, and put the car in gear. We drove down the long drive and I glanced at her. She had a pleased smile on her face. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: fem games cov use.jpg] 
 
    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. 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Satan’s Panties 
 
    A tale of first time feminization 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “I only met her a couple of times,” Tom said, putting the key into the lock. 
 
    I was standing about ten feet back, looking up at the old house.  
 
    It was a mansion, 150 years old, yet, except for a few cosmetic problems, it seemed to be in fine condition. Sure, there was a board loose on the porch, and the paint had peeled, but the chimneys stood strong, and the roof looked like all the shingles were still in place. 
 
    “So why did she leave it to you?” I ascended the stairs to where he was still fiddling with the lock. 
 
    “I guess I’m just the closest blood.” He shrugged, and the lock suddenly clicked. 
 
    “There we go,” he grinned and turned to me. “Want me to carry you across the threshold, Mrs. Cooper?” 
 
    I laughed. “That would be romantic, but, no need.” 
 
    He held the door open and I sauntered in, and just for a brief instance I felt something. A dampness, a dismal breath of…air. Like something that was locked up on Halloween had just been let out. 
 
    But I don’t believe in spirits and all that guff, so I just shrugged it off. 
 
    “Ally? Did you feel that?” asked Tom. 
 
    “Nah,” I responded. I don’t like encouraging superstition in others.  
 
    We stood in a foyer. In the dull light we could see…not much. Just a bunch of shapes with sheets on them. Couches, tables, chairs…everything was covered. 
 
    “Mwah ha ha ha!” I goosed Tom and he actually jumped. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    I giggled, then continued into the room. “This place have power?” 
 
    “The lawyer said it did, but the box is supposed to be in the basement.” 
 
    “Where else. And there are ax murderers down there, waiting to chop you up and make you into stew and gloves.” 
 
    “God! What put you into this mood?” 
 
    I laughed, “Come on, babe, it’s just spooky.” I could tell I was irritating him. I changed the subject. “So what did your granny do to get this house?” 
 
    “That’s a tough one. She was apparently married to some big shot down in Jamaica, and the rumors…” He trailed off. I could see him pull a sheet off a small, round table. I heard a whisper of slithery sound, then the thing stood revealed. Shiny. Polished. Just like the day it was covered up. 
 
    “We need some lights.” I felt the texture of the wood. It was curiously alive, good wood, almost warm to the touch. 
 
    “I know. Let me see if I can find the lights.” 
 
    He moved off through the gloom. 
 
    “Use your phone light,” I called after him. 
 
    “Gotcha.” His cell phone light winked into being just a second after my own. 
 
    I stood there, shining the insufficient light around. The sheets were dusty. Heavy coverings were over the windows. I wanted to sit down, but didn’t want to get my clothes dusty. 
 
    Huh, I thought. Furniture for ghosts. 
 
    I selected what looked like an overstuffed Queen Anne chair and gently tugged on the sheet. The clothe, a little greyish, came off easily. 
 
    It was beautiful. No dust, the material was rich, looked to be a little purplish in the lack of light. I turned and slowly sank onto the cushion. And sank. It was plush. And much more comfortable than the normal Queen Anne. 
 
    I felt the arm rests, sank back and— 
 
    “EEEEEEEEEE!” 
 
    The screamed warbled through the house, higher than a siren, but as piercing. 
 
    I leaped out of the chair. “Tom? Tommy?” My voice was strident. My blood was curdling and my hairs were standing on end. The skin at the back of my neck felt like it was electrified. “Tom?” 
 
    No sound. I turned my phone to one side and…the light died away! 
 
    WTF! 
 
    I moved in the direction Tom had taken. Somebody was here, I could feel a presence, as if stalking me. My mouth was open and I wanted to say something…but…I was frightened. 
 
    “Tom?” I managed…then the lights went on. 
 
    I was standing in the middle of a big front room. Stairways curled around the sides of the room and there was landing high across the back wall. There were three couches covered in sheets, a half a dozen chairs, several small tables. Above me the chandelier was festooned in cobwebs. 
 
    “Tom?” I had light, but I was still frightened. That scream… 
 
    “Got it, babe. I had to screw the stupid things in. Must be ancient but—“ 
 
    I ran into his arms, choking back sobs. 
 
    “Hey…hey! What’s the matter?” 
 
    “The scream! That scream was terrible, like somebody was being torn apart.” 
 
    “What scream?” 
 
    I looked up at him He was truly puzzled. 
 
    “You didn’t hear it?” 
 
    “I didn’t hear anything.” 
 
    “Not even me yelling for you?” 
 
    He closed his arms around me, brought me back into the fold of his humanity. “Honey, nothing. Are you sure you heard something?” 
 
    “Feel the bumps on my arms.” 
 
    He ran a hand over my upper arms. “Wow.” He could feel the big bumps on my flesh. “But I heard nothing. I swear.” He was sincere. He liked a good joke as well as the next person, but he didn’t look like he was playing jokes on me. 
 
    “You want to go outside for a second?” 
 
    I did, and we exited the house. I stood on the overgrown lawn and stared at the mansion. 
 
    In the daylight it wasn’t spooky. Well, maybe a little, but nothing that paint and a good trim wouldn’t fix. I wondered at the old woman who had lived here. 40 rooms, and she lived her life alone. Queen Silvia D’Moore. Once very rich, and still well to do, but money doesn’t do one much good in the afterlife. If there was such a thing. Like I said, I’m not a believer in the paranormal. 
 
    But that scream…I shivered. 
 
    “Well, we could probably come back tomorrow.” 
 
    “I’m okay,” but I wasn’t. Fortunately Tom could see that I wasn’t. He smiled and said, “I’ll turn off the living room lights and be right back. You wait by the car.” 
 
    He ascended the steps, entered the house, and I waited. 
 
    And waited and waited…and he didn’t come back. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whispered to no one and every one. 
 
    Minute after minute passed. I moved towards the house, and it was almost like I could feel somebody watching me. As if the house windows were eyes, and the big front doors a breathing mouth. 
 
    I walked up the front steps, and they creaked ominously. 
 
    But they hadn’t creaked before. 
 
    What the hell was going on? 
 
    I reached for the doorknob and—the door opened and Tom stepped out. He took one look at me. “Are you all right?” 
 
    I wasn’t. I was faint. I didn’t like this house. I wanted to be a thousand miles away, in our little apartment. 
 
    But Tom had inherited this, and a little bit of money, and we had decided to make the change. 
 
    “What took you so long?” My voice was a bit high pitched. 
 
    A curious expression on his face. “What? I just walked in, clicked the switch, and walked out? What do you mean?” 
 
    “You were in there for 15 minutes.” 
 
    He started to grin, then stopped. “Hey, the mind plays tricks.” At the expression on my face he quickly blurted, “I’m not saying it’s your mind. Might be mine. Come on, let’s go get dinner and talk things over.” 
 
    He put an arm around me and we walked back to the car. In a minute we were zooming through the North Carolina countryside, and slowly the bad feelings left me. Soon, a little good music on the radio, I was even chuckling at myself. 
 
    After all, I didn’t believe in all that ghost story bushwah. 
 
      
 
    We woke up early the next day and got a big breakfast and an early start. We zoomed along the country roads, dragging a trailer behind us this time, and arrived at the mansion by nine o’clock. 
 
    “I wish she’d lived a little closer to town.” 
 
    “Slave trade,” Tom observed, checking both ways at a street just before a railroad crossing. 
 
    “She was involved in the slave trade?” 
 
    “Supposedly, but the family rumor is a bit hazy. Some say the mansion was part of the Underground Railroad. But my pop told me that she was a slaver.” 
 
    “Actually bought and sold slaves?” 
 
    “That’s the word. I don’t really know, though. After all, we’re talking about the house, and she lived there a long time, and she was from Jamaica. So, did she really have anything to do with such things…who knows.” He shrugged and we pulled into the long drive. 
 
    Tom drove slowly over the ruts and under the mossy trees, and I thought about Queen D’Moore. Jamaican witch. Slaver. Lived alone in the wilderness…away from prying eyes, John Law, and any restraint. In a way I felt an admiration. I mean, I know it’s weird, but she sounded a little bit like a feminist. Not the slavery stuff, but…what if it was the Underground Railroad? 
 
    Thinking such rich thoughts, Tom pulled up to the house. 
 
    “I’ll turn on the lights and open the windows. Then we can unload.” 
 
    The house didn’t feel spooky in the morning light now, but I walked around it, caught glimpses of open windows, and Tom opening the windows.  
 
    It truly was beautiful. The countryside was thick with foliage. There were fences festooned with vines, an old well with what looked like a real bucket and a crank. The barn was a bit slanted, we might have to tear that down, but…it was a beautiful place…when it wasn’t spooky. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “God’s country,” I said appreciatively as Tom came up behind me. 
 
    He took my hand and we walked back to the front of the house, and I stopped. The trailer was half unloaded. 
 
    “You didn’t wait for me?” 
 
    “Well, you were gone for so long.” 
 
    I blinked. Fifteen minutes. Maybe ten. 
 
    But the sun was shining, and the air was fresh with morning dew. I shrugged my thoughts away. “Sorry.” Then I grinned. “I’ll work harder, bossman. Please don’t whup me.” 
 
    Tom laughed. “I promise to ‘whup’ you. He pulled me to him and kissed me soundly. 
 
    “Mmm, where did you say the bedrooms are?” 
 
    He slapped my butt and said, “Sticks before carrots,” and we laughed and went to work. 
 
    Fortunately, we had two dollies, so we made short work of the stuff in the trailer. I ran boxes down the ramp and placed them in front of the stairs. I took his dolly and headed back for more and he trundled up the steps with my fully loaded dolly. Load after load, and within 20 minutes, working together, everything was in the house and I was moving the car around and unfastening the trailer. 
 
    I walked into the house and looked around. 
 
    Tom was already going through the boxes. “Why don’t you take the sheets off and let’s see what this place really looks like?” 
 
    I went through the front room and uncovered everything. In the morning light everything was cheerful. And the furniture was in really good shape. 
 
    “You know these are antiques?” 
 
    “I suspicioned,” he answered. He was standing in front of a book case, several books in his arms. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “These books are antiques. Look. These are captain’s logs.” 
 
    “Slavers?” I joked. 
 
    He took me seriously. “We’ll have to read them to find out.” I think I’ll just put these back in a box and not move anything until we’ve had an appraisal.” 
 
    I went back into the kitchen. It was tall ceilinged, and the counter was an actual drainboard. Hard wood with grooves that led to a huge and well worn sink. There were tall pantries, some of which actually had canned goods in them. Canned goods so old the labels had come unglued and lay, curled up like shavings, and fell into the air when I pulled a door open. 
 
    “Whoa,” I waved a hand to move the fluttering bits of ‘parchment’ away from me. 
 
    “EEE!” I yelped and jumped. Tom had come up behind me and grabbed my waist.  
 
    “Stop that!” I swatted at him. 
 
    He laughed. 
 
    “I mean it. This place…I know it’s cheerful now, but…there’s a spooky feel to things.” 
 
    “This from the girl who laughs at ghosts and voodoo and all that sort of stuff.” 
 
    “I’ve just never seen any of ‘that stuff.’ And, please, don’t scare me. At least for a while. Let me get used to this place.” 
 
    “Deal. Want to take a gander at the upstairs?” 
 
    I did, and we trotted up the big, wide steps on one side of the main room, and shortly we were walking down a long, wide corridor and looking into rooms. 
 
    More sheets, but now we took the time to pull the sheets off as we went. 
 
    “Man, she must have owned stock in a sheet mill.” I had several stacks of the things at places along the hallway. Tom chuckled. “Must have.” 
 
    The bedrooms were fully furnished. Big, king-sized poster beds with canopies, for the most part, though at the end of the hall we found a sitting room, complete with a trundle type sewing machine. I could just imagine the old lady pumping her feet and feeding material under the needle. 
 
    Then, the last room. It was locked. Tom grunted and tried to break the lock just by turning it, there was no key so why not, but had no success. 
 
    “I’ll get a pry bar,” he darted off down the hall. 
 
    I waited, a bit nervous, but today, with the light of day, there were no screams, and time didn’t even do that weird elongation thing. He was back in two minutes and pushing the pry bar into the space between the door and the jamb. 
 
    “I don’t want to wreck the wood, but if I can just get the mechanism…” he hunched over the thing, moved the bar up and down, and suddenly we heard a clacking sound. Like a spring breaking. He turned the knob and opened the door. 
 
    A room with black walls, and writing on the walls. A rocking chair in one corner. A dresser in one corner. The window was boarded up. And here’s the weird thing, there was no electricity. There was electricity everywhere else. Old stuff, material wires, but, still, electricity. But in this room, no light, no electricity, no wires or wall sockets. 
 
    We moved into the room slowly and looked around. 
 
    There were a couple of books next to the rocking chair. They were dusty, no sheet for them, and one was a Bible. I didn’t know what the other one was, but it was leather bound and looked old. 
 
    Tom picked at the window. “It isn’t just blocked. It’s been walled  up from the outside.” 
 
    I opened the dresser drawer and looked in. On one side was a box of candles. Old candles. Home made candles, from the look of it. On the other side was…a pair of panties? 
 
    “Look,” I said, and held them up. 
 
    Tom looked, and, I swear,  I felt something. Like when I walked into the house. But this was concentrated, solely in the room. A flash of…eagerness? Anticipation.” 
 
    Tom blinked, and I wondered if he felt anything. He walked across the room and took the panties out of my hand. They were old, lacy, pink. Yet the material was like new. I mean, it was fresh and stretchy. Like they could be worn right then. If one wanted to wear 100 year old panties. 
 
    “Wow,” his eyes gleamed. 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    He looked at me, held the panties out. “Put them on.” 
 
    “I’m not putting those old things on!” I was a bit surprised that he would even ask. 
 
    He pulled the panties back, looked at them, stretched them. “They feel like new.” 
 
    “New for your granny.” 
 
    And he said the most surprising thing. “I’ll put them on.” 
 
    I actually felt stunned, like a little shock had gone through me. “What?” 
 
    He stared at me, held the panties in his fist. “What?” 
 
    “You just said you were going to put them on.” 
 
    “I did?” He looked confused. 
 
    “Tom? Are you kidding me?” 
 
    “I don’t…” he shook his head. 
 
    I took the panties and placed them back in the drawer. “We’ll have them appraised,” I said drily. 
 
    He gave a half chuckle, “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    I pulled him out of the room then, and closed the door. When I closed the door there was a firm click.’ 
 
    I looked at him, he looked at me. 
 
    He reached forward and tried to turn the knob. His muscles bunched a little, but the knob wasn’t working. 
 
    “Crap,” he said. “And I left the pry bar in there.” 
 
    I laughed and grabbed his arm and walked him down the hall. “That’s okay. I don’t want you to turn into a transvestite.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I looked up at his face. He was a handsome man. Slender but whip strong. A narrow face, but dashing. Sort of like that old actor John Carradine, but his chin wasn’t so emphasized, his nose wasn’t so long. His hair was rich and thick and his nose was just the right length. Handsome. Full lips, good for kissing. I always picture his face in my mind like that. 
 
    “You don’t remember saying you wanted to put on those panties?” 
 
    “What panties?” 
 
    I shook my head. He had to be messing with me. 
 
      
 
    We worked the rest of that day. I put all the sheets in stacks in a large closet downstairs. I called an appliance store and arranged for a refrigerator, a modern one. I dusted, though there wasn’t really a lot of need for that. I swept and mopped the floors, and wished vacuums had been invented back then, and maybe a little Mop & Glo. 
 
    Still, the place shined up easy. The wood was rich, over a hundred years old, from a time when good timbers were hewn from first growth oaks. 
 
    The fabrics had withstood the tests of time admirably, and the few rips I encountered looked like they had happened a hundred years ago,  from wear and and not over time. 
 
    Tom went through the house with a large sheaf of papers and checked that everything was there. He had lists of books, furniture, even canned goods. He went from room to room, checking items, and it was late before we were done. 
 
    “What do you think?” I asked. 
 
    We were sitting at the hu-u-uge dining room table. It was long enough for twenty people, but we were huddled at one end. Him going over his list, and me picking at my spaghetti.  
 
    “Looks, interesting.” 
 
    “Everything here?” 
 
    “I think so. Only three items missing.” 
 
    “What three?” 
 
    “Well,” he flipped through the papers. “There’s a…here it is…a Bible…and a book. And…” he looked up at me with a grin, “you’re gonna like this…a pair of panties.” 
 
    I laughed. “Well, we know where those are.” 
 
    Puzzlement crossed his face. “Where?” 
 
    I stared at him. “The room at the end of the hallway? Hello?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you remember? The room at the end of the second floor hallway? You used a pry bar to break in?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” he smiled, but I could see…he didn’t know what I was talking about. 
 
    “Tom. Don’t you remember going into that room? It had a rocking chair, and it was boarded up, and it had some weird kind of dark writing on the black walls? The panties in the drawer?” 
 
    “Well, I…I’m sorry. I guess it must have slipped my mind.” 
 
    I shook my head, but didn’t pursue it. It was one more of the silly, little mysteries of this place. 
 
    Screams that were probably the wind in the eaves. Time that stretched, and was probably the result of daydreams, and now…there was so much happening it probably just slipped his mind. 
 
    Still, I felt an urge to go back to that room. To really look around. And what was the writing on those walls? 
 
    “Got any more spaghetti?” 
 
    “Got cans and cans of the stuff.” 
 
    “Excellent, you want to shell the stuff and bring me some more?” 
 
    I laughed at that. I had a mental image of sitting on the back steps, but instead of shucking peas I was shucking gooey sauce and noodles, stripping the cans off and tossing them aside and letting the spaghetti plop into a big pot. 
 
    So we finished our dinner, and the day’s work was pretty much done. 
 
     
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    We were laying in a big poster bed, the first big bedroom off the second floor corridor. 
 
    “What?” I glanced at Tom. 
 
    “These really are slaver’s logs.” 
 
    I leaned over and looked. It was written in French. Tom could read and speak French like a native. I could read it a little, but wasn’t too good at it. 
 
    The book he had open was leather bound, old, and had lists in it. 
 
    “Listen, they picked up over 500 slaves in Africa. Traded rum for them.” 
 
    “500? That’s a lot for those old ships.” 
 
    “And a lot to be bringing thousands of miles through the Atlantic.” 
 
    “The storms, hurricanes, even,” I gave a shudder. 
 
    “The captain’s name was King Moore. Aloysius King Moore. Rum to Africa, slaves to America, sugar to New England.” 
 
    “The Rum Triangle,” I said. 
 
    “Is that what they called it?” He smiled. 
 
    “Isn’t it funny? We find it humorous, and yet these poor people. Imagine, what if you were kidnapped, thrown into the hold of a ship, and sold for a couple of bottles of whiskey.” 
 
    “Huh. I get what you’re saying, a little backwards, but you’re right.” 
 
    Our eyes unfocused a little as we imagined the hardships of the times, the desperation of men, pirates, avast ye lubbers, and deep in the hold white eyes stared out of the darkness. Terrified eyes. Abandon all hope, ye who enter here. 
 
    Tom gave himself a shake. “Well, one thing that’s interesting. King Moore.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “King Moore, and my granny was named Queen D’Moore. Queen Moore.” 
 
    “What does the ‘D’ stand for in French. It is French, right?” 
 
    “From.” 
 
    “So her name would be Queen from Moore.” 
 
    Tom looked at me, his imagination firing. “Usually it means ‘from a place,’ but it could mean ‘from a person,’ or a lineage. So she was related to King Moore.” 
 
    “And does that mean you’re related to…King Moore?” 
 
    We were grinning now, excited by this bit of ancient possibility. 
 
    “Hey, we’re all sons and daughters of Adam, so…” he shrugged. 
 
    I pushed the covers back and climbed onto him. “Oh, feels like somebody is getting glad to see me, but, since we’re both from Adam we’re brothers and sister, so I can’t let that big cock of yours into me.” 
 
    “Incest is fine, if you keep it in the family,” and Tom muscled me over. I shrieked as he lay on me, using his weight to trap me. 
 
    “Whaddaya say, sis. You want a little brotherly love?” 
 
    “Get off me you oaf!” I gasped, out of breath from laughing as much as from struggling. 
 
    He pushed up and I felt his biceps. “Ooh, I feel something hard and strong.” 
 
    “And I feel something soft and squishy. Wanna fight?” 
 
    I took advantage of a moment to roll, and once again wound up on top of him. Almost off the big bed, but my legs around him, my pussy pressing against his dick. 
 
    I bent my head, held his ears, kept my eyes open, and pressed my lips to his. He tongued me and groaned. His dick was so close, but he couldn’t quite get it in me. 
 
    “Whaddaya say,” I asked. “You gonna give me…’Moore?’” 
 
    “Ahh,” his dick finally managed to surmount the flap of labia and go in. 
 
    “Oh,” I grunted. 
 
    Then he grabbed my hips and pulled me down. I sank on his delicious steak and began my meal. 
 
    He flipped me back, was on top, and managed not to let his dick fall out. 
 
    “Now then, my little chickadee.” He pinned me and fucked me, and it felt so-o-o fucking good. That iron rod sliding, his veins rippling against my inner ‘ribs,’ he bottomed out and held still. 
 
    “Fuck me, you bitch!”  
 
    I laughed, and he began the slow in and out. 
 
    “Fu…uuu…uuu…ck!” 
 
    “Yeah,” was all he said. The pleasure was excruciating, and we were no longer laughing. 
 
    Up and down, and the motion became more forceful. Soon he was slamming into me, I couldn’t breath, but I didn’t want to. I just wanted that big, giant cock to fuck me. 
 
    “You’re good,” he stammered. 
 
    “Shut up,” I whimpered. 
 
    He shut, and I felt that tiny niggle that presaged vast explosions. 
 
    He was sweating now, and dripping on me, but that’s sex for you. Down and dirty, fluids shared, so what if it rained. 
 
    “FUUU…!” His voice was a guttural storm, erupting from his gut, and something else erupted from him down below. 
 
    Fine with me. I felt my own eruption coming. 
 
    “Keep going!” I begged. 
 
    He was done, but he was still hard, and he didn’t slack off. He kept punishing me with his cock, and, finally, I felt that mighty wave coming up at me. Then I was surrounded by it, dazed, a sheet of whiteness exploding within. I arched my back and my pussy exploded into spasms. For a long minute I just twitched and arched and tried to draw his prick further in, then I was done. I sagged back and went limp. 
 
    “Holy crap,” he murmured, rolling off me. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo,” I muttered. “Now if you could do that again…with a little more heart.” 
 
    He laughed and rolled onto me. Squashed me again. “You want it again?” 
 
    “No…no!” 
 
    I wiggled, he waggled, then we were lying side by side, ensconced in each other’s arms, breathing each other’s breath. I nibbled on his lips for a while, but we were done. Shortly…we slept.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    On retrospect, I would like to say that the house was evil from the beginning, but it wasn’t. Evil, like any other thing in life, has to grow. It has to send out roots, put up shoots, and it takes time for blossoms to appear. 
 
    Still, in the scheme of things, we were under attack from the beginning. 
 
     
 
    “We need to redo the wires.” 
 
    The lights kept going out, and there was no reason. One second we would be reading, eating dinner, or whatever, and the next second we would be in darkness. 
 
    Tom was getting good at going down and pushing a fuse in, but he was also tired of it. 
 
    “You said the wires are clothe?” 
 
    “Yeah. Older wires they didn’t have rubber or plastic, so they just used a type of clothe. I don’t know much about it, just that wires wear out, and clothe wires are particularly dangerous.” 
 
    “So which wires need to be replaced first?” 
 
    “That’s the problem, I can’t find what is causing the plug to pop. I’ve tracked down every wire in the place, and they’re all good, but the lights go out every day or two.” 
 
    We were standing in the basement. It was raining outside and the lights had gone out once again. 
 
    “Well, I’m going to go read a book.” 
 
    “I’ll follow a wire or two, see if I can make any sense of this.” 
 
    I went upstairs and left him to his cloth covered wires. 
 
    I chose a room next to our bedroom. It had a small bed, for a change, and a chair with a built in ottoman. I picked up the latest book by Alyce Thorndyke, a mean and nasty thing about how to break a man. It was titled, ‘The Broken Man.’ 
 
    Not that I wanted to break a man, but, hey, sometimes it’s fun just to think about things, right? 
 
    I read for about a half hour. I was aware of a shape passing by the door. It was Tom. Probably still tracking down shorts and wires. 
 
    I was midway through the book, the hero was laying on a table, face down, and the mean, old dominatrix was using a certain part of his body for a candle holder. Made me grin. Made me wonder if Tom would like to be so used. 
 
    I looked up. A sound had distracted me. A sort of a quick squeak. 
 
    “Tom?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I closed the book and put it down. I went to the hallway and peered out. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    I turned, and was about to go back to the book, but I had a funny feeling. An image of Tom popped into my head. 
 
    I went into the hallway. No Tom. But I was pulled down the hallway. 
 
    WTF? 
 
    I tip toed down the hallway. An odd occurrence of shadows and, from the open doors with open windows, light. 
 
    The last door was open. It was the room with the black walls and the books and panties. I looked in. 
 
    Tom was standing in front of the dresser. The drawer was open. He was holding the panties up, looking at them. I couldn’t see the expression on his face, but his body was somehow slack. It looked like he was just standing there and thinking. 
 
    Thinking. With panties in his hands. 
 
    “Tom?”  
 
    He jumped a foot, whirled around, his face was white. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Ally? I…I…” he suddenly looked puzzled. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “What are you looking at those panties for?” 
 
    “I…” he looked at the panties, suddenly balled up in his fist. “I don’t know.” 
 
    I stepped all the way into the room. I felt funny, like somebody was watching me. It was a feeling that had been nibbling at me the last few days, but now I really felt it. 
 
    I took the panties out of his hand, and they felt warm, much warmer than from being gripped in a man’s hand. I tossed them in the dresser and closed it. I turned to him. 
 
    His eyes were somehow unfocused, like he was far away. Or maybe looking at something that was far away. 
 
    I followed the gaze of his eyes. He was staring at a wall. A black wall with funny writing. 
 
    I walked over to the wall and scrutinized it. 
 
    “Is this French writing?” 
 
    “Huh? Oh, yeah. I think so. It looks French.” 
 
    “What does it say?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    Yet, I had the feeling that he did know. 
 
    “Well, come on.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Yet, as I took his hand and pulled, it was almost like I could feel something pulling on his other hand, telling him to stay. 
 
    “Come on,” I tugged harder. 
 
    His face twisted, confusion, anger, then…blankness. He allowed himself to be pulled out of the room. 
 
    I shut the door. Click. 
 
    He had busted the lock twice to get in, and yet, when I turned the knob, it was locked. Twice broken and still worked. 
 
    I frowned and turned to him. “I thought you locked the pry bar inside the room. 
 
    “I did.” 
 
    “So why is it out here?” ‘I looked down on the floor and he followed my gaze. There lay the pry bar. 
 
    “I don’t know.” And his face looked like he really didn’t know. 
 
    I bent and picked up the pry bar. “Well, okay. Let’s go.” 
 
    We walked down the hallway, and he kept turning and looking back. Like he was leaving an old friend. 
 
    Tom went down the stairs, walking like he wasn’t sure he was going. I watched him from the balcony. He went out the front door. 
 
    I looked down at the pry bar in my hand. I frowned. 
 
    I returned to my reading room, stood for a moment, then made up my mind. I went back down the hall. 
 
    I tried the knob. No joy. I inserted the pry bar like Tom had done and used my weight, like he had done. For a while it resisted. I was sure I was doing it right. Of course, Tom weighed 30 more pounds than me. But, still— 
 
    CRANG! 
 
    The lock didn’t sound like a spring had busted, it sounded like the whole mechanism had just imploded. 
 
    Whatever, the door swung back. 
 
    I walked in and looked around. 
 
    Small room, rocking chair and dresser. The two books next to the rocking chair. Wasn’t too much to this place. 
 
    I looked at the wall. I touched the writing, and I felt something. A scream. I felt my hair rising. I had the sudden thought: This is blood! 
 
    Shivering in reaction, I let go of the wall and picked up the books, and I felt my shoulders shaking. I was actually quaking, and energy seemed to come up my arms. I almost dropped the books, but I forced myself to open one. 
 
    A Bible. Written in French. As I thumbed through the pages, trying to read with my poor French, I saw certain passages were blacked out. 
 
      
 
    2nd Chronicles 33:6 
 
    He sacrificed his children in the fire in the Valley of Ben Hinnom, practiced divination and witchcraft, sought omens, and consulted mediums and spiritists. He did much evil in the eyes of the LORD, arousing his anger. 
 
      
 
    I managed to read the passage though ink had been scratched across it. 
 
    And: 
 
      
 
    Deuteronomy 22:5 
 
    A woman shall not wear a man's garment, nor shall a man put on a woman's cloak, for whoever does these things is an abomination to the Lord your God. 
 
      
 
    And there were others. But it was like the passages that attacked perversion and immorality were being singled out, scratched out, and the result was a Bible that was void of moral instruction. 
 
    But what did that mean? 
 
    I wasn’t a big believer in the Bible, but I had gone to church when younger, and I held religion in respect, even if I sometimes disagreed with it. 
 
    But this…what did it mean? 
 
    I put the Bible down and picked up the other book. It was a diary. Ancient, written in old French, and I could barely understand the thing. Still, with the help of Google and a little luck, I could decipher it. 
 
    I took the book and walked out of the room. I turned, looked at the room, put it in my memory, then tossed the pry bar into it and closed the door. And in the back of my head I heard myself whisper, Fuck this place. 
 
    The door, of course, locked. 
 
      
 
    For several days we worked around the house. I helped Tom with the wiring, and we slowly replaced the clothe wires with real stuff. We did a little bit of work in the barn, but we knew we were going to have to either pull it upright and fasten it down, or take it down. 
 
    But neither of us wanted to take it down. 
 
    An old place like this, it was historical. We wanted to preserve that feeling of past living, of home and family. 
 
    And, we made love…we made love…frantically. 
 
    Before we came to the D’Moore house we made love lazily. With passion, but in out own time. 
 
    Now we fucked as if we were possessed. Like rabbits being told we only had one more orgasm, and then it was over. 
 
    It was good, but it was insufficient, and I knew we were losing closeness for our franticness. 
 
    But the real problem, in my mind, was the growing sensation of being watched. Every time Tom porked me I felt like somebody was watching, through a keyhole, heck, through a magnifying lense, and judging, and criticizing. 
 
    I was growing unhappy. 
 
    I didn’t want to be desperate. I wanted my soft and considerate man back. 
 
    But he was immune to long talks and gentle couplings. He would start all right, then…he would lose control. He would fuck me, like a pirate, like a crook determined to plunder, like a man possessed. 
 
    So I took to staying up late, going to bed after him, and while he entered deeper and deeper sleep I read the book. 
 
    Tried to read the book. 
 
    It was a history of family, a history filled with tales of heartache and violence. 
 
    King D’Moore came from the Black Moors. He was kidnapped as a child and sold in Europe. But, as some people are, he was obsessed with learning to read. 
 
    He read the Bible, and in his scrawled passages I detected his agreements and disagreements. 
 
    He felt that God existed, but that the word of God had been twisted, misrepresented. Specifically in the case of witchcraft. 
 
    In one passage he wrote ‘The pharisees protect themselves by attacking magic.’ I think he was referring to all authorities of the Bible, not just the ancient biblical scholars. 
 
    He then presented counter argument with Isaiah 47:12: 
 
    ‘Keep on, then, with your magic spells and with your many sorceries, which you have labored at since childhood. Perhaps you will succeed, perhaps you will cause terror.’ 
 
    I understood then that the author of this book, the original ‘King Moore’, was rewriting the Bible. 
 
    To suit himself? 
 
    To defend his beliefs? 
 
    His point was well made: the Word of God had been mangled by the Hand of Man. 
 
    But, was his translation unmangling? Or more mangling? 
 
    I read late into the night. Following the adventures of the Moore ‘clan,’ which is to say his sons and daughters, as they became thugs and pirates, swashbuckling their way through civilization. Living their translation of the Bible as zealots, justifying slavery and thievery and whatever other skullduggery they engaged in, through the scribblings left in this book that was half written by the original Moore, and added to by his descendants. 
 
    And I wondered…how could a man engaged in such a terrific lifestyle have the time for a wife and family? Where did these offspring come from? 
 
    And yet, as one chapter ended and another began. There was always a new hand, a descendant arising from somewhere, to take up the pen, and the sword and the mantle of greed and obsession and even violence. 
 
    Tom going to bed earlier and earlier, and myself staying up late, our lovemaking became less and less. And, in some way that I didn’t understand, we were growing apart. 
 
      
 
    Fall came, and the weather seemed bitter. The cold was colder, the first swirlings of snow dampened the area. 
 
    One night, after a dinner spent being ignored by Tom, nothing but a few grunts from him, I read long into the night. I felt warm and toasty as I sat in front of the big hearth in our bedroom. The fire crackled and added light to aid my eyes as I deciphered King Moore’s mad scrawl. 
 
    I read, and I figured out things, and I actually felt a touch of despair, reading of piracy over the ages, of men, and women, who lived their lives in support of slavery, who made their filthy wealth by trading on human misery. 
 
    All in the name of the Bible. 
 
    A misbegotten Bible. 
 
    But still…the Bible. 
 
    So thinking, yawning from a little green tea, I put my head back for a moment. I closed my eyes, and… 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Ally.” 
 
    My eyes snapped open. I had been having a dream, and not a very pleasant one, and now the shadow in front of me made me shrink back. 
 
    It was Tom. He was bending over me, looming over me, and he was naked. Except…he was wearing the panties. 
 
    “Tom?” I half yelped, moving to the side, scrambling to my feet. 
 
    He stood, a half smirky sort of look on his face, and followed me with his eyes. 
 
    But they weren’t his eyes. They were dark, glittering eyes. Cesspool eyes. And his smile…Tom had never smiled like that. 
 
    “Hi, Ally. I tried on the panties.” 
 
    He stood, naked but for the panties, and grinned. 
 
    A grin of nonchalant evil. A grin of ‘I’ll do anything to get what I want.’ 
 
    “I see,” I blurted, “but…why?” 
 
    “Oh, I just wanted to. I wanted to see what I would look like as a girl.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was moving sideways. I wanted to get out of the room. I felt a presence that I did not recognize as Tom. 
 
    He turned with me, watching me with those black eyes. “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I just want to get a cup of tea.” 
 
    “No…you’re scared. You want to leave me. Leave me. Your husband.” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    He leaped forward and caught my wrist. I could feel his strength, greater than it had ever been. I gave a quick jerk, realized I couldn’t get free, and forced myself to remain calm. 
 
    “Why are you scared of me?” 
 
    The answer popped out of me. “You’re not yourself.” 
 
    He tilted his head, he smiled, a grotesque grimace filled with…with loathing. 
 
    I knew then that this…this demon, or whatever he was, didn’t like Tom. 
 
    And I knew that I would have to save Tom. 
 
    “Then who am I?” 
 
    “King Moore.” 
 
    “Ha ha. Close. But not quite.” 
 
    “Then who are you?” 
 
    “I am the King of the Moors. When the Moors were beaten and dispersed, made into slaves, I retained the power of our race. It consecrated in me, the King, and I have used it over the ages to fight for my freedom. The freedom of my race. 
 
    Yet I knew this was a lie. He wasn’t fighting for freedom. He was fighting to enslave, that he would have more power. He was a people lost, a people with no belief in the almighty, and so they had lost, and become slaves, and all that was left was the bitter hatred for their own failure. 
 
    “Why Tom?” 
 
    “Tom? Oh, you mean…him. The weak one.” 
 
    Tom wasn’t weak, he just hadn’t understood, and no one did, and that was the secret of this evil demon’s possession over the centuries. 
 
    “I wanted you, but he was the blood.” 
 
    “You possessed his grandmother.” 
 
    He smiled, “Enough. Cease your questions before I slice your throat and drink your blood I have other needs that must be attended to first. 
 
    I said nothing, merely looked at him. 
 
    “Come. After dying, and now being reborn, I have appetites.” 
 
    He pulled me to him then. He held me tight, and he kissed me. 
 
    Oh, God! I felt his savage evilness. I felt the dark spoor in his soul. It wasn’t Tom, but it was Tom’s flesh. And what was in his flesh was vile and evil and overpowering. 
 
    I knew, then, that I stood at the brink of madness. And all that protected me from spiraling into that terrible, never ending darkness was the memory of the flesh that held me. 
 
    Tom loved me. 
 
    I had to keep myself together. 
 
    For him. 
 
    I had to live and stay sane. 
 
    His lips were the same, but cold, harsh, biting instead of loving. 
 
    I forced myself not to scream, and I kissed him back. I matched my soft lips to his hard, cruel slice of lip, and I pretended in my mind that he was Tom. 
 
    My lover. 
 
    My man. 
 
    Yet he seemed to sense my reticence, and my self delusion. He kissed me harder. He dropped a hand to my breast and he pawed at me. His hands were cruel, like spikes, and he hurt me, even as he called what he was doing love. 
 
    Like he had called the Bible his own, and rewritten it to support his twisted viewpoint of the world, and humanity and morality. 
 
    Held by him, kissing him and trying to stay sane, I searched through my mind for an answer, a weapon, a way to fight this terrible thing. 
 
    He bore me back on the bed, pressed his body on mine. His hands pulled cruelly on my tits. His mouth lowered to my breasts and he gave me cruel nips, designed to make me feel pain and panic. Yet I refused to give in and feel that hurt. 
 
    What had the Bible said? What was I supposed to do about demons? 
 
    I went over the passages that remembered. I felt sure that there would be where the answer lay. He would have blacked out the weapons that could have been used against him. 
 
    Yet, I came up with nothing. 
 
    He was on top of me then, and I wanted to shriek. It was rape through my husband, rape by a demon with another man’s body. What could I do? 
 
    He forced my knees apart with his knees, careful to keep his panties on one ankle, then moved into me. 
 
    He felt cold. His dick, so warm on my husband, was an ice box of hurt, and I felt my spine shivering. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he grunted, using me. Slamming his body down and down, penetrating me with no regard for my own happiness. 
 
    I was crying, but I tried to stay aware, and yet…I was so cruelly hurt. 
 
    Then he spurted inside me. What should have been a moment of joy became a never ending image of torment and torture. 
 
    It wasn’t that King Moore was an evil person…he was evil personified. And he filled me with his seed. A good seed, a white seed, made black by the perfidy of his soul. 
 
    Then he was done. 
 
    He pulled out of me, got out of bed, pulled his panties up and swaggered out of the room. One more conquest…one more notch on his evil dick. 
 
    I rolled over and pulled covers over me. 
 
    I didn’t entertain any thought of escape. 
 
    If I escaped, if I left, I abandoned Tom. And I knew that Tom was still there, a prisoner, his spirt enslaved as had been so many others over the centuries. 
 
      
 
    We sat and ate.  
 
    “Fix me dinner,” he had commanded, cold and ruthless, and I had done so. And thought about poison, but I couldn’t poison Tom’s flesh. 
 
    He ate, and I watched. He tore at his meat like a cannibal. He enjoyed ripping meat and pretending it was a human being. 
 
    “Why did you want me, but take Tom?” 
 
    He stared at me, his jaws grinding, his hands set to shove more nearly raw meat into his maw. 
 
    Oddly, he answered my questions. It was as if by answering he was bragging, gloating, and that was core to his personality. 
 
    “Tom’s interest in wearing panties. You wouldn’t have cared, you already wear panties. But Tom…ah…that was forbidden fruit for him.” 
 
    So Tom had a kinky side. But…so what? We all have a little kink in our souls. 
 
    “So you like being a man in a woman’s body.” 
 
    He snarled a little, ripped at his meat a little extra harder. “I despise it. It’s a weakness. Now, shut up.” 
 
    His gloating only went so far. But he had given me something, a clue, a hint at his weakness, if I could only understand it. 
 
      
 
    The days passed. I felt like he was chipping away at my soul when he fucked me. I don’t say made love, because love was anathematic to what went for a soul  in him. 
 
    He fucked me, hard and without regard, satisfying himself and only himself. 
 
    Not that I wanted to be satisfied by him. I just wanted him to die and go away, but not to take Tom’s flesh with him. 
 
    Several weeks later—I think he was getting tired of me, I think he planned to kill me, I was catching side glances wherein he seemed to inspect me, and not in a happy way—I figured out his weakness. 
 
    It happened when I was going through his Bible. 
 
    Oddly, and this I will never understand, unless, in some perverted manner, he figured he could somehow convert me to his way of thinking by letting me examine his Bible,  he let me read the thing. 
 
    And I read it because I needed to know how my enemy thought. I needed to find his weakness, and somewhere in that twisted perversion of holiness I knew I would find it. 
 
    I had leafed through the thing once, looking at just the blacked out passages, resurrecting them, or simply comparing them with other versions of the Bible, unmarked versions of the book. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    So I started again, reading each chapter, hoping that somewhere in the context I would find my clue. 
 
    Matthew. Mark. Nothing there. Passages blacked out, and I studied the passages surrounding the blacked out portions, hoping to find the context that would illuminate, but I found nothing. 
 
    Luke. I studied the words, verse after verse, and in examining 11:18 I came upon it. 
 
      
 
    ‘If Satan also be divided against himself, how shall his kingdom stand?’ 
 
      
 
    I studied the words, reading them through whatever ancient and black ‘marksalot’ had obliterated them. And I felt an excitement suddenly kindle within. 
 
    I didn’t understand, I was still deciphering the words, but I felt something ignite within. 
 
    I studied them again. I said them aloud. 
 
      
 
    ‘If Satan is divided how shall he stand?’ 
 
      
 
    King Moore had chosen a male body over a female body, even though the panties were female. 
 
    And, for the first time, I wondered where he had gotten the panties. 
 
    Had he found them during his piracy raids? Had he found a djinn? Where had these panties come from? 
 
    But I had no answer. But I did have a clue. 
 
    He was a man wearing woman’s panties, so he was conflicted. He was divided, so therein was the weakness. 
 
    Now, how could I exploit that. 
 
      
 
    He was going to kill me. I knew it. He had sated his appetites, and he had no more use for me. 
 
    I wondered how he would do it. Ax? Strangulation? Drag me out in the woods and bash my head with a shovel? 
 
    Make me dig my own grave. 
 
    How did I know he was going to kill me? 
 
    Because he told me. 
 
    We were eating dinner, he was slobbering and gnashing his teeth over a rib bone, and he said, “Well, my dear. This is your last night on earth. I’m going to fuck you tonight, and then bury you tomorrow. So I suggest you make the most of our fucking tonight.” 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    He grinned, enjoying the effect of his words, the shock to my heart and soul. 
 
    He was going to win. He was going to steal Tom’s body and get away with it. 
 
    “How many have you murdered? Before me?” 
 
    He grunted and looked upwards. He enjoyed the memory and I could almost see him mentally ticking about a thousand fingers. 
 
    In the end, however, he merely grunted. Pleased, but not willing to answer. 
 
    I finished my meal, I didn’t eat much, sort of lost my appetite. 
 
    He watched me, his glittering eyes absorbing my misery. Finally, he stood up. “Well, my dear, shall we go?” 
 
    He came around the table and grabbed my arm. He pulled me into the hallway, across the big room and up the stairs. 
 
    I tried to move slowly, but he was having none of that. He just laughed when I tried to hold back and jerked me so hard my back teeth wiggled in their sockets. 
 
    Up the stairs and into the big bedroom. 
 
    He threw me on the bed. 
 
    “Wait!” I held up a palm towards him. 
 
    He actually did stop, and he showed his teeth. “Wait? What? Why?” 
 
    He thought I was begging, and it was yet another enjoyment for his sick, twisted soul. 
 
    “If you’re going to kill me, I want something.” 
 
    He started laughing, big guffaws. Then he stopped and growled. “What?” 
 
    “Every night you bring me up here and screw me. You fuck me hard, rape me, and I want something else,” 
 
    He tilted his head slightly. This was not going in the direction he expected, and he was actually curious. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I want you to go all the way, the way of the panties.” I paused, took a breath, and fired my last bolt. “I want you to dress like a woman, make love to me like a woman, show me the gentleness I want so badly.” 
 
    He blinked. Be a woman. I knew that would appeal to him. He had already admitted as much in our conversations. He had put woman’s panties on a man’s body, there was something in him, like he had accused Tom of, that wanted that little kink. 
 
    And King Moore was, if anything, a kinky, perverted savage. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “And then,” I whispered, “when you kill me it will be more delicious. I will be in love, and want softness, and that’s when you break my neck, or stab me, or do whatever it is you want to kill me. 
 
    He wasn’t laughing now. Now he was considering. He rubbed his chin. Tom’s chin. And he grew thoughtful. 
 
    “Dress up like a woman.” 
 
    “A beautiful woman.” 
 
    “Have you always wanted a woman? Is that what drives you?” 
 
    I said nothing, but tried to look guilty. I was riding a thin line between absurd and reality. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    He didn’t drag me, he trusted my desire to make love with a woman to pull me along. We walked down the hall and into a bedroom. He went to a closet and found something I had passed by in my meanderings through the house. A make up kit. 
 
    He blew a light layer of dust off the top, turned and grinned at me. 
 
    “I will bring you to highs, the better to destroy you.” 
 
    I said nothing. There was a hope within me, boiling under my defeat. 
 
    He sat down at a desk and opened up the make up kit.  
 
    It was old, probably from the fifties. That would probably be the last time the old lady, Queen D’Moore, had worn make up. 
 
    Slowly, watching me in a mirror, he cleaned his face. He primed and laid a foundation. Some of the things he did I didn’t recognize. Make up had changed in 70 years. But there were things that were the same. 
 
    I realized, as he transformed himself, that he really had, once upon a time, been a woman. He understood make up, and he softened up his jaw, made his eyes smoky smooth. He bit the inside of his lip, which seemed to make his lips plumper, and then he put on the lipstick. 
 
    I was amazed. He was a woman.  
 
    Except for short hair and a male body that was wearing female panties. 
 
    But he was going to fix that. 
 
    “Come,” he commanded, and I followed him down the hallway to another room. In the closet of that room were dresses. Old dresses, but sexy dresses. 
 
    However, in spite of his appearance, he didn’t have any boobs. Boobs would have looked delicious in his wrap around, electric blue dress. 
 
    He slipped on a pair of high heels and showed absolutely no difficulty in walking in them. One more tell that he had once been of the female persuasion. 
 
    He smiled, a true half and half personage, and bid me follow him once again. 
 
    Down the hall, to…the room. 
 
    The room with black walls and blood writing. The room where he had stashed the panties, put them in wait for some poor trusting soul like Tom. 
 
    The door opened, just swung back with no need for knob turning or pulling or pushing or anything. 
 
    Magic. And I could feel myself holding my breath. 
 
    He stepped into the room and and pointed to the rocking chair. 
 
    “Sit there, and you will see things nobody has ever seen.” 
 
    I sat, and he went to the dresser and took out five candles. 
 
    He put them on five points in a circle, and I didn’t understand at first. 
 
    Then he went to one wall and stared at it. His lips moved, and I realized that he was reading. 
 
    For a long minute he read, then he put out his hands and made fists. When he opened his fists the five candles sprouted flames. No matches. No lighters, just an opening of the hands and they were lit. 
 
    The writing on the walls flickered and seemed to gleam in the light. 
 
    He turned and walked to the center of the circle, and that was when I realized, in the reflection of candles I could see lines, that it wasn’t a circle, but a pentagram. 
 
    A five pointed star. 
 
    A portal to Satan, should one believe tales of witchcraft. 
 
    I was not in a position to disbelieve. 
 
    He glanced at me, a smug glance as if to say, ‘You didn’t believe? then…here!’ 
 
    He began to speak words. Mumbled words that I couldn’t make heads nor tails of. Mystical words, guttural from the beginning of time…from the inception of man’s soul. 
 
    Or perhaps from a demon’s essence. 
 
    I felt my hair standing up, not just prickly, but standing up, my long locks pointing straight out, stiff and quivering. 
 
    I wanted to say something, to scream, to tell him to stop, but he wasn’t going to stop. 
 
    This was his proof, this was his way to cow me even better, to make less of me, to subdue every last striving of my very soul. 
 
    I heard a roaring sound. I became deaf to this massive white noise, and his body started to change. He had a package in his panties, but that package started to shrink. 
 
    His chest began to grow, to become first bumps, then cones the size of golf balls, then, finally, large…melons. 
 
    I gaped. I was sick to my stomach from the energy in the air, but I couldn’t pay attention to that sickness. I had to watch the transformation. 
 
    His hair grew long, swirled by currents I couldn’t understand. His flesh became softer. His hips grew rounder. 
 
    I stared and was amazed…Tom was a woman. 
 
    Then the candles died out. The rumbling roar dwindled, and the normal, gloomy light reasserted itself. 
 
    The writing on the walls had seemed to glow, but now they were just faded.  
 
    Tom sighed, straightened his shoulders, and looked at me. 
 
    Her shoulders. 
 
    She came to me and took my hand. I could still feel the strength in her. The demon’s strength. She pulled me out of the room and down the hallway. 
 
    Down the long hallway to my love…and death. 
 
    I had run out of excuses. This was going to happen, and there was nothing I could do about it.  
 
    She dragged me into the bedroom and threw me on the bed. 
 
    “Are you ready, my dear?” 
 
    It was still King Moore; under the transformed flesh was still the feel of vile putrefaction. 
 
    I turned and faced her. “Make love to me gently. Make me know that there is hope…before you destroy me.” 
 
    Her grin was not Tom’s, it was hers, and it was terrifying. Still, I held my arms out. 
 
    King Moore, or perhaps it was Queen D’Moore, took me in her arms. She kissed me. 
 
    I am not into women, never have been, but when the demon took me in her arms and kissed me I swooned. This was not the rough ‘beat ‘em and meat ‘em’ tactic of King Moore. 
 
    This was the soft and tender embrace of the Queen. 
 
    She held my body and smothered me with kisses. She diddled my pud without forcing herself on me. I wasn’t into women, but this woman…this ancient creature that moved from life to life, from body to body…this was different. 
 
    She took my breasts in her hands and began suckling the nipples, palpating the flesh, and I felt excitement quiver through me. I felt sexual excitement ignite. 
 
    If she had done this in the beginning she could have converted me, even made me forget about Tom. It was that beautiful, that sensual, that loving. 
 
    It wasn’t rough, brutal rape, it was soft, loving kisses and connections. 
 
    She placed her hands around my neck, causing fear to shoot through me—was she going to snap my neck? In the throes of orgasm was she going to kill me?—but she only wanted better purchase that she might kiss me better. 
 
    I wormed my hand down, spent time fondling her breasts, then I took her pud in my hand. She opened her eyes in pleasure and watched me. I inserted my finger and kept my eyes on her. 
 
    I wiggled around, got a better position, and she let me. She wasn’t worried about me escaping, she thought she had me figured out. 
 
    I pushed another finger into her pussy, and kept adjusting my position. She groaned and turned, and, finally, she was on all fours. Still, her panties were only around her thighs. 
 
    I didn’t dare ask her to lower her panties any more. I had to make this happen without arousing her suspicions. 
 
    I pushed three fingers into her, and shifted for a better position, and I managed to make her close her legs slightly. The panties dropped down to her knees. Almost there. 
 
    Four fingers, and she was arching her back and making guttural sounds. 
 
    Then my whole fist. I had a feeling Tom wouldn’t have been able to take this, should he even be a woman, but Queen D’Moore would be able to. She had centuries of sex to draw from. She would know how to relax. 
 
    I pumped her with my fist, in and out, and she lay on her belly, and the panties slipped below the knees. I whispered to her in the most sultry manner: “Are you ready? Are you ready for this?” 
 
    Through half lidded eyes she spoke. “Oh, yes…yes.” 
 
    I fisted her, frantically, using all my strength, and I could feel the orgasm start. She arched and tilted her head back, and I had my chance. I brought my foot up, and them on her panties. 
 
    She screamed her pleasure, and my hands went up to her throat. I squeezed, and I managed to push the panties all the way off her feet. One mighty push, and it caught her by surprise. 
 
    She blinked, and stared at me. Her hands were on my wrists, and I had her throat, but she had lost her panties. 
 
    “No!” she screamed. 
 
    I choked her, I got my knees under me, put my weight on her and squeezed. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    I could tell she was still too strong, but I kept squeezing, I couldn’t give up. 
 
    Slowly, slowly, she pushed my hands up, I lost my grip, then, from out of her tortured throat she whispered, “Heysoos, Ally. Heysoos.” 
 
    I got it then. With renewed strength I pushed down, managed to get my grip back and I screamed: “Get out! Get out! In the name of Jesus Christ…GET OUT!” 
 
    It was that simple. Tom suddenly sagged, and I felt the abrupt cessation of evil. I felt Queen, or King, or whatever, flee. The essence was gone, and I lay on Tom and sobbed. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    “I read that if he was divided…” 
 
    “He or she,” Tom mumbled. 
 
    We were downstairs. 
 
    Tom needed sustenance, and I just wanted to get out of our bedroom. At least for a while. 
 
    “”Yeah. He or she…and that was the division. King Moore was a man, and a woman, and that weakened him. If he had chosen me, and put the panties on a female body, he wouldn’t have been divided. I never would have been able to stop him. But he did, and then I tricked him and got the panties off you. I figured that would do it. God, she was strong.” 
 
    “I was there, I know how strong. It was like I was submerged beneath her spirit and growing weaker and weaker.” 
 
    “But if you hadn’t told me…said Heysoos…I never would have figured it out.” 
 
    “That’s the basic invocation used in exorcisms.” 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    “I watched ‘The Exorcist’ on TV.” 
 
    “Fuck,” and I actually chuckled. I was so drained of energy. 
 
    But I was happy. I had my Tom back, except…he wasn’t totally Tom. 
 
    He felt the niggle of my thoughts. “What?” 
 
    “You’re a woman.” 
 
    He became very sober. Pushed his eggs away. “Can we change me back?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe we can figure out the writing on the wall. If you want to invoke Satan.” 
 
    He was motionless, watching me, his mind moving a million miles an hour. 
 
    “Would you mind being a woman?” 
 
    “Truth?” 
 
    “Yes. Absolutely.” 
 
    “I always wondered what it would be like to be a woman. And when King Moore had me, I still felt things. I experienced the sensations, I understood the way the female mind works, and…I liked it.” 
 
    “So maybe we should just live here, explore the writing on the wall, and think about how to change you back, and see what happens.” I shrugged. 
 
    “Of course you’re going to have to teach me how to be a woman.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    “And…one other thing.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “When you beat King Moore, the Queen…you gave her an orgasm.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I was deep down inside, and I felt part of it, and it was…it was glorious.” 
 
    I understood then. He confirmed it with his next words. Her next words. 
 
    “Can you do that again?” 
 
    I smiled. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    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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    A man changes into a picture of feminization 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Diana, you won’t believe this,” I walked into the living room and put my big, flat parcel down. 
 
    My wife is a stone fox babe. Shoulder length brunette, green eyes that remind you of X ray machines, and the finest chest this side of Sandra Otterson. 
 
    She was sitting on the couch, reading something on her iPad, and she looked up at me, lowered her reading glasses, and said, “I don’t believe it already.” 
 
    “Ha! She says. Mocking her loving husband. Not knowing the grand and ultimate truth he is about to spring upon her.” 
 
    “Grand and ultimate truth?” Her lip wrinkled in a mild chuckle.  
 
    She’s used to me going overboard, I’m an excitable kind of guy. But this…this thing that I had brought home. 
 
    “I guarantee,” I said, achieving a grandiose tone of voice, “That when you see what I’ve got here you will fart so hard your knickers swell up and lift you to the ceiling.” 
 
    Now she did laugh. 
 
    “Okay, Derrick. Dazzle me. Awe me. Show me the secrets of the universe.” 
 
    I unwrapped the parcel slowly, picking at the tape, moving my fingers with exaggerated movements, acting like a magician about to produce twenty pregnant rabbits out of a wine bottle. 
 
    She leaned forward, a couple of frown lines appearing on her sexy forehead. 
 
    I reached the last layer of paper, I ripped, exposed the item, and…she laughed. 
 
    “Is that it?” 
 
    I was, to say the least, a bit disappointed in her reaction. Uh, honey, it’s—“ 
 
    “It’s a girl. You thought to surprise me with a girl? A painting of a girl? I admit, she’s attractive, but, really, don’t you…” she stopped talking. She leaned forward. She scrutinized. 
 
    I smiled. Maybe this was going to happen after all. 
 
    “Is that…?” 
 
    She stood up and stepped up to the painting. 
 
    I held it up so she could see it better. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Her eyes opened wider, her jaw started to drop. “It is! It really is! 
 
    I stood proudly, preened even, and…she started laughing. I mean, really laughing. Gut busting, belly holding, thigh slapping laughing. 
 
    “Uh, honey, it’s—“ 
 
    “It’s you! As a…a woman!” 
 
    I stood, shattered, wondering what had gone wrong. I thought it was so cool, and here…she laughed. 
 
    She picked it up and walked to the fireplace. She placed it on the mantle. And there stood I. 
 
    My face, normally squarish, was triangular in the painting. The jaw softer and the lips fuller. 
 
    My eyes, very brown and honest, were now made up, smoky pools of lust. 
 
    My hair was wavy and curled down around my shoulders, and below my bare, rather slender shoulders I had large breasts. Maybe not as good as Sandra Otterson’s, but pretty damned good. Big, with large, erect nipples. 
 
    Below my boobs my waist was narrow, the hips flared, and my vagina peeked out from the juncture of my thighs. 
 
    Diana was still laughing. Not as big and boisterous, but still pretty heart felt. And I was now feeling about a foot tall. I mumbled something and started to turn away. 
 
    Diana ran over to me, grabbed my arm. “No you don’t. Where on earth did you get this?” 
 
    “There’s a guy I met. He does paintings. He said…I thought it would be cool. I mean…” I trailed off. 
 
    “Well, honey, you really outdid yourself.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” I just wanted to slink out. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be embarrassed. In fact, it is cool. It’s just…unexpected. I mean, I didn’t think you wanted to be a woman.” 
 
    “I don’t. He just painted it, and I didn’t know what he was painting, and then he showed it to me and I thought it was cool…” I blurted, “Well haven’t you ever wondered what you would look like as a man?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She was emphatic. But we were standing in front of the fireplace and she was staring at the painting. Fixedly. And she was starting to think about it. 
 
    “You know, there is a certain…surreal nature to it. I mean, if it was just a painting of a girl it would be, actually, pretty good. The guy has great style, great technique. But the fact that I know it’s you…that makes it…bizarre.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” The fact that she was taking it seriously wasn’t making me feel any better. “Well, I’ll put it out in the garage. I can take it to work and toss it in the dumpster.” 
 
    “No…” She let go of me, stood with one leg forward, one elbow in hand, and one hand under chin. She tilted her head one way, then the other. Then she walked to the side and looked again. 
 
    “No. I like it.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Sure. You caught me by surprise. That’s all. But looking at it…I’m going to hang it over the mantle. 
 
    “But it’s…she’s…I’m naked!” 
 
    She glanced at me, “You think people will recognize it as you, and think that’s your real tits and snatch.” 
 
    “Well, uh, no. but—“ 
 
    “Then it’s settled. Derrickina will reside above our fire. Go make us a couple of drinks and let’s toast the babe.” 
 
    Well, it wasn’t a complete success, but she accepted it, and…I started to feel better. 
 
    I went and mixed a couple of drinks. Seven and seven for her, bourbon and Coke for me, with the good bourbon. Woodford Reserve Double Oaked Bourbon. Cheap at $56.99 
 
    I brought the drinks in and found Diana sitting on the couch, staring up at the painting. Her head was a bit to one side and she was totally lost in it. 
 
    I placed her drink on the coffee table and sat down next to her. 
 
    She stared at the painting, seemed unaware of me. 
 
    “Ahem,” I cleared my throat. 
 
    She actually jerked, which showed how deeply she was entranced. “Oh, I was looking at the…” she noticed the drink and bent forward to pick it up. She sipped, and I watched her red lips kiss the glass. 
 
    She watches painting, I watch her. Yes. It was my favorite hobby, Diana watching. 
 
    We sat there, and she sipped, and placed a hand on my knee. “You know, it’s sort of intriguing. The painting.” 
 
    “I thought so.” I was starting to exult. I had done something right after all.  
 
    She looked at me. Back at the painting. At me. She frowned. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Go stand next to it.” 
 
    I stood up, a half grin on my face, and stood next to the painting. 
 
    It was a pretty big painting, and the oil me was probably half size, remarkably good detail. 
 
    Diana’s eyes danced back and forth between the real me and the art me. 
 
    “Wow. This guy is really good. Strike the pose.” 
 
    I looked at the painting, turned my body slightly, arranged my hands so one was on the hip and the other looking like it was caressing my own face. I turned my feet to hide my groin area slightly, and I turned my face and opened my lips. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” Diana whispered. “Hold it.” 
 
    She leaned forward and picked up her cell, she snapped a picture. 
 
    I went back to her and stared as the picture showed on her phone. 
 
    There it was. Me and myself. Man and woman. Naked and clothed. 
 
    It was a striking sort of contrast, and if the painting was neat, this was super neat. I mean, this artist was so good he had captured the exact dynamics of my body, my natural pose. There was virtually no difference between how I was standing, the proportion of my limbs, the angles of my limbs. It was me, twice, and virtually perfect. 
 
    “Wow.” I said. 
 
    “Take off your clothes.” 
 
    I looked at her with a grin, “Really? Right now? Middle of the after—“ 
 
    “Oh, shut. It’s for art. I need to see this as close as we can get.” 
 
    I wasn’t about to refuse a request to go au naturale, especially when it came from a beautiful woman who I would like to return the favor. 
 
    I took off my shirt, humming a strip beat. Bum bum bump…shhh. Bum bum bump…shhh!” I kicked off my shoes, spun and shimmied out of my pants. 
 
    Diana was smiling, She began clapping her hands. 
 
    I was in tighty whiteys now, and black socks. I posed, and she frowned. 
 
    “Come on, everything.” 
 
    “I’ll show you mine if you show me yours,” I quipped, but I was already out of my underwear and standing on one leg, then the other, as I pulled off my socks. I tossed the last of my garments at her and posed next to the panting. She batted the socks and underpants away and lifted her phone. 
 
    Click. 
 
    I hurried to see the picture. 
 
    “Wow.” I had the same skin tone, painting or picture. Again, my pose was accurate as to angle and proportion.  And the face, my face, it looked so eerily similar, and yet was…different. One of me was male, the real me. The other me was female. 
 
    And, I dare say it…beautiful.  
 
    Diana backed up my opinion of myself. “You make a beautiful woman.” 
 
    “Aw,” I waved my hand coyly. “You’re just saying that to get into my panties.” 
 
    She smiled. “Go stand there again.” 
 
    I went and posed. She clicked another picture 
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Now that I’m all undressed with nowhere to go…” I hinted. 
 
    She looked blank. 
 
    “You might want to try this nudity thing yourself.” 
 
    She was still blank. 
 
    So I unlimbered the big and never to be ignored phrase. “Eat your pussy?” 
 
    She laughed. “Oh, honey, I’m not horny. I’m more intrigued.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…you have wifely duties.” 
 
    She grinned at me, then stared at the painting just behind me. 
 
    “Uh, Diana?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Could you take off your clothes?” 
 
    By now my dick was erect, pointing straight out. 
 
    She frowned. “Could you lose the hard on? It destroys the illusion.” 
 
    Crap, she was taking this whole thing a bit more serious than I wanted. It was supposed to be cool, and I could handle it as a joke, but… “Diana,” I spoke intensely. 
 
    She heaved a sigh, which made her chest rise and fall, which made my dick bob up and down. “Okay, but you stay right there.” 
 
    I stayed, right next to the painting, in pose, and watched as she stood up. No stripper music for her, but she didn’t need any. She was just a heart stopped without any accompaniment. Didn’t need no stinkin’ accompaniment. 
 
    She unbuttoned her blouse and stood revealed in bra, and I caught my breath. Mr. Happy bobbed harder.  
 
    She unzipped her skirt and slid out of it, then downed her panties. There she stood, her nipples peeking over her half bra, big nipples, big boobs. Sexy garters framing her shaved snatch, the nylons adding a sexy sheen to her already sexy legs. 
 
    I gulped. “Talk about wow.” 
 
    She came around the coffee table and put an arm around me. “Don’t move. Keep your pose.” 
 
    I froze, and she plastered her body against mine. Her breasts pressed against my side, her hand went down to my cock. She leaned her head against my face and kissed the side of my mouth gently. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she whispered. 
 
    “Heysoos,” I whispered back. I was trembling for her touch. I wanted to move in the worst possible way. I wanted to grab her and throw her on the couch and…and do what men have been doing to women since men and women were invented. 
 
    She ran her hand up and down my shaft, and I groaned.  
 
    “Freeze, mister. Don’t move. Be as still as a painting.” 
 
    Huh! 
 
    She dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth. 
 
    Another groan escaped me and she slapped my thigh. “Shut.” 
 
    I did, and she went back to mouthing my turgid trophy. Her red lips moved up and down, then she deep throated me. I couldn’t help it, I gasped, as I felt her tongue lapping at my balls. My cock was clutched by her tonsils, then she grabbed my balls and squeezed. 
 
    That was it, I couldn’t handle anymore. I lurched and shot my load, down her throat. 
 
    I was past her swallowing mechanism, so spurt after spurt went straight down the tube and never saw the light of day. I grew weak in the legs, and she braced her hands on my thighs, kept me upright. 
 
    Spurt after spurt, then I was done. I sagged, held onto the mantle with one hand. 
 
    She let me go, stood up and licked her lips. “I wish you would take a little longer in sex, and a little shorter in blow jobs,” but she was grinning. 
 
    “Sorry,” I gulped and was breathing hard, “I’ll try a little harder. 
 
    “I think you’re hard enough, it’s just how long you’re hard.” 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    She said, “Don’t move.” 
 
    She stood back and inspected me. “Stay right there.” 
 
    Curious, I held my painting pose, and she dashed out of the room. In a second she was back. She had a roll of tape and was pulling a strip off. She stood in front of me and used scissors to separate the strip. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Medical. It’s stretchy, will stick, will hold you in place.” 
 
    “Why do I—EE!” 
 
    She grabbed my testicles and pulled them up and put the tape around them, then she reached around behind me and pulled the tape. My testicles went back and up. 
 
    “Hey!” My voice was a little high. 
 
    “Don’t move.” 
 
    “It hurts.” 
 
    “Don’t be a baby.” 
 
    I wasn’t being a baby, but I was on tip toes as she pulled my package back between my legs. She slapped the tape against my cheeks, angled into my crack, then stood back. 
 
    I looked down. I was still on tip toes. I still felt like she was yanking the puppies up. The tape was tighter than a fat lady in nylons. 
 
    “What are you—“ 
 
    “Quick, take the pose.” 
 
    Puzzled, I took the pose. 
 
    She went to the couch, picked her phone and clicked it again. She looked at it. 
 
    “Can I see?” My voice was still high pitched, my balls felt like somebody was trying to lift them up behind me. 
 
    She came around and showed me the photo. 
 
    There was me…with no balls nor penis. And it was even more like the painting. After all, the female me had no sex organs showing, and now even the male me had no sex organs. To speak of. 
 
    “You need to shave yourself.” 
 
    “Honey…” 
 
    And paint your toes the same red as hers.” 
 
    “HONEY!” 
 
    She looked at me, seemingly confused by my harsh tone. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Enough! Let’s give it a break.” 
 
    “Right now? But you’re so…you…” 
 
    “Diana?” 
 
    She soughed in disappointment.  
 
    I reached around behind me and searched for the end of the tape. 
 
    “Could you keep the tape on?” She was suddenly in front of me, her body pressed to mine, her face looking up. Begging. 
 
    “It’s too tight.” 
 
    “I’ll loosen it a little. Can you keep it on? Just for a while? Just for me?” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    “Did you like your blow job?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but—“ 
 
    “Do you ever want another one?” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Ever? As long as you live.” 
 
    I sighed in exasperation. 
 
    “Oh, goody,” she leaped to my conclusion. “Let me loosen it a bit.” 
 
    She pulled the ends of the tape off, lowered my balls a touch. “Is that enough?” 
 
    “A little more.” 
 
    She lowered them a bit more, I sighed, and she pressed on the tape again. I was still uncomfortable, my balls were between my legs, and one wasn’t higher than the other, so it would make it weird to walk, but at least I wasn’t on tip toes and holding my ass way high. 
 
    She stepped back and looked at me. 
 
    “God, that’s beautiful.” 
 
    “Me emasculated is beautiful? You like me without balls?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. Sort of. I mean, I love your balls, but you looking like that…it’s so damned hot.” 
 
    “Oh.”  
 
    “Now, let’s have another drink. I want to think about this. I’ve got some ideas.” 
 
    “Ideas?” 
 
    “Yeah, about you and the picture.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And I was sort of dazed. From outright rejection and laughter, this had become something else. 
 
    Still, I liked the way she was so alive, laughing and holding my arm, talking into me with excited whispers and little exclamations. 
 
    So we went into the kitchen and I mixed a couple more drinks while she played with the photos on her phone. 
 
    I set her drink down and she held up the phone. “See?” 
 
    She had made a little slideshow of the photos. I watched as I stood next to the painting fully clothed. Then naked. Then naked with no male genitalia. 
 
    It was sort of cool. 
 
    She tapped on her phone and I blinked. She was calling up facebutt. 
 
    “Hey…what are you doing?” 
 
    She actually looked puzzled, as if she wasn’t doing anything weird or wrong. “Sending to my friends.” 
 
    “No!” I put my hand over her phone. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “That’s a picture of me! Naked!” 
 
    She looked at the slideshow again, tilted her head, then slowly nodded. “Yeah, I guess it is.” She frowned, then she brightened up. “I can blur the face. And the package.” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Why don’t you fix us dinner and I’ll go do some photoshop.” 
 
    “Honey…” But I was talking to the wind. She was already down the hallway and entering the computer room. 
 
    Sighing, at least I had caught her in time, I couldn’t believe she was so addled she would put me on the net naked, I fixed dinner. 
 
    I slit some hot dogs down the center and scorched them lightly. Then I cut them in little pieces and threw them in a can of simmering baked beans. Bushes, with the brown sugar. I added some onions and a touch of garlic, a few herbs and spices, and…voila! 
 
    Shortly I was ladling out two bowls. I walked down the hallway, holding the hot bowls with my forearm against my body, and two fresh drinks. 
 
    I entered the room and stopped, and almost dropped everything. “Diana!” 
 
    On the screen, on facebutt, I stood in all my glory. With my face and my package showing. Then the slide show clicked and I stood, no sex package. 
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    She turned and grinned. She took a drink and extracted a bowl of dogs and beans from my grip. I almost dropped the other bowl, but I managed to hang on. On the screen I was clicking through.  
 
    Clothes. 
 
    No clothes but sex organs. 
 
    No clothes and no sex organs. 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    “You didn’t photoshop it! You just…put it up!” 
 
    “Relax,” she turned and watched the show. “I just showed it to a few friends.” 
 
    “But that’s a public channel!” 
 
    “They liked it. They reposted and…” she shrugged. 
 
    I stared in horror. I flickered through the scenes. 
 
    Clothes. 
 
    No clothes but sex organs. 
 
    No clothes and no sex organs. 
 
    “You’ve got to take it down!” 
 
    “No can do. Besides…” 
 
    Whatever her ‘besides’ was, the phone interrupted her. 
 
    “Hi, Candy. Oh, yes…that’s him. Beautiful, isn’t it? Why sure. Ten minutes? Sure.” Then she hung up. 
 
    My head was moving back and forth, a negative shake that didn’t effect the world at all, and did nothing for my sense of falling down a bottomless well. 
 
    “That was Candy.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was mesmerized by myself on the screen. 
 
    Clothes. 
 
    No clothes but sex organs. 
 
    No clothes and no sex organs. 
 
    “What?” I jerked my head towards her. 
 
    She was sitting, her legs folded under her on the swivel chair, spooning my version of suburban hot dog chili into her mouth. She glanced away from the screen and looked at me. “Candy. Candy Sherman. She wants to come over and see the painting.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She giggled. “You sound like a motorboat.” 
 
    I forced myself through my panic and to the conclusion. “But she’ll see me, too!” 
 
    “So?” Diana shrugged, and turned back to the screen. 
 
    Clothes. 
 
    No clothes but sex organs. 
 
    No clothes and no sex organs. 
 
    I left my hot dogs and beans and ran out of the room, down the hall, into my bedroom. I quickly pulled on some shorts and a tee shirt. Then I ran back out to the living room, gathered up the clothes I had taken off earlier. I ran back to my bedroom and threw them in the hamper. I ran out to the front room, and stopped. 
 
    I was frantic. I was a chicken sans head. I didn’t know what to do. 
 
    I looked at the picture. The picture! I had to get rid of it! 
 
    I ran to the fireplace and picked up the painting. I could take it out to the garage. No, I could take it through the garage and put it next to the garbage cans. I could— 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    I froze.  
 
    The door opened. “Diana?” It was Candy Sherman.  Oh, my God! 
 
    I heard Diana walking down the hall. She was still wearing heels. Usually she took off her heels after work, but she had been so engrossed in the painting and the posing that…she was still wearing her heels. 
 
    “Hi, Candy. come on in!” 
 
    Candy stepped out of the foyer, Diana stepped out of the hall. They hugged and looked at me. 
 
    I was frozen, the painting in my hands, wishing I could jump out a window. Even if I had been on the tenth floor, I wanted to jump out a window. 
 
    “There he is!” Candy cooed and came towards me. “And he’s got the painting!” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Go on, put it back up on the mantle. Let Candy see.” 
 
    Helpless, nothing else I could do, I placed the painting over the fire place. I felt a sob beginning way down in my throat. 
 
    Diana and Candy stood in front of the couch, behind the coffee table, and scrutinized the painting. 
 
    Candy was a good looking woman. And she was dressed up. Had she fixed herself up just to come see the painting? 
 
    Her breasts were up, on display, and her lips were red and moist looking. As I watched she licked her lips and touched her hair. 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Amazing, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Totally. But…” 
 
    “But, what?” 
 
    “Can he stand by it?” 
 
    She didn’t even look at me. I was nothing more than a vase of flowers, to be arranged and presented for her viewing pleasure. 
 
    “Go on, Derrick. Do the pose.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    They both looked at me, at the same time, with fixed determination and displeasure. 
 
    “Derrick?” Diana warned. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I stomped around the table and stood next to the painting. 
 
    The stared, and smiled. “So nice.” Candy nodded her head. 
 
    RING!  
 
    “I’ll get it,” I said quickly. 
 
    Diana: “You just stand there, mister!” 
 
    She went and answered her cell. I could hear her voice, but couldn’t make out the words. 
 
    “That really is amazing,” Candy muttered. “It just needs…” 
 
    Diana came back in the room. “That was Shelly and Tammi.” 
 
    “Can he take off his clothes?” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” 
 
    “Sure. Take off your clothes, Derrick.” 
 
    “I’m not taking off my clothes!” 
 
    They both looked at me, that same, mean, hungry, not to be denied look. 
 
    “Okay, just my shirt.” 
 
    I was almost shaking now, this thing was out of control, but I took off my shirt. I posed. 
 
    Candy moved to the side and frowned. Then, “His arm isn’t high enough.” 
 
    “Move your hand higher.” 
 
    I did, and they both grinned. “That’s it.” 
 
    “Hi, Diana! Can I come in?” 
 
    It was Jane, from next door. And she had two girls with her who I didn’t know. And she was already in, Her and her two friends peered around the edge of the foyer. 
 
    “By all means! Come in!” 
 
    They crowded in. “This is Sandy and Nancy. We saw your light , and the slide show on the internet, and…wow! It looks even more impressive in person. 
 
    They clustered behind and around the coffee table. They oohed and ahhed, and I stood there, near trembling. I wanted to get out of there. 
 
    “Amazingly lifelike.” 
 
    “The skin texture.”  
 
    “He needs a bit of make up.” 
 
    “That’s it,” I blurted “I’ve had enough.” 
 
    “DERRICK!” Diana shouted. It was piercing and penetrating. “Just stand there and let us see.” 
 
    Her face was fierce, and, the most terrible thing, all the girls had the same fierce concentration on their faces. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I was…being abused. 
 
    Well, not abused, but I was being picked on. 
 
    And there was nothing I could do about it. 
 
    One of the ladies came forward, I think it was Sandy, and she took my arm and walked me back next to the picture. 
 
    “Now…pose!” snapped Diana. 
 
    Dutifully, helpless, I struck the pose, and a chorus of sighs rose and fell. 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    I looked at the door. Through a slice of window I saw several more ladies. 
 
    Diana said, “Oh, goody. Shelly and Tammi. And they’ve brought some friends!” 
 
    More ladies entered the living room, and now it was getting downright crowded, and even if I was to bolt and run, I wouldn't be able to get through the massed crowd. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “That is something.” 
 
    “He is so lifelike.” 
 
    And that confused me. I, the he in the room, was alive. It was the picture, the her, that should be referred to as lifelike. 
 
    “Amazing.” 
 
    “Diana?” One of the girls asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Diana answered without taking her eyes off me. 
 
    “Could you tell him…could he…take off his pants?” 
 
    “YES! YEAH! TELL HIM!” 
 
    Voices erupted excitedly. 
 
    I stared at Diana and mouthed ‘NO!’ but she just grinned. 
 
    “Derrick.” 
 
    “No!” I said. 
 
    “Take your pants off.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    I don’t know who said it first, but the girls started to chant. “Strip! Strip! Strip!” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    Diana worked her way through the crowd. She approached me and hissed into my ear, “Take off your damned pants!” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “You want to embarrass me in front of my friends?” 
 
    “Diana! I—“ 
 
    “If you ever want this little weenie to squirt again…you’ll take those damn pants off!” She actually grabbed my package and squeezed to emphasize her words. 
 
    Then a pair of hands, I don’t know whose, snaked in and unbuckled my belt. I stared at my wife, tears filling my eyes, and hands pulled down my pants. 
 
    Then I was naked, and the girls were all standing back. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
    “Gorgeous!” 
 
    “Pose!” 
 
    My eyes overflowing, little dribbles of tars down my cheeks, I struck the pose. Naked. And the women cheered. 
 
    “Amazing!” 
 
    “Who would have believed…” 
 
    And, I  had been in such a hurry to put on pants in the beginning that I hadn’t taken the time to take the medical stretch tape off. Cell phones made their appearance, clicks were made, and once again there I was. No clothes…no sex. A man whose crotch looked vagina-ish. 
 
    And it didn’t matter that tears were streaming down my face, or that I was choking back sobs. 
 
    The girls were all pleased and smiling. And grinning. And chortling and laughing. 
 
    And one said: “He needs make up.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I pushed my way through the crowd of giggling, chattering women. I headed for the kitchen, pulled out the bottle of good bourbon, and poured a shot straight. I tilted and it slid down my throat, burning, choking, waking me up. 
 
    What was happening? These women…they were crazy! What was their fascination with the painting I had brought home? 
 
    To have me stand naked…well, not entirely naked, they couldn’t see much of my package, it being pulled back between my legs the way it was. 
 
    Diana appeared next to me, put a hand on my arm. “Derrick. What’s wrong?” 
 
    My hands were shaking, but I managed to mix a drink. Spilled some Coke all over the place, but…fuck. 
 
    “Derrick?” 
 
    “I…what are we doing?” I turned and swept an arm to indicate the living room full of women. “What are they doing?” 
 
    “It’s an art show, honey.” She had been fierce and demanding when I was posing, but now, alone, she was showing the other side of the coin. “Besides, isn’t it fun being the center of attention?” 
 
    “Not really.” 
 
    She was standing extra close to me, I could feel her breasts touching my arm. “Didn’t you like your blow job.” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like another one?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    I mean, I know you’re probably empty right now, but there’s tomorrow, and the day after, and you’re building up a lot of brownie points. Doesn’t that count for something?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” but her calm manner was shooting down my excitation. With her taling so calmly. explaining things so easily, I almost felt like I was the one at fault here. 
 
    “Now, listen, I’ll tell you what I’ll do.” 
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “If you come in and do what we say, if you let us have our fun, I’ll let…no, we’ll conduct a lottery. And the winner…you know what the winner gets?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “They get to suck you off.” 
 
    “What?” I think my voice squeaked. 
 
    “That’s right. Any time you want, you can go collect. Of course, I’ll probably be fucking and sucking you so much, trying to convince you to stay home, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    Her eyes were bright, excited, and she had her hands around my upper arm, her breasts pressed against me. 
 
    In spite of the fact that she had just given me a world class blow job…I felt my dick tug at the stretch tape. 
 
    “Are you serious?” One part of me was fascinated. Another part of me was wailing away, ‘no…no…no!’ 
 
    “I’ll prove it. Come on.” 
 
    She led me into the living room. The girls, who had been chattering and whispering like a bunch of magpies suddenly turned towards me. 
 
    It was frightening, their fixes gazes, the way they devoured me with their eyes. 
 
    “Ladies, I have something to say.” 
 
    The whispers shut right up and everybody paid rapt attention. 
 
    “Derrick is a bit overwhelmed. He is not used to getting so much attention, so we need to calm it down, not scare him. Okay?” 
 
    The ladies all nodded. A few muttered, but the fixed expression didn’t leave their eyes. They agreed, however, and I marveled. 
 
    “Also, he’s a little uncomfortable, being naked and having us talk about make up and all, so I told him that we would hold a lottery. That one of you lucky gals is going to get to give him a blow job!” 
 
    Small cheers erupted, and my mouth opened in astonishment. 
 
    “I want some of that!” 
 
    “Where do I. get a ticket?” 
 
    “Can I buy more than one ticket?” 
 
    “Okay, here’s the plan. I’m going to go make tickets up, create a plan, on my computer. It’ll take me about an hour. While I’m doing that, you ladies can give Derrick a make over.” 
 
    “YEA!” 
 
    “YEAH!” 
 
    The cheers filled the room, I actually stepped back. 
 
    Diana held her hand up and the cheers quieted. “Okay, Candy, can you take charge?” 
 
    “You betcha.” 
 
    A couple of women laughed at her eagerness, but they were all eager. 
 
    Diana kissed my cheek and left me, naked, in a roomful of over excited females. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
      
 
    Candy led me by the hand back to the painting. She placed me in my pose position and said, “Strike a pose, Derrick.” 
 
    It was calmer now, and I had a drink brewing in my belly, so I was more relaxed. I struck the pose and held it. There was a noticeable sigh through the room. 
 
    Candy turned to the ladies. “Okay, we can fit five people on the sofa. Tammi, why don’t you get Derrick a fresh drink…” 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I blurted. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” Tammi acknowledged. 
 
    “And Cynthia, we’re going to need some of your Hollywood make up.” 
 
    “Got it in my car,” The girl named Cynthia charged out the door. I wondered who she was, how she had got into the house. For that matter, I didn’t know who half the women were. But they were here, and there wasn’t anything to do but go along. 
 
    “Janey, we need a wig. His natural color.” 
 
    “Take me ten minutes. I have the perfect wig at home.” 
 
    “Samantha, clothes.” 
 
    Samantha backed up towards the dining room. “Ladies, if you have appropriate clothes, come see me.” 
 
    A couple of women followed her into the living room. 
 
    Candy turned to me. “Okay, Derrick, ready to go?” 
 
    I gulped. 
 
    “Then let the game begin.” 
 
    Cynthia was already back, and she stepped up to me and opened a big make up kit. Two girls came up next to her and began digging through the make up. 
 
    “Ooh, this will match his skin color.” 
 
    “What do you think of blue for his eyes?” 
 
    “Grey would be better,” somebody opined. “Sexy, smoky grey.” 
 
    Little hands rose to my face, little sponges started cleaning my pores, and I was aware that my hard on was getting harder. 
 
    I stood there, sipping my drink. And the next drink had a straw in it so I didn’t move my head or face much. And the make up slowly transformed me. My skin became void of imperfection. My color blended, blush appeared on my cheeks. 
 
    Candy was running around, organizing, and every once in a while she came to me and lifted up a small mirror. I could see myself, differently every time. 
 
    And…SPROING! The tape gave way and my dick popped up. 
 
    “Yeah!” Cheers erupted. 
 
    I turned bright red. 
 
    A hand patted me and a voice said, “There, there. It’s nothing.” 
 
    What an odd thing to say. My dick was nothing. Yet, being made into the spitting image of a woman, it actually sounded right. 
 
    Somebody put another drink in my hand, and I realized that I was feeling pretty happy. 
 
    “Boobs,” I heard someone say. 
 
    Yeah. Boobs. How were they going to fix that? 
 
    Clothes appeared, and an argument broke out. 
 
    How did they expect me to look like the painting if I was wearing clothes? 
 
    The clothes disappeared, and I was sentenced to stand naked. 
 
    Naked in a room filled with voluptuous, good looking, horny women. 
 
    Okay, not horny. Maybe that was my projection. 
 
    But, thinking about it, was I so wrong? The look in their eyes, the excitement on their lips, the way they breathed and hovered…and the way their hands kept stroking my dick, touching my buns. 
 
    Oddly, it felt like they were shaping me, like sculptors. 
 
    But that was ridiculous. They were just feeling me up. And wasn’t that horny? 
 
    I was drunk now, and if it wasn't for the dozens of women gathered around me, I probably would have staggered and drooled. But they kept their focus on me, and that kept me in focus. Sort of. 
 
    They finished my make up and Candy took me into the hallway and showed me my face in the hallway mirror. 
 
    It was my face, but…feminine. The feminine version. Soft, brightly colored eyes, my lips juicy red. 
 
    Wow. 
 
    “What do you think.” 
 
    “Am I a babe?” 
 
    She guided me back to the fire place and she said, “You are a babe. An official foxy babe. 
 
    She turned me and backed me into my posing place, which was sort of a weird thing. Why not walk me to the spot and have me turn around? Why walk me backwards? 
 
    But she did, and I glanced over my shoulder to make sure I didn’t trip over anything. 
 
    She quickly reached up and turned my face to the front, but not before I got a glimpse of the painting. 
 
    Funny, my face on the painting seemed more masculine. But that was silly. I shrugged it off because, let’s face it, I was drunk. 
 
    Diana came back out to the living room and held up a bunch of tickets. “Okay, ladies. What am I bid?” 
 
    The bids went up, and quickly the dollar amount went up. And this was just a discussion as to what the tickets should cost. 
 
    “10!” 
 
    “$15!” 
 
    And the price of a lottery ticked settled at $20 a ticket. 
 
    $20 a ticket! I couldn’t believe it. They were willing to pay $20 just to suck my dick. And they were buying ALL the tickets! 
 
    The women clustered around Diana, shoving twenties into her hands, and Candy passed out tickets and made notes as to ticket numbers and who bought how many. 
 
    Shortly, I heard the word ‘thousands’ thrown around. 
 
    Thousands of dollars? Fuck! If I had known my dick was worth this much I would have auctioned it off years ago! 
 
    Finally, the buying was over. Ladies clutched handfuls of tickets, and everybody turned to me. 
 
    I felt weird under the group scrutiny, but also sort of cool. The make up was neat and my dick was bobbing. 
 
    “We need to do something about his penis,” said someone. 
 
    I smiled. It looked like I was going to get my blow job sooner rather than later. 
 
    “And his boobs. They aren’t growing yet.” 
 
    I frowned. My boobs weren’t growing? What did that mean? 
 
    “We can handle that,” Diana said. “Somebody hand me my phone.” 
 
    Shortly she was talking, and I wanted to listen, but I was being pushed back to the pose position. Around the room the ladies sighed and stared at me. 
 
    I drank another drink. 
 
    “Okay, she’s on her way.” 
 
    “Who’s on the way?” I asked. 
 
    Diana smiled and patted my cheek. “We’re going to get you some world class tits.” 
 
    “Me? Tits?” I swayed a bit and my eyes were open owlishly. 
 
    Some time later, I don’t know how much time, but I was still drunk, a lady stood in front of me and pried my eyes open. I didn’t even realize they had been closed. 
 
    “Sure,” she said. 
 
    I stood, and two ladies held me up, held my arms and held me upright. I swayed, but they braced and made sure I was standing. 
 
    The lady in front of me turned, dug through a satchel, and held up a small bottle and a hypodermic. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    She knelt down and I felt her handling my cock. My big, hard cock. Who somebody was going to blow. I grinned stupidly. 
 
    The lady stood up. “That should take care of that. Have you decided about the boobs? 
 
    “Vacation boobs?” said Diana. “Would that start the change?”
“Should.” the lady turned to me. “Let’s put him on a bed. Gracie, go get the small case in my back seat.” 
 
    I was walked down the hallway, and I chanted an old drinking song. 
 
      
 
    Twas on the good ship Venus, 
 
    my God you should have seen us, 
 
    with a figurehead of a whore in bed 
 
    and the mast was a petrified penis. 
 
      
 
    “Nice song,” somebody commented, and there were several giggles. 
 
    They took me to my bedroom and put me on the bed. I laid there, my arms out, and watched the ceiling spin. 
 
    The lady with the needle hovered over me. She began sticking needles in my chest and pressing on the plungers. I watched every once in a while, and my boobs began to grow. 
 
    I stared at my chest. 
 
    Growing, without the need for needles and whatever she had been injecting me. Something natural was taking over something synthetic. I marveled drunkenly, and wondered what was happening. 
 
    “Okay, it’s started. Let’s get him back closer to the painting.” 
 
    They got me out of bed and walked me down the hall. I was staggering a bit, but they kept me going, and I was walked to the fireplace. 
 
    I looked at the painting. The woman had lost her boobs. And her face was more manly. Like Mine used to be before I got all made up. 
 
    I leaned forward and stared intently, as intently as a drunk. 
 
    The ladies tried to pull me around, but I still had a bit of male strength and I held to the mantle and resisted. 
 
    “Look!” I blurted. 
 
    Everybody was watching. 
 
    “I think the paint is running!” 
 
    Everybody started chuckling, then laughing. 
 
    I started laughing, too. And I turned around and struck my pose. 
 
    Behind me a more and more masculine me started aping the feminine me.  
 
    Everything was so confused, and the whirling in my mind, the dizziness of the drinking, transformed into a different kind of dizziness. A paint shredding, morphing kind of collidoscope. Colors shifting. Paint running. Reality chuckling and transforming. 
 
    At one point I looked down at my chest. It was thinner, and the boobs they had injected me with were changed. The sloshy liquid that had morphed my chest had transformed into perfect cones, and my nipples were huge. 
 
    “Wow,” I marveled. “These are cool!” 
 
    Ladies chuckled, patted me on the cheek. Kept walking past me and inspecting me. 
 
    I turned around and stared at the painting. 
 
    My dick was on the girl in the painting, and the girl in the painting wasn’t a girl. She had short hair, my hair, and her face had no make up on it. And it was more squarish. 
 
    She was handsome enough, and she looked like I used to. 
 
    “Come on, Derrick. Pay attention.” Hands turned me around, and I entered the pose again. 
 
    The pose became easier. At first my arm had gotten tired of being lifted up, but now I just assumed the pose and there was no pain in my arm. 
 
    I leaned over and looked, and my penis was gone. In its place was a perfectly formed vagina. I stared at it, half bent over. “Where’s the hair?” I asked. 
 
    “Your body is too new. No hair on a a newly born.” 
 
    “I’m newly born?” I hiccuped. 
 
    “Sort of. Newly made, maybe. Whatever. Stand up and pose.” 
 
    So I stood, and posed, and time passed. 
 
    Ladies came and went. 
 
    Somebody made sandwiches, but I didn’t get one. I didn’t need one. I was burning up energy, I knew that, somebody said my transition required energy, but I think the extra bulk in my maleness was being burned to make my femaleness. 
 
    Finally, about six in the morning, light starting to show through the windows, Diana came to me. “Okay, Derrick. You’re all done. Why don’t you get some sleep.” 
 
    Bleary eyed, suddenly exhausted,  I looked around. 
 
    Women everywhere. Laying on the couch, sitting propped up in chairs. Most were sleeping, or at least dozing. Only a few were moving through the room, and these looked more like they were looking for places to lie down. 
 
    “Okay,” I yawned. “Am I done?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’re all done.” 
 
    “And what about my blow job.” 
 
    She nodded, smiled, and said, “The lottery tickets are all bought. You’re going to be a busy…man.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah…good.” 
 
    I staggered, stepping over bodies, and was led across the living room. Down the hall and over more bodies, and into my bed. 
 
    My bed, nobody sleeping in it, it was reserved for a very tired me. 
 
    I lay down and Diana covered me up. Shortly, I was sleeping. 
 
      
 
    I awoke to the sun shining through the bedroom window. I stretched, and jerked, and realized something was wrong. 
 
    I sat up and yelped. 
 
    I had tits on my chest, and my body was shrunken. It was feminine. I had long hair, and I felt my face. It was soft. 
 
    I sprang out of bed—there were no bodies on the floor—and looked at the mirror on the dresser. 
 
    I was a woman! I was naked. I looked down. I had no penis. I bent over further and saw that I had a vagina. 
 
    “Diana!” My voice was a terrified squeak. “Diana!” I ran out into the living room. 
 
    Diana was reading something on her iPad. She looked up and smiled. “Hello, dear.” 
 
    “What has happened to me?” 
 
    “What are you referring to?” but she was laughing on the inside. 
 
    “I’m a girl! I was a boy! What happened to my dick? Why do I have boobs?” 
 
    She nodded. “My, those are very big boobs, too.” 
 
    “Why? What happened?” 
 
    She patted the couch next to her and put the iPad down. 
 
    I sat and stared at her. 
 
    She turned and crossed her legs. She indicated I should do the same. 
 
    I turned on the couch, crossed my legs, and was aware that my vagina was…hanging out. 
 
    “My,” she said, staring down at my junction. “That is a beautiful pussy.” 
 
    “Diana?” I was close to tears. 
 
    She looked at me, that damned smile on her face. “I’ll tell you, but there’s one thing we have to do first.” 
 
    “What?” I was shaking. 
 
    She leaned forward and gently touched her lips to mine. 
 
    It was like an electrical shock went through me. I had kissed her before, but this was different. This was…super sexual. 
 
    Not the light, little male sexual blip, but the big, female sexual tsunami. I felt every inch of my skin perk up. 
 
    “Derrick, sweet Derrick, I have loved you so much.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “I have cleaned for you, cooked for you, rubbed your back and…other parts.” She smiled. “But now things are changing. Before they do, however, there is one last thing we must do.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We must make sweet, sweet love.” 
 
    She moved forward, took me in her arms and pushed me back. She kissed me, and her hands slid down to my breasts. I gasped when she flicked a nipple, then she was sucking them. One after the other, causing me to almost swoon, again and again. 
 
    She kissed up my body, attacked my mouth again. 
 
    Her hand went down to my pussy and I jerked. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ll be gentle. It’s all natural. It’s what you want.” 
 
    I was scared, but she was so sure of herself, and she was my wife! 
 
    I found myself laying back, feeling her gentle hands play over my body. 
 
    She kissed, she sucked, and the sensations were so different, so much more intense. It was much more intense than the sensations I had experienced as a man. 
 
    “Okay, dear. It’s time…” 
 
    She stood up, unzipped her skirt, and lowered it. I stared in shock. She had a huge dick! Then I realized it was a strap on! I could see the harness, the buckles, and I could see that the thing was made of some kind of soft plastic. 
 
    “This is going to feel wonderful, dear.” She placed her knees between my legs and moved closer to me. My legs came apart, and I stared in shock. 
 
    What was happening to me? 
 
    Yet she was so gentle, and she touched my pussy with her hands. 
 
    I gasped. Electrical sexuality shot through my whole body. I could feel my nipples like they were little points of fire. 
 
    “Like that?” 
 
    I gulped, but gave a slight nod. 
 
    She entered me. I had natural juices and she slid right into me, all the way into me. I felt a stretching, filling feeling, a white hot pleasure slicing through me, then I was laying back, opened up, penetrated. 
 
    She stopped moving, just held herself above me. 
 
    I found myself wanting something, motion, sensation, more. 
 
    I bucked my hips, or rather my hips bucked, took me along for the ride, and I felt her penis shifting around inside me, rubbing against my nerves. 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    “That’s it. Accept it. No need to fight it.” 
 
    I wanted to fight it, at first, but I realized that was the residue of male in me. She was right. I didn’t want to fight. 
 
    She began to move up and down, impaling me to the hilt, then drawing back, turning me inside out, causing my nerves to shriek with unbelievable pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God!” I chanted in time to her thrusts, and then I felt that moment of ignition. It was deep, deeper than in a man, but the resulting wave was big, bigger than anything a man experienced. It was just a huge tidal wave of roaring, sexual intensity that washed over me, lifted me up, slammed me down. 
 
    I was crying, holding on, and she slowed her motions. “There you go,” she crooned. “You’re all right now.” 
 
    She pulled back, slid out of me, and I didn’t want her to leave. I missed that filled feeling already. 
 
    She got off me, stood up and took off the strap on. She pulled her skirt back on and looked down at me. 
 
    “What happened to me?” 
 
    She say down, put an arm around me, and said, “I thought it was an urban legend. The legend…the picture of Femian Grey. But when you brought home that painting…I knew. It was no myth. 
 
    “But who is Femian Grey?” 
 
    She smiled, her eyes a thousand miles away as she turned over the rumors and legends in her mind. 
 
    Femian was born a man, but wanted to be a woman. He searched the world over, looking for a way to transform himself. He dabbled in sorcery, explored alchemy, wherever there was a rumor…he traveled and explored and tried to find the fire behind the smoke.” 
 
    She turned to me. “Where there’s smoke there’s got to be fire, and he knew that.” 
 
    “But what happened to me? What does Femian Grey have to do with anything?” 
 
    Diana smiled. “He discovered a method. He couldn’t change himself, but he could change others. So he travels the world and searches for people who want to change. He paints them, and the paintings have magical powers. If he paints you as the other sex…then the other sex you shall become.” 
 
    “But why hasn’t this…why doesn’t everybody know this? This is the first time I ever heard of such thing.” 
 
    “Women don’t speak of it, except in whispers. Men don’t know, and they would laugh.” 
 
    “But what about that lottery…for the blow job?” 
 
    “They were just putting some money together, to help you along in your new life.” 
 
    “So…no blow job?” 
 
    “What have you got to blow?” She looked at me wryly. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She shushed me with a finger on the lips. “That painting was done by Femian Grey. Go on, look at it.” 
 
    I hesitated, but she sat back and motioned me up. I stood up and rounded the coffee table and looked at the painting. 
 
    I was there. In the painting. A man. 
 
    There was no trace of me as a woman. 
 
    And I knew, the painting had transformed me. It had changed me from man to woman. Somehow, against all belief systems, I had been morphed. 
 
    “But…but I didn’t want to be a woman.” 
 
    Diana was standing next to me now. She reached forward and touched the face of the man in the painting. My face. And it was like I could almost feel the touch of her fingers on my face. 
 
    “You didn’t know that you wanted to be a woman.” 
 
    “No, I really didn’t.” 
 
    She smiled and shook her head, then turned to me. 
 
    “That is why there is a final test. If you accept a penis without question…if you fuck like a woman, then the painting is true.” 
 
    “What if I had resisted? What if I hadn’t let you fuck me?” 
 
    “Then you would have changed back. You would have become a man again.” 
 
    “But now…now…will I ever change back to myself?” 
 
    “Honey, you ARE yourself! You are a woman. Proven by sex and our love.” 
 
    “But…but what will I do?” 
 
    You will live your life. You will experience the life of a woman. some of it will be difficult, but…” she shrugged. “…the rewards of being a woman far outweigh the penalties.” 
 
    I turned to the painting. I stared at it. 
 
    It was a wonderful painting. The technique was peerless. The colors exactly right. It was a masterpiece, and yet…it would never be seen outside my living room. 
 
    I would be seen, however. And I would learn…and live. 
 
    But the man in the painting, in the picture done by Femian Grey…he was done. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Auntie.” 
 
    Aunt Maggie stared at me through the screen door. She was a tall woman, a couple inches taller than me, and she dressed severely. Black woolen dresses, skirts below the knee, no cleavage at all, in spite of the fact that she obviously had large bosoms. 
 
    She stepped closer and inspected me. Her face held no expression. It wasn’t an unkind face, but the lack of emotion made it somehow mean. 
 
    “It’s me. Kyle. Your nephew.” 
 
    She sniffed, loudly, and for a moment I thought she was going to refuse me, just tell me to go home. Leave. 
 
    “Gen’s boy.” More of a snort.  
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    There was something so stiff and rigid in her that I felt like I was being called on the carpet even though I hadn’t done anything. 
 
    “Well, come in.” 
 
    She didn’t open the door, just undid the hook. I pushed the screen door inward and stepped into her house. 
 
    She had lived in the same large house for all of her 40 years. Her parents,  which were my mother’s parent’s, and my grand parents, had birthed her there, and she had lived with them until they died, and then she just kept continuing to live there. Siblings came and went, but Aunt Maggie just stayed. 
 
    I followed her into the depths, staring at the ancient wallpaper, the cracked linoleum, which must have been new during World War Two, and furniture that was likely antique. 
 
    But not rich antique, just well preserved and common antique. Tubular chairs in the breakfast nook. Worn chairs with built on ottomans. Lamps that held ancient bulbs. 
 
    But, old or not, everything was clean. And polished. I wouldn’t give a plugged nickel for the life of a spider in that gloomy home. 
 
    I followed her through the living room, turned left at the breakfast nook, and climbed a flight of stairs. My bag was heavy, but it was all I had, so I did’t leave it setting in the foyer. Though I was in a relative’s home I was loath to let go of my worldly belongings. 
 
    Down a corridor. Lots of rooms, but then it had held a family of eight children once upon a time. That family had dispersed, however, except for the one aunt. 
 
    “This is your mother’s room.” 
 
    Never a more temporary invitation had I heard. I looked into the room. It was large, but felt…stuffy. I realized that the drapes had probably not been drawn since my mother struck out on her own; this was a room that had seen little sunlight. 
 
    Aunt Maggie turned and brushed past me. A strict, silent woman. A woman seemingly uninterested in her nephew. 
 
    I stepped into the room and placed my bag on the floor. 
 
    The bed was okay, a bit larger than I was used to, and it had a dreadful, pink cover. My mother had slept in this room. 
 
    I pulled back the drapes and blinked. Plenty of sunlight invaded the room and exposed the dust. Back here, in the north forty, it wasnt’ so spotless. I tried to open the window, but it was stuck. Then I realized it was nailed down. Huh! Nailed down so my mother wouldn’t escape? Leave in the middle of the night with her lover? To run to a far part of the state to have me, her illegitimate child? 
 
    My heritage, or lack thereof, had never been a secret.  
 
    In fact, it was sometimes thrown up at me. 
 
    A girl who chased her dreams, and found them to be…less than satisfying. 
 
    I sat on the bed. It was soft, and a slight poof of dust rose up. 
 
    I stared around the room, my new home. It was outfitted with a large dresser, a closet with the door shut, a small writing desk. 
 
    I sighed. I wanted to lay back, but I knew I would have to clean everything first. 
 
    My new home. 
 
    Then I did fall back—the hell with the dust—and let myself feel a bit of the despair in my heart. 
 
      
 
    “She hated living here. Called it a snake pit. You know what a snake pit is?” 
 
    We were sitting at the big table, in the dining room. Though the nook would have held us just fine. 
 
    Aunt Maggie was sipping her soup. I was stirring mine. Potato soup with a few vegetables thrown in. Auntie thought it was sustenance, I thought for a rabbit. 
 
    “A pit with snakes in it.” 
 
    She ignored my answer and said, “There was an ancient practice of throwing insane people into snake pits. They would either get sane, scramble to safety, or die.” 
 
    Her statement was delivered coldly, matter of factly, yet there was a hint of suppressed excitement hiding in her voice. The first bit of emotion I had ever seen in dear, old Auntie. 
 
    “I always hated your mother for leaving.” 
 
    I stared at her. Talking about insane people…she had just segued from one topic to a different one with no connecting logic. 
 
    “I loved her, she was my only hope, then she left. Ran away with that bum, and I was left to deal with momma and poppa.” 
 
    “May I be excused?” 
 
    Her face came up, her eyes inspected every inch of me. There was hostility there, but it seemed to relax and seep away even as she stared at me. She made a flick of her fingers. I pushed the chair back and went back to my room. 
 
     
 
    I lay on the bed. On my back. One knee up and the other leg crossed over it. 
 
    I had shaken the pink cover in the hallway, sending a spray of dust down the length of the hallway. Replacing the spread I had laid down and considered my life. 
 
    Mother was dead, not that she was any fount of security and blessings. Father had disappeared shortly after I was born. Aunt Maggie was the only relative I knew about. I knew her parents were dead, but I knew nothing about her brothers and sisters. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    I guessed I would go to school. There was a junior college nearby, and while I was only an average student, it seemed the best option. I could get a job, maybe flip some burgers, and work my way out of…what had she called it? This ‘snake pit.’ 
 
    I sat up. I was not tired, just bored, and in me boredom bred nervous energy. 
 
    I considered my room. Twelve by twelve and empty of memories. Except for those of my dead mother, who had escaped the place first chance she had. 
 
    I stood up, placed myself in the middle of the room and turned a slow 360. 
 
    Just furniture. Blank, old, featureless furniture. 
 
    I was assailed by a sadness. I had inherited that which had driven my mother away. 
 
    I moved my bag to the dresser, time to unpack, and opened a drawer. 
 
    It was filled with bras, and tummy shapers, and garters and nylons and such. I blinked…and I smiled. Life had just gotten more interesting. 
 
     
 
    Potato soup. I stared at the thin broth. Apparently this was Auntie’s diet. 
 
    I stared across the table at her. 
 
    She didn’t look up. “What?” Without any real interest. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Auntie, I’m not used to broth. Do you have anything else.” 
 
    Now she looked up, and her head was slightly tilted, as if she was surprised by my request. She blinked once, a shuttering of the eyes in slow motion, then she looked down at her soup. 
 
    Man, what a kook. And I knew I was going to have to get a job pretty quick. Potato soup was going to get old real quick. 
 
    “No,” she whispered. But she appeared to be thinking, actually having a thought. I hoped it didn’t hurt her head. 
 
    But, the good news, she didn’t notice my bra straps. Of course I had worn a plaid shirt over my tee shirt, no reason she should notice, but that’s half the fun of cross dressing. Being in a position where you could get caught. 
 
    Not that I wanted to get caught. I just wanted that excitement bubbling in the chest. I wanted to feel my cock surging against my pants…my panties. 
 
    “May I be excused.” 
 
    A flick of those long, slender fingers. I rose, and stopped and stared at her for a second. She wasn’t an unattractive woman. Her face was smooth and unlined, her hair…she should let it out, and her lips were full. 
 
    Of course, maybe my observation was just the horniness rising in me, horniness bred by my kinky underwear. 
 
    She looked up. 
 
    I picked up my soup bowl. “I’ll wash this.” I left the table. I could feel her eyes on my back as I stepped into the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    Mother’s room was a trove of hidden sexuality. 
 
    I suppose it should have creeped me out, handling her underwear, but I had taken care of her for a year before she died. I was familiar with her underwear, her body functions, and a lot of unpleasant end of life things. 
 
    So her underwear didn’t creep me out, but excited me in a way that I needed. I needed to get over the idea that putting a bra on her was a duty, that cleaning the mess out of her diapers was my life. 
 
    I needed to look at dainty underthings like they were an adventure. 
 
    The dresser was stuffed with her sexuality. Soft, clinging things. Straps and materials that supported and encased. Sleek sheens of legging material. 
 
    She was a woman with a deep sexual nature. 
 
    Yet, I had seen nothing of that. 
 
    I had seen a tired mother abandoned by love, sentenced to raising a boy. 
 
    I had never seen her go out on a date, or even interact in any meaningful way with a man. 
 
    She just took care of me and lived a featureless life. 
 
    Yet she had, in her history, an abundance of clothes to make her sexy 
 
    Why? 
 
    I knew what had happened, but why had she accepted this…this dinge of personality for herself? 
 
    In her closet were clothes. Fine, silky clothes. Clothes would reveal her ample bosom. Clothes that would allow her to walk down the street and be assured that every male eye within sight would be focused on her. 
 
    And heels. Lots of high heels. 
 
    And I perceived the depth of love. She had given her sexuality up for a man who had left her. 
 
    She must have thought he was more sexy than all the clothes she possessed. 
 
    Or did it break her heart to leave her trappings behind? Did she pine, in the late night darkness, for her shell, her cover, her…essence? 
 
    Huh. There were things here I didn’t understand. but then, who ever really understands people? 
 
    I began wearing mother’s night gowns to bed. I loved the soft, slithery feel of the sexy material sliding over my skin. 
 
    I loved to wear a bra underneath, stuffed with crumpled up nylons. I loved to stare at the mirror on the dresser, see myself encased by sex. 
 
    Her tummy shapers allowed me to compress my waist, not that I was that fat. My hips would flare a bit then, and the sheen of nylons would aid the illusion. 
 
    I didn’t want to be a woman…and I did. 
 
    I would lie awake late into the night, imagining, feeling myself, my hand slowly stroking, feeling the veins and the pulsings. Sometimes I would just hold myself and feel the blood ripple through my veins. 
 
      
 
    I took a job as a stock boy in a Big Lots. It wasn’t a difficult job, mostly I just filled shelves with gimcracks. I had a dolly for the heavy stuff, and even the big furniture was dealt with easily. 
 
    I usually went to work in the morning, stocked the place for the day, and was off by ten. Four hours of work, not a lot of dealings with people, and I enjoyed the feeling of garters around my waist, of stockings under my jeans. When the material rubbed I almost swooned. Funny, there was less sensation with stockings on my legs, but there was more imagination, and imagination is the root of all horniness. 
 
    I took a couple of classes at the local college. One easy one, music appreciation, where I learned the difference between Bach and Beethoven, and one difficult one, Calculus and Analytic Geometry. Oddly, I liked the calculus better than the music. Still, it was enjoyable to sit up, late at night, and listen to the Moonlight Sonata while I contemplated a page full of equations. 
 
    Of course, it was all made more enjoyable by sitting at the small writing desk, my long hair pinned up, my bra stuffed, my penis pounding madly in my panties. 
 
    Sometimes it took me a long time to do my homework, distracted in this manner, but that just made for a longer session of pure enjoyment. 
 
      
 
    Auntie made a dish. Hot dogs and beans. But it was…real food! Solid food, and I stared at it in wonder. Having deposited the plate in front of me, she rounded the table and sat down in front of her bowl of potato soup. 
 
    I looked up and spoke in a heartfelt manner. “Thank you.” 
 
    She might have grunted, she might not have, she just lifted her spoon of broth to her lips and sipped. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt good. To have real sustenance slide down my throat. And, the taste. Mmm. 
 
    I devoured it, and suddenly stopped and looked up. Aunt Maggie was staring at me. But she quickly lowered her face and resumed her soup. 
 
    But I had caught her. the look in her eyes. Something alive, and wondering. 
 
    Maybe it was the fact that she had shown consideration by fixing me real food, maybe it was just that I was starved for communication from this silent person, but I blurted: “What was Mother like?” 
 
    She held her spoon motionless for a moment, then resumed sipping. I decided she wasn’t going to answer me, and I went back to eating my beans and dogs. I was just starting to scrape the dish with my own spoon when she whispered: “She was beautiful. She was the most beautiful of us all, and she had all those wonderful clothes. I loved to watch her get dressed up. I would watch her whirl and spin and watch herself in the mirror. Then she would come to me, kiss my forehead and say, “Maggie May, one day you will do this. 
 
    “But she left. And I didn’t.” 
 
    Then she was silent, and my mouth was open. She had revealed a depth of personality I had not suspected. She had told me more, in that short monologue, than a year of cleaning my mother’s diapers had told me. 
 
    I stared at her. She spooned her soup, then her soup was gone, the bowl empty. 
 
    She pushed back from the table. She stood and stared at me, her eyes fixed and glittering in the gloom, and she pushed her bowl at me. “Clean this.” Then she turned and disappeared into the house. 
 
    ‘Clean this,’ a command, but I didn’t mind it. Actually, I liked it. It gave me purpose in this old house. I wanted to do something to deserve my room and board. 
 
    I took our bowls into the kitchen and washed them, dried them, and placed them in the cupboard. All the while thinking about Aunt Maggie and my mother, two young girls, one about to break free…into prison, and the other to stay in prison and satisfy her life with but a brief imagining. 
 
     
 
    I worked all week, at work by six, done by ten. Off to college for a few hours. An evening of listening to classical music and wearing slithery underthings…and solving arcane problems of the mathematical mind. It was a routine, and very comfortable, and I was starting to think about future classes, what I would do to prepare myself for my life. Where I would go, what I would do. 
 
    It was exciting, and made more exciting by the secret under my outer clothes. I took to wearing a bra always, nothing in the cups when I worked or at school, and lots in the cups when I was alone, listening to Brahms or Strauss, studying my math. 
 
    And Aunt Maggie fixed more dishes. Spaghetti. Hamburger. And, one night, spam and mashed potatoes. God, that was good, and I complimented her. “This is delicious, Auntie.” 
 
    She smiled wanly, and watched me eat, and suddenly said, “Mother knew how to cook. This is just cans.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I was enjoying the ‘just cans,’ and it didn’t seem like she wanted a response. 
 
    Then: “You should read Shakespeare.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She stood up and left the table. She went into the living room, with its couches and tall bookshelves, and returned a moment later. She placed a book in front of me. 
 
    It was thick, and heavy. The edges of the pages were smooth gold. The paper was thin, but sturdy. The cover of the book was dog eared, and I could see bends and nicks in the pages. The cover was brown with gold printing, and a big picture of a man and a woman…dancing? In the middle of a weird garden? 
 
      
 
    The Riverside Shakespeare 
 
      
 
    “Start with Romeo and Juliet.” 
 
    “Thank you, Aunt Maggie” 
 
    “And just call me Maggie.” 
 
    “Maggie.” 
 
    This moment, it made me feel adult as nothing had ever done. Elevated. Presented with a solemn gift. 
 
    That night I hurried through my math and opened the expensive pages to Romeo and Juliet. I listened to Chopin, who seemed somewhat period, at least I believed so, and entered another world. 
 
    Capulets and Montagues, swords and bawdy laughter, two people so in love they courted, and married, death itself. 
 
    It made mincemeat of Star Wars and all that robotic silliness. 
 
    I sat in my gown, entranced, and sorted through the old language. At one point I became so excited I actually stopped to masturbate. 
 
    I didn’t often masturbate, preferring to just feel the horniness, but this…this was too much. 
 
    Who was this Shakespeare dude? That he understood what actually went on in the hearts of lovers? 
 
    And I stopped, closed the book. Lots more to read, but much to think about. 
 
    My mother was a star crossed lover. She had betrayed her lineage and run away with a boy. 
 
    But the boy had proved to be as her family told her, not worthy. 
 
    Was her life sad? Did taking care of me, until I was old enough to take care of her, satisfy her? 
 
    Or should she have just taken the poison? 
 
    Oddly, I thought that she had. She had lived a life so dour she had finally contracted illness and waned away…until her organs imploded and…she was destroyed by Romeo. 
 
    It was a thoughtful me that went down for breakfast the next morning. 
 
    Auntie was up. She usually wasn’t. Most days I fixed myself a quick breakfast and hurried off to work. And this was a weekend, which made her early rising even more of a mystery. 
 
    The mystery was resolved quickly, however, when, as I ate my cereal, she blurted, “Did you like the sex and violence?” 
 
    Sex and violence? Now that was weird. R & J was about love. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    She sniffed. At least not a snort, but she said, “Read page 342 closely. That’s where the fun starts.” 
 
    I didn’t even finish my breakfast, I just stood up, trotted upstairs, and returned to the table with the book. Under Auntie’s watchful eye I opened to the page and read…and didn’t see it. 
 
    Auntie quoted: 
 
    ‘Therefore I will push Montague’s men from the wall and 
 
    thrust his maids to the wall.’ 
 
     
 
    I stared at her blankly. 
 
    Then she showed the first bit of real excitement I had ever seen of her. 
 
    “They are going to kill the men and rape the women.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Read it, and don’t just read the words, have at them.” 
 
    Have at them? What a curious phrase. Yet I bent and read, slowly, and I saw it. 
 
    Aunt Maggie saw that I saw it. She blurted, “The text is filled with innuendo and sly digs. They ‘draw their swords’ as if they are presenting their pricks, they hold their ‘naked weapons,’ they kick dogs and fill cemeteries with…” 
 
    She stopped talking. Looked down in thought for a. brief moment, then stood up and walked away. 
 
    I was actually a bit stunned. I had just had a glimpse of her soul. 
 
    Her passion for the written page revealed a passion for life that was…stunted. 
 
    Her life was hidden in this house, her joy of life was absconded by a sister who awakened her, then left her before her dreams could start. 
 
    Romeo and Juliet was a tragedy, but not just in the whimsy of medieval Italians. It was tragic in what it revealed in peoples’ heart of hearts. 
 
    Still, I was fascinated. I finished my breakfast, my head buried in the thick book, then I walked upstairs, again, my head in the book. 
 
    And I read, until I felt like the book was reading me. 
 
      
 
    “What is that?” Auntie had fixed pork chops and apple sauce. Real applesauce, off the tree in the backyard. She stared at my laptop. 
 
    “It’s a computer.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. The woman had never seen a computer. But then, she rarely went out, and then just to the old market down the street. Her car was a 1941 Cadillac, that never broke because she never drove it, and she only had a small black and white TV. With rabbit ears. 
 
    She was a living time machine, her channel stuck in a virtual non-electronic time. 
 
    “How does it work?” She rounded the table and stood behind me. 
 
    I pulled up a browser window. I typed in ‘Riverside Shakespeare, ‘and the cover of her book popped up. 
 
    She actually gasped, and bent down and scrutinized the old image. “Oh, my God!” 
 
    I searched for Romeo and Juliet, in a moment she was staring at the front pages, the introduction and the cast of characters. 
 
    She leaned closer, and I felt her actually touch me. Her breast brushed my shoulder, came to rest on it. 
 
    For a moment I felt her awareness, then her fascination for what she was seeing overcame her surprise at physical contact. 
 
    “How do you turn the pages?” 
 
    I scrolled, slowly, and I felt her breathing on me. Her breath was warm, almost perfume-y. 
 
    She stood there for long minutes, her eyes going over the text. Then she stood up. 
 
    “What else can it do?” 
 
    “Want to watch it?” 
 
    “Romeo and Juliet?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    I was grinning inside. I was enjoying the way her mind was opening, the way she had enjoyed opening mine to Shakespeare. 
 
    I pulled up Baz Lurmann’s version of the play. I motioned Auntie to sit at the end of the table, and when she did I turned the computer towards her. 
 
    She stared at the screen, and she was gone. 
 
    I ate my cereal, had another bowl, and glance at Auntie. 
 
    Just as I had been enraptured by the play on page, she was trapped by the play in digital. 
 
    I washed my dishes, went upstairs and got my laundry. Washed my laundry in the ancient machine in the basement, and returned to the final credits. 
 
    Aunt Maggie sat back, and she was crying. Tears were streaming down her face like a Florida rain. “I never imagined…I never…” 
 
    I started to close the laptop. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    I turned to her. 
 
    “Why was Mercutio…he was wearing women’s clothes.” 
 
    Oh, Lord. This was closer to the bone than I ever wanted to gnaw. I tried to slough it off. “Men frequently dressed as women back then. In plays, I mean. It was just the times. Men could do more, walk freely, speak freely.” 
 
    Auntie watched me, hung on my words, and her eyes glittered. 
 
    I started to close the laptop. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    She studied me closely, if I was a book she would have seen right through to the last page. “Have you ever dressed like a woman?” 
 
    Ah. Here it was. A strange serendipity, a chance crossing of the paths of the universe that illuminated me even as it shrunk my gonads…and extended my spear. To speak as Willy. 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    I had spoken so nonchalantly, so easily, given no opening for a cross examination. All hints were locked up solid. 
 
    Yet, she knew. I knew she knew. She knew I knew she knew. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to do some homework,” I spoke easily, the lie, the obfuscation, coming off my lips easily. 
 
    I closed the computer, tucked it under arm, and left the dining room. 
 
    Discovered. 
 
    I was almost shaking with excitement. 
 
      
 
    I decided to clean the house. 
 
    I was living there free, my time spent helping my mother through the final transition of life had taught me…nothing is free. 
 
    And no time should be wasted. 
 
    So I began. I went room to room, taking my time over days and weeks, and cleaned laundry, washed bed spreads, and pried the nails out of windows. 
 
    I even bought some putty and repaired the holes as best I could, and thought about painting over the little wounds. 
 
    Auntie asked if she could watch more Shakespeare, and we often sat in the dining room, watching, following the dialogue with the Riverside version, our shoulders touching. 
 
    I even took to making popcorn. 
 
    It was a side of Aunt Maggie I never would have suspicioned. 
 
    She began to laugh like a school girl, delighting as the things she had seen on paper began to come to life. 
 
    She cried during Hamlet. She laughed hysterically, and even slapped my shoulder, at The Taming of the Shrew. 
 
    “See! See!” she exclaimed, not bothering to tell me what arcane bit of knowledge she had pried loose from Willy. 
 
      
 
    I was cross dressing every day now. I wore garters and nylons, shapers and bras, all day. During the night, Auntie slumbering downstairs, I wore mother’s sexy dresses. 
 
    I even took to roaming the house, wishing to be discovered. 
 
    I had a secret, you see, and what is the purpose of a secret but to be found out? 
 
    And the situation was exacerbated by the fact that we were growing closer. Shoulders rubbing during our Shakespeare festivals. Our hands touching in the popcorn bowl, our laughter and other emotions mixing in the air, a shared breath that fell over us like a happy shroud. 
 
     
 
    I painted the woodwork where I had removed the nails. Then I painted the kitchen. 
 
    Aunt Maggie was surprised, and she stood in the doorway and watched me brush color onto her old house. 
 
    I washed the windows, removing the traces of bugs and weather, and the world gleamed in brightly. 
 
    And the change in livingness effected Auntie. She became happier, and expressed herself more. She smiled, and I noticed that her smile was, on occasion, infectious.  
 
    I had seen this potential in my mother, but, like Auntie, she rarely showed it. It was nice to see Maggie smile. 
 
    She began to cook like her mother. 
 
    A pot roast that crumbled on the fork, soft vegetables in the broth, potatoes on the side, mashed and topped with half a cube of butter. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, when she placed the delicious smelling platter on the table. 
 
    The glanced at me, a wry look on her face. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I swore.” 
 
    “Your mother and I used to sit and say dirty words. We used to like to sit on the porch and hold hands, and she would say, ‘Fuck,’ just rolling out that word like a red carpet. Then I would say, ‘Shit,’ trying to be as rich and expansive in my elocution as she was in hers. Then we would wait, watch the leaves in the trees, the birds making nests, and then she would say, ‘fornicate.’ 
 
    “And we would laugh and giggle, and wait some more, and then whisper another dirty word.” 
 
    She was silent then, and I was silent, marveling. And then, of course, I couldn’t help it. “The fuck you say.” 
 
    We started laughing and couldn’t stop. We just laughed and laughed, started to stop, then a glance from one to the other and we were laughing again. 
 
      
 
    On one hand, I was turning into a drudge. I cleaned, and vacuumed, I did the dishes, and wandered through the house, on alert for repairs, wood to be polished, nails to be pulled. 
 
    On the other hand, I was happy. 
 
    Drudgery is under rated. It is fun to work, to make something, to create something, and I was creating not just a home, but a happiness in another human being. 
 
    And the icing on the cake, those lazy evenings watching movies. Old Shakespeare, other movies from the thirties and forties which I knew nothing about. John Wayne, Olivia de Havilland, Humphrey Bogart. I was stunned by The Maltese Falcon.  
 
    I blinked and laughed out loud when Bogey said, ’When you're slapped, you'll take it and like it!’ 
 
    And the unforgettable monologue at the end, which made me almost cry: ‘I hope they don't hang you, precious, by that sweet neck. Yes, angel, I'm going to send you over. The chances are you'll get off with life. That means if you're a good girl, you'll be out in twenty years. I'll be waiting for you. If they hang you, I'll always remember you.’ 
 
     I’ll always remember you. Fuck. As he puts her in prison. What a cruel twist on the human fate. It was like William Shakespeare was standing over my shoulder saying, ‘See? See?’ 
 
      
 
    But the kicker to it all was when the old dialogue was exploded beyond all repair by Aunt Maggie’s one simple statement. 
 
    We were sitting on the sofa, watching Shane, and she said. “I know you’re wearing your mother’s clothes.” 
 
    My head turned, I couldn’t stop it, and I stared at her, and I knew the world would never be the same.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
    On the screen Little Joey was asking Shane to show him how to shoot a gun. 
 
    “I touch your shoulder and I feel her bra straps. Sometimes, when you move, you’re constricted, and I know you’re wearing something confining. I’ve seen your ankles, the nylons, when you sit. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I was ashen. 
 
    “Are you embarrassed?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    She was turned now, sitting cross-legged in her shift. She had taken to wearing the comfortable but ugly garment when watching the old movies with me. She put a hand on my forearm. It was curious cool, yet my flesh felt like a flash fire. “We never talk about your mother.” 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Why.” 
 
    “Because I watched her whither away and die.” 
 
    “I watched her run away, but she was already dead inside. This house…no, not this house, our parents. They laid down the rules, raised us ‘right,’ and it made us all wrong.” 
 
    On the laptop there were a series of bangs, then Little Joey whistled and yelped, “Gollee!” 
 
    “So what now?” I asked. 
 
    In truth, I had been found out, and I had, in some odd way, looked forward to being found out. I wanted my secret out…but I didn’t, and now…now I was shattered. No more secret, and sometimes it’s the secrets that hold us together. 
 
    She leaned forward, brushed my hair back, and said, “You look like her. Even male to female, there is a similarity that…you make me think of her without you in between. 
 
    What a curious way to phrase it. 
 
    She raised both hands and fiddled with my hair. 
 
    She played with it, and moved it around, and I realized that she was styling it. My mother wore her hair in a simple style, and she was remaking me into her. 
 
    And I looked down the front of her shift and saw her breasts. Large. Heavy. The tips erect, jutting, pointing. 
 
    She leaned back, and realized where I had been looking, but she didn’t say anything, she didn’t pull her night dress closer around her. She just sat there, and I could see her excitement through the thin cotton. 
 
    My penis raised its head. My groin grew warm, and my own nipples rose up. 
 
    “You look like her. Can I cut your hair?” 
 
    I was gulping now, uncontrollable gulping. Found out, not condemned for it, in a way…praised for it. 
 
    I nodded, and my eyes were growing blurry. Tears were coming. 
 
    She leaned forward and brushed my eyes. “It’s okay if you cry, but you don’t have to. You don’t.” 
 
    We sate in tableau for a long moment, then she burst into action. “Come!” She grabbed my hand and led me through the house. Up the stairs, her giggling and looking back at me. 
 
    Down the hall and into my bedroom. She pulled the chair out from my writing desk and sat me down. “Wait here.” 
 
    She was gone for five minutes, and while she was gone I trembled, tried to control my breathing, and wondered what was happening to me. 
 
    She returned, and she held a comb, scissors, a towel over one forearm, and a glass of water. 
 
    She unbuttoned my shirt, pulled it back, then off. 
 
    I sat in front of her, in a bra. It was flat, and she asked, “Do you fill the cups with anything?” 
 
    I nodded, still not able to speak. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nylons,” I whispered, my voice cracking. 
 
    She turned to the dresser, she knew where the nylons were. She tossed me a handful of the ones that I used for stuffing. 
 
    I looked down, pushed the hosiery into the bra. I didn’t dare look up, even though I could feel her eyes devouring me. 
 
    When I was done I did look up, and there was just a trace of defiance, but mostly fear, in my eyes. 
 
    She smiled. “God, are you beautiful.” 
 
    I almost wept right then. To be such a secret for so long, and now…to be accepted…it was too much. 
 
    She walked behind me, put a towel over my shoulders and started flicking water onto my hair. She smoothed the droplets into my mop, and inspected me from different angles. 
 
    “Thank God you’re such a Raggedy Ann.” 
 
    Not a Raggedy Andy, but a Raggedy Ann. Yet it made me feel a hint of pride. 
 
    Not a man, but a woman. 
 
    She began to take little snips, here and there, walking around me, combing me out and snipping again. For long minutes she snipped, then she put the scissors down and placed her hands on my head. She rubbed my hair, rubbed it good, then stood back. She smiled. She combed me a bit then. 
 
    “I need a brush, but this will do for now. Look in the mirror.” 
 
    I stood and turned, and was stunned. She had made my hair like a bubble, or maybe like an olive. It curved out and in, curled around my ears. 
 
    “Just a little longer.” 
 
    “Wow! It looks like…like…” 
 
    “Like Gen. She taught me how to fix her hair. I would fix it before she went on a date, and sometimes she would fix my hair.” 
 
    I turned my face this way and that. I was still young enough that male angles hadn’t fully set in, and the haircut definitely made my hairstyle feminine. 
 
    “I can’t go to work like this.” 
 
    She grinned openly. “Watch.” 
 
    She flicked water, then combed straight down. My hair collapsed into a straight fall, which she then combed in a very masculine style. For longish hair. 
 
    “Holy shit!” Then: “Show me how to do this.” 
 
    We spent the next hour combing my hair. Female. Male. Female. Male. our bodies were touching as we moved around, and I felt her breasts touching me constantly. At one point I even thought maybe she was doing it on purpose. but…no. That couldn’t be. 
 
    Then I startled her. I was getting good at transitioning my hair, and I said, “Sit down.” 
 
    She looked at me, and her eyes were curiously opaque, and she sat down. 
 
    I carefully, even lovingly, combed her hair into the style her sister preferred. I could see tears threatening to crest in her eyes, but I ignored them. 
 
    When I was done she looked in the mirror, and she leaned against me, put her head next to mine. “We’re not twins.” 
 
    And we weren’t, but there was definitely a family similarity. 
 
    She touched her hair, “I’ve got grey.” 
 
    “Not much.” 
 
    “But…” She was wistful, no doubt thinking of the lost years. Not knowing her sister, not knowing me. Holding herself in. Living a cloistered life of no joy. 
 
    Then she suddenly turned and kissed my cheek. 
 
    I was surprised, but not helpless. We stared at each other. Suddenly awake to the sexual possibilities here. Our faces were close, our lips were inches apart, our eyes were asking questions and desperate for answers. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I let my head drift slowly forward. 
 
    Our lips touched, and life stopped. I was unaware of breathing. 
 
    She pressed her body against mine, and her large breasts impacted on my chest. I suddenly wished I wasn’t wearing a bra, that I could feel those mighty nips gouge my flesh. 
 
    My arms went around her, held her, squeezed her, and she ate at my mouth voraciously. 
 
    She was a woman starved, her juices pent up, her soul wrapped up tightly for decades. And now…the bindings had burst. 
 
    She put her hands on the sides of my face and held it, and kissed me, kissed my lips, kissed my closed eyes. Kissed my throat and my ears and every part of me. 
 
    We were making sounds, guttural, whimpering, animal sounds. Small sounds, but deeply felt. Gruntings of lust and open doors. 
 
    She pushed me back, and I sat on the bed, then she stopped. She stared down at me hungrily. My heart was leaping and my cock was pounding like a Jamaican was drumming inside my balls. 
 
    She lifted me then, and took me to my sister’s drawers. She looked in the drawer and selected items, and she handed them to me. 
 
    “Take off your clothes. Put these on. Let’s do you right.” 
 
    I took off my clothes, all of them, and stood before her. Naked. My cock bobbing frantically. 
 
    “You’re so young. You don’t have much body hair.” 
 
    “No.” My voice was a croak, and she chuckled. 
 
    “Are you nervous.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She rolled nylons up my legs and attached them. She was staring at my hard cock. “How often do you masturbate?” 
 
    I was embarrassed, and she realized it. She sank to her knees, looked me in the eyes, held my cock just inches from her mouth and whispered, as if speaking to my cock, “Do you jack off? Pull on your dick until it squirts? Do you play with your asshole?” 
 
    My eyes were shuttering a bit, but I managed to say, “Yes.” 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” 
 
    God, she was so alive. Alive like I had never seen her. The volcano of her had erupted. 
 
    She placed her lips on my cock, slid down the length, and I almost squirted right then. I grabbed the base of my cock and squeezed and groaned. 
 
    She let go quickly. “Really?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    We waited then, staring at each other, then she tried again, and this time she barely licked the underside, sucked the helmet real quickly, and let me go. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    She stood up then, and she took off her night gown. 
 
    She was gorgeous. Stunning. An unused but lush beauty. Her body was classic, flaring hips and a wasp waist. Her pubic hair was light and curly. Her breasts were, now they they were out of severe dresses and night gowns, massive. They rested in a shelf bra, her nipples so hard they almost glowed. 
 
    “I wear this bra all the time now. I think about you, and I play with my nipples before bed. Laying in bed I think of you and I rub my breasts and pull my nipples, and then…I’ve got a dildo.” 
 
    “A dildo,” I stammered. 
 
    “A dildo.” She nodded. I bought a magazine, mail order, it’s big and I use it all the time. I’ve got lots of magazines. We’re going to have to read them, do all the things in them.” 
 
    I marveled at this woman, and I stood up, shaky on my feet, and she tugged my garters up a bit, then, my cock poking into her belly, she kissed me again, long and slow, as if she was drinking my very essence. I felt her breasts, and she arched her back, pressing her tits into my hands, silently asking me to grab more, grab harder. 
 
    She pulled back, gasped for breath, then led me into the closet. “What do you want to wear?” 
 
    I chose a slinky, blue dress. Wrap around. She helped me into it, then she handed me high heels. 
 
    I took the things, and was suddenly frightened. I had tried them on, but it was difficult to walk in them. 
 
    “I can’t…I’ll lose my balance.” 
 
    “I’ll balance you.” 
 
    I sat on the bed and slipped them on. I stood up. 
 
    I was four inches taller, an inch taller than Aunt Maggie. 
 
    Now she looked up at me, and we kissed yet again. It seemed that we couldn’t get enough kissing. 
 
    Then she pressed my chest and said, “Sit down. Let me get ready.” 
 
    I was almost sad to see her put on a dress, and she laughed at the expression on my face. 
 
    She wore a brown dress that was low in the back. And low in the front. Her incredible breasts were presented as they should be, with deep cleavage. 
 
    She took my hand and whispered, “Come on.” 
 
    She led me down the hall, watching me closely, giggling as I struggled to stay upright. 
 
    And the stairs were a unique problem. To step down and keep the foot pointed the right way, a dozen times I thought I was going to fall. Yet she kept a close watch on me, helped me, and finally I was standing at the bottom. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” I blurted, so aware of the way my penis bounced. 
 
    Again we kissed, devouring each other’s mouths, feeling her breasts, feeling my cock. 
 
    She giggled. “I’ve never felt one so hard.” 
 
    “I’ve never been so hard.” 
 
    We walked through the big room and to the small hall. The master bedroom was back here, apart from the rest of the house, giving a privacy that no other room had. 
 
    My room was right above it. 
 
    “Can you hear me?” I looked up. 
 
    “Sometimes,” she smiled. 
 
    I didn’t ask her if she could hear me in my occasional masturbation. 
 
    Her room was twenty by twenty, with a huge, four poster bed. There was a make up table near the door, and the closet ran the length of the room. The doors were all full-sized mirrors. I watched our reflection as she held my hand and looked down at the bed. 
 
    “Some time I’ll have to tie you up.” 
 
    Oh, man. 
 
    Then she turned and led me to the big closet. She slid open the mirror/door. Most of the closet was clothes, but at one end, the end furthest from the door, I saw the magazines. And a small dresser. And on top of the dresser a giant jar of lube. 
 
    She reached up to a shelf over the little dresser and took down a small suitcase. She told me to sit at her make up table and I did. She opened the case and began taking out make up. 
 
    “I put this away years ago. I never imagined…” she didn’t finish the statement, just arranged the bottles and vials and such in neat rows. 
 
    I sat there, entranced, and she began preparing my face. I watched the mirror and studied how she cleansed my skin, and began priming it. 
 
    She worked slowly, and I was fascinated by how her eyes focused on what she was doing, and only seldom glanced at me. When she did look at me, however, a smile would break across her face. 
 
    She transformed me. She painted and brushed my face, colored my eyelids, and put red, red lipstick on my lips. 
 
    “You are gorgeous,” she whispered to me, as she fluffed my hair and made it look as feminine as possible. She shook a can of hair spray. “This is old, but it should still work. 
 
    She spritzed me, and my hair was locked in place. 
 
    She stood back and inspected me, and smiled a BIG smile. 
 
    She said, “You shared your world with me, your computer and all those movies, now let me share mine.” She turned to the small dresser in the closet and grabbed a large stack of her magazines. She placed them in my arms.  
 
    “Come.” 
 
    She led me back to the living room and she told me to place the mags on the table, next to my computer. 
 
    We sat down then, thighs touching, her breasts occasionally touching my arm, and we read.  
 
    No internet, she had collected thousands of the shiny, glossy mags, and we slowly flipped through the things. 
 
    On the internet one clicks through tons of sex with a finger. Click, click, click, and it really doesn’t give one time to gander, to let the eyes take it all in. 
 
    Honestly, it is fast food compared to magazines. 
 
    So we flipped the pages, and shared our thoughts, and looked at voluptuous ladies of the ages. 
 
    Her hand went to my cock and rested on it, and I got used to it, and yet, I couldn’t help pushing forward a little bit, humping her hand, which made her laugh giddily, and she would eye me and squeeze me, and take her hand off until next time. 
 
      
 
    That first day we spent hours just gazing at the mags, and feeling each other, and kissing, and being horny. 
 
    Yet, there was something between us, stopping us. 
 
    On one hand, it was significant. I was her nephew. Plug in all sorts of societal conditioning to that. 
 
    On the other hand, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. We wanted this, and by depriving ourselves we were causing ourselves to get hornier and hornier. 
 
    So we lazed into the evening, touching, kissing, wondering, and that was a Saturday. 
 
      
 
    On Sunday I woke up, in my own bed, and felt a moment of sadness. 
 
    The night before Maggie had walked me to my room, kissed me hungrily, then returned to her own room. 
 
    I wondered if she had masturbated. 
 
    I had gone to bed so horny I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    I dressed, as a woman, and wished I had my own make up. But I knew Aunt Maggie was going to make me up. I knew she would’t miss an opportunity to make me over. 
 
    I went down to the kitchen, and Aunt Maggie was there, waiting, reading from a stack of a half dozen magazines. She looked up at me and smiled, then took my hand and led me back to her make up station. 
 
    Strangely, we didn’t speak much. It was as if we both knew what we were going to do and there was no need to discus strategy or politics. 
 
    We returned to the kitchen and began making bacon and eggs. I cracked the eggs and laid the bacon on a skillet, she cooked the eggs, added bits of onions and peppers and various herbs. 
 
    It was delicious. 
 
    After the meal she handed me a tube of lipstick and told me to check myself frequently. 
 
    “Nothing is so slovenly as a woman who doesn’t care for herself.” 
 
    I rolled the tube on, tasted the waxy substance, and asked, “What are we going to do today?” 
 
    “Today we are going to play maid.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I always wanted a maid, your mother and I used to play maid, and now…I have one. Your uniform is in the small bedroom under the stairs.” 
 
    I went under the stairs. The room was small, built for a maid or butler, obviously, and I found a uniform already laid out. I took my clothes off and put on the maid uniform. The skirt was short, and my cock was visible, painting down into my panties. 
 
    “Don’t wear the panties.” 
 
    I jumped. 
 
    She had entered the room behind me. 
 
    She moved forward, pressed herself against me and used her thumbs to pull the panties down. She let her lips brush against mine as she bent her knees and lowered herself. Then I was standing, my cock out, actually hidden by the chiffon underlining of the uniform. 
 
    “There you go,” she gripped my cock, shook it, then let go and walked out. 
 
    I spent the morning doing what I was already doing, but enjoying it much more. 
 
    I did laundry, polished silverware, vacuumed, and was always conscious of my penis jutting out under the uniform, shivering and dripping. 
 
    And I wondered what we were going to do. 
 
    Were we going to…get together? Consummate? What was going to happen? 
 
      
 
    I worked all day, in a kind of blissful, surreal heaven.  
 
    Maggie read magazines, and watched me out of the corner of her eye. 
 
    I was getting horny from the way the material slithered over my cock, and from the sight of Maggie half naked, she was wearing a peignoir, reading skin mags. 
 
    She was also getting horny. She kept rubbing her arms against her nipples, giving little moans, and a couple of times she actually reached down between her legs and squeezed herself. 
 
    At noon, during lunch, I asked her if she would like to explore sex on the internet. She did, and I showed her how to use a browser, and turned her loose. 
 
    She sat, not even touching herself, almost rigid, and watched the endless stream of videos, pictures, and stories. She discovered trannies, with their big cocks, and she grinned at me. She lost herself in a site dedicated to cartoons. She spent an hour perusing 8muses. God, she had fun. 
 
    But I knew things were coming to a head. 
 
    I have often wondered, over the years, what would have happened if she had kept her propriety, and we had not done anything. 
 
    I fantasized about a few years of being forced to clean a house. I dreamed of being put in chastity and made to serve her. 
 
    The reality, of course, was far better. 
 
      
 
    She called me to dinner, and I put away my cleaning tools, and walked into the kitchen. 
 
    I had learned how to navigate in heels pretty well. I still had problems walking, but I wasn’t staggering like a drunken sailor. 
 
    She placed a pot pie before me. Hot and steaming and home made. Man, could she cook. 
 
    As I began eating she sat down opposite me and watched me. I slowed down and looked at her. 
 
    “How’s your penis?” She asked. 
 
    “It won’t stop dripping.” 
 
    We stared at each other, then she simply changed the subject. 
 
    “Tell me about your mother.” 
 
    “What would you like to know?” 
 
    “What was it like…at the end.” 
 
    I contemplated, and my mind went over the last few months. Her taking medicine that made her sick. Me cleaning up after her. 
 
    “I had to dress her. I had to clean her up after…after she went to the bathroom.” 
 
    “That must have been terrible.” 
 
    “At first. But when you have to do something…” I shrugged. 
 
    “What about when she died?” 
 
    “She was on drugs, but then, at the end, she smiled at me, seemed to lose all pain, even the memory of pain. She gripped my hand, I was crying, and she said, “‘It’s getting dark, but I can see better.’ Then…she left.” 
 
    “Left?” 
 
    “I could feel her leaving. It was like watching dust puff out of a vacuum cleaner, but it was spirit out of a body, and then she was dead. I was still holding her hand, and death didn’t scare me, and I placed her hand on the bed and stood up and watched her for a while.” 
 
    “Wow. Thank you for telling me that.” 
 
    “Thank you for listening. it seems that nobody wants to know these things. And…and I’ll never be scared of death again.” 
 
    She grinned. “But you’ll be scared of sex.” 
 
    “Hell,” I laughed. “I’m be terrified.” 
 
    She said, “I’ve thought a lot about what we should do.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. This was her show. 
 
    “I know you’re horny. Really horny. And I should refuse you.” 
 
    Now I was really silent. 
 
    “I’m your aunt, your family. On one hand it would like fucking your mother. On the other hand, I’m not your mother, and I can’t get pregnant, and…and what do you think? Should we fuck?” 
 
    Oh, what a dilemma. I wanted to scream ‘YES!’ But I knew if I didn’t act mature about the situation. “I really want to make love to you.” 
 
    She nodded. “And I you, but you should understand a few things.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’ve…I’m not normal when it comes to sex. I spent a lifetime denying myself, and in the spaces where I failed to control myself, I experimented with dildos, anal sex, chastity, and so on. Under my staid clothes I am a sexual predator. A maniac. A nympho. But I hide that.” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I gulped and said, “So…” Then I just sighed. 
 
    “So I think I am going to fuck you, at least once, and then we are going to play my games.” 
 
    “Games?” My voice cracked a bit. 
 
    “Games. Games where I tie you up and tease you…and then deny you. Games where you clean the house with a butt plug up your ass. Games where you lick me to a cum, then go back to your room, locked up and horny and not able to experience any relief. And when you think you can’t take it anymore, when you think your balls are going to pop with overwhelming horniness, then I might let you squirt. Maybe in my hand, maybe in yours, maybe my mouth, maybe my hole, but always as I wish, when I wish. Are you willing to play this kind of game?” 
 
    I didn’t have to think. I nodded. 
 
    “Good, come here. Let’s get you off.” 
 
    We went to her bedroom and she pushed me on the bed. She crawled over me, pulled my dress up and my panties down and sucked me slowly. 
 
    Then she stood at the bottom of the bed, leaned over, and I knelt behind her. She tilted her hips so I could reach her pussy, and I licked her, pulled my taste buds over the ripples of her pussy. I explored the labia and sucked on the clitoris. 
 
    It was heaven, and I was already going crazy with the idea of it all. 
 
    “Can you put your dick in me and not cum?” 
 
    “I can try.” 
 
    She poised over me, squatted and put my dick at the lip of her cunt. 
 
    “ Remember, don’t cum. Let’s make it last. Okay?” 
 
    “What if I can’t stand it?” 
 
    “Then it’ll be a long time before I let you in my pussy again.” 
 
    She lowered herself, watching me, and I felt the unbelievable sensation of a pussy rippling down over my cock. I gasped, and it was all I could do to hold myself motionless. God, the urge to thrust, to bounce, to impale and grunt…it was hellish, but in a good way. 
 
    She leaned over me, and I played with her breasts. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. No fair,” she whispered at me, groaning. 
 
    “All’s fair,” I offered the half quote. 
 
    She grabbed my nipples and twisted, and I almost shot my load right then. 
 
    She lurched up, held herself above me, and I slowly came back under control. 
 
    She slid back down, and we again watched each other. Now I didn’t squeeze her nipples, but I did fondle her large breasts. 
 
    She moaned and smiled. “I have wanted this for so long…I am going to draw this out. For weeks. Maybe months. And we’re going to have some fun. I’ll have lots of orgasms. But you won’t.” 
 
    It was all tease, but it was more than I could stand. My eyes rolled up and I began to lurch, but she didn’t get off me this time. She sat on me and played with my nipples and enjoyed my orgasm. 
 
    I twisted and writhed and shot my load, and, finally, I was done. 
 
    She still sat on me, and I felt my dick going limp, sliding out of her pussy. 
 
    “Good,” she said. 
 
    “But you didn’t cum!” 
 
    “You’ll be ready to go in ten minutes, and then you won’t be able to cum, and I will get more cums than there are stars in the sky.” 
 
    She laughed then, and was truly happy. 
 
    We lay there then, for the required ten minutes, and we talked. Sometimes of nonsense, sometimes of serious matters, but always of important matters. Then I began to get hard again, and she smiled. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    I nodded. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “The test results are back, Mr. Thompson.” 
 
    The lack of expression on the doctor’s face, she was prepared to tell us something was wrong. When there is nothing bad in your test results the doctor comes out with a grin, cracks a joke, or is otherwise cheerful. It’s when they have no expression on their face that you have to worry. I looked at my husband.  He knew it, too. “So what do the results say?” 
 
    “Let’s sit down.” 
 
    Uh oh. Worse and worse. If it’s god news they don’t worry about you falling down and hitting your head. 
 
    Jack and I sat down on the office chairs. I reached out and patted Jack’s hand. 
 
    He looked at me and smiled, but it was a weak smile. 
 
    The doctor’s name was Abdalia Jones. The sign in front of her office proclaimed she was an M.D., F.A.C.O.G. A doctor that was a ‘Fellow of the American Congress of Obstetricians and Gynecologists.’ Which meant that she was a qualified obstetrics and gynecology doctor, and an expert in Reproductive Endocrinology and Infertility. Which, when you took all the fancy words apart, meant that she was qualified to help us find out why we couldn’t get pregnant. 
 
    Well, I knew why I couldn’t get pregnant. Jack didn’t however, And the fact that she was looking at Jack and not me…that meant it was likely Jack that was shooting blanks, or some such. 
 
    “Mr. Thompson,” she was a black lady, a little overweight, who reminded me of Stacy Abrams, but with a kind expression on her face. “Mr. Thompson, tests show that you have elevated levels of acylglycerols with a complication of inverted sasol olefins. In addition, you have almost no surfactants.” 
 
    Both Jack and I sort of glazed over. We didn’t understand the words. The good doctor realized this and translated her prognosis into English. 
 
    “You haven’t been producing enough sperm. This has caused a severe imbalance in your body.” 
 
    “So I need to produce more sperm,” he didn’t look unhappy at that. 
 
    “However, there is a complication.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need to produce more sperm, but you shouldn’t have an orgasm.” 
 
    “What?” We were both confused by this contradiction. 
 
    “You haven’t been producing enough sperm. You need to get erect, get excited, and let your testicles do their work.” 
 
    “But if I’m supposed to build up all this sperm, why can’t I get rid of it with a, with a…” 
 
    “Have you ever heard of an orgasm spoken of as ‘the little death?’” 
 
    Jack nodded. 
 
    “It is a fact that your heart speeds up during sex.” She paused, letting us stay with her. “If you have an orgasm your heart will have to work extra hard to bring up the semen, but you don’t have enough semen, and the resulting strain on your heart…it is possible that your heart will actually stop and you will die.” 
 
    “But…I don’t…you’re telling me that I have to produce more semen, but having orgasms could be fatal? 
 
    The doctor put up her hands in an effort to calm Jack. Slowly, his breathing came under control. 
 
    “I want you to take deep breaths, Mr. Thompson.” 
 
    While Jack tried to get himself under control I affirmed, “So Jack has to somehow manufacture more sperm, but he can’t let any of it out because of his heart.” 
 
    The doctor nodded. “Precisely. While it is more complicated than that, it is also just that simple.” 
 
    “So how do I get rid of sperm without orgazing?” Poor Jack, he looked so confused. 
 
    At the same time I blurted, “So you’re saying that one more orgasm could kill Jack?” 
 
    She managed to follow us and answer us both. To me she said, “Yes.” And to Jack she continued with, “There are things you can do to alleviate the matter.” 
 
    “What?” I asked quickly. 
 
    “First, we have to put him on an estrogen rich diet. This will cause an equilibria of mutually immiscible ionic liquids. He’ll still produce sperm, lots of it, especially with the medicines I will prescribe…” 
 
    We glazed over again.  
 
    “That will cause a common anion of basic character that should…” blah, blah, blah. Whatever happened to common English? 
 
    “Of course, you will notice certain side effects.” 
 
    “What kind of side effects?” asked Jack. His lip was trembling. To be told that one more orgasm would kill him…I could imagine how fragile and shattered he must be. 
 
    “Well, you might experience swelling in the hips, a certain redistribution of fat cells, and puffiness in the chest. Maybe even a degree of gynecomastia.” 
 
    “Jack is going to grow…boobs?”  
 
    “Maybe, maybe not, it all depends on certain variables. In addition to the gynecomastia, your skin may feel a little bit…soft. Also, your penis may shrink a little, very important to keep it excited, to lessen the degree of shrinkage.” 
 
    Jack was blinking. Slow blinks. Like he was shuttering his eyes, like he was trying to shut out all this bad information. 
 
    “Let me get this straight,” I blurted. “You’re saying that Jack can’t cum again? Never again? But we should play with his cock and keep him…producing sperm.” 
 
    “I would not say never. There are certain, ah, exercises that we can can have Jack do, and after several months we can retest him.” 
 
    I was still trying to put it all in understandable terms. I asked, “So Jack should…get excited…but not have orgasms.” 
 
    She nodded. “It’s actually very beneficial for him to get erections. When his penis is in a state of excitement his testicles will tend to produce biphasic phosphonium cations. You should strive to cause his penis to be erect several times a day. He can be limp the rest of the time, let him have a period of rest, but…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Jack put his head in his hand and I heard a light sob come from his gut. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jack. It’s okay.” I put an arm around him. 
 
    “Now, let me prescribe some medicines…” 
 
    A half hour later, with a handful of prescriptions and the advice to look into ‘chastity belts,’ whatever they were, we were out the door and on our way home. 
 
      
 
    “My life is over,” Jack was sobbing, actual tears overflowing his eyes, dripping on his lap, which made it look like his penis was leaking. 
 
    “No, it’s just temporarily on hold.” 
 
    “But we can’t have a baby, and we can’t have sex…what else is there? 
 
    “Jack, don’t be half empty, be half full.” 
 
    “If I have one more orgasm I’ll die. How can that be half full?” 
 
    “It can. We’ll figure out how to make this be a benefit. We can’t just give up.” 
 
    “Maybe you can’t,” he spoke in a mutter. 
 
    We arrived at home, pulled into the drive way and got out. We didn’t speak at all as we walked into the house.  
 
    Next door, Mandy was watering her bushes, and she waved and gave a cheerful “Hi!” 
 
    Mandy liked to wear bikinis, and she had very large mammary glands, and I was glad when Jack didn’t even bother to look at her. 
 
    Then I was sorry. My man wasn’t going to get to have any more sex, ever again.  Or at least for ta long time. Except for erections. Which he had to have. 
 
    “God!” I blurted as I thought about the dismal prognosis. 
 
    Jack passed through the foyer and turned to the left. The kitchen. I watched as he took down a bottle and poured himself a libation. 
 
    “That’s not going to help.” 
 
    “It’ll help me feel a little better.” 
 
    Well, I couldn’t argue with that. So I said, “Pour me one, too.” 
 
    He did, and added a splash of Coke, and handed me a drink. 
 
    He guzzled his Coke and bourbon in a second, made another one, then sat down at the kitchen table and sank into a deep, deep funk. 
 
    I stood by the sink, watched Mandy bring out a bucket of soapy water and start washing her car. Her big boobs flopped around with every step. I sighed. I had big boobs, but not like hers. 
 
    “Would you like to have your first…erection session?” 
 
    His head was hanging, but he nodded. “Might just as well get started. 
 
    “Okay, let’s head for the bedroom.” 
 
    “There were several treatments we could do, and all involved excitation of his penis…as long as he didn’t cum. 
 
    We went into the bedroom and he sat down. He looked like his best friend had died, which, in a way, I guess it had. Or, at least was dying. 
 
    “How you want to do this?” 
 
    “Just lay back and let me do this.” 
 
    He lay on the bed. 
 
    “Better take your clothes off.” 
 
    He sat up, divested himself of his pants and shirt, and lay back again. 
 
    His penis was already erect. Good, this wouldn’t take too much time. I began stroking, and he began breathing harder. 
 
    “Remember,” I cautioned, “if you get close, let me know.” 
 
    For ten minutes I stroked him, and he came close a couple of times, but told me and I quickly backed off, waited for his excitement to go down. 
 
    “Oh, geez!” he muttered at one point. 
 
    “What?” I let go, alarmed that he might have an accident. 
 
    “It’s okay. I was just wishing you’d use your mouth.” 
 
    “Huh!” I grunted. “This is a medical procedure. We’re not doing this so you can get your jollies.” 
 
    He frowned, and shortly after that was trying to thrust his hips, get a little more traction on his penis. 
 
    “No, no. None of that.” 
 
    He sighed and tried to control himself. 
 
    A few minutes later I was done, and Jack was really done. He was red in the face, gasping, and desperate to cum. 
 
    “Maybe we better look into that chastity tube thing?” 
 
    “I don’t want to wear one of those.” 
 
    “If it’s for your health, babe?” 
 
    “Yeah, well. The cure is worse than the disease.” 
 
    “Don’t say that!” 
 
    He heard the concern in my voice and he sighed. “Sorry. But it’s hard.” 
 
    We looked at his dick, aware of the double meaning. “It certainly is,” I quipped, a light jest, and perhaps inappropriate in the face of his terrible illness. “Okay, get up and get dressed. And don’t play with yourself.” 
 
    “I can’t even play with myself?” he whined. 
 
    “We don’t want to risk an accident.” 
 
    Slowly, he put his pants back on. When he was buckling it up I left the room. 
 
      
 
    That afternoon Jack was pretty despondent. I shortly realized just how important sex was to a man. As a woman I wasn’t as driven. Oh, I liked it, a lot, but…but it wasn’t as big a thing to me as it was to John. 
 
    “Why don’t you do some work around the house, take your mind off it?” I suggested. 
 
    He went out front and started pushing a lawn mower. Pushing very slowly. And he pushed slower and slower, until he was just standing there, his hands on the handle, his thoughts a million miles away. 
 
    I was going to go out and chide him along, I put my dish towel down and looked out the window and…Mandy was there. 
 
    And Jack was talking animatedly. 
 
    I watched, fascinated. Mandy was putting her hands to her face, which caused her breasts to lift up.  
 
    John moved his arms, making some point. 
 
    She said, I could read her lips, ‘Oh, no!’ 
 
    What were they talking about? What was he saying to her? Surely he couldn’t be talking about his medical condition! That would be way too embarrassing. 
 
    But I didn’t like the way she stood and squealed and showed off all her flesh. I went to the door, opened it, and they looked over to me. 
 
    “Jack, time to play. Hi, Mandy.” 
 
    Jack turned red. 
 
    Mandy smiled vacantly. 
 
    I chuckled inside. 
 
    Jack said good bye to Mandy and trudged up the front walk. He entered the house and went into the bedroom. I was waiting. 
 
    “What were you talking to Mandy about?” I asked, as he dropped his drawers and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    “Politics,” he answered. “I was telling her that I didn’t think Trump would get re-elected. 
 
    “Huh,” I grunted. So Mandy was a Republican. One more thing about her to be suspicious of. 
 
    I grabbed his cock, and I must have grabbed it a little too hard, for he said, “Ouch!” 
 
    “Sorry. Let me get some lube on my hands.” 
 
    A moment later I was all lubed up and stroking his cock. 
 
    Jack had a nice penis. It was eight inches, nice and thick, and had a big, round head. His balls were also big, and now they looked a little swollen. 
 
    Jack started breathing harder. 
 
    “Don’t get too excited, bozo.” I warned. 
 
    “I won’t,” but I knew he was lying. Me stroking him like this, he was going to get close, and I knew he had no self control. Even if his life was at stake, he had no control. 
 
    He started to lurch a bit, so I slapped his balls. 
 
    “Oh! Ow!” he groaned. “What did you do that for?” 
 
    “Control yourself, Jack. Try not to enjoy. it so much.” 
 
    “Oh, geez. Oh, geez.” He put an arm over his eyes and gave a squeaky sort of sob. 
 
    I stroked him for ten minutes, my eye on the clock, then let go. 
 
    “Oh…no!” He moaned. 
 
    “Remember, Jack,” I said, as I wiped my hands off in the bathroom. “This will save your life.” 
 
    When I came out he was putting on his pants, trying to stuff his big cock into his pants, and he was crying. 
 
    “I’ll look into the chastity tube thing.” 
 
    He didn’t say a word. I could tell he was just feeling sorry for himself. 
 
      
 
    I pulled up Amazon and typed in ‘Male Chastity Devices.’ Man, there were a lot of them, and they had a lot of bells and whistles. 
 
    Plain chastity devices. 
 
    Chastity with urethral tubes to go in the head of his cock. Chastity with ball separators. Devices with butt plugs. And my favorite, the one that interested me the most, electric chastity. 
 
    I sighed as I read the description. Ladies, this wonderful device will certainly keep your man on his toes. You can control his speech, make him clean the house, even manipulate what he thinks about. 
 
    Wow. What a lot of benefits! I sat for a moment and day dreamed. In my mind I could see Jack cleaning the house, nothing on but his electric chastity tube. 
 
    If he didn’t do a good job, or wasn’t working fast enough…ZAP! he would leap into the air and land and whirl around and glare at me. He would rub his balls and scrunch a bit from the pain, then I would simply lift the remote and he would immediately turn his attention back to doing a good job. 
 
    Huh. Yeah. I liked it. 
 
    But in the end I ordered a little, black cheapie. $15. Just a ring for his balls, a tube for his cock, and a lock for the whole thing. 
 
    I knew I would need the lock. After only two sessions of erecting him he was already looking a bit piqued. And I knew it would only get worse. 
 
    Of course, I could order some other devices. Just in case. Spares, or maybe, and this made me giggle, something to hold over Jack’s head. 
 
    Yes. He was going to be out of control, and I needed all the leverage I could get. 
 
    I put the super duper chastity belt in my Amazon ‘cart.’ It was metal, with a built in lock that couldn’t be picked. And a ball separator and a urethral tube. And, my favorite, shock potential. If I decided I needed it…yes, it should be quick and ready to order. 
 
    Then I frowned, and decided this was too much too soon. I put severel other devices in the cart and just left them. 
 
    DING A DING A DING! 
 
    My cell phone went off. Damn. It was time to get Jack excited again. 
 
      
 
    The chastity tube, the cheapie, came the next morning. I do so love the overnight feature on Amazon. I unpacked the thing eagerly, and held it up to the light. 
 
    It was small, would fit in my hand, and the lock wasn’t very secure, but that was all right. If Jack couldn’t control himself I had other devices ready to order. 
 
    I called out, “Jack?” 
 
    He was in the back yard. Sitting on. lounge chair, drinking a bourbon and Coke, and no doubt feeling sorry for himself. He slunk in like a dog about to be neutered. 
 
    Well, I guess that wasn’t a bad analogy. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Play with yourself for ten minutes. Your chastity device was delivered.” 
 
    “Play with…aren’t you going to…you know?” 
 
    “Jack,” I lectured, “It’s time you learned to do for yourself. Now get that cock out and start stroking it. 
 
    He whined, “I could have just stayed out on the patio and played with myself.” 
 
    “So go back. Play with yourself in front of God and everybody. But…start playing!” 
 
    He sat down on the bed and started playing with himself. it was less than impressive. His dick only got half hard and he just sort of pulled it half heartedly. 
 
    “Jack, get going. Get that dick hard.” 
 
    “It doesn’t want to.” 
 
    I sighed, “Okay, go in and watch some porn.” 
 
    “Really?” He brightened right up. He knew I was not a fan of porn, and I often checked his internet history so he didn’t have much opportunity. This was a medical emergency, however, so I was okay with it. Anything so I didn’t have to sit there and stroke his cock. 
 
    Then I had a thought. It had only been a couple of minutes, but I knew Jack had a short fuse, so I went into the computer room, walking softly, and stood behind him. 
 
    He was watching the screen so intently he didn’t notice me. He didn’t even take note of my reflection on the screen. 
 
    A girl named Ava Devine was pushing a lava lamp up her pussy to the tune of the Moonlight Sonata. 
 
    Whacking off to Beethoven, I snorted. 
 
    Then I realized Jack was about to squirt. 
 
    I reached into his lap and slapped his hand away, and just in time. A big drop of cum drooled out of his head. I grabbed his dick and squeezed it. “JACK!” 
 
    He started to thrash around, his hips were pumping and he desperately wanted his semen to spurt. I had a good grip on him, however, and nothing came out. 
 
    “Let me go!” Jack begged, trying to loosen my fingers. 
 
    “Calm down and I will.” 
 
    “But…but I need to…” then he sank back and gave a sob. 
 
    I waited a minute, then released him. 
 
    “That hurt,” he cried. 
 
    “Then you shouldn’t have let yourself get so excited.” 
 
    “But, the pictures…I had to!” 
 
    “Jack, you are out of control, and there is only one cure.” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    I held up the little box with the chastity tube in it. I took out the pieces to the thing, rings and tubes and lock. 
 
    “Oh, no,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Now put this on.” 
 
    He took it and tried to get the tube over his cock. “Ow! It won’t fit!” 
 
    “It will when you get soft. Now get soft!” 
 
    We looked at his cock. It was hard and big from his almost accident, and it was obvious that he needed help. 
 
    “Okay, come with me. And bring that thing.” 
 
    He picked up the pieces of the chastity tube and followed me into the kitchen. 
 
    I took out a large glass. It was so large that I often used it as a vase. I filled with ice cubes, then water, then I placed it on a chair. “Put your dick in this. 
 
    “But, but…” 
 
    I grabbed his ear and twisted.  
 
    “OW!” 
 
    I maneuvered him over the glass of ice water and made him squat. 
 
    “Oh, ow! That’s cold!” 
 
    “Get used to it.” 
 
    He stood there, in a half squat, his dick shoved into that glass of ice water, and slowly his penis began to reduce in size. 
 
    “Oh…oh…oh…” he kept mumbling. He bit his knuckle and tried to think of other things. 
 
    Finally, he was small enough, so I straightened him up and pushed the tube on, the ring on, and connected them, then I slid the lock into the loop and clicked it. 
 
    Oh, the sound of that little click. Jack looked like a giant had stepped on him, he flinched so badly, then he looked down. 
 
    His once big penis was now an inch and a half of scrunched up weenie. It tried to get erect, but it couldn’t. It just pushed and squirmed and little bits of his skin pushed out the tiny windows on the thing. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    “I don’t think it’s so funny.” 
 
    “Oh, go watch some porn.” 
 
    He brightened up. 
 
    Hey, I didn’t like it, but Jack needed a little freedom here, and that was about as free as I was feeling. Let him watch, and get horny, and maybe he would produce more sperm. But there was no way, with that thing strangling his dick, that he was going to release any of that sperm. Which was most excellent. Doctor’s orders, you know. 
 
     
 
    I went outside and relaxed on the lounge. I dipped myself into the pool, enjoyed the sun, and watched Sex and the City on my little laptop. I smiled a lot that afternoon, and that really was the point at which I began to wake up. 
 
    Jack inside, engrossed in acres of flesh and the manic in and out pounding of porn stars, he didn’t bother me. I didn’t even have to fix him lunch. 
 
    I wandered in at one point and glanced into the computer room. He was sitting, hunched over, his eyes glazed, and watching some girl fist a man. Hmm. I would have to peruse his history. After all, if he liked that kind of stuff, it might make my job easier. 
 
    Then I went back out to the pool, poured a wine spritzer, and tuned in a few more chapters of Carrie and friends with their subtle philosophies and fashionable clothes. 
 
    Ahhh. 
 
      
 
    Night time came, and Jack was still watching the net. Again, I watched over his shoulder. He was focusing on Milfmovs, clicking desperately, going from sex scene to sex scene. 
 
    I cleared my throat. 
 
    “Wha!” he near jumped out of his skin. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jack. It’s okay.” I placed my hand on his trembling shoulder. I glanced down at his caged cock. It was so cute, red and throbbing and yet not being allowed to grow. It was even dripping. 
 
    “Would you like to watch some more?” 
 
    “Uh…well…” 
 
    “Well, if you fix dinner, and then let me play with you, and then put your dick into the ice water again…with NO complaint…” 
 
    Jack’s eyes took on an instant of thought, then he acquiesced. “Okay.” 
 
    “Excellent. I would like a salad with bits of chicken in it. And a small baked potato with Hollandaise sauce. And some lemonade. Yes, lemonade.” 
 
    Jack was so horny he couldn’t help himself. “Okay Yeah. I can do that.” 
 
    I went back out to the pool. I could hear Jack cutting veggies. A half hour later he brought out a tray with my salad and potato and a tall glass of lemonade. “We’re about out of boiled eggs and potatoes.” He said, as he placed the tray on the table next to me. 
 
    I sat up and swiveled and smiled. “It looks delicious, Jack. Why don’t you just cook some more eggs and potatoes?” 
 
    “Now?” he looked like he was going to cry. 
 
    “I can’t play with you for a while, anyway, so…” I shrugged. 
 
    His shoulders a little slumped—he so wanted to get back to the internet—he walked back into the kitchen. I heard the rattling of him getting out the big pot for the potatoes, and I smiled. 
 
    Now I should say, at this point, while I nibbled down the delicious salad and potato, that I didn’t plan this. It was doctor’s orders, but having to play with him, even just a couple of times, I felt like he owed me. After all, it was my Saturday, too, and I wanted to do a little laying around, and…Jack was handy, and he was just sitting around and playing with himself anyway, so…so why not use him? 
 
    I finished my salad and called out. “Jack?” 
 
    He was in the computer room again, and I heard him sigh, but he turned down the light background of moans and groans I had been subjected to all day and came out. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Dishes. Then we have to handle you.” 
 
    He brightened up at that. He ran the dishes in, scrubbed them madly, and I heard the dishwasher start up. I smiled when I heard Jack come back out on the patio. 
 
    I had put the key on a chain around my neck, I didn’t trust Jack not to find it and have a little unauthorized fun, and I took it off and unlocked his little cage. 
 
    SPROING! His dick got hard so fast, had I been standing in the way it would have knocked me down. I mean, it was a serious boner! 
 
    I put my hand on it and started stroking, and at the same time I clicked on the Sex and the City movie. The first one. 
 
    Jack’s legs started shivering and shaking. I could feel his cock dripping all over my hand. Good. He was producing lots of sperms. 
 
    “”Isn’t that wonderful?” I asked. 
 
    “Wha…wha…?” he responded. 
 
    The tutu Carrie is wearing is the same one she wears on the show’s credits…” 
 
    “Oh…oooh.” 
 
    I looked up at him, his eyes were closed. Feeling a bit perverse I stopped stroking him and said, “Now, Jack. If you don’t pay attention you won’t learn anything. 
 
    “Oh…what? Please…” 
 
    I stroked him again. He sighed and closed his eyes. 
 
    I stopped and slapped his balls. They were big and red and he jerked and grabbed his package. 
 
    “Bad Jack, not paying attention. Now put your dick in ice water and get that tube back on.” 
 
    Jack actually gave a small sob and went into the kitchen. He came back with the big glass and put in on a small table and squatted over it. 
 
    I put Carrie on pause and studied Jack. He was shaking, and little tears were coming down his cheeks. I could see his dick slowly shrinking, and I loved the groans he was making. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he looked at me, his eyes tortured and his head tilted slightly to the side. 
 
    “You look so cute like that?” 
 
    “Cute? Hornier than hell? My balls wanting to explode and not being able to squirt?” 
 
    “Oh, come on, Jack. It’s for your own good. So get over it.” 
 
    His dick was now shrunken, so I said. “Pop the tube on, Jack, then go back to your porn.” 
 
    He got the tube on, sighed in frustration, then returned to the computer room and the endless miles of humping, pumping, rumping men and women. 
 
    I put on the second Sex and the City movie.  
 
    I smiled. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Thompson.” 
 
    We greeted the doctor and sat down in front of her desk. I was reminded of a month previous, when we had had the bad news. Then we had been nervous, unsure of ourselves. How things had changed. 
 
    Jack was a blithering mess. All he wanted to do was watch porn and have me play with him. Boring. 
 
    I, on the other hand, was feeling pretty good. Jack was making the dinners and doing the laundry and helping out quite a bit. All in the hopes that I would have the extra time to stroke him a bit more. Which was fine, but I was getting a bit tired of his whining and begging. 
 
    “So how is it going?” Doctor Abdalia Jones asked, opening Jack’s folder and perusing it. 
 
    “Pretty good,” I said. “Of course, Jack is a getting a bit puffy, but you told us about that.” 
 
    “Is his penis shrinking?” 
 
    “Maybe a little bit, but he gets so hard it doesn’t make much difference.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Yes.” She looked up at me. “Erections are good. Is he dripping?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord, he is dripping so much he has to wear padded undies. Stand up, Jack.” 
 
    Red-faced, Jack rose. I patted his butt, ran my hand over his rump so she could see the line of his Depends. 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    “Sit down, Jack,” I commanded. Jack sat. 
 
    “Jack, let’s get you up on the exam table.” 
 
    We followed her down a hall to an exam room and Jack climbed up on the exam table. 
 
    “Shirt off, Jack,” commanded Dr. Jones. Funny, I noticed she was taking a more peremptory attitude towards Jack. Apparently I wasn’t alone in pushing Jack around. I wondered if there was some sort of essence exuding from Jack, asking to be bullied. 
 
    Jack took off his shirt, and I was struck by the little mounds of flesh growing on his chest. 
 
    Of course, I noted them daily, but I tended to put it out of my mind. Now, him sitting on the table, officially being examined, I couldn’t help but notice. 
 
    They were round, like tits, but a little flabby. His nipples, surprisingly enough, seemed to be larger, and were standing out a bit. I frowned. “Jack?” 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    “I think you’re going to need a bra.” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    Doctor Jones was thumping his chest. “Shh, let me listen.” 
 
    Jack glared at me, but the doctor’s next words quelled that attitude. “She’s right, you know. You need something so that your skin doesn’t sag and become malformed.” 
 
    “But…a bra?” 
 
    “Shhh.” 
 
    She listened to him for a few minutes, had him cough, looked down his throat and into his ears and even up his nose. She stepped back. 
 
    “Topside seems fine.” 
 
    “What about these?” he hefted his mounds with both hands. 
 
    “Not of concern. Take off your pants, please.” 
 
    Jack’s face was corkscrewing, and I thought he might refuse. So I barked, “Drop the drawers, mister! Now!” 
 
    Quickly, Jack unbuckled and started shucking his trousers. Shortly, he stood before us. His legs were a bit spindly, but his ass had definitely swelled. Unfortunately, so had his belly. 
 
    Doctor Jones grabbed a big punch of his belly flesh, a whole roll of flab, and shook it. “Okay, Mr. Thomson. We need to put you on an exercise program.” 
 
    “But, I…” 
 
    “You need to control this.” She looked at me. “I would suggest that he wear a corset, too.”               
 
    “What?” Jack squeaked. 
 
    I ignored his outburst except to say, “Jack, you’ve really let yourself go. This is really embarrassing to me. So we will address this as soon as we are home. Is that clear, young man?” 
 
    He opened his mouth, but at the fierce look on my face he shut up. His face was really red now. 
 
    Doctor jones said, “That is the way to handle them. I wish all my patients were this well behaved.” 
 
    Jack opened his mouth again, doubtless to protest, but before he could say anything Dr Jones grabbed his chastity tube and lifted it. 
 
    Jack went up on tip toes.  
 
    She turned it this way and that, gave it a few tugs as if to ensure that it wouldn’t come off. 
 
    “I do so love these.” 
 
    “They are wonderful,” I agreed. 
 
    “Okay, we need to measure Jack’s sperm. Jack, I’d like you to turn around and bend over.” 
 
    “With the tube on?” 
 
    “Of course,” the doctor said. 
 
    I merely looked to the side and muttered, “Sheesh!’ 
 
    Jack bent over. 
 
    “Place your hands on the table and bend further.” 
 
    Jack tried, but his belly was a little large. 
 
    The doctor sighed, then went ahead with the procedure. She took out a round, dick shaped thing. It was large at one end, small at the other, and there was a handle on it. 
 
    “This is called a prostate massager. You don’t need a lot of lube, but  at least a little bit is advised.” She scooped a touch of lube out of a container and pushed it into Jack’s asshole. 
 
    “Eeek!” 
 
    “Shut up, Jack,” I snapped. 
 
    She pushed the prostate massager into Jack’s rectum. Jack would have straightened up, but she pushed his back down. I slapped his ass for good measure. 
 
    She swirled the thing around, and I noticed how Jack trembled and moved his butt in response. 
 
    She tilted it to a certain angle and said, “The end inside him is rubbing up against his prostate now. Here, feel it.” 
 
    I put my hand on the handle and moved it as she indicated.  
 
    “Feel the little bump in there?” 
 
    “Why, yes!” 
 
    Jack groaned. “I gotta pee.” 
 
    “Control yourself,” I admonished. 
 
    “No,” said the doctor. “This is the one time he is allowed to let himself go. Go ahead and pee, Mr. Thompson.” 
 
    “Ahhh!” Jack moaned, and he lowered his head and placed it on his forearms in relief. 
 
    Amazingly, a thin, stream of semen drooled out of his cock. 
 
    I looked at Doctor Jones in surprise. She put a cup under him to catch the semen, then smiled at me while the cup slowly filled. “The prostate is a muscle. It controls the output of liquid. Jack thinks he’s peeing, but he’s not.” 
 
    “I’m not?” asked Jack, dreamily. 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Oh.” He sounded like he really didn’t care. 
 
    “Now, the downside of this, if you consider it a downside, is that tomorrow he is going to be extra horny. He will be stimulated, but his mind has been fooled. He will be empty, and producing even more  sperm than usual, but he won’t be able to cum. If you wish to have sex with him, tomorrow, or even this afternoon, will be the best time. He won’t be at risk for a heart attack, and you can enjoy him at your leisure. If you’re into such things.” 
 
    “Hmmm,” I pondered. I hadn’t had a good dicking a in a while. This might be interesting. 
 
    “I have been horny lately.” 
 
    “Then, by all means, use him as you wish. It will allow you to sate your desires, and that will reduce any desire you might have to take on a lover, unless, of course, you wish to.” 
 
    Jack raised his head tried to look around at us. 
 
    “Hold still, Mr. Thompson.” She pushed his head back to the front. “Enjoy yourself. It’s as close to an orgasm as you will come.” 
 
    Jack sighed. The string of semen issuing from his cock was slowing down. 
 
    “H’s almost done now.” She turned to me. “Feel free to do this yourself. At home. You may take this prostate massager, if you wish. It’s a sample.” 
 
    “Why, thank you. This will be good. Perhaps I can save a little wear and tear on my hands.” 
 
    “Are your hands giving you problems?” 
 
    She left the massager in Jack’s ass and turned to me. She examined my hands. 
 
    “They just get a little tired of constantly jacking Jack.” 
 
    “Yes, I can see where that would be a bother. To contract carpel tunnel from having to play with your husband too much, that would be bad.” 
 
    She turned to Jack, who was feeling his butt and trying to figure out the handle of the prostate massager. She slapped his hand away and said, “Jack, you need to have more concern for your wife.” She turned to me. “You can have him wear a butt plug and that will reduce the amount of stroking you have to do.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. In fact, the more butt plugging you do the less stroking you will have to do. And the more you massage his prostate like this,” she turned and pulled the massager out of his ass. It made a big, wet, smacking sort of a pop, and Jack jerked upright and grabbed his ass. “The more often you can have sex without worrying about all that messy semen.” 
 
    “And it does nothing but make him healthier.” 
 
    “Quite. A few months of this and he’ll be in the pink of health. No heart problems, able to hold a job and make money for you well into his old age.” 
 
    “Well, I certainly thank you, doctor. This has been quite eye opening.” 
 
    “Not a problem,” she smiled and peeled off her gloves. “Mr. Thompson, wipe your butt and take your wife home. She has some issues you need to address.” She winked at me, and I winked happily back. 
 
     
 
    “This is crazy,” Jack blurted, as we drove home. I was driving because Jack was squirming around. Apparently he hadn’t gotten all the lube out of his ass. 
 
    “It’s crazy that the doctor wants to save your life?” 
 
    He didn’t have much to say about that. 
 
    We arrived at the house and Jack stepped out of the car gingerly. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I’m all sticky back there. I need a shower.” 
 
    “Hold on, bozo.” 
 
    He turned and stared at me. “I’m not going to have you washing all your germs and fluids and sticky ass stuff off in my shower.” 
 
    “But, I’ve got to—“ 
 
    “Go in the back yard.” 
 
    Puzzled, he went, and I followed. I unrolled a bit of garden hose and told him, “Bend over. I’ll spray you off.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    I slapped his ass with a fold of the garden hose. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Do it.” 
 
    Rubbing his ass, he bent over, and I turned the water on. 
 
    “Ow…oh…oooh!” 
 
    I directed the stream of cold water directly into his asshole, and he shivered and jumped. 
 
    “Hold still!” 
 
    I angled the hose a bit and cleaned his rectum from all angles. Finally, I was satisfied. I turned off the water and said, “You may jump in the pool now.” 
 
    He did, and that water was a bit cold. He yelped, swam to the other side and climbed out. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s cold!” his teeth were chattering. 
 
    “What a baby. Go fix me a drink, and don’t get dressed.” 
 
    Jack frowned, but did as he was told. Two minutes later Jack was handing me my drink. He was still shivering a bit, but that was okay. 
 
    I took him into the bedroom and told him to lay on the bed. He did so. 
 
    I unlocked him, and his penis sprang upright. And he was HARD! He hadn’t cum in a couple of months, I had been playing with him, his dick was like an iron rod, quivering with anticipation and excitement. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted. 
 
    I slid my panties off, then, on a whim, took off my dress. I stood before him, large boobs, wet pussy. His eyes were round like pies. 
 
    I climbed onto the bed, and he started to shift, to move around as if he was going to get on top. the last thing I needed right then was to have some slobbery, horny fool laying on me. 
 
    “Stay there,” I commanded. 
 
    He had a whiny look in his eyes, but he did as I told him. 
 
    I spread my legs and climbed on top of him. I took his cock—was it my imagination? Or was it smaller—and slid down it. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He groaned and arched his back as the pleasure consumed him. 
 
    This was one of those few times when I agreed with my husband. It did feel good, to have that thick rod sliding against my flesh. I settled down and started to move my hips. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whimpered. “Fuck!” 
 
    He pushed up, and I didn’t mind, it just gave me that much more access, pushed his dick just a little further into me. I ground down on him, and he wheezed helplessly. 
 
    For long minutes I enjoyed myself. I pulled my nipples, felt my breasts, and patted my pud, all the while sinking down and twisting my hips around. 
 
    Suddenly, Jack couldn’t take it any longer. With a mighty grunt he flipped me over and dropped his weight on me. My eyes widened as I felt him go even deeper. Then he began to tilt and pull, twist and push, and I was getting the fucking of my life. 
 
    For long minutes he kept it up, and I felt him getting closer and closer, but…he never arrived. I remembered what the doctor said, and grinned. He was going to think he could cum, but not be able to. And this was going to drive him to give me the fuck of my life. 
 
    In and out, his whole weight pushing, his dick corkscrewing out, rubbing every square inch of my love channel. 
 
    God! 
 
    I started to cum, and it wasn’t one of those tepid, little squirts. It was a mind blasting, pussy busting, OMFG orgasms! I shivered and shook and clung to him, and finally, after heaven had infected my mind, and then run its course, I sagged back. 
 
    He kept fucking. Driving in and out, no matter that I was done. 
 
    “Hey!” I pushed him. “Get out! Get off me!” 
 
    He got, and he stared at me stupidly. “But I was…I was…” 
 
    “No you weren’t.” I sat up. “Now, go take a shower, and put your chastity tube back on. I have to take a shower, then we have to discuss your underwear.” 
 
    He got into the shower, but he didn’t shower fast. He stalled. I think he was thinking about what was coming. 
 
    Well, tough. 
 
    I got in, pushed him out, and spent some time washing my lovely body. 
 
    Jack stood outside the shower, toweling himself off, his erection so big it was ridiculous. Eventually he went and got a glass of ice water and reduced himself to an appropriate size. 
 
    “Okay,” I said, tossing my towel at him so he could hang it up. “Mother left her coset here, so we can use that.” 
 
    “I don’t want to wear a corset!” Jack complained. 
 
    “Doctor’s orders.” I went into my closet and found the box I had stored mother’s clothes in. I always meant to throw them out, but now was glad that I hadn’t. 
 
    I returned to the bedroom and tossed the corset at Jack. He caught it and looked at it distastefully. 
 
    “Put it on,” I commanded. 
 
    “Look, don’t you think…” 
 
    “Yes, I do. But you don’t. Now, put it on.” 
 
    He struggled into the thing, and I remember how tightly mother had kept it. I loosened a couple of the ties so he could fit into the thing, then I pulled them tight. 
 
    “Ahhh!” he gasped “I can’t breath!” 
 
    “Whiner,” I observed. I pulled the lower edge down over his cock cage. It left no bump at all. Excellent. And, to top things off, it had little straps dangling for nylons. how cool was that? 
 
    But, first, I had to put his bra on him. Helpless man, he didn’t know how to buckle it in front, spin it around and pull it up. But I helped him, and shortly I was pulling the cups over his boobs. 
 
    Geez,” he complained, for about the 83rd time. “This is tight.” 
 
    “If teenage girls can stand it, then so can you.” 
 
    He didn’t have much to say to that. 
 
    I stood back and looked at him, and the difference was amazing. 
 
    He had once had a manly frame, a few muscles, not much fab, but now he had a pudge shape, and it was only the coset that gave him any kind of shape. But, it did give him shape. His boobs were pushed up and emphasized, his hips flared out, and that made his waist look quite a bit smaller than it was. 
 
    “Not bad,” I murmured. 
 
    He tried to pull on a pair of pants, but he couldn’t bend. He looked at me helplessly. 
 
    “Oh, good Lord, Jack. You have really let yourself go. Can’t even bend over for your flab.” 
 
    “But it’s the cors—“ 
 
    I interrupted his speech by flinging a dress into his face. 
 
    He pulled it off his face, looked at it, looked at me, and said, “What is this?” 
 
    “Well, you can’t go out in your underwear now, can you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but…this is a dress?” 
 
    “If the shoe fits…” I shot back. 
 
    He looked confused, and hurt, and about to cry. I went to him, took the dress out of his hands and straightened it out. 
 
    “Jack, Jack, Jack. When are you going to grow up?” 
 
    I pulled the dress over his head, it slicked down over his body, and was a perfect fit. 
 
    He looked at the mirror in surprise. 
 
    “I’m glad you haven’t gotten a haircut in a while.” 
 
    “Wha…but you said not to, that you—“ 
 
    “Shut and sit, Jackie boy.” 
 
    I pushed him into my make up chair. I took out a pair of scissors and began trimming him. It took a while. Especially when he started objecting about me plucking his eyebrows. 
 
    “You’re a scruffy sort, Jackie Thompson, and it’s time you took a little pride in your appearance.” 
 
    “But you’re making me look like a girl!” 
 
    “Correction. You’re making you look like a girl. And not producing enough sperm, that’s definitely a girl outlook. And now you have breasts and everything. Honestly, Jackie.” 
 
    I had managed to make his hair into a sort of bubble cut. I sprayed it with hairspray and stood back. I smiled. 
 
    Jackie looked at the mirror and was about to bust out in tears. 
 
    I reached down under his dress and managed to find his chastity tube. He straightened up and blinked. Tears were forgotten as I massaged his helpless member. 
 
    “Jackie,” I said. “It’s time you embraced what you are.” 
 
    “But…what are you…” 
 
    “You’re a girl, Jackie. You’re a sweet, little, air-headed muffin. You have a penis that is shrinking,” thought it wasn’t, at least not by much, “and your face is changing. Admit it, my love. Admit it and I will stroke your penis and massage your prostate.” 
 
    He said nothing. But he was moving his hips in conjunction with the way I was pulling on his tube. 
 
    “Admit it, or I shan’t.” I let go of his tube and stepped back. 
 
    Poor Jackie. He didn’t know whether to stamp his foot or beg. 
 
    I moved forward and grabbed his penis again. It was hot inside the cage, and I could feel it pulsing as it tried to break forth and escape its plastic prison. “Admit it…” I whispered. 
 
    I backed off, dropping his cock like it was a snake. “Or don’t.” 
 
    He whimpered, and he whined, “But…but Barbara…” 
 
    I moved forward and grabbed his cock yet again. I stroked him and kissed him passionately. “Admit it…” 
 
    I stepped back, leaving his hips thrusting his lips listing. “Or not.” 
 
    I think I would have stopped, eventually, with this sweet torment, except that it was fun. It was fun to see him gasp and his body twitch and jerk, then to relieve it, then to start it up all over again. 
 
    Finally, he broke. 
 
    He fell to his knees, and burbled, “Okay. I’m sorry! I’m sorry. I’m what you want me to be.” 
 
    “No, no,” I said, lifting him to his feet “You’re what you want to be. Admit it now. You want to be a pretty, little girl.” 
 
    Sniffling, trying to put his arms around me, he said, “I just want to be a little girl. Please…please…” 
 
    “Very well, sit down here.” 
 
    I sat him at my make up table and went to work. I cleansed his pores and primed away his creases and imperfections. I shaded him and colored him, giving him a softer look, one that took advantage of the girlish shapes of fat redistributing through his face. I colored his eyelids, lined his eyes, and put plumper on his lips. Oh, God, did his lips, now round and full, look sexy, so I colored them a bright red. 
 
    Finally, I was almost done. 
 
    I sat back and looked at him. “You’re going to have to shave your legs, in fact, your whole body now. Or you can use Nair. Maybe we can even afford a little waxing. But you are going to have to take care of your appearance. I can help you with the make up, but only for a while. Then you have to do it yourself. And we have to get you some clothes, some dresses and other outfits. Do you understand?” 
 
    He nodded solemnly. 
 
    “Now, here are some high heels. Try them on.” 
 
    He did, standing up and swaying a bit, but at least he didn’t fall down. 
 
    “Excellent,” I said. “Now, sit, and I will do your nails.” 
 
    He did, and he was very cowed as I did first his hands, giving him fashionable stilettos, then his toes. I giggled as I did his toes. I gave him little stilettos for those, too. 
 
    “Are we done,” he whispered, thoroughly subdued. 
 
    “Oh, no. We have to put on nylons.” 
 
    I showed him how to get past the little points on his toes, then unrolled the stockings up his legs. Even though there was a trace of hair, it was beautiful. Delightful. Amazing. 
 
    Then we put on his shoes. 
 
    I stood him front of the mirror and began taking pictures. First a series of stills, then a slow video. 
 
    He actually began to preen with all the attention. Standing with his back straight, and even pushing his chest out a bit, which made his boobs appear even bigger. I smiled. My hubbie was going to have a mighty nice set of tits when I was done with him. 
 
    Finally, he was all dressed. Completely made up. A totally different person. Much sweeter, more demure and respectful. Changed, he was a better woman than he had been a man. 
 
    As a man he had been a proud puppy, striding around like he was a conqueror. Like he had a pair between his legs. 
 
    Well, those days were over. 
 
    “What do I do now?” he asked. His unsureness was quite appealing. 
 
    “Well, you wanted me to play with you. How about we do that?” 
 
    He grinned, and he said the most revealing thing, “That’s what women are for, you know.” 
 
    I almost laughed. He was so close, and yet so far. 
 
    “Hop up on the bed, Jackie. On all fours.” 
 
    He climbed up on the bed and knelt, and I lifted his dress. His rectum was perfectly presented, but I gave his cock a pull just for the sake of it all. “Push that butt up.” 
 
    He did so. 
 
    I went to my dresser and pulled out a box. I opened it and took out a large dildo. Also in the box was a mess of straps. 
 
    “I saw Dr. Jones the other day,” I said, as I attached the straps around my waist. 
 
    “You did?” Jackie looked over her shoulder at me. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve actually known her for a while.” 
 
    “Before you took me to her?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Though I was a bit surprised when she demonstrated her methods on you.” 
 
    “What did you…what did she say?” 
 
    “She said you’re coming along fine. She also gave me this particular prostate massager—“ 
 
    “It looks like a dildo, a strap on dildo.” 
 
    “What’s in a word,” I shrugged. “Anyway, she said I should use this prostate massager when you finally decided who you were.” 
 
    She was silent, digesting my words, wondering at what was happening to her. 
 
    “The truth of the matter, dear hubbie,” I slathered lube on her asshole, “Is that you adapted perfectly. You didn’t resist, but instead embraced, and you have become a woman. A very lovely woman.” 
 
    “I don’t understand?” 
 
    “You don’t have to understand. You just have to relax and take this.” 
 
    I moved between his legs, touched the dildo to his brown button. He jerked and quivered, and, I have to tell the truth, I was quivering, also. I had been getting a weekly fuck, and it was VERY satisfying, but the constant process of changing Jackie, it was getting to me. I was horny for this. I was dripping with the need to complete my husband’s change into womanhood. And this was, really, the last step. After this we would have exchanged power. I would have his manly assertiveness, and he would have a deprived woman’s caution and gentleness. 
 
    I began to push the dildo into him. 
 
    He grunted, but my work with the prostate massager over the weeks had prepared him well. The head popped in and he gave a little squeak. “Eeek.” 
 
    I chuckled. “You are such a virgin.” Then I began to push it in deeper. 
 
    He took it for a couple of inches, then he flattened out, just fell forward. The doctor had told me this might happen, however, and I went with him, riding him down. He lay flat on the bed, but my big penis was still inside him, impaling him, and going deeper. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “It doesn’t hurt, does it,” I whispered into his ear. 
 
    “No…no…” He gulped. “It feels…good.” 
 
    I smiled and began pounding into him. Sliding in and out, taking my time, angling against his prostate occasionally.  
 
    He began to grunt with my efforts, and he pushed back up, but I didn’t let him get back on his hands and knees. I wanted him helpless under me, unable to do anything but enjoy…and succumb. 
 
    “Give it up, baby,” I kissed his ear. “Give up and let yourself be a woman.” 
 
    He tried, and he was succeeding. 
 
    I said, “You can have an orgasm this way, if you want.” 
 
    His ears pricked up. 
 
    “It’s called an anal orgasm, and it can happen, but you have to want it, to give up to me, to forget about everything except being a woman.” 
 
    He was groaning, trying to push his butt up, but I allowed him only enough to raise his ass a bit, then I pushed him back down. Again and again. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    After long minutes, he began to shiver. He began to jerk, and I could feel him lose control. 
 
    “OH…OH…” 
 
    It happened. I could feel his whole body lock up, then give up. His hips were crazy, spasming, and it was all I could do to keep my dildo firmly impaled in his ass. 
 
    “Oh, God!” His voice was ragged, like his throat was ripping. “I’m…I’m cuming. 
 
    I laughed, and kept pummeling his bottom, and his penis began to spew semen.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I sat in a row of chairs, smiling. I was wearing a man’s suit, but with high heels. My make up was severe, and my lipstick was dark and almost electric shiny. My hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail. One leg bobbed and my high heel dangled deliciously. My breasts pushed the suit out wonderfully, and I was the quintessential picture of the new woman. 
 
    Next to me Jackie sat, looking beautiful in a dress, with her own high heels and very feminine make up. Her breasts were unusually large. 
 
    At the front of the room Dr. Abdalia Jones was giving her speech. 
 
    “I have been called a man hater, and a Lesbian, and all manner of things. And it is not true. 
 
    “I just believe that men should not rule the world. Nobody gave them the right, they just took it, then subjugated the rest of us. 
 
    “My mission, as a doctor and a member of ‘The Ladies’ Sissy Society,’ is to find women who are willing to take back control of their lives. This includes undoing the false authority of the men who would rule us. 
 
    “Through a method of feminization we strip away a man’s belief in himself as the dominant factor in society, and replace it with a belief in women. 
 
    “Some day there will be enough of us that we may come out in the open. Some day there will be enough of us that society will tip and change of its own accord. Until then, however, we will work through more subtle means. 
 
    “Having said that, I would like to introduce Jackie Thompson, recently converted to our beliefs.” 
 
    Jackie hesitated, then stood up. Handclaps started, and she managed to smile. 
 
    Good Jackie. 
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an good biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! man look like a small thing. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Unidentified vessel 1000 yards out, Captain. Bearing 020” 
 
    Captain Marsha Dillinger lifted her binoculars and peered into the night. Outside the bridge the weather was slimy. A sheet of thin rain, then nothing, then another sheet. In between was a mist that swirled and danced. 
 
    “Got nothing,” Marsha muttered.  
 
    “Must have the running lights off.” 
 
    The thought lanced through all their heads: smuggler! 
 
    “All right, gentlemen,” Marsha called out, “let’s chase her down. All ahead full. All hands battle stations.” 
 
    The twin diesels in the 150 foot cutter roared and the cutter picked up speed fast. Within 20 seconds it was going 28 knots, and the sailors scurried about in preparation for battle.  
 
    Two men manned the deck gun. Four men leaned against the side of the bridge, 50 cals cradled in their arms. Other men held their stations and contributed their share to the pursuit. 
 
    “He’s not moving, Captain,” the radar man called. He was watching the radar screen intently. 
 
    “Slow one half.” 
 
    Bells rang and the ship slowed. 500 yards ahead they dim shadow of a boat was finally revealed. 
 
    100 yards. “Slow one quarter.” 
 
    Now they crept up on the silent vessel. 
 
    Marsha studied the small boat. It a yacht, small, probably housed a dozen people. There was no sign of life. 
 
    “Grappling hooks,” called out a sailor, and lines were thrown through the air and the small vessel was secured. 
 
    Marsha strode across the deck. A half a dozen sailors waited for her. 
 
    “Go,” Marsha commanded. A squad of four went over the rail, landed on the deck of the other vessel, and spread out. Two had machine guns, the other two held 1911 fire arms. 
 
    For a long minute they waited, for the sound of fire arms, or for the all clear. At last one of the boarding party called out. “All clear.” 
 
    “Lt. Healdsman. Check it out. Use caution.” 
 
    “Aye, aye.” 
 
    The younger sailor, fresh from the academy, went over the rail. 
 
    Captain Dillinger waited patiently. A couple of deck hands were whispering in low voices a few yards away, and a Chief Petty Officer growled for them to “belay that racket.” 
 
    Healdsman re-appeared. He came to the rail and spoke just loud enough for Marsha to hear over the wind and the rain.” 
 
    “One person, sir. She’s sick.” 
 
    “Medical officer,” called Marsha, and yet another man clambered over the rail. This one was carrying a small bag of medical instruments. 
 
    Marsha frowned, then: “Chief Williams. Go take some pictures.” 
 
    The CPO waited for a swell to die, then, when the ships decks were close to level, he jumped. He landed like a cat, unlimbered his video camera, then sauntered across the deck and went down a hatch. 
 
    On the USCGC Maryland, Marsha waited impatiently. Sick people. Not good. At best a trip to the hospital, hopefully somebody just had a broken leg or such. At worst, quarantine. 
 
    The small boat, which was named the ‘Carpe Diem,’ rocked and rolled slowly and scraped against the hull of the bigger ship. The rain was a constant rattle and crewmen pulled their slickers tight about them as they waited. 
 
      
 
    For the next hour crew went back and forth between the cutter and the small yacht. Finally, the crew manhandled a stretcher over the rail and brought the woman aboard. Captain Dillinger pushed through and gazed down at the woman. 
 
    She was not white, but what race she was was indeterminate. She might be Mediterranean, Spanish, even Russian. Just a non-descript woman with a slightly tanned skin and features that could have been from anywhere. 
 
    She was perspiring, and her eyes were open. Oddly, she was wearing a man’s clothes, a large man. She was maybe five foot two, but the clothes were for a six footer. 
 
    The woman whispered something, but the mutter was lost in the white noise of the rain. 
 
    Marsha watched her be carried down below. 
 
    “Captain?” 
 
    “Yes, Chief?” 
 
    Chief Warren Tolkin stood next to her and frowned. “Engine two is knocking.” 
 
    “Run on one. Run diagnostics on two.” 
 
    He nodded, and crossed the deck to the hatch.  
 
    One engine down, and they were pretty far out. Take ‘em a day to get back and turn their passenger over to immigration, or whoever. 
 
    Lt. Billings came over the rail and made his report. “High fever, semi-conscious. She spoke English, but only half words. Very confused. I’ll see what else I can find out.” 
 
    Captain Dillinger nodded, then returned to the bridge. Time to go home. 
 
     
 
    The crew of the Maryland numbered 28. Four of them were women, including the Captain, and 24 were men. The men ranged from 19 to 46 in age. A hardy bunch of Americans, they were tired after a long day’s work. Thus, at three in the AM only a skeleton crew was awake. Chief Dobkins sat in the engine room, reading a novel of erotica. He turned the pages and smoked a cigarette, sure that any change in the rhythm of the remaining motor would alert him. 
 
    Behind the Maryland the Carpe Diem was being towed. It was seaworthy, the motors worked, but Captain Dillinger had opted to just tow her. One man held the wheel and held her steady. 
 
    Topside, two crew were on the bridge. Lt. Billings held the con and Warrant Officer Thomas watched the radar and the open ocean. 
 
    His eyes caught the flicker of foam on the caps. He was oddly comforted by the whistle of the wind. He was thinking about his wife, who he suspected was having an affair. 
 
    On one hand, he was enraged. On the other hand, there was apiece of him that recognized that he was a sailor, a lifer, and that he would be happy if he could just be a sailor the rest of his life. 
 
    So what did a woman really mean, if that was his bent? 
 
    Chief Dobkins turned the page. The book was ‘Breaking Jack,’ by Alyce Thorndyke. A story of one man who cheated, and was taught a lesson by his entire community. 
 
    Dobkins liked it. He was a sexual animal, anyway, and he liked the way the women tied Jack down and did things to him, educated him to his own possibilities. He wished somebody would tie him down and— 
 
    He spun about. A hatch had just clanged softly, as if somebody was sneaking. 
 
    “Caulkins? That you?” 
 
    It sounded like the dogs to the deck hatch were being tightened. Who the fuck… 
 
    He picked up a large wrench and sauntered towards the hatch. He walked along the big shaft. It spun smoothly, didn’t make much sound. Truth, he didn’t expect to brain anybody, but being alone, feeling the dampness and solitude eating at him, he felt better holding it. 
 
    He walked past the big generator and…stopped. 
 
    She was five foot two, light brown hair. Maybe Mexican, maybe something else. She smiled at him. She wasn’t wearing anything. 
 
    He lowered the wrench and grinned. “Hey, missy. You lost?” 
 
    The woman turned her head slightly, looking around. She said, in a Spanish accent with an indeterminable dialect, “Alone?” 
 
    Dobkins licked his lips. He had a boner from reading the erotica, and he had not been ashore for a couple of weeks. He was very aware of his erection pounding in his pants. 
 
    “Missy, you got to leave here.” 
 
    Yet, he didn’t want her to leave. Furthermore, there was a strange odor in the air. It was a gentle wafting of sweetness. The smell of oil was thick, but the aroma permeating the room was somehow stronger. 
 
    He blinked, and sniffed, and tried to discern what it was, and in doing so he ingested more of the woman’s strange ‘perfume.’ 
 
    “Help me,” she said, with that strange accent. 
 
    “Help you what?” he asked, not doing what he should have done, which was call the Lt. in the bridge and have her removed. 
 
    Instead, he started to sweat, and his mind stopped analyzing life as it should have. 
 
    The woman reached forward with one soft hand. She touched his forearm. 
 
    His forearm was thick from wrestling with wrenches, and it was oily and sweaty, and now it was electric. It was like she was infusing him with excitement, making his flesh hot, causing chills to run up and down his legs. 
 
    “Hey,” but his voice was croaking, and he wasn’t sure what he should have been objecting to. 
 
    “You big?” 
 
    “Missy?” he was confused. Something was wrong. He had a duty to do something. He was supposed to report this…report this… 
 
    Her hand went down to his pants. She undid his buttons, and he didn’t stop her. He just stared down and wondered what was happening. 
 
    She extracted his penis. It was thick, he was well endowed, and she held it in one small hand and smiled up at him. 
 
    Yet her smile was…strange. As if there was something inside the woman that didn’t want to be here, doing this. 
 
    Still, she lowered her head and took his meat in her mouth. It barely fit, and she swirled her tongue around his cock head. Then she simply lay down on the deck, on the wooden walkway that stretched over the grease and oil. 
 
    She spread her legs and looked up at him, and in her eyes was question, and begging. She wanted him to take her in the worst possible way. 
 
    Dobkins found himself stumbling to his knees. He had meant to reach down and lift her up. She wasn’t supposed to be here…she wasn’t…but now he was dazed, and on his hands and knees, and moving forward. 
 
    He crept over her, knees between her, and his thick cock trailed along one of her thighs. She moaned and thrust her hips up. 
 
    Dobkins sunk down, inserted himself, and they began fucking. Up and down, almost in time with the rocking and rolling of the ship. 
 
    He had never felt anything so…sweet. So delicious. So…it was like she was actually devouring his prick, sucking it right off his body. 
 
    He came, a righteous avalanche of orgasm and sperm. 
 
    He found himself falling off her, rolling to the side, flinging a hand across his forehead. 
 
    “What?” he asked, feeling a far away pain in his groin. 
 
    He managed to raise his head, to support himself on elbows for a moment, and he looked down and saw…his penis was raw. Shredded. Bloody. And his balls were shrinking, as if whatever had eaten his penis had cut the veins to his testicles, and now they were draining their fluid out on the deck, or somewhere. There was no real mess under his groin. 
 
    He wanted to cry, to call for help, but he was dazed, and half paralyzed, and all he could do was lie back on the wooden walkway.  
 
    “Help!” He called out, but his voice sounded like he was just whispering, and that in a conversational tone. 
 
    Why wasn’t he able to scream? 
 
    Why did he just lie here and…and…his penis…was it really gone?” 
 
    Next to him, the woman sat up. She appeared stronger, almost like she had had a meal. She pulled her hair back, she smiled, she stood up. 
 
    Dobkins watched as the woman walked down to where he had been sitting. He was dimly aware of her doing something, something she should not have been doing, then she was coming back, stepping over him, moving back towards the hatch she had entered from. Dimly, it sounded like she was undogging it, then he heard a muted clang. She was gone. 
 
    He moaned, the pain permeating him, even as he couldn’t move and do anything about it. 
 
    Then he heard it, the shift in rhythm. Something was wrong with motor number one. Oh, fuck, he thought, but even this thought was as if far away. 
 
    He tried to look at his penis again, but he couldn’t move. All he could do was feel the pain…and the pain…it was weird. It felt like he was shrinking. And his chest hurt. And his hair…he kept it short, but now it felt like it was growing, flowing to the deck, getting all messed up with grease and oil. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
      
 
    “Captain!”  
 
    Marsha awoke to a pounding on her cabin door. 
 
    “Hold on!” she said, just loud enough to be heard. She pulled on a robe and opened the door. 
 
    “Engine number one is gone.” 
 
    “What? Where’s Dobkins?” 
 
    “He’s gone!” 
 
    “What about…” she paused. “Okay. I’ll be up.” 
 
    The sailor trotted down the passageway and she closed the door and quickly got dressed. 
 
    What the hell. How could both engines go bad?  
 
    A minute later she left her cabin, running for the bridge. 
 
     
 
    The woman they had rescued from the Carpe Diem had a dim understanding of the lay out of a cutter. Memories from before…before…when she had been a he. 
 
    Still naked, not minding the cold weather, she found came to Warrant Officer Kenny’s quarters. 
 
    She tried the lever. Locked. 
 
    She tapped on the door. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Again. 
 
    A stirring inside. 
 
    “Who’s there?” 
 
    “I sick,” the woman spoke in a voice that begged for help. 
 
    “What? Who’s…” the door opened and Kenny looked out. 
 
    She was small, but she had the advantage. She was a woman. “I sick. Help.” she put her weight on the door, fell more than pushed, and Kenny let the door open and he caught her. Her naked body. And he was wearing only boxers. 
 
    Before he realized he had even caught the woman he smelled something. Something light and arousing. Delicious and enticing. As his thoughts became dispersed he was becoming erect. 
 
    “What?” He was confused, but that odor…what was…and his penis brushed against her bare skin. 
 
    She felt it and grabbed his tool. She held it, as it was a life preserver, and looked up at him. There was a reticence in her, as if some part of her didn’t want to be there, but the odor of her, and her reluctance, made Kenny want to…to…what did he want? He wondered this as he helped her to his bed. 
 
    She lay down, and writhed, and he gulped. He should be calling the captain. He should be returning her to the sick bay, but…but he needed to find out something…he needed…his dick grew larger. 
 
    She lay on his bed, holding his penis and smiling, and it was as if the only thing in the world that he was sure would cure her was…was his penis. 
 
    He put his knee on the bunk and crawled over her. He was between her legs, just as Dobkin had been, and he lowered himself. 
 
    She guided him into her, and gasped, and was smiling…smiling… 
 
    Then he felt the pain, but he couldn’t move. And he felt himself orgasm…but there was more fluid down there than just a few squirts of semen. 
 
    He felt himself losing control, laying down, his bulk upon her, but she managed to squeeze out from under him, and he lay, face down, and felt like his penis was drooling more, ever more. 
 
    When the woman left the cabin, a quick open and shut and she slithered out, Kenny was unaware of his penis, which was just as well, for he didn’t have one. And his pectorals hurt. Bad. 
 
      
 
    Dobkins lay on the floor for long minutes, listening to the increasingly poor sound of motor number one. 
 
    Maybe it just needed oil. Maybe something else. 
 
    He tried to stand up, and he looked down at his arm. It was thin. His thick, hairy forearm was now pale, and slender. Even the nails were…feminine. 
 
    What the heck…? 
 
    He staggered to his feet, lost in his utility uniform. Before the woman had taken him he had had big muscles, filling his uniform. Now the uniform was baggy, and tremendously over-sized. 
 
    He walked down the gangway, looking up at things he had been on eye level with before. He didn’t feel weak, just not as strong.  
 
    He did feel better balanced, but then he was lower to the ground. And his chest…he stopped and felt his chest. He had breasts! Large cones, with erect nipples! what…what was happening to him? 
 
    Then he looked further down, remembering his shredded penis, but he saw no penis. Only a dark spot on the front of his pants. And, walking, he didn’t feel the familiar sway of his cock. 
 
    He knew, without looking further, that he had no penis. He had…different plumbing. 
 
    And the girl…the naked woman…it was her who had…she had…he had to find her… 
 
    He came to the end of the gangway and climbed a short flight of steps to let himself out on the upper deck. 
 
    It was silent. The ruptured motor had not achieved a sufficient decibel level to be detected. 
 
    He went down the passageway and came to a cabin. 
 
    He put his ear to the door and heard a snore. He knew there were two men in there. No, one. One would be on the bridge. 
 
    Maybe the woman…no…she wouldn’t be in there. 
 
    But Warrant Officer Tolkin would be. 
 
    Dobkins listened at the door for a moment, he sniffed the air. He was giving off an odor. He wanted to go into the room. He had to talk to Tolkin. He had to explain something…something about the woman… 
 
    He tapped on the door. 
 
      
 
    The weather was worse when Captain Dillinger arrived on the bridge. Rain pounded on the roof of the small wheel house, and the ship listed. But the list was likely more pronounced because the ship was moving so slowly, and because she was dragging the Carpe Diem. 
 
    “Billings,” she snapped. 
 
    “Barely idling, sir. The waves are overtaking us.” His voice was filled with worry and disgust. “I’ve got Roscoe and three others in the engine room. We have a weather problem.” 
 
    Marsha looked at the radar and saw it instantly. A mass of red descending on the ship. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    “It was supposed to miss us. And we could miss it if we could hurry up.” 
 
    “Okay, get on the horn. Advise fleet where we are and what we’re doing. All hands. Wake this place up. And cut the Carpe Diem loose.” 
 
     
 
    Warren Tolkin was 38 years old. A couple of more years to retirement, and he wasn’t looking forward to that. He was an old salt, and liked it, but he didn’t want to be an older salt. 
 
    He heard the tapping on his door and was instantly awake. He almost called for Fred Jensen, but Fred was on duty, so he rolled out of the sack and padded to the door. 
 
    “Who’s there?” he put his ear to the door. 
 
    “Please…help me.” 
 
    He blinked. It was a woman’s voice, very weak, and not one of the women on board. 
 
    “Please…” 
 
    Actually, he might not have opened the door. He was married, didn’t want any scandal, and what the fuck would some girl be wandering around at night if she wasn’t looking for a little. 
 
    But, thinking about it, she had asked for help. 
 
    Helping him make this observation was a very faint whiff of something sweet. He found himself opening the door without even realizing it, and a shape pushed in. 
 
    “Hey!” He tried to back up, but the woman, and she was naked, was placing her hands on him, feeling for his cock. “Hey!” 
 
    Dobkins didn’t want to do this, but he was compelled. Something was making him grab for his shipmate’s privates. He managed to get his hand into Tolkin’s boxers and he felt around for his dick. 
 
    Talkin felt Dobkins’ tits pressed against him, and he couldn’t figure out what was happening. Where had this woman come from? She wasn’t one of the crew, and she didn’t look like the woman they had brought aboard earlier. 
 
    Where had she come from? 
 
    Then he stopped thinking. Her hand was working him, jacking him, and he felt a white hot heat take over his thinking. He stopped worrying and started lusting. 
 
    WOOO! WOOO! WOOO! 
 
    Tolkin jerked, and Dobkins lost his grip. 
 
    Tolkin tried to get into his uniform. He was working on instinct, following orders embedded in his psyche for decades, and he had to get dressed and answer the call. It was all hands on deck. He had to… 
 
    But his hands weren’t working right. 
 
    And the woman was pulling at his hands, pushing his uniform away, pulling him towards the bed. 
 
    “Wait…wait!” He begged, trying to figure things out. 
 
    Then his cock was in the woman’s mouth, and he felt the soft lips working him, the small hands stroking him. 
 
    “Oh…God!” 
 
    He wanted to get up, and he was strong enough to push the woman aside and do his duty. But he couldn’t seem to get a grip, his muscles felt so weak, and he was dizzy, the room was spinning and he was…what was she doing? 
 
    Then he felt the pain in his crotch. He tried to push her off him, he hardly remembered her getting on him…she had been sucking him, then the world had sort of inverted and funneled down into nothing, and…he tried to hit her with his fist, but his hand landed like little cushions, and he couldn’t scream, just moan…and the door to his cabin opened and shut…what had happened…what was going on on the ship…why… 
 
      
 
    Marsha stood on the bridge. Men were moving on the deck.  
 
    “Where’s Tolkin? Is Kenny still watching over the woman?” 
 
    “Don’t know, sir.” 
 
    Marsha frowned. Her crew was light. First Dobkins, now Kenny and Tolkin. She picked up the microphone, her voice blared from the intercom. 
 
    “Dobkins, Kenny, Tolkin. Report to the bridge. Now!” 
 
    She put the microphone back and waited. 
 
    The wind was whipping now, picking up speed by the minute. 
 
    “What’s the word on the weather?” 
 
    “Still a storm, sir.” 
 
    “Still a storm, but they could all see the writing on the wall. It was coming in off the Atlantic like barn busters. It was going to be upgraded to Category 1, maybe even Category 2, within the hour, and they were twenty miles from the hard lip of the thing. 
 
    On the wall a clock showed eight in the morning, but there was barely a trace of sunlight. 
 
    The ship suddenly heeled severely. 
 
    “Drop anchor, Captain?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    They were in water too deep for the anchor to reach the bottom, but it would act like a drag, keep them heading away from the wind. This wouldn’t bring them into shore, but up the Florida coast, where the hurricanes built into monsters that devoured ships. 
 
    “Captain!” 
 
    The crewmen’s voice was sharp, filled with fear. Marsha turned to her. 
 
    “Radio has been sabotaged.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Linkage to the antenna is ripped out.” 
 
    Captain Dillinger was in front of the crewmen without even thinking of moving. “How was it done.” 
 
    “Crowbar on the deck. Somebody just pried it and…and it’s gone!” 
 
    “Gone.” 
 
    There’s a wire hanging on the rail. They must have thrown it over the edge. 
 
    “Can you jury rig?” 
 
    “I’ll try, sir.” 
 
    She nodded, and the woman disappeared. 
 
    As the wind screamed over the little pilot house Dillinger thought: First the engine room, now the radar. Someone was sabotaging them. But…why? And who? 
 
    Didn’t whoever did it know that it might cost them their own life? 
 
    Outside the winds howled even louder. 
 
      
 
    Dobkins, Tolkin, Kenny, and three others stood outside the engine room. They could hear the mutter of voices as men worked to repair the damage Dobkin had done.  
 
    The six men, now women, had reached a crucial point. If they could each infect one more man they would be twelve. On a crew of 28 that was close to the tipping point. 
 
    In the darkness of the passageway their eyes glittered. As they had infected, so had they gained confidence. Memories of their past lives as men were dim, almost forgotten. Now all they knew was the burning in their loins, that deep, burning itch that made them lust.  
 
    Their breasts were heated, they were feverish, they wanted men. Desperately. 
 
    “You two,” Dobkins nodded to Tolkin and one other woman. Intuitively, a woman’s intuition, they knew what they were being told. Go up on deck, get to the other side, cut off any escape. 
 
    They all knew that they might be seen crossing the deck, but they had to risk it. If they could infect the men in the engine room, and there might even be six men in there, they would have enough pheromone to totally overpower the ship. They could sit in the engine room and exude, and men would be drawn to them. They just had to take the men in the engine room. 
 
    Tolkin and the other woman, who had once been a mate by the name of Nelson, walked quickly up the ladder. They paused, looked at each other and nodded. Tolkin opened the hatch. 
 
    Moving quickly, trying to act as if they were doing regular ship’s business, the two women moved along the deck. They had put on weather coats and pants, and they held the pants up and tried to walk like taller men as they braved the howl of the wind and moved to the aft part of the ship. 
 
    Up on the bridge Captain Dillinger would have missed them, except for the camera panning the after deck. She caught sight of motion, focused, and blinked as she saw the two diminutive sailors make a quick sprint for the hatch that led to the rear of the engine room. 
 
    “What the…” She turned and looked, but she couldn’t see anything. The two men were out of sight. She turned back to the window and frowned. She made up her mind. 
 
    “Billings, keep her level, I’m going to check on the engine room.” 
 
    Billings gave an “aye, aye!” 
 
    Dillinger went out into the nearly sideways rain. She held on to the rail and pulled herself back until she was out of the wind. The cutter was rising and falling 15 to 20 feet with the waves now, and she was sure this was going to be a Category One. 
 
    She crept along the side of the ship, keeping a low profile. The winds were around 75 MPH, and she was 120 pounds in soaking wet stockings. 
 
    She came to the edge of the upper deck and looked back over the ship. A couple of men pushed past her. Everything was being secured. These weren’t the two she had seen, however. 
 
    For a moment, she thought about going to the arm’s locker and getting a .45. But that would take time. She had the dismal feeling that she was running out of time. 
 
    She slid down the ladder and headed for the hatch, then stopped. On the deck, pushed into a corner, were two weather coats. And pants. WTF? 
 
      
 
    Tolkin and Nelson arrived at the hatch, once again glanced at each other, and slipped out of their jackets and pants. The rain was cold now, and their teeth chattered, but they had made it. The ship was within reach. 
 
    Tolkin opened the door and they rushed into the engine room. 
 
    At the other end of the ship the other four women opened their hatch and moved into the engine room. 
 
    The men working on the shaft had their shirts off and were struggling with a come-a-long. Casing was off one of the generators and  they used brute force to move the thing. 
 
    “Fuck!” yelled one of the men, skinning his hand. He didn’t slacken his efforts, however, and the shaft nudged along. They had had to move the shaft a total of one inch, remove debris, which turned out to be an oil can, and now they were muscling the shaft back into place. 
 
    There were four of them, you, strong, and manly. which made them perfect fodder for the women. 
 
    The shaft clunked into place and the men collapsed, then they looked to the rear hatch. Tolkin and Nelson slid down the ladder. Their breasts bounced, their rear ends were round, they were licking their lips. 
 
    “What the fuck?” blurted one of the men. 
 
    The man in the rear, suddenly alarmed, turned to hurry out the forward hatch, and stopped. 
 
    “Where you going, handsome?” Four naked woman stood in front of him, and the closet one to him placed a hand on his bare chest. 
 
    He felt like he had been sexually electrified. Energy shot through him, and he looked down. His pants tented and a wet spot formed. The group pheromones of the women was incredibly powerful and the men, now surrounded, had no chance. 
 
    Tolkin came forward, grinning a saucy grin. He only had bare images of once being a man, and he eyed the man in front of him hungrily, letting his gaze drop down to the man’s crotch. 
 
    The man responded with a boner, and his knees shook.  
 
    Tolkin advanced, her hips swaying, her breasts jiggling. 
 
    On the other side of the group the women moved in. They grabbed crotches, peeled pants off, and pushed the men to the deck. 
 
    Four men, six women. Two of the women, disappointed, went to each end of the engine room to stand guard. 
 
    One after the other the men succumbed. Their cocks were sat upon, shredded, and they gave up their testicles, their testosterone, the idea of being men at all. 
 
    “WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS!” Marsha screamed. 
 
    The men looked around, dazed, already starting to transform, their manhood gone, disappearing, slits forming, bumps forming on their chests. 
 
    The women looked up, and loving was gone from their eyes. They all knew that their pheromones didn’t work on the female of the species, their faces formed into snarls. 
 
    “You men, on your feet!” 
 
    The men just lay where they were, weakened by what was happening in them. They looked around, dazed, stupid, too dumbstruck to follow orders. 
 
    Marsha realized she was at a disadvantage, five against one, and she turned to leave. She had to get help, and she was sorry she hadn’t taken the time to get a .45. But how the hell could she have ever anticipated this? Women savaging men, doing something to their manhood that left them helpless on the deck. 
 
    As she reached the ladder to the deck, however, the sixth woman, the one she hadn’t seen, hit her from the side. Marsha was crushed to the deck, but she twisted around and fought like a wildcat, punching and kicking, even biting, but more women came, and shortly she was laying on the deck, two women sitting upon her. 
 
    Next to her the men groaned and writhed. She could see them physically shrinking, and they made small sounds of deep pain. One of them pounded on his groin, but one of the women stopped him. Another started crawling, as if he was trying to crawl right out of his body, another woman stopped him. 
 
    The minutes passed, and the men on the floor grew large breasts. A couple of them tore their clothes off, and Marsha could see their bodies. 
 
    They had transformed into women. 
 
    At the bottom of the ladder the women all gathered. It had all happened in fifteen minutes, and what had been 6 women and four men was now 10 women. 
 
    The two women who were sitting on her stood up. One of them said, “Sit in the corner and you won’t be harmed.” 
 
    She tried to figure out which sailor the woman had been, but she couldn’t. The change into female was so complete, the face so altered into soft features, the lips and eyes so transformed, she couldn’t tell. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    The group ignored her for a moment, they were talking in low voices, something was being decided, but Captain Dillinger didn’t know what. Finally, the group seemed in agreement, and two of the women came to Marsha. 
 
    “Who are you,” she asked, trying to be authoritative. She was the captain, dammit. This was her vessel. 
 
    “We are women,” explained one, which seemed to be everything and nothing in one sentence. 
 
    “We taking over ship. We need you take us somewhere.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    “Not now. We tell you later.” 
 
    One of the women was blonde, and she wondered if that was Kenny. 
 
    “Were you Warrant Officer Kenny?” 
 
    The two women looked at each other in confusion, then the confusion relaxed. The blonde turned to her. “I Kenny. Still Kenny. Kenny woman.” 
 
    “What are you doing, Kenny? What happened to you?” 
 
    “Later. You take us…take us…somewhere.” 
 
    “Not till I know where.” And what you are planning, she thought. 
 
    The two women stood up and conducted a conversation in their weird accented broken English. They whispered, and it seemed that they were talking in concepts so quickly that they had to butcher the English language to make it. 
 
    Marsha stood up and faced them. “Look,” she said. “I see you’re turning men into women. But you can’t do that.” 
 
    “Why?” asked Tolkin. 
 
    “Why not?” asked the other one. 
 
    “Because men are need to help women reproduce. Without men the race dies.” 
 
    They both tilted their heads. Marsha continued. 
 
    “A man puts his penis in a woman and fertilizes her. She has an egg and he makes the egg…alive.” 
 
    She wasn’t sure how much these women understood. They might talk in concept, but they also seemed stunted in their grasp of earthly concepts. 
 
    “Are you from outer space.” 
 
    “One of the women grinned, then they were all chuckling. It was as if the thing was turning into a real hen party. 
 
    “Do you understand what I’m saying? That if you turn all the men into women there will be nobody to make the women pregnant. The whole race will die off.” 
 
    The women looked at each other, seemed almost to be thinking at each other, then they turned to to Marsha as one. All the heads pivoted, all the eyes stared. Tolkin said. “Wait.” 
 
    Two women stayed to watch over Captain Dillinger, the other eight split into two groups. Three went out the back hatch, the other eight went to the forward hatch. 
 
    Nobody was left but Dillinger and the two women. 
 
      
 
    Billings was holding the wheel, wondering when the motors would power up. He didn’t know that the shaft had been fixed and all he had to do was give it the gas. Or diesel, in this case. Two women stepped onto the bridge. He looked up, and his eyes sort of rolled, and he let the wheel slip through his fingers. 
 
    One of the women leaped upon him, felt for his penis as he fell to the deck. His hips were already humping. 
 
    The other woman jumped on the back of the radar man. She hugged him, and her odor permeated the cabin, grew strong, and any immediate struggles were quickly transformed into attempts to hug back. Then she had the man on the deck, writhing and twisting. She pulled his pants down and sat on him. The radar man moaned, then felt the pain, and succumbed to a weird, twitchy sort of half struggle. 
 
    Three men in the back of the boat were subdued. One women was hit on the head and locked in a cabin. 
 
    Out of a crew of 28 there were 15 men transformed into women, two women in captivity, two women on the loose, and  9 men yet to be transformed.The original unknown woman they had brought aboard was also to be counted. 
 
    In the engine room the captain sat in a corner, subdued, but her mind racing. She had to escape. She had to defeat these strange…creatures. 
 
    They were human…but they weren’t, too. But even if they were human, they presented a risk to the entire human race. 
 
    She sat, and stewed, and plotted, and had no ideas. 
 
      
 
    Above decks the women left the bridge and attacked the rest of the sailors. They quickly subdued the two other women in the crew, and the remaining men were…raped, for lack of a better word, and transformed. Their penises shredded, their breasts growing. 
 
    The storm raged about them, building rapidly to hurricane force winds. The anchor kept the ship drifting with the waves, but water broke over the rails, then poured out the scuppers. 
 
    Within minutes the entire crew was captured, and the women sat down to wait for the last of the men to transform. 
 
     
 
    Below decks, Marsha sat in the corner, her head down. She could feel a slight sway in the ship which indicated nobody was manning the bridge, only the anchor kept her pointed in a direciton. 
 
    She finally decided. There were two women, and she was only one, but she had to try. 
 
    She stood up. 
 
    The two women turned to face her. 
 
    “Down sit,” one of them said, not entirely understanding the language she was already forgetting. 
 
    “The fuck,” said Marsha, and she kicked the women between the legs. 
 
    The woman went down, held herself for a moment, then started to struggle up, already shaking off the pain of the attack. 
 
    The other woman tackled Marsha and pushed her back. 
 
    Marsha braced herself, managed to stay upright, and brought an elbow down on the woman’s back, again and again, but the woman wouldn’t let go, and she wouldn’t go down. 
 
    Then the first woman screamed and launched herself at Dillinger. 
 
    Marsha managed to turn to the side, fell against a bulkhead, the first woman had her, and Marsha chomped down with her teeth on the woman’s forearm. 
 
    Another scream, this one of pain. 
 
    Marsha tasted blood, but wouldn’t let go. She snarled like a crazy, wild animal. 
 
    The first woman broke free, backed up and held her dripping arm. But her escape had unbalanced the woman who was trying to hug Marsha to the deck. 
 
    Marsha managed to snake a leg behind the woman and pushed her. The woman fell back, held on and dragged Marsha with her, and Marsha pulled her knee up. The woman landed on her back and Marsha landed on top of her, driving her knee down with her full 120 pounds. 
 
    The knee drove into the woman’s chest and Marsha heard a cracking sound. It felt like cartilage was giving way. 
 
    She scrambled to her feet, and the woman curled up and held her chest with both hands. 
 
    The other woman was against the ladder, holding her forearm. 
 
    Marsha walked towards her, and fear entered the other woman’s eyes. 
 
    Perhaps, somewhere in the world, there are a species that don’t take advantage of a weakness and go in for the kill, that wasn’t Marsha. She faked a kick, and when the woman bent down to protect herself she launched the mother of punches. It was a haymaker, easy to defend oneself against. Except maybe haymakers aren’t typical for alien fighting methods. 
 
    Marsha connected, broke her hand on the woman’s skull, but the woman went down and was out. 
 
    Marsha didn’t hesitate. She climbed the ladder and stepped onto the rear deck. 
 
    Her face was splattered with blood, her mouth was drooling with the stuff, and her eyes were fierce, like those of a mama leopard who was protecting her young. 
 
    She was hero, but didn’t know it. All she knew was that she was pissed, and her hand was broken, but there was more to be done. And that’s the way heroes are. 
 
    There was nobody on the rear deck. 
 
    She quickly ran down the side of the ship, hoping nobody would see her. 
 
    Unfortunately, somebody did. Tolkin. 
 
    Marsha climbed the ladder to a hatch and sprinted down a passageway. 
 
    On the other side of the bridge Tolkin knew she was going through the ship. She entered through the bridge and climbed down. 
 
    Marsha arrived at the weapons locker. There was a lock on the cabinet, but the doors were tin, much like the lockers of a high school. 
 
    She kicked at the arms cabinet and the door bent. She kicked again. 
 
    Down the passageway Tolkin heard the banging and rushed forward. 
 
    A piece of the cabinet curled, and Marsha managed to slide a hand in between the door. She gripped and pulled. The door gave a little. 
 
    Tolkin came around the corner and launched herself. 
 
    Marsha stepped back and hit her with her good hand. 
 
    Tolkin crumpled on the deck, but wasn’t out. 
 
    But now Marsha had two broken hands. 
 
    She tried to kick the cabinet. She tried to pull it. All she got was frustration and pain. 
 
    On the other side of the room was a glass cabinet with an ax in it. She ran, kicked the glass, and fell. Glass shattered over her and she covered her face. 
 
    “Stop!” Tolkin mumbled through broken teeth. 
 
    Marsha scrambled to her feet and pulled out the ax. 
 
    She ran back across the deck, hefting the ax for a strike. Her hands were screaming with pain, but she forced herself to ignore it. 
 
    Tolkin gave up, she ran back around the corner. She was screaming for help. 
 
    Marsha slammed the ax on the cabinet. Again and again, sobbing as the pain drilled through her arms all the way to her shoulders. Finally, it came apart. She reached in and gripped the edge of the door with her broken hands and pulled. And screamed with the pain. But the door came off. 
 
    She grabbed a 1911 .45 and a clip. Crying from the pain of using her broken hands, she managed to fit the clip into the butt, then she slammed the butt down and almost passed out from the pain. 
 
    She turned and walked after Tolkin. 
 
    Tolkin made it to the bridge, then stood in the open doorway and screamed for help. Women hurried across the deck, grabbing objects to pull themselves, even trying to crawl under the screaming wind. 
 
    Marsha realized she was trapped that way, so she turned around, back to the arms room, through the other door and along the side of the ship. 
 
    She heard the clatter of the women charging down the passageway, and she heard the sounds of the women arming themselves. 
 
    They might be forgetful of who they were, they might be short in the language department, but they remembered how to load a clip, aim and pull the trigger. 
 
    Ignoring the pain shooting through her hands and arms, Marsha climbed the ladder to the bridge. 
 
    Nobody was there. All the women had run to the arms cabinet. 
 
    She slammed the door on the left side of the bridge. Locked it. 
 
    She stomped over to the other side, stepped out and looked down the passageway. She could see the backs of women. 
 
    She stepped back into the bridge and locked the right side door. 
 
    She went to the controls, placed the pistol on the console, and started the engines. 
 
    Tolkin and the other women heard the motor. Then the boat lurched and they fell to the deck.  
 
     
 
    The cutter picked up speed, wheeling hard on the dropped anchor. 
 
    Marsha dropped the anchor. Just ran it out until it ran out of chain and fell loose. It fell through the depths to the bottom of the ocean. 
 
    Marsha groaned and turned the wheel with her forearms. The gun slid along the console, but didn’t fall. 
 
    In the ship the women organized. Quickly, they intuited which passages to use, what deck to rush across. Within minutes they were ready to storm the bridge. 
 
    Marsha stared into the darkness. The storm was cresting, and the cutter was slamming into the waves with bone shaking force. This didn’t help the women making their assault. 
 
    Marsha looked at the doors. They wouldn’t hold. She might get a couple of shots off, but she needed an advantage. 
 
    She took off her belt and looped it around the wheel. She pushed a locker to the side and stepped into the space it left. She was protected on one side, and had a clear shot on the other. 
 
    She waited. 
 
    The cutter slammed through the waves. 
 
    The hurricane howled, full force, and pushed the cutter back and forth like it was a two year old on a tricycle. 
 
    Marsha had a view of the radar. She thought back over the maps. She had an idea of what she had to do. But could she do it? Could she last? 
 
    The women didn’t make her wait long. They tried to be silent, but she heard them, the slither of feet over the deck, the harsh whisper of breath. Even over the roar of the storm she heard them, and that was when she realized that she was in combat, that her senses were hyper. 
 
    She was a ship’s captain, and a woman, and she had no place on the battlefield. But there was no one else. 
 
    CRASH! A bullet spanged off the edge of the locker and hit on the wall to her right. 
 
    She could see reflections in the bridge window. They were waiting for her to stick her head out and shoot. She waited, watching the right wall. A head moved into view, with a gun. 
 
    She aimed and pulled the trigger, and was rewarded with somebody yelling in pain. The pain of the gun recoiling almost made her drop the gun. 
 
    They tried to push the door on the left in. She stuck her hand out, pulled the trigger quickly, and felt the pain shooting up her arm. The broken bones, the jarring in her hand, the way her hand was bent. She almost passed out from the pain. 
 
    The fight went like that for a few minutes. She waited. She didn’t have many bullets, and she only fired twice, but each shot counted. 
 
    Then it was silent, except for the roar of the wind, of course. 
 
    “Captain.” It was Tolkin. 
 
    Marsha said nothing. 
 
    “Captain. We need talk.” 
 
    She waited, hoping a glimpse of a face would accompany the voice. One glimpse, she was watching the reflection of the left door, but she was aiming at the right door. 
 
    “There’s over twenty of us, there’s only one of you.” 
 
    “Come on in,” yelled Marsha. 
 
    Nobody took her up on it. 
 
    “We need to get to Miami. You can get us there. Take us there, we’ll let you and the other women go. Nobody has to get hurt.” 
 
    “And then what? You change all the men into women? Kill the world? 
 
    “We don’t want to do that.” 
 
    Marsha was silent. 
 
    “We want to keep some men alive. The best, the brightest. We can improve the race. We can make the world a better place.” 
 
    “Sorry, you didn’t say please.” 
 
    A face appeared right in front of her. Somebody had crawled along the ledge in front of the bridge. Now she was aiming a gun at Marsha. 
 
    BANG! Marsha shot first, and the face flew into the darkness. 
 
    BANG! BANG! attackers from both the right and the left. Marsha snapped a shot to the right, heard a howl, then she pushed the locker over. It jammed against the door, They would still have to shoot around it. 
 
    Marsha ducked down. Shots were fired over her head, but she waited. 
 
    On the radar she finally saw what she was waiting for. A tiny, little blip. 
 
    “Captain,” Dillinger called again. “You can have everything you want. You be rich, in charge. A big house…anything you want.” 
 
    Dillinger snorted. To try and buy her off with such crass notions. They weren’t just fake women, they were brain dead. 
 
    “Captain?” 
 
    She wondered what tactic they would try next. 
 
    She blurted, more to take her mind off the pain in her arms than any real attempt to converse, “The ocean is my house.” 
 
    She could almost feel the consternation, the confusion, the befuddlement. 
 
    Suddenly she saw a huge shape to the left. The ship reeled, and the shape rushed towards the right side window. 
 
    Fuck! she thought. She realized that they had set up the crane to batter the entire wall out. The wall bent inward, exploded, and a dozen pipes slid into the room. 
 
    Marsha flung herself forward. One of the pipes struck her leg a glancing blow, and her leg went numb. She was aware that she was firing, holding on to the belt, keeping the wheel locked in position. Bodies came at her. She pulled the trigger, kept pulling the trigger. She couldn’t hear anything, smoke obscured her vision. Somebody landed on her, punched her, but she hit them with the pistol and they faded back. 
 
    More people piled on her. She held to the belt. People trying to pull her hands loose. She stopped fighting and focused on one thing. Hold the belt. 
 
    Screaming, pounding, the wind and the rain slicing through the cabin, herself giving up…and suddenly she was smashed against the forward bulkhead. Women flew through the glass. The locker tilted and flew to break the glass on the bridge and half crush a woman. 
 
    Marsha sighed, nobody was on her, and she had made it. She could visualize, but the massive crumpling sound, the bow of the cutter folding, creasing, breaking, rupturing. 
 
    Thousands of gallons of sea water rushing across the deck with each wave. Women pushed across the deck and hurled into the salty brine. 
 
    The tail end of the cutter rose up briefly, held for a moment, then dashed downward. 
 
    Marsha thought that was it, but that was only the beginning. The bow on the rocks, the waves lifted the rear and pushed, and pushed, and pushed. The Cutter was being cut to pieces by the surf on the rocks. 
 
    Dully, she realized that she was listening to the sound of her own destruction. She was still alive, she had to get out. 
 
    She struggled to her feet, holding her hands like broken claws, which they were. 
 
    She stepped over a body, was thrown to the deck, got up and moved to the right side of the bridge. 
 
    Amazingly, the door was still intact. Skewed, wrinkled, the glass busted, but still locked. 
 
    Using her elbow she pushed on the lock and the door sprang open like it was spring loaded. She stepped out onto the small landing and looked at her command. 
 
    The cutter was a mess. The deck was torn and buckled. Water sloshed back and forth. She could hear the metal ripping apart as the waves raised the cutter and pushed it down, again and again. 
 
    She staggered down the ladder, slipped and fell. She was half  conscious, but she held to her awareness. Her eyes worked and saw the world, but the world was passing by. 
 
    She crawled across the deck. Several women were laying in a heap against the forward rail. She pulled herself over one of them. She pulled herself upright and gazed over the bow. 
 
    She was mere feet from a large slab of stone. In the water two bodies washed back and forth. If she timed it, if she jumped at the right time, she could land on the rock. Beyond the rock was a stretch of sand. 
 
    She waited, she got ready, and when the ship rose up she jumped, and somehow managed to land on the rock. She sprawled, screamed for the pain in her hands, and was safe. Relatively. 
 
    She rolled over and stared at the USCGC Maryland. Out of Damen Shipyards, her first command. Likely to be her last. 
 
    She saw movement on the ship, and realized there was still someone alive. 
 
    She watched the figure cross the deck, moving slowly, timing her motion with the rising and falling of the ship. It was Tolkin, and like Captain Dillinger had done, she leaped over the bow and almost made the rock. She would have made the rock, but Captain Marsha Dillinger was waiting for her.  
 
    Their bodies collided and Marsha screamed. Then Tolkin fell backwards. Marsha used her feet to kick her, to help her on her way. 
 
    Tolkin slid down the face of the rock, and in between the hull of the Maryland and the rock. The ocean picked up the boat, dashed it against thee rock, and Tolkin was in between. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Marsha lived for three months on the island, then she died of wounds sustained. She was a hero, but with no epitaph. No medal, no recognition, yet she had saved the world. 
 
    But real heroes don’t need the glitter of medals or the adoration of their fellow man. Real heroes just do their work and die. 
 
      
 
    Some of the men who had been transformed into women survived. But they were sore wounded and ignored Marsha, let her die in peace. 
 
    Over the years the women grew old, but they didn’t die. If anything, they grew more beautiful, more sultry. They spent their time, when not searching for mussels to eat, or trying to trap seagulls,  or making food out of other basic forms of life, looking out at the sea. Perhaps dreaming of how close they had come. Perhaps wishing for another chance, for a ship to come close, to see them, to take them on board so they could. work their magic. 
 
    Before she succumbed, Captain Dillinger wondered where the lone woman had come from. A laboratory somewhere? Aliens? A plot by some hostile government? 
 
    She didn’t know, and she would never find out. 
 
    But to this day there is a legend. 
 
    In the Caribbean there is an island, and this island is populated by women. The women don’t grow old, and they don’t die, they just wait. 
 
    And if a man should find this island, if a man should encounter these women, they will make love to him, and he will turn into a woman, like them, and then the world will end. 
 
      
 
    END 
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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!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    We Feminized a Burglar! 
 
    Crime pays off…big time! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Jerome sat on a stack of discarded pillows and watched the warehouse. No lights. No motion. Yet he waited. He nodded a few times, but made himself stay awake. It was almost time. 
 
    Suddenly he heard the sound of a Jeep and he smiled. The security guard was right on time. 
 
    The Jeep came down the street, turned into the parking lot, and angled for the building. A quick rattle of a doorknob, and the Jeep was returning. Jerome was hidden between the dumpsters and he relaxed and waited for the sounds of the Jeep to fade. 
 
    He stood up, stretched, and slung his knapsack onto his back. Looking both ways, as if there was somebody on the long street to run into him, he crossed to the parking lot. He entered the gate and turned right, walked along the side fence. 
 
    There were no people. No sudden coughs. Nothing to alarm him. Which was as he expected it to be. 
 
    He turned left and followed the fence to the alley next to the warehouse. Right before he reached the alley he glanced at the sign over the big rolling doors. ‘Erotic Toys.’ He grinned. Pervert stuff. Big money in pervert stuff, and perverts deserved to lose their money to him. 
 
    He entered the darkness of the alley and picked his way through discarded boxes, giant spools, and other debris. 
 
    Halfway down the alley he came to a stack of pallets. He had arranged the pallets there the night before, along with an aluminum ladder. He lifted the ladder onto the pallets, made sure it was steady, then climbed to the roof of the warehouse. 
 
    Atop the roof he lay flat, like a spider, distributing his weight so nothing would give way under him. By turning his head he could see miles of rooftops and street lights. 
 
    He crawled slowly towards the skylight. He reached it and felt the lip of it with a gloved hand. No latch. But when he had been in the building the day before it had looked like a simple ‘swing up’ affair. He was prepared to get out the small hammer and break the glass but, on a hunch, he lifted, and the skylight came up. 
 
    Son of a bitch! They didn’t even have a lock up here! 
 
    He slithered through the opening and balanced on a beam. Like a tight rope walker he walked down the beam to a catwalk. He reached into his knapsack and pulled out a rope. He secured it to a rail and threw the coil into the darkness. He listened and heard the rope strike the cement floor. 
 
    Quickly, he slid through the rails and handed himself down to the floor. 
 
    He was next to to a forklift. Good, maybe he could just fork himself up when he left. 
 
    He took a step and almost collided with a table. On the table were packing supplies and a sampling of products. He turned on a small flash and gazed at the goodies.  
 
    Dildos. Butt plugs. Skimpy nighties. All the things an aspiring pervert might need to keep himself entertained. And worth a lot of money. Which money was about to be in his knapsack. 
 
    He grinned, went around the table, and headed for the office. 
 
    At the end of the warehouse a small ladder, three steps, led to the office. He took the three steps in a quick jump and stood before a door. The top half of the door was made of glass, and he thought he might have to break it, but like the skylight, the door was unlocked. He turned the knob and let himself in. 
 
    He took a camping light out of his knapsack and lifted the top. A bright cone of light illuminated the office, and he quickly turned it down to a dull glow. He was alone, but why take chances. 
 
    The office was typical. Two desks at one wall, a batteered conference table in the center, a coffee machine in a corner, and a row of filing cabinets. 
 
    A safe against the back wall. 
 
    The safe was old, no, it only looked old. It was a Rhino Longhorn, the keypad became visible as he approached it. 
 
    He put the tent light on the top of the safe, and stopped. There was something on the safe. He lifted the lantern and looked at the object, and laughed. 
 
    It was a chrome tube, the shape of a cock, with a ring underneath it. 
 
    A fucking chastity tube. 
 
    He picked it up and examined it. 
 
      
 
    GONO 
 
    GO NOwhere! 
 
    The world’s first truly escape proof chastity tube. 
 
      
 
    Chuckling, he hefted the thing. Who, in their right minds, would ever lock up their junk?  
 
    Yet, he felt a tiny quiver down there. It was sort of kinky. Get all locked up, want to fuck but can’t…can’t even feel yourself. 
 
    But, man, when you took it off you’d be super excited, super hard. The girls down at Jock’s Roadhouse would certainly love to feel him like that! 
 
    He shook his head and put the chastity tube back on the safe. 
 
    He knelt in front of the safe and took out his power drill. He set the angle and leaned his weight onto the drill. As the drill bit into the metal he kept glancing at the chastity tube. 
 
    So weird. Get your junk all locked up. And then not be able to use it. What was the point of that, eh? 
 
    Minutes later the drill broke through the outer wall. He put it in reverse and backed out. He put the drill into his knapsack and took out his picks. 
 
    He was an expert with the picks. He could pick any door in the world. Even big, thick mofos like this one. 
 
    He felt the inside of the door, felt the mechanism, and started manipulating it. 
 
    His senses were alert, and he propped himself against the safe and used just the sense of feel. His eyes were still open, however, and the tube was right in front of him. 
 
    A tumbler clicked, and he grinned, and his smile was reflected in the chrome of the tube. 
 
    GONO. Huh. What a weird name. 
 
    Another tumbler clicked, and he had an image of himself standing with a tube on. His feet spread, his package looking bigger, and women hugging his legs. 
 
    They all wanted what they couldn’t have. Heh heh. 
 
    Another tumbler, and another. 
 
    The safe door swung open. 
 
    Jerome lowered the light and inspected the contents. Letters, looked official. Probably deeds or something. A roll of gold coins. That was always good for something. He picked it up and put it in his knapsack. 
 
    He pulled open the door at the bottom of the safe and there it was. Three stacks of green. Moolah. Cash. The stuff that greased the world. 
 
    He picked up the three stacks, one at a time, and put them into his knapsack. He stood up, was about to sling the knapsack over his shoulder, and his eyes fell on the chastity tube. 
 
    Huh. A plaything for perverts. He picked it up and held it at his groin, imagined himself wearing it. 
 
    His cock twitched. 
 
    Fuck, he thought. Why not. 
 
    He unbuckled his pants and dropped his drawers. His dick was starting to jerk a bit, so he had to hurry. He slid the tube over his cock, then slipped the ring over his balls. There was a single, metal tab, and he shoved that into a slot. 
 
    CLICK! Whirrr. 
 
    Whirrr? What the fuck? 
 
    He stood for a moment, inspecting himself, feeling the kinky-ness of it all. His dick started to get hard, and he felt it pressing against the cool metal. Shit, this damned thing was tight! 
 
    He tried to pull the tab out of the slot, but it wouldn’t come. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He pulled on the whole tube thing, all it did was pull on his balls. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    He tugged and turned, twisted and yanked, but he was caught. 
 
    Well, shit! he thought. Then he pulled his pants up and buckled. He could figure this stuff out later. There wasn’t a lock in the world he couldn’t pick. So this was just a temporary inconvenience Heck, maybe he could even pawn it, when he managed to extricate himself from it. Sell it for a few bucks. 
 
    What a laugh, eh? 
 
    He slung the knapsack over his shoulder, exited the office and headed for the fork lift. 
 
    There was a remote on the side of the forklift, and he hoisted himself up to the catwalk. He untied and coiled his rope, put it into the sack, and walked across the beam to the skylight. 
 
    He smiled. He had panicked a little bit when that damned thing hadn’t come off, but it was cool. He could get himself loose easy enough once he got home. 
 
    So thinking, he pulled himself up to the skylight and started to slither through. 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    “AIIIE!” 
 
    His groin felt like it had exploded. The pain ripped through him like lightening through a lightening rod. He fell back and barely managed to catch himself on the beam. He sagged over it, tried to recover and figure out what to do. 
 
    He climbed backup on the beam. He felt his groin. The tube thing felt hot. He had an image of his poor penis over a torturer’s fire. Fuck, he hoped he hadn’t hurt himself. 
 
    Well, fuck this, he thought, and he crawled back along the beam. He must have set off some weird sort of electronic security thing, and the metal in the tube had conducted the shock. Better to just go out the front door. 
 
    He walked back along the catwalk and stepped onto the forks. In seconds he was on the ground. 
 
    He walked to the front door. It was locked from the outside, but had a simple lever on the inside. He turned the lever and opened the door and peered out. So far so good. 
 
    The night was cool, silent, ready for him to make his escape. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped— 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    “AAIIEEEE!” 
 
    He jerked back and gabbed his crotch. He could feel the heat of the tube with his hands. He danced a little bit, trying to relieve shock of the electrical charge, and slowly the pain faded. 
 
    Heysoos! It felt like his cock had been spitted and roasted! So that’s what guys felt like in the electric chair1 Holy Heysoos chewing gum with false teeth! 
 
    In the back of his mind he had a niggle, a little bit of panic, and the panic began to grow. 
 
    The fucking security system was hooked up to the chastity tube! There was a perimeter, and he couldn’t fly out, tunnel out, and certainly not walk out. 
 
    His mind started to race. 
 
    Maybe if he could insulate the tube thing. But he couldn’t think of a single thing in the warehouse that would enable him to do that. 
 
    Or, what if he drilled in and…no. His high speed drill would take a bit of time to wind down, and before he could take it out of a hole it would have been pulled forward, right into his cock. Heysoos, Heysoos, Heysoos! 
 
    He turned back to the warehouse. There had to be a key somewhere. Or tools that he could use. 
 
    He hurried through the warehouse back to the office, his eyes searching the darkness, looking for that magic chastity tube remover. 
 
    Into the office, and he didn’t bother with his tent light. He turned on the lights and began tearing the place apart. 
 
    He opened all the drawers, pulled them out, felt through them, turned them over on the table, then swept the drawer contents off the table. Next drawer. 
 
    He found screwdrivers and pantyhose, nail clippers and make up. 
 
    Drawer after drawer, and the area around the table became a mound of office supplies and personal belongings.  
 
    Old purses, used batteries, new batteries. Flashlights, eyeliner, dimes and nickels. Bottles of vitamins, paperback books, journals, logs. 
 
    He ripped pages out of books, searched everywhere, but there was no key. And he was so panicked now that he didn’t even stop to think about the fact that there was no keyhole on the tube. 
 
    He lifted the coffee machine and looked under it, then threw it on the floor. 
 
    He emptied cans filled with tea bags onto the floor, his eyes searching. 
 
    He ripped a clock off the wall, then several paintings. 
 
    He went into the small bathroom on one side of the office and tore that apart. Everything in the medicine cabinet, lifted the plate on the back of the toilet. Felt along edges under and around the sink and the toilet. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Out to the warehouse, hurrying down rows, his eyes searching for something, anything, a tool, a key, anything to get him out of this damned GONO. 
 
    He went to the door. He thought about making a break for it. Trying to get out of the force field, or whatever it was. 
 
    But the memory of his cock feeling the shock, and the heat of the tube. He knew that wasn’t an option. 
 
    He could see a line of  light rising over the horizon. 
 
    He ran back through the warehouse, now totally panicked. He turned over desks, broke windows, not even thinking about what he was doing, just desperate for release form this strange, cruel prison he found himself in. 
 
    Interestingly, his cock was still trying to erect. It had been trying to stiffen up the whole time. But it was all crammed up and jammed and couldn’t do anything but…hurt. A mild, annoying pain that was, he hated to admit it, sexual in nature. 
 
    Fuck! What the hell had he been thinking? 
 
    Slowly, he began to run down. 
 
    Dawn was coming. He was caught. 
 
    He sank to his knees. He fell to his forearms. 
 
    And, totally overwhelmed, he fell on his side. 
 
    He lay there, unthinking, wishing for a way out of this mess. 
 
    And, he fell asleep. Like a soldier in the middle of a battle, pushed beyond exhaustion, he slept. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    What a mess!” 
 
    Jerome opened his eyes slowly, afraid. The night came crashing in on him. 
 
    He had burgled, and been caught in the worst possible way, by his cock. 
 
    “Get up, you son of a bitch!” 
 
    Jerome rolled over, sat in the cross legged position. His head hung down and he was near limp. His mind was totally blasted. He had never been caught, but now…now… 
 
    There were two women. Late twenties, Barbie doll bodies, and gorgeous faces. 
 
    One was a blonde, looked a bit like Anna Nichole Smith. The sensually curved lips, almost a sneer, but a sneer that said she loved you. Even though, at the moment, Jerome was sure she didn’t love him. 
 
    The other was a brunette, looked a bit like Raquel Welch. The eyes that devoured and gave boners with a look. 
 
    The blonde nudged him with a foot. “Get up.” 
 
    He struggled to his feet. He was hungry, desperate, wanted to run. 
 
    “Look,” the blonde nudged the brunette. 
 
    The brunette chuckled a mean chuckle. “The dope actually put on a GONO. What the hell was he thinking?” 
 
    “Can you…can you take it off?” 
 
    “Sure. Let me get a saw, or better yet, a hatchet.” 
 
    “No! I mean…please…can’t you…” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    “Can I leave? Is it safe to leave?” 
 
    The brunette laughed a bitter laugh. “Sure. Let me turn up the juice first.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a fob. 
 
    Jerome eyed the fob, it crossed his mind that he could grab it, turn the electrical field off and make his mistake. 
 
    She knew what he was thinking. She turned the fob so he could see a row of little buttons. “Good luck with the code. By the way, three tries and your weenie will look like it’s been on the grill for a week!” 
 
    He sagged. “But…I need to…can’t you…” 
 
    “We’re calling the police.” 
 
    “No! Please don’t!” 
 
    The brunette pulled out her cell and hit 9 and 1…and the blonde put her hand on the girl’s forearm. “Wait.” 
 
    The brunette looked at her friend. “What?” 
 
    “Call Rod.” 
 
    “Instead of the police?” 
 
    “He is the police.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “Do you want the police nosing around? The next thing you know we’ll have the city inspecting us. The county coming by to ask about taxes. We’ve been keeping a low profile, everything legal, but do you want the attention?” 
 
    The brunette frowned. Then she looked at her phone and hit a real number. 
 
    Jerome tried again. “Please. I’m sorry. If you let me go I’ll disappear and—“ 
 
    “Shut up!” They spoke in unison, totally shutting him down. 
 
    They told Jerome to sit in a corner, and they left him there. They went out to the warehouse, to discuss things, and to wait for this ‘Rod’ fellow. 
 
    Jerome watched them through the open door. A cop car pulled up, and Jerome lost it. 
 
    He had never been caught! He couldn’t go to jail! He had to get out! 
 
    He ran out of the office and jumped to the floor. The girls yelled at him, and he heard the cop’s car door slam shut, but he knew there was a back door. He had to find it, go through it, jump over the fence and make his getaway! 
 
    He turned down an aisle, went behind the office, and saw a door. The word ‘exit’ was glowing red above it. 
 
    He heard footsteps pursuing him. 
 
    He reached the door, he opened it, he— 
 
    ZAP! 
 
    “AAAIIIIEEEE!” 
 
    He fell back into the warehouse and collapsed. 
 
      
 
    “Crap, look. It’s smoking!” 
 
    Jerome heard the words, but everything seemed so disconnected. 
 
    Hands lifted him to his feet. He staggered, his eyes opened and he saw a badge. 
 
    He looked up. A cop’s face. Serious. Topped with a cop’s hat. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned. 
 
    “Nah, that’s just dust from when he fell back.” 
 
    “Well, it looked like smoke.” 
 
    “Well, it’ll smoke next time. I turned it all the way up.” 
 
    The brunette pulled on his arm and he turned. She was right in his face. “You hear that, numbnuts? Next time you run your weenie is going to burn until it looks like a raisin!” 
 
    He found himself nodding. Not understanding completely, but knowing that he was caught and there was no way out…outside of burning his dong off. 
 
    “You want me to take him in?” 
 
    “No,” mumbled Jerome. 
 
    “Well, we don’t want the attention out here. We don’t want people poking around. Besides, you know how we feel about prison. People don’t really get rehabilitated…” 
 
    “I’ll never do it again.” 
 
    They looked at him, then ignored him. 
 
    “Well, unless you report a crime, follow through with pressing charges, there’ s not much that can happen. Do you want to just let him go?” 
 
    “No!” The brunette and the blonde chorused. 
 
    “We need this place cleaned up. And he’s done a lot of damage. The cost of the safe alone, and then…look at this place!” 
 
    “I’ll clean everything up and you’ll never see me again.” 
 
    They turned to him, and now they were thinking. Jerome pushed, “I’m sorry. I’ve never done anything like this, and I’ll—“ 
 
    “His name is Jerome Mason. We’ve had our eye on him for a while.” 
 
    Jerome stopped talking, his mouth hung open. They had been watching him? They knew about him? 
 
    “We can’t let a hardened criminal loose.” 
 
    “I…but…you…” 
 
    Jerome blathered. 
 
    The cop smiled. “So…that GONO thing. Is it really escape proof?” 
 
    The girls looked at him. Brunette said, “We were trying to decide whether we should carry it. That was a sample we set up to test it. We think it’s too good. We weren’t going to carry it.” 
 
    “The funny thing is,” blurted the blonde, “we were just talking about it being used to rehabilitate criminals. We were just joking, and we left it on the safe. We had no idea numbnuts here was going to pay us a visit the very next day.” 
 
    Jerome cursed inwardly. Heck, if he had burgled the place the day before, or the day after, the GONO thing probably wouldn’t have been on the safe. Certainly not hooked up to an electrical type of fence. 
 
    “You could probably keep numbnuts locked up until he has fixed everything, paid for damages. Of course, I’m assuming you’re just going to let him go. I’m a cop, can’t stand by and watch somebody forced to work, but…you could probably even have him sign a contract, make sure you’re protected legally, that sort of thing.” 
 
    “Hey,” Jerome said, not liking the sound of Rod’s proposal. 
 
    “Shut up,” the girls chimed together. 
 
    Blonde: “So he could work here, get paid, but his pay will go to repairs. He can fix things he broke, and make up for the damage he caused.” 
 
    “Sure. If he wanted to.” 
 
    Seeing it as my only way out, I blurted, “Sure. I want to do that.” 
 
    Rod: “Sign a contract? Do guard duty at night, let the girls bring you a sandwich or something?” 
 
    “Yeah! Yeah. Sure!” I was so anxious to get out of going to jail I didn’t realize what I was getting in for. 
 
    The cop nodded. “Well, I can take him to jail, or perhaps you’d like to have a chat with Mr. Mason, see what kind of an agreement you can hammer out? 
 
    Jerome turned his attention to the girls. “I’d work hard.” 
 
    “Stay here all night and guard against freaky assholes who want to rob us?” 
 
    Jerome gulped. He knew the brunette was deliberately describing him. “Yeah. Sure. Can I have a sleeping bag or something?” 
 
    “Huh,” Blondie said, then: “What about all the things you broke?” 
 
    “I’ll fix everything! I can fix everything.” 
 
    “Well, okay,” Rod grinned. “I’ll be going,” he focused his gaze on Jerome, “But call me if you need anybody arrested. Statute of limitations is five years for burglary.” 
 
    Jerome wanted to object, to say something, but he knew he had to butter up the girls. “I can fix everything.” 
 
    The blonde turned to the brunette, “Let’s set up the video.” 
 
    “Video? What for?” 
 
    “To protect us, numbnuts, in case somebody thinks we’re abusing you.” 
 
    “You’re not abusing me!” 
 
    “Not yet,” the brunette muttered. “I’ll get the video equipment.” 
 
    The brunette walked out of the warehouse, opened her trunk and started rummaging around. 
 
    “Good thing we didn’t leave that stuff in here,” the blonde remarked. 
 
    Jerome looked around, then he bent down and started picking up papers. “I’ll work good. You can believe me.” 
 
    The girls didn’t, of course, believe him, else they wouldn’t have set up the video equipment. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later the brunette clicked the on button. She hurried around to where a couch had been set right. Jerome was in the middle, between the two girls. 
 
    “Hi!” bubbled the brunette. “I’m Tammy!” 
 
    The blonde said, in equally cheerful manner, “And I’m Linda. This is Jerome. Jerome is our favoritist person in the whole world.” 
 
    Jerome blinked. He was a favorite? Maybe things would turn out okay. 
 
    “Jerome has been simply dying…” Tammy put a hand against her chest and valley girled her words, “…to be our live in slave boy. And because he is just the sweetest thing in the whole wide world,” Linda kissed his cheek and he blinked and tried to look at her, but Tammy had her hand behind his head and pulled his hair to keep him looking away from the camera. “We’ve decided we’re going to play this game with Jerome.” 
 
    Linda said, “See? He’s even put on a GONO chastity tube, to remind him that we’re having such a fun game. Tell everybody why you like to wear a chastity tube, Jerome.” 
 
    They had told him what to say, and that he better look happy saying it. He spoke brightly, “I just love it when my cock is all trapped and everything. It’s so cool to be horny. I want to be horny the rest of my life.” 
 
    “Okay, Jerome-y, we’ll keep your little peeny a prisoner for you, what do you say?” 
 
    Jerome turned to one, then the other, “Thank you Linda. Thank you Tammy. Thank you for making my dreams come true.” 
 
    Linda turned off the camera, loaded the video to her phone, and sent the thing up to the cloud. 
 
    Jerome sighed. Done. Now maybe he could get out of this GONO thing. He asked brightly, “Can you let me out now? I have to pee.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” both girls said. 
 
    “But I thought I was your favoritist!” 
 
    “You’re our favoritist asshole. Now shut up before we spank you.” 
 
    Heck, let’s spank him anyway.” 
 
    Normally Jerome would have liked two girls talking about spanking him. Right then, the expressions on the girls’ faces, he felt like a tuna sandwich at a shark convention. 
 
    “But. I thought…” then he was quiet. It was very ominous in the office, and he was starting to feel uneasy. 
 
    “Okay, numbnuts,” Linda finally said. You will begin by picking up every piece of paper in this office. You will put them on that table, sorting them into stacks. Contracts there, receipts there, letters there…” 
 
    She picked up a couple of pieces of paper and got him started, then she picked up the camera and headed for the door. 
 
    “Wait! Where are you going?” 
 
    “I’m taking this video contract to a place outside the range of your GONO.” 
 
    “But aren’t you going to help me sort through these papers?” 
 
    She spun around and stepped right into his face. “You messed it up, you fix it up.” then she was out the door. 
 
    Jerome looked at Tammy, but Tammy ignored him. 
 
      
 
    It took Jerome several hours to sort through the paper on the floor. During that time Linda returned, and the warehouse kicked into gear. Surprisingly, they had no employees. They did all the work themselves, and there was a lot of work. They answered the phone while packaging orders, they called vendors while stocking shelves, they even took did video conferences on iphones while in the bathroom. 
 
    And, speaking of this last, they were completely unembarrassed. They simple went into the toilet, left the door open, and crapped. And wiped. And they didn’t care that Jerome was in the next room, sorting papers and trying to fix the coffee machine or something. 
 
    All of which was having an effect on Eugene. The tube was making him horny. 
 
    As he figured out the sorting of the papers and the fixing of the furniture, as he relaxed from the tension of almost being arrested, he began to feel his cock trying to stir. He felt it pushing, swelling and being stopped, and it was a sensation that was almost painful, even as it turned him on more and more. 
 
      
 
    “I meant it when I said I had to pee,” he said at one point. 
 
    “So pee,” snapped Linda. 
 
    “But…don’t I have to take it off?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    He went into the little toilet and tried to close the door, then realized why the girls had been so unembarrassed. In tearing up the office, in looking for the key that wasn’t, he had broken a hinge on the door. He couldn’t close the door, and the girls were sitting just a couple of yards from him. 
 
    “What’s the matter, numbnuts? Can’t close the door?” 
 
    He ignored her and tried to pee while standing up. His stream splattered all over the floor and the back of the toilet. 
 
    “Fuck!” He said, trying to stop peeing. 
 
    “Sit down, numbnuts.” 
 
    He spun and sat, and felt the relief. 
 
    “And make sure you clean up the mess.” 
 
    He sat with his head down. What the hell had he gotten himself in for? 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Later in the day, Jerome was done with the sorting. “I’m done, can you take this thing off?” 
 
    “Nope. And stop asking.” Linda swiveled towards him and contemplated him sourly. “Do you know how much damage you did in here?” 
 
    He did’t. 
 
    Thousands of dollars worth. At minimum wage, and you’re not really worth that, you’re going to be here a few weeks. Maybe even months. So I suggest you figure out how to fix things and keep a VERY low profile. The last thing we want to do is see your stupid face. 
 
    Jerome backed off. He went out to the warehouse and found a chair and sat in it. 
 
    For the dozenth time he wondered what he had gotten himself in for. He sighed, and sat, and sighed again. 
 
    Finally, nothing to do for it, he went back inside the office and picked up a chair he had broken. He opened up his knapsack and took out his power drill. He found a screw that had fallen out of one of the drawers he had upended, and set about repairing the chair. 
 
    A half hour later he turned the chair over and put it next to the desk where it had originally sat. 
 
    He went to the coffee table, took the machine off and began fixing the coffee table. 
 
    Tammy came in, saw the chair, glanced at him, then gingerly sat down. She rocked back and forth, banged it up and down a little, then blurted, “It doesn’t tilt anymore.” 
 
    “Really?” Linda tried it out and a surprised expression crossed her face. 
 
    “Hey, numbnuts, how’d you level this chair?” 
 
    “Level it?” 
 
    “Yeah, one leg was short, it used to tilt whenever somebody sat on it. How’d you get rid of the tilt?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” He shrugged and continued working on the coffee machine table. He didn’t notice the girls glancing at each other. 
 
    The truth of the matter was that Jerome was handy with tools. He had always liked tools, he had learned how to use tools in the most delicate manner when learning how to crack safes, and he had actually become a craftsman. Simply, he had a fine eye for detail. 
 
    And he didn’t really understand that himself. He just cracked safes and was unaware of his burgeoning talent. 
 
      
 
    Five o’clock. The girls kept working. In a small operation like theirs they put in the long hours. At six o’clock they ‘Uber Eated’ for dinner. The Uber arrived, Tammy paid and brought the bags in and set them on the big table. “Soups on, kiddies.” 
 
    Jerome was trying to undent a cabinet and he stared at the food on the table. He hadn’t eaten since before he had burgled, and he was hungry. 
 
    “Come on, numbnuts. You, too.” 
 
    He walked over to the table where the girls were unwrapping dishes. Tammy pushed a cardboard carton towards him and he sat down. Shortly he was eating real Chinese. 
 
    “What is this stuff?” 
 
    The girls blinked. Tammy said, “It’s Chinese.” 
 
    “But it doesn’t look like Panda Express! I mean, it sort of does, but…” he put a bite in his mouth and near swooned. This was far more delicious than fast food Panda. 
 
    Tammy snickered. 
 
    Linda said, “What a numbnuts.” 
 
    Jerome didn’t care what they called him. He was eating, and it was ten times better than his usual MacDonalds fare. Then he slowed down, his hunger blunted, and he did care. 
 
    “My name is Jerome.” 
 
    Linda and Tammy glanced at one another. 
 
    “After what you did in here…your name is ‘Shit for Brains.’ 
 
    Glumly, he realized that he really had messed up. “Look, I am sorry. Usually I’m neat and tidy. I just want to get in and out. I’m not interested in making a mess.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me,” Linda spoke wryly. 
 
    “How come you’re a burglar, anyway,” Tammy asked. 
 
    Jerome shrugged. “I couldn’t get a job. And the jobs I could get all paid crappy, not enough to live on. So…” He shrugged again. He was in a shruggy mood. 
 
    The girls didn’t have much to say to that; the reason he gave was why they had gone into business for themselves. 
 
    “Are you going to make me wear this thing all the time?” 
 
    “That’s our insurance guarantee that you won’t bug out. Besides, didn’t you say on video tape that you loved living this way?” Both girls smirked. 
 
    Linda said, “What’s the matter? A little bit tight?” 
 
    “I would like a larger size. This one is…I can’t…” 
 
    “You can’t what?” 
 
    “I can’t get a hard on.” 
 
    Linda snickered. Then she sobered. “We are going to have to check him out every few days, make sure he’s clean. We don’t want his junk rotting off.” 
 
    “What?” blurted Jerome, his eyes widening. 
 
    “We’ll just tie him up and check him. We’ve got lots of ways to tie him up, right?” 
 
    The girls grinned. 
 
    Jerome suddenly found a fortune cookie. He cracked it, extracted the little piece of paper. It said, ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’ 
 
    He crumpled the little slip of paper up. Not funny. 
 
      
 
    At nine ‘clock the girls finally knocked off. They went to their cars and drove away. 
 
    Jerome looked down at the sleeping bag they had left him. He snorted. 
 
    He went to the office and turned on the computer. They had bought a new one to replace the one he had broken, so he didn’t feel badly about using it. After all, he was paying for it, right? 
 
    First he looked up the GONO. He inspected the site thoroughly, even hacked into the site and looked for ways to get out of the GONO. 
 
    Nothing. It was actually foolproof. Or, escape proof. 
 
    He pulled his pants down and examined it. He looked at the fob, which Linda had left on her desk. He should be able to figure a way out, but he was a little worried about setting the thing off. What if he turned the zapper part of it on and then couldn’t turn it off? He would be cooking until dawn! 
 
    Finally, since he was on the computer anyway, he went surfing for porn. 
 
    Inside the GONO he was hornier than a rhino in heat. His cock had been trying to escape all day, and if he hadn’t had the stupid thing on he would masturbated ten times over. 
 
    He searched for ‘big boobed babes boffing.’ Lots of wanking material, and he pushed on his chastity tube, wishing he could feel his cock, wishing it could expand and…and spit. 
 
    Then he searched ‘females fellating ferociously.’ Oh, man, there were thousands of vids. So many vids and he only had two eyeballs. 
 
    Then he searched for ‘copulating cunts corkscrewing.’ 
 
    On into the morning he surfed, getting more and more excited, and more and more frustrated. 
 
    Finely, he had had enough. Frustration without the relief. He couldn’t stand it. He slid into the sleeping bag and tried to sleep. 
 
    He was too horny to sleep. 
 
    He was so horny, and he wanted take his mind off it. 
 
    But what could he do? 
 
    He could run around the warehouse…there wasn’t any place he could take a cold shower….what could he do? 
 
      
 
    Finally, he dozed off, and was awake almost instantly. At least his cock was awake, morning wood, and he felt like somebody was compressing his cock in a garbage compactor. 
 
    He jumped out of the sleeping bag and ran for the bathroom. 
 
    “Ahhh!” 
 
    He came out of the bathroom, zipped up, and saw that it was only five in the AM. Fuck. Maybe three hours sleep, and he was wired. What to do…what to do? 
 
    He looked out at the warehouse. The order table was filled with orders. He had seen the girls do it, and it was easy. Match the invoice with the order, box it up, put on a label, do the next one. 
 
    So he spent an hour filling boxes and tossing them into the mail cart. 
 
    Six o’clock. Fuck. And his cock was still throbbing, trying to get hard. 
 
    He went back into the office and looked around. The window that opened on the warehouse was painted closed. Stupid. He took a wood chisel out of his knapsack and cracked a line in the paint, then he sanded edges. When he was done the window opened smoothly and even looked good. 
 
    Six thirty. He tried to ignore his penis pushing in his prison. He grabbed a mop and cleaned the bathroom, then scraped up paint spatters. He was just finishing when the girls arrived. He went out and sat on the ladder to the office and waited for them. 
 
    They opened the big door and let some sunshine in. They strode up the center of the warehouse and Jerome watched them. When they passed the mail order table Linda nudged Tammy and whispered something. 
 
    Jerome didn’t notice. He was trying to ignore his cock. 
 
    “Here’s breakfast.” Linda tossed him a bag. McCrapo. With Mcsuckfries and Mclousyeggsandwich. 
 
    Still, he was hungry, and he began eating. He made some coffee while he was chewing, and washed the swill down. Hunger abated, he went to work. 
 
    In the light of day he could see why the mail order table was twisted and saggy. He broke out the power drill and fixed it. Then he sanded off a few splinters. To Linda he remarked, “If you have a power sander I can fix this table up right.” 
 
    Linda blinked. Jerome turned and headed for the forklift. A vendor had just arrived and plunked five crates just inside the warehouse. 
 
    Linda went into the office and stood at the window, the freshly repaired window, and watched Jerome wheel the forklift around. 
 
    “Do you believe this guy?” 
 
    “The coffee machine works better now. And he cleaned the bathroom.” 
 
    “Hunh.” 
 
    Jerome worked all morning. He didn’t talk much, he just focused on work, and tried to ignore the pounding, throbbing lust in his cock cage. 
 
    That afternoon he rewired the phone system, getting the excess wires tightly wound and pushed out of sight. 
 
    Tammy looked at Linda and opened her hands helplessly. She figured they were going to have to bully Jerome all month, and finally tell him he was done just because they wanted to get rid of him. but this was…ridiculous. He was actually a good worker. 
 
    They didn’t eat lunch. Too much work, and the girls usually just munched on a power bar.anyway. They tossed a bar to Jerome, who devoured it, then went out and did jumping jacks, and push ups, and squats, and other exercises. in truth, he was doing something, anything, to get his mind off his poor, hurting cock. 
 
    That afternoon he rearranged the warehouse system, getting all the dildos in the same area, cataloging kinky underwear, and making the place twice as efficient. 
 
    Dinner. Spaghetti and meatballs. A big Coke. They sat around the big table in the office, and Jerome ate slowly, his head down, having his own thoughts. 
 
    The two girls sat at the other end of the table and watched him. In truth, they were stunned. Nearly all the damage Jerome had caused was repaired. He still had to pay a lot of stuff, but they were now actually functioning better than before he had burgled his way into the warehouse. 
 
    Back to work, and Jerome filled in the orders that had accumulated since the afternoon mailing. 
 
      
 
    That night he again perused porn, but stopped after a while, it was just making him hurt. 
 
    He didn’t know what to do. He did some exercises, but there were only so many jumping jacks and push ups he could do. 
 
    Finally, he decided to repaint the office. 
 
    He found an old and rickety ladder and some paint. He laid out some plastic liner and began painting. 
 
    The ceiling. Two walls. Skip the bathroom for now. He needed better paint for that anyway. 
 
    Finally, he was on the last wall. He moved the ladder into place, held the paint brush in one hand and stepped up the ladder. The third step broke and he fell backwards, hitting his head on the corner of the table. 
 
      
 
    “Jerome? Are you all right?” 
 
    He looked up at Linda, whose face appeared uncharacteristically worried. 
 
    “You didn’t call me numbnuts,” he mumbled. 
 
    She took no notice of his remark, just helped him up. He looked around. “Oh, crap, I’m sorry.” 
 
    The paint can had spilled across the floor. The thin rug was caked and quite ruined. The ladder was broken and laying on its side. But at least three walls and the ceiling were done. 
 
    “What the heck?” Tammy blurted, stepping into the office. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jerome begged. “I didn’t mean to mess it all up.” 
 
    Tammy stopped talking and took it all in. The perfectly painted walls and ceiling, the accident with the ladder. 
 
    “I’ll fix the ladder. And I can throw away the rug. I’m sorry, I guess I’ll have to work to pay for another one.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, then, for some reason, they backed off. 
 
    “Okay,” said Linda. 
 
    “Yeah,” murmured Tammy. 
 
    Jerome went to the old bathroom in the corner of the warehouse and washed the paint out of his hair. Then he took out the ladder, rolled up the carpet and dragged it out. He forked the rug and took it to the end of the warehouse. All the girls had to do was run it a few yards to a dumpster, then tilt the forks. 
 
    Disconsolately, Jerome walked back towards the office. 
 
    Tammy stepped out on the ladder. “You’re a mess. You’re clothes are ruined. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jerome almost felt like crying. He had thought painting the office would be a big brownie point, and now he was in more trouble than ever. 
 
    “Well, we can’t have you looking like that. We’re going to have an open house next week. We’re thinking about opening to the public, and we can’t have you looking like that. Throw those clothes away. It’s time to check and make sure your cock is all right. 
 
    Jerome went back to the forklift, took off his clothes, even his shoes were ruined, and stacked everything atop the folds of paint ruined carpet. Naked, except for the GONO, he returned to the office. 
 
    Tammy and Linda were to one side. They were fastening ropes to the struts of the metal shelves. 
 
    “Come here, Jerome. Put your hands up and spread your legs. 
 
    His face red, Jerome spread, and the girls tied his wrists and legs apart. He stood there, paint spattered, and waited. He felt like a steer waiting for slaughter. 
 
    Tammy brought a hose out, fastened it to the slop sink faucet and started spraying Jerome off. Linda stripped down to nothing and began scouring him with a brush. The brush wasn’t stiff bristled, but it wasn’t a normal, soft bath brush, either. 
 
    Linda worked his back, scrubbing traces of paint off. Then she moved to the front. The brush excited his nipples, brushing over them again and again, and Jerome moaned. 
 
    “What?” she asked. 
 
    “It…the brush. My nipples are sensitive. 
 
    Perversely, Linda grinned and ran the brush directly over his nips. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…” he whimpered. His cock was cramped inside the GONO, and his legs quivered with the pleasure of the sensations. 
 
    Linda laughed. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” asked Tammy. 
 
    “Watch.” Again she ran the bristles over Jerome's chest, and again he shivered and his knees buckled. 
 
    Tammy laughed. “You want to check his junk now?” 
 
    “Might just as well.” 
 
    Linda went into the office and returned with the fob. Jerome watched as she clicked in some numbers, but he couldn’t see the sequence. The GONO suddenly whirred…then clicked open. 
 
    “Oh, GOD!” Jerome shrieked in relief. His cock hardened fast and the GONO fell on the floor. 
 
    Linda and Tammy began laughing. 
 
    “Geez, Jerome,” Lina said. “It’s only a cock.” 
 
    “You’re only saying that because you don’t have one.” 
 
    Tammy, meanwhile, put the hose down and lifted his cock. She sniffed. “It’s okay. Needs a little soap and water, but it’s not going to fall off today.” 
 
    For a second Jerome worried. What about tomorrow? But he didn’t say anything. 
 
    The girls got some soap and began stroking him. His cock was red and erect and started to drip. 
 
    Tanny chuckled. “He’s not too small, is he?” 
 
    “Any bigger and I’d call it a cock.” 
 
    Jerome moaned and lurched and thrust his hips into her hand. 
 
    “No, no. Mustn’t be a bad boy.” 
 
    “Please,” Jerome begged. “This thing is killing me. I’m horny, and it hurts cause I can’t grow. I need to get off.” 
 
    “And how did you propose to get off, Jerome?” Linda was laughing on the inside when she asked this. 
 
    “I…I can…” 
 
    “You can what? Masturbate? Your hands are tied.” 
 
    “You can untie my hands.” 
 
    “And then you could untie your feet and run right out of here.” 
 
    “I won’t.” He was pleading. “Please, I promise.” 
 
    Linda was stroking him slowly, not enough to get him off, but enough to drive him crazy. “You’ll forgive us if we don’t trust you.” 
 
    “Why can’t you trust me?” 
 
    “You are a thief, after all.” 
 
    There wasn’t much Jerome could say to that. 
 
    “However, if I stroked a little faster,” she hurried her hand for a moment. Jerome started to twist and lurch in his bonds. Then Linda stopped. 
 
    “However, giving pleasure to a burglar isn’t my idea of justice.” 
 
    “But I’m fixing everything! And I’m trying to be good! Can’t you please…can’t you?” 
 
    His eyes were pleading. 
 
    “You know,” Tammy observed, “You might have to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “How we gonna get his cock back in the tube if you don’t?” 
 
    Linda frowned. 
 
    “Yeah! You have to get me off! You have to!” 
 
    Linda protested, “I don’t want to have to jack this fool off every couple of days.” 
 
    “You could always use your mouth?” Jerome offered. 
 
    Both girls looked at him with disgust, and shrunk a bit. 
 
    “We could take turns, and he isn’t dirty, so we can go another day, maybe two, maybe three.” If we only have to clean him say every five days, then you would only have to jack him off every ten. That’s not bad.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I hate getting all that jizz all over my hands!” 
 
    “So…make him clean your hands.” 
 
    That was an electric moment. Jerome gaped, Tammy grinned, and Linda considered Jerome. 
 
    “How about it, Jerome. Will you lick your stuff off my hands if I get you off? 
 
    “Hey…but…I don’t…you can’t…” 
 
    Linda giggled. “Come on, numbnuts, you want to get off or not?” 
 
    “But I don’t…you…I can’t…” 
 
    “Okay, then we just leave you here until your dick gets small enough to be stuffed in the GONO, and I don’t care how long it takes.” 
 
    Jerome begged and wheedled, but Linda wouldn’t break. finally, so horny he couldn’t stand it, he gave a nod. 
 
    Linda grinned and sped up and within half a minute Jerome was moaning and twisting his hips and filling Linda’s hand with his white baby batter. His head was tilted back, his eyes rolled back, and he was obviously experiencing an orgasm of unbelievable intensity. 
 
    “All right,” Linda smiled, “Here’s your extra special treat.” She held her hand up. 
 
    Jerome was disgusted, sick to his stomach, but she held his nose and tilted her hand in front of his mouth. Having to breath, he opened up, and his slimy juice slithered down his throat. 
 
    He gagged and choked, but swallowed, then it was done. 
 
    “See? That wasn’t bad, was it?” 
 
    Jerome opened his mouth and waggled his tongue, wishing he could drink something and wash the residue out of his mouth. 
 
    “Okay dokey,” Tammy picked up the GONO and put it back on him. 
 
    Jerome felt disgusted, and relieved, but then, to his horror, his dick started trying to get hard again. 
 
    “Wait a minute! It’s getting hard.” 
 
    The girls laughed, and Tammy pushed the tab into the lock and he heard the CLICK! and whirrr. 
 
    They untied him. 
 
    “What about clothes?” asked Linda. “We can’t have him running around in his birthday suit.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, okay, we can. But we have the open house coming up the week after next.” 
 
    Tammy frowned. “I don’t want to go out and buy some male clothes.” 
 
    “So give him some of the clothes he ruined.” 
 
    Tammy smiled. 
 
    “Hey, wait a minute! What clothes I ruined?” 
 
    “We had a crate of sample clothes. Everything from hats to high heels. You threw a large Coke into the box when you overturned the mailing table.” 
 
    “Oh…but…aren’t those girl clothes?” In truth, there were only girl clothes in the whole warehouse. 
 
    “You can walk around naked if you want.” 
 
    “Okay,” he took a defiant stand. 
 
    “Of course we won’t be willing to jack you off next time.” 
 
    “What? Why not?” 
 
    “You may not have noticed, but we only hire girls here.” 
 
    “But you’re the only girls here!” 
 
    “I rest my case. And if you ever hope to get out of here then you’re going to have to at least look a little bit like a girl.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…you…” 
 
    Tammy went to a big crate that had been pushed aside. She held a hand out as if to present it, “Jerome, meet your new outfit. Outfit, meet Jerome.” 
 
    “I won’t do it!” 
 
    “You will, or you will never leave here.” 
 
    “You can’t! That’s human trafficking.” 
 
    Tammy turned to Linda, “Do you see any humans around here?” 
 
    Linda shook her head, “Nope. I only see a burglar.” 
 
    “And are there any laws against burglar trafficking?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Jerome was close to tears now. He didn’t mind fixing everything, it was sort of fun, if he could ignore the pounding in his groin. But dressing like a girl? 
 
    Linda stepped up next to him. She placed a hand on his GONO and patted it gently. Jerome felt the surges of horniness starting up. 
 
    “Now, Jerome, there’s nobody here to see you.” 
 
    He folded his arms. “Nope.” 
 
    Tammy walked over to the slop sink and picked up the fob. She held it up. “Jerome. We have a business to run, and we don’t have time for your fake modesty.” 
 
    “Fake modest—“ 
 
    “So you are going to wear what we tell you to, or you’re going to find out how this fob works.” 
 
    Jerome eyed the fob. Oh, crap! Could it give him a shock? He knew intuitively that it could. 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “Linda, hand him some underwear. If he doesn’t put it on I’m going to press the button and give him a crispy critter. How about it, Jerome, feel like having your hot dog cooked until the skin is black and crumbly?” 
 
    “No! No!” 
 
    Linda reached into the crate. She brought out a thong. She handed it to him. 
 
    Tears now starting to fill his eyes, Jerome took the underwear and pulled it up. The string snugged into his asshole, and he felt the sting of pleasure. 
 
    Linda handed him a bra. He tried to put it on, but he couldn’t figure it out and she had to help him. 
 
    “Excellent, Jerome,” Tammy smiled. “Linda, go get that pair of breast forms that were returned.” 
 
    Linda disappeared down one of the aisles in the warehouse, then returned with a massive pair of breasts. 
 
    “Aren’t these a bit large?” 
 
    “He’s a man. His chest is wider. These will work. 
 
    Linda shoved the breast forms in, and muttered, “We’ll get you some glue so these won’t shift around.” 
 
    Jerome was stunned, he didn’t understand what was happening. “I…I…I…” 
 
    “Okay, he’s skinny enough, give him a dress.” 
 
    Linda held up culottes and a sheer blouse. 
 
    “Sure,” Tammy agreed. 
 
    Shortly Jerome was standing in very feminine garb.  
 
    “No bad. We have to shave his legs, and comb out his hair.” 
 
    “How about the locking heels?” 
 
    “What?” blurted Jerome. 
 
    “He does need shoes,” Tammy agreed. 
 
    Linda ran into the aisles again, then brought back a couple of pairs of heels. She sized his feet, selected one pair, and helped him into them. Finally, she laced them up and clicked the lock at the top of the heels. 
 
    Jerome stared down. His cock was struggling! WTF? 
 
    Tammy put the fob in her pocket and came to him. She walked around him, inspected him. His face was red and his cock, struggling inside the cage was likely much redder.  
 
    Heck, he had just squirted, and now his dick was going crazy in its prison. 
 
    “I like it. He needs make up.” 
 
    “Let’s let him get used to his new clothes, then we’ll do the whole thing.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this? Jerome sobbed. 
 
    “Because we are going to have an open house, and we can’t have you running around like a stupid male.” 
 
    “Males aren’t stupid!” 
 
    “They are if they try to steal other people’s stuff.” 
 
    Jerome soughed in disgust, and tears flowed down his cheeks. 
 
    “Well, time to get to work.” 
 
     
 
    Jerome worked all afternoon in a funk. Oddly, the split dress thing was sort of sexy, the way it rubbed his legs, and the bottom of his legs were naked, and felt…cool. Sexy cool. 
 
    The weirdest thing was the boobs on his chest. They bounced, they swayed, they made him aware of how he walked and moved. 
 
    The hardest thing was the shoes. By the end of the day his feet were killing him. Yet he couldn’t take the heels off. By the time the girls left for the day he was reduced to sitting and trying to rub his feet through the shoes. 
 
    “Poor Jerome,” grinned Linda.  
 
    Tammy: “Now you know what women go through.” 
 
    “Can’t you take them off for the night?” 
 
    “Well, we could, when you get ready for bed.” 
 
    “I’m ready!” Hell, he’d lay awake all night in the sleeping bag if he had to.” 
 
    “No you’re not.” Tammy grinned and held up a baby doll. 
 
    “Oh…no!” 
 
    “Oh, come on. You’ll like it.” she tossed the short nighty to him. “It’ll feel so sexy.” 
 
    Again, Jerome was almost reduced to tears. He took off his clothes…leaving the bra and tits on, as Tammy commanded, and slipped into the baby doll. 
 
    “Damn, Jerome. “You’re one sexy bitch.” 
 
    He stared after the girls angrily, but they merely laughed and  sauntered out of the warehouse. 
 
     
 
    But the short night gown thing actually did feel good. His legs were electric, all bare and tantalized by the bottom of the garment, his chest still bounced and flopped around, and the material slithered across his skin. 
 
    All of which caused his wanna be boner to struggle and push against the cage. 
 
    He didn’t bother with porn, it was too hurtful in his caged condition. Instead he went in search of something to read. He found a few websites, lots of dirty jokes, but finally settled on ‘War and peace.’ 
 
    He read for a few hours, trying to forget his condition, even as his condition struggled to remind him. Finally he dozed off. 
 
      
 
    RING RING RING! 
 
    He sat up abruptly. The phone. He glanced at the clock. Seven in the morning. The girls weren’t here. but the phone was ringing. He struggled out of the bag and leaped for the instrument. 
 
    “Hello, Exotic Toys. May I help you?” 
 
    “Hey, who’s this? Where’s Linda? I want to order some stuff.” 
 
    “She’s not here, but I can take your order.” He grabbed a pen and paper. He didn’t know what he was doing, but he had seen the girls take orders, so… 
 
    Tammy and Linda had carpooled that day, and had had a flat tire. They were an hour late. A grumpy hour. All the orders they must have missed, all the money down the drain. They stomped across the floor with snarly faces. They climbed the short stairs, entered the office, and stopped. 
 
    “Sure, we can do that. This Friday. Sure, I’ll put a rush on it myself. Yes. Your credit card just went through. You’re welcome. Have a rest of your day, too.” 
 
    Jerome hung up, finished scribbling his order, and looked up. “Nobody was here so I took the orders. Is that okay?” His expression revealed that he was worried that he might have screwed up again. 
 
    Linda and Tammy stepped to the table and inspected the invoices. Every one was done right, in easy to read block letters. And every one of them had been paid. 
 
    Tammy picked up one order. “You got Fred to pay up front?” 
 
    “Yeah, is that okay? He didn’t want to but I explained we couldn’t just give stuff away and he was okay with it. Did I do okay?” Jerome was sweating now. 
 
    Tammy couldn’t believe it. NOBODY had ever made Fred Hawkins pay up front. And he always stalled for months before paying his bill. 
 
    She looked at Jerome, who’s eyes were begging for approval. 
 
    “I guess you did okay.” 
 
    He sighed in relief. 
 
    “Now go put on a dress, a real dress, then you can eat.” 
 
    Jerome didn’t hesitate. He was so relieved to find out he didn’t screw up that he zipped down the stairs, trotted to the big crate and picked out a dress. He pulled it on, then he even bent down and locked his high heels on. 
 
    Tammy looked at Linda. “Do you fucking believe it?” 
 
    Linda just shook her head. 
 
      
 
    For two days Jerome worked around the warehouse, prancing about in dresses or even lingerie, and the girls watched him disbelievingly.  
 
    “I can’t believe it. He’s…he’s happy.” 
 
    “Seems that way.” 
 
    “If this keeps up he’ll have worked off his debt to us by the open house.” 
 
    “I never thought I’d say this, but I’ll be sorry to see him go.” 
 
    “You and me both. Shall we give him the works tomorrow? Start getting him used to make up and such?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    In the warehouse Jerome turned the forklift, lifted crates, and…and he actually had a half smile on his face. 
 
      
 
     Ten days later…Jerome was up early. He made sure his legs were shaved, and his chest and his back and his arms and everything. His boobs were glued firmly in place. They would bounce sexily, but not shift around. 
 
    He fastened a garter belt, then rolled his stockings up. He snapped them in place, made sure there were no runs, then pulled his panties up. They fit snugly over his cock cage, and the thong felt so good on his brown button. He wiggled into a dress, then reported for make up. 
 
    He was learning, but he still needed help. Linda made him up, colored his eyes and applied red lipstick. She handed him the gold tube when she was done. “Keep it with you. Refresh often. People are more apt to buy from girls with red lips and big boobs.” 
 
    “Okay dokey,” he answered breathily, making sure his voice was high. 
 
    He looked down, and Tammy was done with his nails. They helped him into a sexy pair of open-toed heels, and he stood up and smiled. 
 
    His hair had been done the night before, and it was a tangle of lush curls. His earrings sparkled against his neck, and his rings emphasized his long, slender hands and nails. 
 
    “Okay, you have the prices memorized?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “And you know about the specials for large orders.” 
 
    Jerome turned to her, “Don’t be a worry wart.” Then she turned and sauntered out to the warehouse. As she descended the ladder Linda could see the first cars entering the parking lot. She smiled. This was going to be a busy day. 
 
    “He’s paid off, you know.” Tammy observed. 
 
    “You want to try and hire him?” 
 
    Tammy sighed. “No. He’ll be anxious to go.” 
 
    They watched as Jerome greeted the first people into the warehouse. 
 
    It was going to be a profitable open house. And they were going to have to hire somebody. But…Jerome…he was perfect. But they knew he wanted to get out of chastity and return to his life. 
 
    His life of burglary. Which saddened them. Such a waste of a good human being. 
 
    “Well, let’s go.” 
 
    The two girls descended to the warehouse floor. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    The open house was a raving success. They had had way more visitors than they had planned. Orders had gone through the roof. They needed somebody to help them fill the orders, but it was the end of Jerome’s ‘employment.’ After the Open House was done and all the people had left, Tammy and Linda called Jerome to the office. 
 
    “Hi girls, what can I do for you.” 
 
    Linda held out the fob and pressed it. 
 
    Whirrr! CLICK! 
 
    Jerome looked down. He felt the release of pressure, he felt the chastity tube sliding off his dick and hanging up in his panties. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” He blurted. He lifted his dress and grabbed the cage. He held it up, grinned, and looked at the girls. He placed it on top of the safe, where he had first found it. 
 
    Tammy held out an envelope. “Jerome, you did better than we ever expected. Here’s a couple of hundred to help you out. Are you going to give up burglary?” 
 
    Jerome was silent. Burglary was all he knew. 
 
    Realizing they didn’t really want to hear the answer, the girls hugged him, and presented him with one last gift. Male pants and shirt and shoes. A few minutes later Jerome walked into the dusk, free at last. His knapsack of burglary tools over his shoulder. 
 
    Behind him the girls sighed, and turned away. 
 
    “Too bad,” said Linda. 
 
    “Yeah,” agreed Tammy. 
 
    They set about closing up shop. They were heading out for a bite to eat, maybe a little champagne, and a discussion about how to expand the business. Both of them felt that little niggle of sadness. They were already missing Jerome. 
 
      
 
    Seven in the morning, Linda and Tammy drove into the parking lot. They parked and strode across the lot to the front door. 
 
    They pushed open the big door and walked in. 
 
    Down the center of the warehouse. 
 
    Up the stairs, and they stopped. 
 
    A trash can had been upended and a small mound of trash was on the floor. 
 
    A bottle of Jim Beam was open on a desk, and it was empty. 
 
    Jerome was on the conference table, wearing his bra and breast forms and nighty. His cock was locked in the GONO. 
 
    Linda pushed on the table. Jerome stirred, then sat up and faced the girls. 
 
    “I guess I went back to burglary.” 
 
    Linda, with a smile, “You know this is going to cost you.” 
 
    Jerome nodded, “I hope so.” 
 
      
 
    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?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Horn Dog Comeuppance 
 
    The cure for bullies is simple…feminize them! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Baby, I love you.” 
 
    Sherry stared up into his eyes. They were so dark and beautiful. She felt like she could believe anything he said, and what he was saying now…her heart was pounding with excitement. 
 
    “I love you, too, Tommy. But…isn’t this a little fast?” 
 
    He put his drink down on the coffee table and slid across the sofa and took her hands in his. “I know, you’re scared. I’ve got a bad reputation. But, I swear, this is different. I know that I’m in love with you.” He leaned forward, moving slowly so as not to scare her. He touched his lips to hers. 
 
    She almost swooned from his kiss, the only thing that held her steady was the fact that there was a little niggle in her mind. Just a small voice that said, ‘Wait a minute…Bweep! Bweep! Bweep!…Too good to be true. Too good to be true.’ 
 
    She leaned back from him, and he was wise enough not to push it. He was an expert at seduction. He knew all the tricks. And he wasn’t about to fall in love. But chicks, they had to think you loved them or they wouldn’t put out. 
 
    “What is it, baby.” 
 
    “I, uh…nothing. I just have to pee.” 
 
    He smiled. That was usually code for ‘I have to put in my diaphragm.’ Or ‘I need to take my spermicide.’ Or, worst case scenario, ‘I have to call my girlfriend and talk about this.’ 
 
    “Oh, sure,” he leaned back and gave her plenty of room to stand up.  
 
    The truth of the matter, however, was that she really did need to pee. She stood up and headed for the bathroom. Just before she turned down the hallway she glanced at the big picture window. In the reflection she saw Tommy lean forward and drop a pill in her drink. 
 
    She blinked because, quite honestly, she couldn’t believe her eyes. 
 
    Did he really just drop a pill in her drink? 
 
    She walked down the hallway unseeing, her mind roiling. He loved her…and he dropped a pill in her drink. 
 
    What? A roofie? Rohypnol? So he could mentally control her and physically take her while she was so addled she didn’t know what was happening? So he could rape her? 
 
    She entered the bathroom and just stood there and went over possibilities in her mind. 
 
    She could excuse herself and try to leave. He might let her leave, he might not. She had heard a rumor once that he had gotten physical with a girl, but she had discounted it. Now she wasn’t so sure. 
 
    She could accuse him, but that might result in him being more forceful. 
 
    She sat on the toilet, not taking care of business, her mind trying to grasp what was happening. 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK!  
 
    “Sherry? Are you all right?” 
 
    She jumped. “Yes, sorry, give me just a minute.” 
 
    Fuck. He was already suspicious. 
 
    Quickly, she raised her dress and lowered her panties. She sat and tinkled, and finally came to a decision. Her mother had warned her of times like these. And she had given her something to be used in defense. 
 
    Fortunately, she had brought her purse with her, and she rummaged through it and found a small bottle. She flushed the toilet, wiped herself, and unscrewed the cap. She poured a single pellet into her hand. 
 
    She didn’t smile, she didn’t exult, she just tried to stay calm. This had to work. 
 
     
 
    “Hey, Tommy. Sorry I took so long. She sat down next to him, the pill caught in the folds of her hand. All she had to do was pass her hand over his glass, and stall him for 30 seconds. The pill would dissolve, and the shoe would be on the other foot. If she could avoid drinking her own drink, of course. 
 
    “That’s okay,” he said. 
 
    She sat down and leaned forward to pick up her drink. Then she paused, her hand right over his drink, and looked at him. “You know, you’re a lot nicer than I expected.” 
 
    Plip, she heard the little pellet hit the bourbon and Coke in his glass. Oh, fuck. She hoped he hadn’t heard anything. 
 
    She sat back without picking up her own drink, making it look like she was more interested in saying something than drinking. 
 
    He leaned towards her, but didn’t make a move. He was obviously waiting for her to take a drink and make his job, his assault, easier. 
 
    “What did you expect?” he asked with an innocent smile. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” mentally she was counting the seconds. “I heard rumors that you, you know, ‘loved ‘em and left ‘em.’” 
 
    He sat back, trying to appear relaxed rather than defensive. “Loved ‘em and left ‘em, eh? You know, I’ve heard those rumors, and in all honesty, I’ve had a lot of girlfriends. But I’ve never met anybody like you.” 
 
    Thirty seconds had passed, give it more time. If there was any residue in the glass her pill would fail. He would notice, and then he might really get violent. 
 
    “You say that, but…I was talking to Janey Harkins the other day.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, Janey. She is such a beautiful person, but we didn’t click. I hope she isn’t upset about our break up.” 
 
    “Well, she might be,” she leaned forward to pick up her glass, but stopped and faced him. Better make sure the pill totally dissolved. “But the fact that you’re so open and willing to talk about it, I think I can understand. She’s not a bad person, things just didn’t work out, and I can understand if she’s a little grumpy about you.” 
 
    “Yeah, grumpy,” he was starting to look a little anxious. 
 
    She leaned forward and picked up his glass. She put a thoughtful look on her face as she swirled it a bit, making sure there was no trace of the pill she had placed in it. She looked at him. 
 
    It was obvious that he saw she had picked up the wrong glass and was about to say something. She blurted, “But I think you’re nice!” 
 
    He smiled. “Well, thanks.” He opened his mouth to point out she was holding his glass, but she noticed herself before he could. “Oh, this is yours, here you go.” She handed him his glass and picked up her own. 
 
    He grinned. She could see the relief on his face. 
 
    “Well, bottoms up!” She started to tilt her glass, and saw that he was lifting his own. She quickly lowered her glass and poured half the contents on the carpet. She hoped he wouldn’t see the wet spot, there was no reason he should from his position on the couch. And he was wearing shoes, so he shouldn’t feel it. And he was drinking so he shouldn’t smell it. 
 
    He lowered his glass, and the Coke and bourbon was half gone. He smiled and smacked his lips. 
 
    She had brought the now half empty glass to her lips and now she lowered it. “Wow, that’s strong. I’m not used to really strong liquor.” 
 
    He said, “Don’t worry, baby. You can drink as much as you want. I’ll take care of you.” 
 
    She controlled herself. She couldn’t believe he had said that…and after lacing her drink with an unknown substance which, let’s face it, had to be a roofie. 
 
    She placed her drink down. He didn’t seem to mind, apparently he thought she had drunk enough for the drug, whatever it was, to be effective. 
 
    He finished his own drink. Now he didn’t seem so anxious to close with her. Now, she thought, he’s just waiting for me to go unconscious so he can do what he wants to me. 
 
    “So what did Janey really say about me?” 
 
    “Well, she said you went out on several dates, and…” 
 
    She blathered on waiting for the pill she had administered to take effect. 
 
    Tommy just smiled and let her blather. 
 
    After a half hour she said, “Wow, it’s getting hot in here.” 
 
    He showed fake concern. “Are you alright? I feel fine.” Though he really didn’t. It was actually getting a little hot for him. 
 
    She fanned herself and sat back. 
 
    He leaned forward, anxious now, and she knew he was just horny and waiting for her to go under. 
 
    “It’s just so hot. Aren’t you hot.” 
 
    “No…no. Do you want to take off your clothes? Get a little cooled off?” 
 
    “Why Tommy,” she giggled, and put on a show of lightly reeling. “Are you trying to get into my pants?” 
 
    “No! I’m just worried about you.” 
 
    He leaned forward and unbuttoned one of her buttons. 
 
    She brushed his hand away and giggled drunkenly. “That was really strong liquor.” 
 
    “Just normal, babe. I can get you a drink of water if you want.” 
 
    “No, no. I just…” 
 
    “You should take off your clothes. Get comfortable. It won’t be so hot if you take off your clothes.” 
 
    He was speaking more directly now. She knew he was figuring that she was going under, and the veneer was coming off. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Come on, Sherry, take off your clothes.” 
 
    “Well, I would, but…you should take off yours first. She acted like she was dizzy. She blinked, and she laughed like she was trying to laugh the whole thing off. 
 
    He was grinning now. “You want me to take off my clothes? Sure.” 
 
    He stood up and stripped off his shirt. He was well built, and proud of his muscles. He tossed the shirt aside and staggered. “Whoa. Guess I drank a little too much.” 
 
    “Did you?” 
 
    “Yeah,” his words slurred and he tried to stand on one foot and pull his jeans off. He almost fell, but he caught himself and managed to get one leg out. Then the other one. He was having more and more trouble standing. He put a hand on the end of the couch and gave a shiver. “Wow.” 
 
    “What’s the matter, Tommy?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Didn’t your roofie work?” 
 
    “What? What are you…roofie?” He was trying to appear innocent, but it was difficult with the world spinning around him. 
 
    “What were you going to do? Rape me? And tell me that I enjoyed it?” 
 
    “I don’t know what…” he staggered across the room. His belly felt like it was imploding. His head felt like it was exploding. 
 
    Sherry stood up and followed him. She held the half finished glass in her hand. 
 
    “Is that what you did with the other girls?” 
 
    “No…I…don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Well, Tommy, I’m going to have this analyzed, and if it is a roofie then I better not ever see you again. Ever. You got that?” 
 
    “I don’t feel so good.” 
 
    “Then you’d better go lie down.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah.” He staggered into his bedroom, bouncing off the door jamb, tripped and fell the last foot, belly flopping on his mattress. The mattress he had planned to rape her on. 
 
    Sherry followed him, sat down next to him, shook his shoulder and he managed to turn over. The room was spinning wildly, life was a collidoscope, and everything was tilting and spinning. Worst of all his belly was roiling, making him sick, but not in a way that included vomit. 
 
    “What is happening?” he muttered. “Wha’s happnin…wha’s…” 
 
    “We could have had a good time, Tommy, but not now.” She looked at his body. His penis was nice-sized, she could have enjoyed it. She wished she could have. But…a guy that gave drugs to women? 
 
    “Please…plea…hep me…pea…” 
 
    She put her hand around his penis and hefted it. So nice…and so gone. 
 
    “Good night, Tommy.” She dropped his penis, let it lay on his belly, and stood up and walked out of the room. 
 
    Tommy moaned, and the world went round and round, and he felt things happening. 
 
    His groin hurt. 
 
    His chest hurt. 
 
    He felt like he was being turned inside out. 
 
    And his face…his face felt like it was turning into hot butter and being stirred. Violently. 
 
    What…what… 
 
    He suddenly bent at the belly. He would have barfed, but any extra juices in his body were being rendered for the extra energy that was required to change him. 
 
    “OW!” he wailed, not caring if anybody heard him. Let people hear him…he needed a hospital. 
 
    His stomach roiled, and it felt like he hadn’t eaten for a week. He felt like his belly was shrinking. 
 
    Then the pain in his belly lanced out. His arms, which he had lavished so much attention on in the gym, felt like they were turning into strings. Pain shooting through them, and…they felt like they were shrinking! 
 
    But how could he be shrinking! People didn’t shrink! 
 
    He groaned again, and rolled over. 
 
    Surprisingly, his dick didn’t flop. In fact, he felt nothing down there now, except a deep, bone chilling pain. 
 
    Heysoos! What had happened? Did he drink bad liquor? 
 
    Pain exploded in his pectorals and he grabbed his chest. Fuck! He felt his chest expanding…and shrinking. But how could that be? 
 
    He tried to roll over, finally succeeded, and felt his chest. It was growing! It was getting bigger, but he could feel the sheet underneath him sliding, and it felt like his body was getting skinnier. 
 
    “Fu-u-u…” His throat hurt and he stopped emitting sound. He didn’t try to yell for help now. It felt like somebody was grabbing his throat and squeezing it, making it smaller and smaller. 
 
    He tried to sit up, and his hair flopped over his eyes. 
 
    But he didn’t have long hair! How had it gotten long? 
 
    Finally, the pain getting to be too much, the changes assaulting him more than his mind could grasp, he passed out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The first sound Tommy heard was a groan, and he figured out it was him. Then he woke up, it didn’t sound like him. 
 
    He sat up suddenly and two things happened. One, his brain felt like somebody had thrown it splat into a skillet. Two, his chest flopped. And bounced. And…he looked down. 
 
    “AIIEEE!” 
 
    He had breasts. Boobs. Tits. The things that went on women’s chests. 
 
    But he was a guy! He wasn’t supposed to have boobs! 
 
    Or long hair! His hair was supposed to be short, almost bald, and now it was hanging down over his face. 
 
    Or a smooth face. He always wore a scruffy beard, it looked cool, like he was half a caveman, grrrr. But now his beard was gone and his face was soft and smooth. 
 
    Real soft. 
 
    He scrambled to the edge of the bed and stood up, and almost fell over. He was shorter, and slender, and his hips were big and…and the tits! 
 
    He turned to the mirror, and it was like a scene from a horror movie, the camera slowly showing the monster looking through the window. 
 
    Except it wasn’t a monster, and it wasn’t a window. It was the mirror over his dresser, and the monster was…he was…a girl! 
 
    He brought his hands up to his face and stared in horror. Long hair, soft, oval features. His strong jaw was gone, his aquiline nose was gone. Now he was pert and…and…sexy! 
 
    He felt to his knees, and his boobs bounced mightily. They were large. They weren’t little pimples, they were blimps! 
 
    The weight of his breasts, so unfamiliar, dragged him over and he caught himself on his hands. His boobs fell and his nipples brushed against the floor. 
 
    He shivered as sexual feelings shot through him. 
 
    He bent his head down, managed to get it low enough to look between his ginormous boobs, and saw his crotch. His male-less crotch. His groin empty of dick and testicles. 
 
    A snatch. He had a pink, little slit. 
 
    He felt faint, dizzy, and he tried to crawl back to the bed. Slowly, he used his hands to lift himself up, then he stood up. 
 
    Swaying, his mind totally blasted. 
 
    He was a girl! What had happened? 
 
    He had been with a new girl, one he had never gone out with. Her name was Sherry, and she was a looker, but a little slow to make love. 
 
    He remembered putting a roofie in her drink, just to help her along, and then…then he had woken up like this! 
 
    Sherry…it had to be her.  
 
    And he knew he was going to have to track her down, find out what she had done. 
 
    He sat back on the bed, sort of collapsed, and took note of the way his tits bounced and unbalanced him. He folded his arms under his large chest and supported himself, and he knew why women wore bras. 
 
    He sat for a long time, not worrying about work. Not thinking about anything. Just wanting to do something, to get to the bottom of this terrible situation, to…to change himself back. 
 
    It’s a dream, he thought at one point. It’s a dream and I’ll wake up. 
 
    But he didn’t wake up because he was already awake. 
 
    An hour later, finally understanding that he had to move, to do something, he decided to get dressed. 
 
    He went to his dresser and opened it. He held up a pair of boxers and snorted. He would be lost in those. 
 
    Next, he held up a pair of tighty whiteys. They had been tight the day before, but…he slipped them on, but when he let go of the waist band they slipped right off. 
 
    Okay. No underwear. 
 
    He took out a pair of jeans. Oh, crap! He was six feet tall…before. Now he was only an inch or two over five feet. He tossed the pants aside and picked out a pair of shorts. He stepped into them, and found himself wallowing in the waist band. He had stretched the waist before, now he had to gather in handfuls of material to keep the shorts up. 
 
    He had an old robe hanging in the closet and he took the sash out of it, ran it through the loops and tied the shorts up. Crap, it was still baggier than an old man’s ball sack, but if he was careful it would work. 
 
    He looked down below the shorts. His legs were bare. And curvy. Crap. What happened to his muscles? 
 
    He went to a drawer and pulled out a shirt. It would be like trying to wear a tent. 
 
    He went through his tee shirts and picked the smallest one. It was still baggy, but it would do to cover him up. But when he looked in the mirror he could see that his boobs were sticking out, and his nipples were outlined, very erect and poke-y. 
 
    He found another tee shirt and slipped it on. He was a little better hidden, but…but he was still so big and bouncy under the material. 
 
    He realized, with a shock, that he needed a bra. 
 
    But he didn’t have one. 
 
    He looked at socks, and gave it up.  
 
    Then he looked at shoes, and almost cried. 
 
    Finally, he took a pair of flip flops, cut the back end off, and looked down. 
 
    His feet were cute, petite, and they…they…needed polish!  
 
    Oh, God! The idea of polishing his nails, of coloring them some sexy red color, shot through his mind. 
 
    That was the moment he knew he was REALLY in trouble. 
 
    It was one thing to wake up in a different body. 
 
    It was another thing to have a feminine thought. Polish his nails. Color them. As a male he NEVER would have had such a thought. 
 
    He went to his dresser and grabbed his wallet and car keys, then went out the door. 
 
      
 
    Driving proved to be an adventure in itself. First, he was so damned short. He had to slide the seat forward all the way, and he still had to stretch his feet to work the pedals. Second, this close to the steering wheel his boobs got in the way. 
 
    So, stretching his feet, holding his breath, he drove through town. He arrive at Sherry’s house, stopped the car and walked up the walkway. He wanted to fold his arms under his chest and support himself, but if he did that he would have to let go of his shorts, and they would fall down. 
 
    He finally cross grabbed his shorts and held them up, while using the other arm to support his boobs and hold his first arm to help in the pants department. 
 
    Giggles. 
 
    He looked up. 
 
    Sherry was sitting on the porch. And she wasn’t alone. Tommy’s eyes widened. Janey Harkins was with her! And Susie Snell! OMG! 
 
    “Hi, Tommy.” 
 
    `He stood frozen. 
 
    “It is Tommy, isn’t it,” the girls all stood up and leaned on the rail. 
 
    Tommy’s face was bright red. It was redder than a fire engine made out of sunburned tomatoes. 
 
    “Hey, Tommy,” asked Sherry. “Did you want to give me another roofie?” She hadn’t bother to turn the glass of bourbon in for analysis. She had decided this little scene might be even better. When she called Susie and Janey and explained the situation they were all in. 
 
    Tommy hung his head. OMG! he breathed. OMG! She knew. 
 
    “Of course I knew, Tommy. I saw you drop the little pill in my drink. So I decided to drop a little pill of my own. It’s not a roofie, won’t make you all stupid and rape-able. At least, not yet.” 
 
    Tommy glanced up. There was something twisted in what she had said. 
 
    The girls filed off the porch and sauntered down to him. They walked around him in a circle. 
 
    “Wow. He’s stacked.” 
 
    “She. We’ve got to call him a she now.” 
 
    “Yes. And she really doesn’t even know how to dress herself.” 
 
    Tommy mumbled something. 
 
    “What’s that? Thomasina?” 
 
    “I asked if you could change me back.” 
 
    “What? You don’t want to be a girl?” 
 
    “No,” he whispered. 
 
    “But it’s fun! Guys look at you…you get to wear make up and heels and everything…it’s fun.” 
 
    “But…but I’m a guy!” 
 
    “Huh! You don’t look like a guy.” 
 
    Tommy finally raised his head and forced himself to speak in louder tones. “Look, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done what I did, but you’re not hurt…and I really want to be a man again.” 
 
    The girls stopped and chuckled.  
 
    One of them, Janey, asked him, “Don’t you want to get into my pants?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “But as a girl you would fit. You could really get into my panties. Don’t you want to get into my panties?” 
 
    Moisture filled Tommy’s eyes. “No. I’m sorry. Please.” 
 
    “So Thomasina wants to be boring, old Tommy again. My, my.” Sherry spoke drily. 
 
    “Please…I’ll do anything.” 
 
    “Anything?” said Susie. “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good,” pronounced Sherry. “Because to undo the effects of the pill I gave you you have to do something.” 
 
    “Please! Yes, sure. Anything!” Tommy begged. 
 
    Sherry smiled. “If you let us dress you up I’ll tell you how to change yourself back.” 
 
    “Dress me up?” He turned white. He had had enough of this girly stuff. 
 
    “Dress you up. Nails. Make up. Do your very messy hair…everything. You let us do that and I will tell you the very easy thing you have to do to shock your system back to normal. 
 
    Broken, Tommy gave a small nod. 
 
    “Oh, goody!” Susie clapped her hands. The other two girls smiled, then they linked their arms through his and walked him up to the porch. Susie ran ahead and opened the door and bowed and made a sweeping ‘enter’ motion with her arm. 
 
    Tommy stepped into the house. 
 
      
 
    Tommy sat in a chair in front of a make up table, frozen, as the girls worked on him. 
 
    “You see, Tommy,” Susie explained, painting the long nail extensions on his fingers. His toes were already bright red. “You see, women are smaller, not as strong, so it really is wrong for you to be bully and pick on us.” 
 
    Tommy watched in the mirror as Janey styled his hair. It was now not a frizzled mop, but a long, wavy set of curls. “Yes. And giving a girl a roofie? that’s the lowest of the low. How would you feel if we drugged you and took advantage of you?” 
 
    Yesterday Tom would have chuckled in glee and said, ‘Yeah, baby.’ Today the reality had hit home and he was thinking, oh no! 
 
    Sherry was painting his eyelids, making them sultry and sexy and shadowy. 
 
    “We mean, do you enjoy being nothing but a sex object? A toy for us to play with?” 
 
    “No,” he mumbled. 
 
    “So now you understand. Janey, do you still have that bra you used for the play last year? The one we stuffed until it was bigger than watermelons?” 
 
    “Sure.” Janey ran into the back room and returned with a monstrous pair of cups. But even though monstrous, it was a still a little tight on Tommy. He held his breath as Janey fastened it, and was dismayed when she hefted his boobs and they still bounced. 
 
    Sherry giggled. “If you’ve got ‘em…flaunt ‘em.” 
 
    The other two girls giggled. 
 
    Finally, dressed and made up and even wearing heels, Tommy stood up. Interestingly, he was learning this new sense of balance, and he was even able to walk in the high heels. 
 
    He realized that this was his girl think coming out. He was adapting to this new body by changing his thought patterns. 
 
    “Take a look, girlfriend,” Sherry moved him in front of a wall mirror. 
 
    He stared at himself. A sexy brunette with all sorts of curves…and the biggest set of tits he had ever seen. 
 
    “You like?” asked Janey. 
 
    Tommy was surprised to find himself nodding. He did like. And he felt the equivalent of what he would have felt, a boner, when he was a man. He felt wet. His pussy was…moisturized. It felt slick. Heck, just taking a simple step he could feel the flesh of his thighs slipping against each other. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “You played dress up. How do I change back?” 
 
    The girls grinned. “Let’s go party, and we’ll tell you.” 
 
    They linked arms with Tommy again and walked him out of the house and down the steps.  
 
    “I’ll drive,” said Janey, She was a couple of inches taller than Tommy, and her boobs weren’t so big, so she had no trouble fitting behind and operating the wheel. 
 
    They zoomed down the street, top down, hair in the wind, laughing and giggling. Except for Tommy, who felt the tears constantly threatening to overflow. 
 
      
 
    They entered a bar at the other end of town. It had taken Tommy a lot to force himself into the bar, but with the muscle of the girls and the constant chiding, he managed to follow them in. He stood in the dimly lit entrance and looked around. 
 
    Yesterday he would have sauntered in, ordered a drink, and checked out the bitches. 
 
    Now he was trembling, terrified, and men were checking him out! 
 
    He was not one of the bitches! And suddenly he was sorry he had ever tried to take advantage of a female. 
 
    “Come on, Thomasina, let’s grab a booth.” 
 
    The girls walked him to a booth, slid in—him in the center—and waited for the waitress. 
 
    “Hey, ladies,” the woman with an armful of drinks sashayed by. “Be right with you.” 
 
    While waiting the girls occupied themselves by checking out the men. 
 
    “There’s a hunky one.” 
 
    “Wow, look at the package in his pants.” 
 
    “Probably fake.” 
 
    “But I can see the head outlined!” 
 
    “I’ll take the fellow at the end of the bar. You can really see his muscles.” 
 
    The talk went on, and Thomasina tried to follow the conversation, but was totally distracted by his condition. 
 
    “What do you think, Thomasina?” 
 
    “What?” she blurted. 
 
    “Should we try to pick up those three guys at the table by the women’s room?” 
 
    Tommy stared at the three men, and horror filled him as he realized he was actually thinking about it, considering men from a woman’s viewpoint. 
 
    The waitress finally came and took their orders. A couple  of minutes later she brought a platter filled with drinks for them. 
 
    “Hey! That Shirley Temple’s mine!” 
 
    “Hands off the spritzer.” 
 
    “Oh, give me a sip!” 
 
    Tommy stared at the three girls. As a man he had thought they were knuckleheads, hair brains, snatch on the market. Now he was thinking differently. All that ‘valley girl’ nonsense and affectation…it was just an act. 
 
    He suddenly realized that all the times he had been on the hunt…he had actually been the prey. 
 
    Finally, he couldn’t help himself, he blurted. “Tell me!” 
 
    The girls giggled, but settled down. 
 
    Sherry said, “It’s really easy, Thomasina. You simply pick up one of the men here. That’ll be easy with those milk sacs of yours. Then you convince them to fuck you.” 
 
    “I…what? Fuck me?” 
 
    The girls giggled. 
 
    “That’s right. If the man puts his dickie in your pussy you stay a woman. It will feel right. But if you can convince the man to put his peeny in your butthole, that will feel wrong, it will shock the system, and you will change back.” 
 
    “And fast,” added Janey. “I hope you brought some man clothes with you.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…you don’t expect me to…” 
 
    “Thomasina,” stated Sherry. “Those are your options. Go get fucked, and which hole you get fucked in will determine whether you stay a woman or go back to being a man.” 
 
    Tommy stared at them. Aghast. He had never had anything up his poop chute. The idea of somebody fucking it…he couldn’t handle it. 
 
    On the other hand, he had never had anybody up his pussy. Hell, he hadn’t even had a pussy! 
 
    “So what do you think, Thomasina? Are those three guys at the table worth meeting?” 
 
    Tommy shook his head, tried to speak but only nonsense came out. 
 
    The girls giggled, then they stood up. “Well, while you’re thinking about that, we’re going to go meet them. You can come along, or just stay here and wait to be picked up.” 
 
    Sherry, Janey and Susie sauntered across the bar. They moved like a group, giggling and goosing each other and having the best time. 
 
    Tommy watched them. He gulped his drink. He was totally befuddled and had no idea what to do. 
 
    Suddenly a shadow loomed over him. He looked up. 
 
    The fellow was a biker, with a hairy, round belly and a beard that smelled of marijuana. His eyes were bloodshot, and Tommy found himself looking down to the man’s crotch. The man’s cock was huge and sharply outlined in his greasy jeans. The head was big and bulbous. 
 
    “You like what you see?” 
 
    Tommy looked up and opened his mouth, and closed it, and opened it, and closed it. 
 
    The big man chuckled. “Come on, baby, let me educate you.” 
 
    Then he was reaching down and grabbing Tommy’s arm and lifting him. 
 
    Thomas gulped, and tried to keep his bile down. He was scrunched into the man’s arms, and being carried across the room in what looked sort of like dancing, but was just an excuse for the big, greasy biker to hump him. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Tommy thought. 
 
    Then the dance was over, and the big man had Tommy in the hallway, between the bathrooms. Outside the hallway the girls were laughing and pointing at him. 
 
    The brute had him trapped, hands on the wall on each side of Tommy, and he leaned forward as if to plant his big, fat lips on Tommy’s delicate red lips. 
 
    “What do you say, baby. How you want to do this?” 
 
    Bleakly, Tommy thought about it. How did he want it? 
 
    And, the terrible thing, in the back of his mind was a little fascination, a focus on…taking it in the pussy. 
 
    Being a girl. 
 
    Staying a girl. 
 
    He’d never been a girl, and the boobs bouncing on his chest were getting addictive. And the way men looked at him, all admiringly. And…and which way did he want it? 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: brokenman.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Ultimate Erotic Fantasy 
 
    Tied down and given what he wants… 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Babe? Haven’t you ever just wanted to be used?” 
 
    I looked at my husband. Hank. Sex obsessed. So sex obsessed he earned the name Hank the Yank in college. 
 
    “You use me all the time,” I answered. 
 
    “No. No. I don’t mean just having sex, I mean you get yourself in a situation where you have no say, and anybody can do whatever they want to you.” 
 
    “You mean like…like you’re helpless? Unable to resist or fight back, or anything? 
 
    “Yeah!” 
 
    We were driving home from a small get together. It was late, we were tired, but…but obviously Hank wasn’t as tired as I was. In fact the energy in his remark, in his persona, was simply crackling. 
 
    “Well, I don’t think so. I mean…” 
 
    “To be made a prisoner, blindfolded, staked out in a roomful of…of…” 
 
    “Strangers?” 
 
    “Maybe strangers, maybe just friends who know you.” 
 
    “Was Martha flirting with you again?” 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    “She was! Is this what has led to this…this fantasy? Let her and all her friends tie you to a bed and play with you and…is this what you think of in your fantasies?” 
 
    “No. No!” It was obvious it was. “It’s just that, me and some of the guys were talking…” 
 
    I listened with a certain amount of disbelief. 
 
    “Jerry said that when he was in high school two girls used to tie him up…” 
 
    “Now you’re back in high school,” I observed. But he was so excited by his thoughts he didn’t hear me, just kept blurting out his big scene. 
 
    “This was back stage in the auditorium, while everybody was eating they would tie him up and jack him off.” 
 
    “And did they leave him tied up when they were done?” 
 
    That remark sort of irritated him. I guess he didn’t want me to make light of his kinky, little dreams. 
 
    “No…they let him go.” 
 
    “Then they didn’t really use and abuse him.” 
 
    “Of course they did!” 
 
    “No, they played with him, probably sucked him a bit, and then let him go. In time for his next class.” 
 
    “No. I mean, yeah, he made his next class, but while he was tied up he couldn’t do anything!” 
 
    “I hate to tell ya, hubby mine, but if they let him go so easily, it wasn’t really the kind of thing you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Sure, it was!” 
 
    “No. Being tied up and not let go is what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “Well, okay. I guess, but…” he blathered on and I sighed. That was my horn dog hubby. Once he got an idea in his head…and especially a sexual idea. 
 
    We pulled into the driveway and he parked. I got out, was tired and ready for bed, and he was still talking. 
 
    “I mean, to be truly helpless, to have people do things to you. That’s sort of the ultimate game.” 
 
    “I’ll stick to Monopoly, thank you.” 
 
    He sang:  
 
    Every part loves a pooper 
 
    that’s why we invited you… 
 
    party pooper, phhht! 
 
    Party pooper, phhht! 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Well, you’re a funny fellow.” 
 
    “Come on,” he challenged. “Let’s flip a coin. Loser gets tied up and used.” 
 
    “I’m not going to be tied up and used by whoever.” 
 
    That’s when I got it. Seeing the look on his face, the fact that he was bringing this up and pushing it. 
 
    “Wait a minute! You don’t want to flip for it, you just want to do it. To have it done to you!” 
 
    “No, I don’t—“ 
 
    “Yes. You do. You want to be tied up and used. Let everybody play with your weenie.” 
 
    “I do not!” 
 
    We were in the bedroom now and I slipped out of my dress and headed for the shower. He stepped out of his trousers and was right behind me. 
 
    “Come on, admit it.” I turned the shower on. 
 
    “No! there’s nothing to admit. I was just talking.” 
 
    I stepped into the shower and he followed me in and began soaping me up. He lathered my back, cleaned my crack, and began swirling his super slick hands over my boobs. 
 
    “Mmm. That feels good.” 
 
    He was soaping my nipples, pulled and letting them slip out of his soapy fingers. Every time he pulled I felt a thrill shoot through my body to my pussy. He put his mouth over mine and I groaned into him. He fingered my snatch and my knees became weak. I broke our kiss and hung on to him. 
 
    “You really want this fantasy, don’t you?” 
 
    “Honey. Barbara. I was just talking with the guys.” 
 
    He started soaping his dick up. It was a nice dick. Big and fat and throbbing. 
 
    “And did the other guys all want to get tied up and abused?” 
 
    “Nobody did!” he protested, then he slid his penis between my thighs. Not into my hole, just between my thighs, and he began slipping it back and forth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whispered. It was rubbing against the outside of my hole, pulling through my labia without penetrating. 
 
    He held my breasts, kissed me, all while rubbing that big, veined thing against me. “Want to do a little anal?” 
 
    “Not with that soap,” I gasped. 
 
    He understood. We had found out, the hard way, that soap in an orifice stings. 
 
    He rinsed his weenie. I turned around and braced my hands and feet. I did’t feel like breaking my neck for a little anal probing. 
 
    I felt his hands grab my waist and he held me steady and pushed his peeny against my brown hole. 
 
    Oh…GOD! I love it when I get a tube steak up the back end. It is the same as the pussy, but so very, very different. A different set of nerves fire. It’s harder to orgasm. Your whole body feels like it’s plugged into an electrical socket and can’t stop shivering. 
 
    He moved back and forth, his cock slithering and filling, his balls swinging freely. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos,” he mumbled. 
 
    “You like that?” My voice was breaking up. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Is it better than pussy?” 
 
    He hesitated. 
 
    I managed to glance over my shoulder. “Oh, my God…it is!” 
 
    “No…it’s just…it’s just…” 
 
    Whatever it was I wasn’t going to find out. At that moment his pecker stiffened up, I could feel his veins in high relief, rubbing against the walls of my love canal, as the semen shot up his shaft. I could feel his juices splattering inside me, deep inside. 
 
    “Oh…fuck…fuck…” he could hardly talk, just wheezed his words out. 
 
    Then he was done. His hips jerked a few times, but his cock was limping out pretty damn fast. 
 
    “Hey!” I complained. “What about me?” 
 
    His dick slid out. He let go of me and straightened up, leaned against the stall wall. “Oh, man…” 
 
    I straightened up and turned around. I could feel his sloppy soup running out of my butt and down my legs. I really enjoyed that feeling, but I was still horny. 
 
    “You can’t leave me high and dry.” 
 
    “Jeepers, I’m sorry honey. But look what you did to me.” He held his dick in one hand. It was a slug, just laying across his palm and drooling a final bit of gruel. 
 
    “Well, yeah! But you’ve still got a mouth!” 
 
    He stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. He was all relaxed. “Ew. Eat after I came in you? And…your butthole?” He was laughing as he rubbed the towel over his body. 
 
    I followed him, dripping wet, but so damned horny. “What about your fingers?” 
 
    He chuckled, turned to me and cupped my chin with his fingers. He leaned forward, and for a second, a deluded second, I thought he might be returning to me. But he just kissed me on the mouth, smiled, and said, “Sorry, babe. I’m done.” 
 
    He exited the bathroom and went into the bedroom. I was left with my mouth open and a stupid expression on my face. 
 
    I followed him into the bedroom, dripping all over the rug. 
 
    “Did you just refuse to pleasure me?” 
 
    “Hey! I did pleasure you. And it was great pleasure.” He tossed the towel at me and I batted it aside. 
 
    “Is that some of the ‘do whatever you want to somebody crap you’re talking about?” 
 
    “I suppose.” He was just laughing it off. “Now, I think I’ll have a sandwich, then go to sleep. You want a sandwich?” 
 
    “You know what I want, you selfish bastard!” 
 
    “Don’t be a bitch now,” he headed down the hallway and I could hear his low chuckle. 
 
    I stood there, dripping wet, frustrated beyond belief. I shook my head, I opened my mouth. I shut it. 
 
    Finally, I sort of mentally popped. No man was going to do this to me. Not even my own hubby. Especially not my own hubby. 
 
    I went to my bottom dresser drawer and pulled out the big vibrator. The one with three speeds: ‘grunt and groan,’ ‘scream and shout,’ ‘turn inside out.’ 
 
    I pulled the covers down and hopped onto his side of the bed. I lay there, so pissed off I could hardly see, and let the sheets absorb the water from my shower. I spread my legs, jammed that puppy into my crevice, and turned to the setting to ‘inside out.’ 
 
    Wham! The vibrations hit me like a truck would run over a wheel barrow. Suddenly I was holding on, gasping for breath and arching. My body started to shimmy and jerk, and suddenly I was squirting. Yes, I’m one of those girls. I actually squirt a bit of juice when I cum. I don’t know why or how, but suddenly I was adding my ‘pussy juice,’ to the wet on the bed. 
 
    For a long minute I shook and shuddered, the world turned white hot, then I was done. I turned the vibrator off, pushed it under my pillow, rolled off the really wet spot on his side of the bed, and closed my eyes. 
 
    I could have gone to sleep, but I was chuckling inside. I wanted to see his reaction when he laid down in the mess I had left him. 
 
    A few minutes later he entered the room, crossed to the bathroom and brushed his teeth. 
 
    He he he. 
 
    Brusha brusha brusha. 
 
    He came back to bed, rounded his side, slid in and— 
 
    “What the fuck?” He got out and looked down at the big wet impression I had left for him. 
 
    I lay there and tried not to laugh. Mess with me, will he? Deny me, will he? 
 
    He pulled the covers off me. “Did you…you fucking squirted all over my side of the bed!” 
 
    “Oh, did I?” I fake yawned. “Sorry, but I really had to cum.” 
 
    “But…you…I can’t sleep in this!” 
 
    “Hunh. Too bad you didn’t get me off when you had the chance.” I stayed on my side, facing away from him. Biting down on a big grin. 
 
    “You fucking bitch!” He grabbed the covers and pulled them all the way off me. He stomped out of the bedroom and headed for the couch. 
 
    Well, that was inconvenient. I lay there on the top of the mattress and yelled after him, “You’re an inconsiderate bastard!” 
 
    He yelled back, “HAH!” 
 
    Then I heard him flopping on the couch and trying to get comfortable. 
 
    Still, I giggled. We weren’t really mad at each other. We were just playing, and it looked like I had won this round. I got up, grabbed another blanket out of the closet and returned to bed. Shortly I was cutting ZZZs and dreaming of big dicks. 
 
      
 
    I was laying on a soft cloud, naked, my legs spread. The sun was warm and I felt so toasty good, then I smelled smoke. Smoke? 
 
    I sniffed, and looked down, the cloud was on fire! I mean, actually burning! How could a cloud burn? They’re made of water vapor! How could…I jumped up and tried to escape the flames, but two steps in any direction and I was looking over the edge of the cloud.  The flames leaped up, and my hair caught fire! 
 
    I ran around the cloud, teetered on the edge, tried to keep my balance, but the flames caught my split ends on fire, then started licking upward on my long hair. 
 
    I ran harder, my hair streaming out behind me, flaming and smoking and even crackling. 
 
    “Hold still, I’ll put it out!” 
 
    I stopped, I don’t know where Hank had come from, but he was suddenly there. He was wearing big galoshes, fireman pants, and big, fat suspenders over his black tee shirt. 
 
    He was holding a monster firehose, and he turned a lever and a huge gout of water spritzed me. 
 
    I ducked my head down and he sprayed my hair with that huge stream of water. It should have knocked me over, I mean, a firehose? But it didn’t. It just put out the flames on my head, and every time the flames started to grow he sprayed me some more, and I was thankful. 
 
    He, of course, was laughing. 
 
    Laughing? 
 
    Wait a minute…wait… 
 
    I struggled up from my sleepy dream, Hank was standing next to the bed, naked, and…he was holding his penis and…HE WAS PEEING ON ME! 
 
    “Mother fuck!” I screamed. I jumped out of the bed. He flicked his dick, he was done, and only a few drops landed on me. “You pissed all over our bed!” 
 
    “And you came on it.” 
 
    “But…you…” 
 
    “We’ve got that rubber liner. No biggie.” 
 
    I stared at him. I said a whole string of words that you can’t write in a book. Things like douche brain and anal sucker and the fact that he was never going to get in me again as long as he lived. 
 
    He just chuckled and got dressed. “Threats, threats. How childish.” 
 
    I stared at him, and, dammit, I felt it bubble out of me. An actual laugh. 
 
    He turned to me, happy look on his face, then we were both laughing. 
 
    Part of our never ending game of ‘gotcha.’ 
 
    Crap, and this meant that he had won. Mofo. 
 
    We laughed and laughed, then chuckled, and I said, “You know I’m going to get you back for this?” 
 
    “I would be surprised if you didn’t.” He knotted his tie and looked in a mirror. 
 
    “Well,” I said, looking down at my pee drenched body. “I guess I better shower.”
“Why?” he chortled, then he was out the door and gone. 
 
    I stepped into the shower and cleaned myself off. Even as I rinsed the pee out of my locks. I was chuckling.  
 
    Heck, it was a golden shower. We had done that. We had done just about everything. So how was I going to get him back for this latest outrage? 
 
    How, how, how? 
 
    I was still trying to figure out when I went to work. 
 
     
 
    “You sure look like you’re thinking.” 
 
    I turned to Izzy. She was smiling at me. 
 
    I sighed. “I’m trying to figure out how to get back at Hank.” 
 
    “Are you guys still playing that stupid ‘gotcha’ game?” 
 
    “We are,” I sighed. “And he’s ahead.” 
 
    “Do I dare ask?” 
 
    “Sure.” I told her of me getting the bed wet, and him getting my hair wet. 
 
    Izzy started laughing. “He actually pissed on you? Ew! How gross!” 
 
    “Only until you do it to your hubbie. And then he does it to you.” 
 
    “Heck, Tom’d never do that.” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” I snorted. 
 
    “No, seriously. I could piss all over Tom and he wouldn’t ever try to get me back.” 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    She scooted her swivel chair over, picked up a folder and opened it so it looked like we were talking over a contract. It was what we did when we wanted to have a little chat on company time. 
 
    “I know that Tom would take what I give him because we’ve been where you are.” 
 
    “Tom? A practical joker?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. And I would bet he was just as good, if not better, than Hank.” 
 
    “What kind of jokes did Tom do?” 
 
    “Well, there was the time he coated my bar of soap with clear polish. I was rubbing and rubbing that thing. Then I threw it out, and he had coated all my soap. I opened the curtain and he’s sitting there on the toilet, busting a gut.” 
 
    I smothered a giggle. 
 
    “Then there was the time he put a clown mask over a head of cabbage, painted the teeth red, and put it in the toilet. I lifted the lid and about had a heart attack. And he was standing right behind me.  
 
    he actually fell down and held his belly and laughed until he was almost sick.” 
 
    “Holy…” I was in awe. These were really good jokes, and it gave me some ideas, then I controlled myself. 
 
    “So how did you finally…cure him?” 
 
    “I did the ultimate. I gave him what he wanted.” 
 
    “What did he want?” 
 
    “Oh, you know boys. They’re always so kinky. They want to be tied down by a pack of girls and molested.” 
 
    “You didn’t!” 
 
    “I did. I hired a bunch of strippers, and they had boy friends, and one night…” she grinned. 
 
    “Oh, my God! What did they do?” 
 
    “Everything.” 
 
    “Define everything.” 
 
    She lowered her voice, leaned close to me and told me. My jaw started to drop. My eyes blew out. I couldn’t speak. When she was done I could barely squeak out, “No!” 
 
    She sat back and smiled. 
 
    And I thought…do I dare? 
 
    And the answer was, of course…hell, yeah! 
 
      
 
    The next week was interesting. Izzy gave me the number of the stripper and I called her up, told here Izzy had recommended her, and listened to a very, throaty chuckle. 
 
    “So you have one of those horn dogs that needs The Cure.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not sure. I don’t want him hurt, or anything. I don’t want him permanently broken. But…he’s a practical joker who doesn’t know where to stop.” 
 
    “Tell you what. Why don’t you come by where I work. You can meet some of the girls and guys I play with, talk with us, and we’ll figure out whether this will work.” 
 
    I thanked her and hung up the phone. 
 
    That afternoon I hopped into the car and drove over to ‘Little Susie’s Diamond Mine.’ It was a garish place, set back from the road, and it advertised ‘live girls.’ Which made me laugh because…what’s the alternative? Dead girls? 
 
    I walked across a boardwalk, entered through the front door, and found myself in another land. 
 
    Dark, music like Pink Floy on uppers, a couple of mirror balls. 
 
    A huge beast of a man who growled at a fellow who was being obnoxious and almost made him shat, then smiled a cheerful and happy smile to me. 
 
    “What can I do for you, good looking?” 
 
    “I’m looking for Charlene.” 
 
    He pointed a massive finger. “Corner table. This business?” 
 
    “Yes,” I peered through the gloom and saw the table. 
 
    “Excellent, I’ll have Charlie send over a beer.” 
 
    I walked through the place. There was maybe twenty guys around a raised platform. On the platform a girl twirled around a pole. She raised her legs in a V, turned upside down, spun down.   
 
    her large breasts were all over the place. She had very athletic boobs. 
 
    “Hi, Charlene?” 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend. You must be Barbara. Sit here.” she moved over and I slid into the booth. A guy and a girl were on the other side and they introduced themselves as Ronnie and Jessica. Jessica was obviously a stripper. She had large breasts that were covered by a fringe of cloths. Her hair was long and I could imagine her circling her head and whipping it at the customers. 
 
    “So you want the Horn Dog Cure.” 
 
    “If that means curing my husband of practical jokes, you betcha.” 
 
    “Okay. Ronnie, hand me that clipboard and pencil.” 
 
    Ronnie did so. 
 
    “Okay, so let’s discuss this thing. Do you have a location?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Can you afford $500?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “How brutal can we be with…what’s his name?” 
 
    “Hank. And, uh….I guess pretty brutal. I mean, don’t break him, I don’t want him harmed, just taught a lesson.” 
 
    “Do you want him to know what’s going to happen before it starts?” 
 
    I thought about that one. I mean, probably the only time it would ever happen, so… “No.” 
 
    “Do you mind if we tie him up, spank him, make him drink hard liquor?” 
 
    “No, no and no.” 
 
    She smiled. She was making marks on her clipboard. 
 
    “Okay. Do you care where his dick goes?” 
 
    “You mean you’re going to, uh…” 
 
    “Do you care if our pussy’s get all over his dick?” 
 
    I thought about it. In for a penny…in for a pound. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Do you care if we use his butthole?” 
 
    Again, more thought. A beer showed up and I found I was drinking it, thinking about the games we played. I had played with his brown button, and he did seem to like it. 
 
    “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “Okay. How about we cross that bridge when we come to it. We’ll play with his butthole, if he responds then we’ll put stuff in it.” 
 
    “Stuff?” 
 
    “Butt plugs, dildos…do you care if Ronnie fucks him?” 
 
    Hmmm, hmmm, and hmmm. 
 
    “I think he might get weird, but a butt plug is fine, I don’t know about the dildo.” 
 
    “Something we’ll figure out on the moment?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Okay, when do you want this to happen?” 
 
    “Whenever is convenient for you.” 
 
    She nodded, studied the clipboard, then asked the others, “Anything else?” 
 
    Ronnie and Jessica shook their heads. 
 
    “Okay, then this is how we’ll play it. $500. That’s a $100 for this place for a couple of hours, and $100 each for me and three friends. You have until Thursday to think about it, make sure you want to do it, then we’ll expect payment up front. The whole $500. It’s up to you to get him here late Friday night. We close at two. If you want to get here earlier that’s fine, we can let the air out of your tires or something to help him stay late. And we can just tie him up and leave him in the back room until we’re ready for him. If you have any last minute thoughts about what we should do to him, let us know any time before Friday night. Does that all sound okay with you?” 
 
    I nodded. I understood, and my heart was quivering. I was about to get my husband kidnapped and fucked, and he wouldn’t know a thing about it. 
 
    “Oh, one other thing, if you have some video equipment bring it by and we’ll film the whole thing.” 
 
    I nodded again, then: “Do many people do this?” 
 
    Without hesitation, Charlene smiled. “All the time. In fact, we’re talking about starting a business. A regular business where we do nothing but this. You would be surprised at how many wives want a little common sense for their husbands, or just to give them a thrill. We’ll have to raise our rates if we do. We’re going to want to rent a place to use, we can do fantasy scenarios, the whole bit.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “So you just snuck under the wire, but if you can give us a good review…” she shrugged. 
 
    “If you do the deed then I will write the best review in the world for you.” 
 
    She grinned, raised a hand to the bartender and made a motion. A minute later he was there with more beers. 
 
    “I’ll drink to that,” she said, and we all hoisted mugs and glugged. 
 
      
 
    I scooted on home and barely beat Hank. I quickly hit the head and brushed my teeth to get rid of the smell of beer, then I jumped in the pool to get rid of the odor of cigarettes. 
 
    “Hey, babe!” He came through the sliding window and jumped into the pool. Fully clothed. That’s my happy Hank. 
 
    We swam for a while, made out, I got naked, and then left him high and dry. 
 
    That was one of the things Izzy had asked me to do…don’t let him cum. The hornier he was the better. 
 
    But, he wanted to cum. And I knew if I didn’t let him pump his jizz in me then he would find a way to do it on his own. 
 
    “Hey, honey?” 
 
    “Yep?” He nuzzled my neck and squeezed my breasts. I groaned, and wondered how I would make it to Friday night without cumming. 
 
    “Let’s go a couple of days without.” 
 
    “What?” he squeaked in mock outrage. “You’re going to deny your loving husband his rightful due? 
 
    “Just till Friday night.” 
 
    “What’s Friday night?”
Fuck. 
 
    “Nothing. Oh, we can go out, but…I made a bet with Izzy at work.” 
 
    “Dizzy Izzy?” 
 
    “She’s not dizzy, but…yeah. We made a bet.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About the amount of ejaculate our husbands produce.” 
 
    He laughed, “Man, you are crazy. Are you gonna jack us off and compare the amount of our spunk?” 
 
    “No. But, we decided we’d jack our men off into a cup and measure it. I told her that you would have LOTS more semen than Frank.” 
 
    “Well, I won’t in about five minutes. I’m about to squirt my load.” 
 
    “No, I’m serious. I really want to see how much gizz you can produce.” 
 
    He groaned. “You’re not serious.” 
 
    “I am serious. But I’ll make it worth you while. You let me play with you, get you all horned up, and don’t screw me or jack off, and I will let you do anything you want to me.” 
 
    “Anything?” I could see him thinking about anal. HWe had played with our butts, but he’d always wanted to explore my hienie with his peeny all the way. This was his chance. 
 
    “Isn’t that what you were talking about the other night? Getting tied up and having stuff done to you?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    “Of course if you want me to tie you up and…you know…” 
 
    I leered suggestively. 
 
    He didn’t even think about it. He wanted a fantasy where he got raped by beauty queens, but he was too chicken. But he wasn’t too chicken to tie me down and do whatever. 
 
    Two faced bastard, I thought, but I was grinning on the inside. 
 
    “So, when? Tonight?” 
 
    “Oh, no, you got to let me have my fun. Three days. This Friday night. I’ll play with you, suck you, stroke you…all week…but come Friday night we’ll have a little party and I will get my pound of gism. Then I will let you do anything you want. 
 
    “On Saturday. When I’ve got a full load again.” 
 
    “Very well. Friday you’re mine, and Saturday I’m yours.” 
 
    “Deal!”  
 
    “Okay,” I agreed. 
 
    “Okay, bitch, get down and suck me. Get me ready for Friday night.” 
 
    I like cock. I like sucking my man off. I enjoy the sound he makes, the way he turns helpless in my hand. But, there are times, every once in a while, when I don’t want sex. 
 
    This night, I actually wasn’t in the mood. I had had a couple of beers and I just felt like sitting around. 
 
    But, with this deal going, I wasn’t about to slack off. 
 
    I dropped to my knees and undid his zipper. His pecker burst out, fully engorged, already horny. 
 
    “Heysoos Xristo!” I whispered. 
 
    Hank heard me, and he exulted, “Baby, you’re going to be doing a lot of sucking for the next few days.  
 
    Heck, I should have known he would like this. He always likes a good contest, and the chance to be ‘manlier’ than his friend? That was his cup of tea. 
 
     
 
    Tuesday night arrived, and I spent an hour on my knees. Then I stroked him continuously for another hour. 
 
    He was gasping, almost cross-eyed with the desire to shoot his load, but he kept to his word, and when I brought him to the edge time after time, he allowed himself to back off, cool off, and wait. 
 
    Wednesday. I sent him off to work with a big, red, dripping penis. And I met him at the door with large kisses, roaming hands, and a perverse desire to get him as hard as a man can get. 
 
    He obliged me. 
 
    His cock was stiff, throbbing, pulsating, dripping. His balls were actually bluish. I thought that was a myth, that men’s balls can turn blue, but they can! And it is really cool when they do. You do the slightest thing to them and the man twitches and jumps like somebody  smacked them with a whip. 
 
    But a good whip. 
 
    Thursday. I tied him to the bed and spent hours pleasuring him. Without letting him cum, of course. He was starting to look a little wild now. All the teasing, all the juices stored up in him, I knew he was ready to pop. It took only a few seconds to edge him, and then I had to back off. And I had to wait longer and longer between edgings. 
 
    He began to beg now. To plead for release. 
 
    I chuckled and refused. But I did jack off on him. 
 
    Well, Jill off. 
 
    That’s right, I broke out my trusty, old vibrator and sat on his belly. I pushed that puppy into my snatch and jammed it in and out. Talk about him feeling a little wild…I was feeling a little wild. And, fuck, it felt good when I finally popped. I was shuddering and quaking and spasming so hard I fell off him. Fortunately I didn’t fall off the bed, but I lay next to him, my body pressed against his, jerking and twitching and moaning. 
 
    When I finally recovered and pulled myself back up on top of him…he was actually crying. Tears were streaming down his cheeks. 
 
    “Oh, honey!” I kissed his tears away. 
 
    “Please…please do me!” 
 
    “Oh, you know I can’t. Not after investing so much time in this ‘hornicizing.’ I know you’re going to win. You’re going to have more cum in you than Frank ever thought of having.” 
 
    “I don’t care about that…I just need to cum! Measure me now, give me relief! Don’t torture me any more.” 
 
    Well, I backed off, and I gave him a massage and I brought him a bourbon and Coke and held it for him and I let him calm down. 
 
    And I wondered what Friday night was going to be like for him. 
 
    Heh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    On Thursday, before I tied Hank up and tormented him to tears, I dropped by Little Susie’s Diamond Mine. I was greeted like an old friend by the huge monster at the door, whose nickname turned out to be ‘Monster,’ and shortly I was sipping beer and going over the final plans. 
 
    As Charlene laid out the program and went over the details I let my eyes roam over the roadhouse. 
 
    It was afternoon, only a few horny men watching the pole dancer. The music wasn’t overly loud, and it was all polite and sedate, which really didn’t prepare me for what I was going to walk into on Friday night. 
 
    And, on Friday night Hank and I went out for a dinner. We went to Jocko’s and had steaks. Santa Maria style. MMMM! 
 
    Then we took a short drive, and I was wondering what I should say to get him to Little Susie’s. I mean, you don’t suddenly get up at one in the AM and go to a roadhouse. Well, at least we didn’t. 
 
    Fortunately, I had talked with Charlene extensively about this. I didn’t want to lose money by not showing up, and she wanted to earn money by having me show up. 
 
    So we drove around the lake. We had a small bottle of bourbon, a half pint of Jack, and we stopped to look out over the water. 
 
    He was so horny that he couldn’t wait to stop and make out, and feel my little hand slipping into his zipper and stroking the monster. So we actually spent a couple of hours just driving and getting horny, and he didn’t object. After all, sometime tonight, he was assured, he was going to get to squirt. 
 
    We meandered over to the roadhouse, and when we saw it up the road I blurted, “A roadhouse! Let’s go!” 
 
    He looked at me sideways. He was primed, he wanted to go home and measure out a cup of cum. A roadhouse? 
 
    Still, he was horny, so he pulled into the parking lot. The car tries scrunched over gravel and he found a place in the back. 
 
    We got out of the car and walked, arms around each other, around to the front. We stepped up on the boards and sauntered to the entrance. 
 
    Monster was there, looking bigger and more monster-y than ever. Fortunately, he had been told what was going to happen, and he played his part perfectly. 
 
    “Hey, folks. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Came to see the show,” Hank responded. 
 
    “Little crowded right now,” he let his eye roam over me. “Course ladies get in free.” 
 
    “You’ve got room for her but not me?” 
 
    Monster put on his face. To Hank’s credit he didn’t budge. 
 
    I quickly stepped between them. “I always wondered,” I asked, looking up at Monster. “Do big man have big dicks?” 
 
    He put his head back and guffawed. 
 
    Hank near twisted his head off looking at me. 
 
    Monster said, “Go on in folks, but if you ever want to find out…” he grinned at me. 
 
    I smiled back. It was perfectly rehearsed and played, and Hank took my arm and whispered to me, “I can’t believe you just said that!” 
 
    “What’s he going to do? Beat up a lady?” 
 
    “Uh, no, but…” 
 
    Then we were into the bar, brushing through some beads and stepping into the crush. And it was a crush. I had been there when twenty people were there, now there must have been six or seven hundred. 
 
    Time passed, and it was getting close to midnight. Hank had a beer, then I brought him a bourbon and Coke, and I made sure he stayed lightly high, and I encouraged him to watch the floor show. 
 
    “Would you like to be cock deep in that one?” I whispered in his ear when Izzy took her turn at the pole dance. 
 
    He looked at me. 
 
    “Hey, it’s just a fantasy. Go on, imagine you are sucking her big tits. Imagine her sucking your cock.” 
 
    “Fuck, babe.” 
 
    “What, not horny enough to have a fantasy?” 
 
    He laughed. “I am so horny I can’t believe it. I must have a gallon of cum in my balls. Believe me, you are going to get more than a cupful tonight.” 
 
    I laughed and kept talking to him. Both hands on the clock had barely passed twelve when Izzy gave me the high sign. I nodded and stood up and kissed him and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    He watched me for a second, then turned his head back to the floorshow. A red-headed girl was twirling her nipple tassels and his eyes were going round and round. 
 
    I walked down the short hallway, I knew Hank could see me, if he could take his attention off the girl on the stage, and I waited. 
 
    Monster came into the hallway and stood opposite me. “You ready?” 
 
    “You’re not going to hurt him, are you?” 
 
    “Not a chance. I’m a pro at this stuff. I used pro wrestle. I know how to slide a punch and sucker a guy in just right.” 
 
    I nodded, still a bit of worry in my heart. And I thought it was funny, I was about to sexually abuse my husband, and I was worried about him getting roughed up. 
 
    “Okay…oh, he’s looking at us.” 
 
    Monster picked me up and carried me towards the storeroom. 
 
    I flashed Hank a panicked look, and I saw him leap out of his chair and run after us. 
 
    Monster did know his stuff. He was gentle as a lamb, and he ducked down so I wouldn’t hit my head when he carried me through the doorway. 
 
    Two other bouncers were waiting for him. Both of them were big. “He’s coming, guys.” Monster carried me across the room. He lifted me and twirled me around, took my breath away, then he was holding me, bending me back, yet not hurting me, and looking like he was forcing himself upon me. 
 
    Hank crashed through the doorway. 
 
    Monster put me down and turned to Hank with a snarl. Hank hit him, and I could swear that he really clobbered him, but Monster turned and actually winked at me, then the other two bouncers had Hank. 
 
    I screamed, and tried to hit Monster, but he just picked me up again, I was starting to like all his muscles, and snapped over his shoulder. “Put him on ice, guys. Then you can take your turns with this little bitch.” 
 
    He hustled me into another room, closed the door and put me down. I could hear Hank yelling, then the yelling was muffled, then there wasn’t any yelling. 
 
    “You okay, honey?” 
 
    “I’m fine. But you are strong.” 
 
    He smiled. “Mama’s milk. Come on, let’s get ready for the big show.” 
 
    Monster took my hand and led me through a string of back rooms. We came out in a hallway, up a short flight of stairs, then we stopped in front of a thick curtain.  
 
    “You’ll be able to open the curtain six inches, aim the camera through, he won’t see you at all.” 
 
    “You’re sure?” 
 
    “Done this before.” He disappeared into the gloom. 
 
    I stood for a moment, then cracked the curtain an inch. I looked around and could see my video camera on a stool. Perfect. I moved the stool and and set up the camera. 
 
    On the other side of the curtain I could hear raucous music. Through the little one inch slit I could see men leaning onto the stage, dollars clutched in their horny, little hands. 
 
    Just a couple of feet from me I knew one of the girls was climbing up and down the pole, sticking out her long, sexy legs, flirting and teasing the men with her sexual moves. I had never done this sort of thing in my life, but it sounded like fun. I grunted to myself. I was getting used to teasing men and laughing. Then I grinned. Maybe that was a good thing. 
 
    Time passed and I glanced at the timer on my camera. Seemed like it was taking forever, but slowly the time clicked down. Then men started leaving, last drinks were downed, and the floor show ended. 
 
    I heard girls in the hallway behind me, chatting as they prepared to leave for the night. Fifteen minutes after two it was silent, and I knew my personal show was about to begin. 
 
    I heard noises, I focused my camera on the little parquet dance floor where Charlene had told me they would be working on Hank. 
 
    Suddenly I caught a flash of light. It came from the bathroom hallway, and I knew they had opened the store room door. 
 
    I held my breath, and Monster and the two other bouncers rolled Hank into the room. He was face up on a gurney sort of bench. His ankles were fastened to the sides, as were his wrists. The gurney had a hump on it, and Hank’s cock was sticking straight up.  
 
    I covered a giggle. They already had him naked and afraid! 
 
    Charlene and Ronnie and Jessica and Monster took places around Hand. The other two bouncers disappeared. 
 
    Hank stared at them, but said nothing, then I realized he had a gag in his mouth. 
 
    “What do you mean trying to hurt my boys?” Charlene said. She was wearing her stripper outfit, and her boobs were monstrous. I had never seen so much flesh in my life. 
 
    “Mmmglmmm!” Hank tried to yell. 
 
    She turned to Monster. “So he broke into the back room and assaulted you?” 
 
    “Yeah, man. I was doing his wife. She’s a juicy, little piece.” 
 
    “Where’s she?” 
 
    “Sitting in the back room.” 
 
    “You didn’t tie her up?” 
 
    “Nah. She doesn’t want to leave.” 
 
    “MMmmmghejmm!” 
 
    “Shut up,” Charlene said, and she grabbed Hank’s dick. 
 
    “AhhhmmA!” he yelled. 
 
    She stroked him lightly, flicked the head of his cock, and said to Monster. “You gonna fuck her again?” 
 
    “That sweet snatch? You bet!” He turned to Ronnie. “You want some fine pussy, man? She really knows how to fuck.” 
 
    Ronnie nodded. “Yeah, sure. She doesn’t bite, does she?” 
 
    The two men laughed and sauntered out of the room. 
 
    I checked the camera. It was perfect. The dance floor had a spotlight on it and the surrounding area was dark. 
 
    Charlene turned her face towards me, was obviously looking at me, and gave a thumb’s up and a grin. Then she turned back to business. 
 
    She grabbed his cock again. “How about it, sport, you want a little pussy? Your wife’s getting some…you want some?” 
 
    “Mhhhmmmfg!” 
 
    “I hate it when they can’t enunciate properly.” 
 
    Jessica moved forward, laughed, and began stroking Hank’s thighs. I knew the feeling of her hands on his sensitive skin must be driving him crazy. 
 
    “Say, you know this is a pretty good-sized cock.” 
 
    “It is. His balls are a bit big, but the cock, I wouldn’t mind having that in me.” 
 
    “What do you say, sport, would you like to experience the finest pussy this side of the SPCA? 
 
    Hank tried to struggle, but was well bound. 
 
    “I think he wants to say something.” 
 
    “So what? Men should be fucked and not heard.” 
 
    “Yeah, but what if he’s a funny boy and makes us laugh?” 
 
    “Well, there is that. But I’m telling you…if he starts screaming or something I’m just going to plug him up. I mean really plug  him. You know what I mean?” 
 
    Jessica giggled. “Sure. You’ll put the peeny gag back in and plug up the other end, just in case.” 
 
    “You got it. You still want to take the peeny gag out?” 
 
    Hank wasn’t trying to talk now, but listening. His eyes were wide and shifting back and forth. His head was able to move sideways a little. 
 
    “Sure.”  
 
    Jessica lifted up a stretchy strap around the back of Hank’s head and extracted a thick, two inch penis from Hank’s mouth. 
 
    Oh, my God! I thought. I knew he had been gagged, but…with a penis? I could imagine the humiliation going on in his mind and I almost laughed out loud. 
 
    “Please,” he croaked. “Let me go.” 
 
    “Sounds like a frog. Go get him a drink.” 
 
    “Whacha like, sport?” 
 
    “Please let me go. This is…against the law.” 
 
    “If you don’t tell me what you want I’ll piss in your mouth. I might piss in your mouth anyway.” 
 
    Hank looked back and forth, he whispered, “Bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    “One Coke High coming up.” Jessica sauntered off towards the bar. 
 
    “Where’s my wife?” 
 
    Charlene leaned on him, stroked his cock again. “She’s off getting her pussy made larger. Do you know how big Monster is?” she shook her head as if disbelieving. 
 
    “You’ve got to let us go. We didn’t do anything.” 
 
    “Well, isn’t that interesting. He says your wife is a cock teaser, and you…you actually tried to beat him up. And for what? Just for him doing what your wife wanted.” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    Jessica arrived with the Coke High. “How’s he going to drink this?” 
 
    “Hold his nose and pour.” 
 
    Jessica giggled. She pinched Hank’s nose and waited. Hank opened his mouth to breath, and got a big glug of liquor down his throat. He made choking sounds, and the girls laughed. “He ain’t much of a drinker.” 
 
    “No. He doesn’t know how to drink.” 
 
    Hank was gasping and trying to clear his throat to speak again. 
 
    “Say, you want to try out his peeny?” 
 
    Jessica walked around him. He raised his head and tried to follow her with his eyes. “That’s not a bad idea. I mean, his wife is getting a little pleasu—“ 
 
    “A LOT of pleasure…” 
 
    “—so why shouldn’t he?” 
 
    “No…No! I don’t want—” 
 
    Charlene pinched his nose and poured a bit of his drink into his mouth. He shut right up and tried to keep up with the flow of alcohol. 
 
    “Now, listen, sport. You don’t get a vote in this here election.” She looked back up at Jessica. “You want to go first?” 
 
    “Let me taste him, first.” 
 
    She leaned over Hank and took his cock in her mouth. She stroked his shaft with one hand and lightly slapped his balls with the other. 
 
    Hank groaned. I had been teasing him for a week, he was primed, I wondered what this was like for him. 
 
    Jessica backed off. “Damn, he’s close. His cock is pulsing and his hips are trying to fuck me.” 
 
    “Your mouth.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what I meant.” 
 
    “So you don’t want to fuck him?” 
 
    “Not if he’s going to cum in me. There’s no telling where that dick has been.” 
 
    “Please,” he was crying. “I don’t want to have sex.” 
 
    “We could always deaden it. That might help.” 
 
    “Deaden it?” Hank blurted, not liking the words. 
 
    “We could. He might still cum.” She leaned over him, looked into his face. “Hey, how come you’re so ready to shoot? Doesn’t your wife give you any?” 
 
    Jessica snickered. “That’s why he came here, to watch us, and he’s probably been playing pocket pool the whole time. He’s ready to squirt his brains out.” 
 
    Charlene laughed. “Okay, why don’t you check on his bitch, and I’ll go get something to make it hard for him to cum.” 
 
    “What? No! Please, let me go!” 
 
    The two girls headed in different directions. Jessica went towards the back room, where I was supposed to be. Charlene walked straight towards me. She mounted the stage and slipped through the curtain right next to me. 
 
    “How we doing?” she handed me a drink. It tasted like a light tequila.” 
 
    “I can’t believe it. He’s totally freaked!” 
 
    “And he’s gonna be more than totally freaked when we’re done with him. You filming okay?” 
 
    “I’ve got everything.” 
 
    I took another sip of the tequila. My throat had been dry with the excitement of the scene, and it went down smooth and kicked hard. “Wow. Thanks.” 
 
    “My pleasure. Well, time to get back to work.” 
 
    She squeezed my arm and then slipped back through the curtain. Between the couple of inches of parted curtain I saw her walk back towards Hank. 
 
    “How’s Miss Sweet Tits doing?” 
 
    “Oh, she’s liking it. She’s sucking Ronnie while Monster fucks her. Did you know she likes anal?” 
 
    “Really? I wouldn’t have thought a little priss like her would.” 
 
    “She says she’s never done it before, but she certainly likes it now. You should take a look. She’s like a little choo choo train going back and forth between the guys.” 
 
    Charlene chuckled. “Yeah. I’ll have to see that. But first we got to handle Mr. Too Eager to Shoot. 
 
    “Hey, Mr. Eager, you ready for this?” 
 
    “Please, I don’t know…you’ve got to let me go! I won’t tell anybody.” 
 
    “Charlene had a bag on the floor next to the bench thing, and she took out a little pump bottle. She squirted a fine mist all over Hank’s cock.” 
 
    “What are you doing!? What’s that!?” 
 
    “It’s going to numb you up so you don’t cum too fast.” 
 
    Charlene took out a rubber, ripped the foil, and started rolling it down Hank’s stiff cock. 
 
    “And this is so none of that cock numbing spray gets on us.” 
 
    “Nothing’s worse than fucking some bozo and not feeling it,” agreed Jessica. She had her hand under his butt and was feeling his ass.  
 
    “Hey!” He blurted. 
 
    She giggled. “Feels like he’s an ass virgin.” 
 
    “Really?” Charlene was rolling a second rubber on him. “We’re going to have to fix that. 
 
    “Don’t touch me!” 
 
    “Jessica picked up a jar of lube. She took the top off, stuck her thumb in it, and held her thumb for him to see. “You see this? It’s going where the sun don’t shine!” 
 
    Charlene unrolled a third rubber on his dick. 
 
    Jessica put her fist under his ass and pushed her thumb up. She began poking his asshole with her thumb, getting it a little bit in and swirling it around. 
 
    Hank gasped, and for a second I thought it hurt, but it didn’t. 
 
    “I think he likes it.” 
 
    “Is that true, sport? Do you like a little anal?” 
 
    “Probably has his wife do him with a strap on every night.” 
 
    “That’s probably why he’s so horny and ready to squirt.  He’s been taking it and not giving it.” 
 
    “Hey…hey…” but his voice was weak. 
 
    Charlene pulled up a chair and stepped up on it. She threw a leg over Hank and slid down his dick. 
 
    Hank’s eyes bulged. He was getting it from both sides. It looked like it felt good, what he could feel of it with his cock; I was sure he could feel everything with his A-hole. 
 
    “Come on, bozo,” Charlene encouraged. I know you don’t like to squirt, but you can at least me give me a ride.” 
 
    Hank tried to wiggle, but it was more of a weak attempt to evade the anal invader. 
 
    “That’s better, but you got to work harder. Jessie, make him move.” 
 
    Jessica took her hand away from his ass. She picked up a butt plug and held it in front of his wide-eyed face. “Here you go, sport.” 
 
    She lubed it up good, and I realized she had been thumbing his butt to make sure he was well greased. Now she slid the butt plug into his hienie. 
 
    Hank gave a gurgling kind of shriek, then the plug slipped past the ring and hit bottom. 
 
    “Agh….agh…” 
 
    Jessica started moving the plug around, jabbing it and stirring it, and Hank started lurching. His hips went up and down and Jessica held on. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, this is good. Do him some more!” 
 
    For a long minute the two girls manipulated him, then, without warning, Charlene bucked and froze. “Stop!” She gasped, and I could tell she was cumming. Her hips were spasming, and she kept jerking her body. 
 
    Jessica left the butt plug in Hank and leaned over his face. Her lips were close to his, and she said, “Now you’re acting like a man.” She kissed him, gently, tenderly, and Hank had no choice but to kiss back. 
 
    “Fuck a duck!” wheezed Charlene, climbing off him. “Now that is what I’m talking about.” 
 
    Jessica kept mouth fucking Hank’s mouth. From where I sat with the camera whirring it looked like she was a grade AAA kisser, and she was giving Hank the works, pulling on his nipples as she did so. 
 
    “You want to try him?” 
 
    “Sure.” Jessica bobbed up for air. “He’s a pretty good kisser. Get him horny while I get up on top.” 
 
    They traded places, and Charlene went to work on his mouth. It looked like Hank was liking it now. I felt an actual stab of jealousy, then smothered a laugh. 
 
    Heck, I had arranged this, and even though Hank was getting fucked by other women, he wasn’t feeling anything, and he certainly wasn’t cumming. 
 
    I sipped my drink, and found that it was gone. I had been so engrossed in what I had been watching I had drunk the whole thing without knowing it. I put the empty glass on the floor and continued watching. 
 
    Jessica slid down his penis and began grinding. I couldn’t believe how hard his dick looked in the rubbers, and I realized the condoms were extra tight, and blood was getting into his cock faster than it could leave. 
 
    Charlene moved up his body and began sucking his nipples. He arched his back, and he arched his hips, and protests had transformed into a guttural begging for more. 
 
    Charlene threw off her fringy top and began pulling her tits, then she lifted herself slightly and turned around, swiveled on his penis so she was no longer in reverse cowgirl, but able to look down on him. 
 
    “Lift his head…I’m…I’m…” 
 
    Charlene lifted Hank’s head so he could see, and his mouth opened as she grabbed her tits and pulled, hard, and began to cum. “Fuc—-fu—-shi—Oh…my…God!” 
 
    She shuddered, her whole body quaking in pleasure. Then she was done. She almost fell off him, but Charlene put an arm up and steadied her. A minute later she climbed off him. 
 
    I couldn’t take my eyes off his prick. It was gigantic! Red through the layers of rubbers, and his balls looked like they were purple. 
 
    “Wow. He’s good.” 
 
    “Yeah, and the guys say his wife is good. Say, why do you think he doesn’t want to cum?” 
 
    “I want to,” Hank croaked. 
 
    The girls just laughed. Charlene grabbed his penis and began stroking it. Even though he couldn’t feel it, he could see her hand moving up and down. It had to be driving him insane. 
 
    “Maybe he’s one of those guys who don’t want to fuck so much as they want to be fucked.” 
 
    “Hey?” His voice was weak, I could barely hear him. 
 
    “Shut up, sport.” To Jessica, “Let’s turn him over.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    They loosened one of his hands, and pulled it under his body and fastened to the other side of the bench. He was twisted and confused, but then they loosened the other hand and pulled it over his body. He had a little slack, but it was obviously they could tighten the slack as soon as they got him over. 
 
    “What are you doing?” his voice was so subdued. 
 
    “They did the same thing to his feet, one foot under, fastened, then the other foot over, both of them holding the straps, and bing, he was now facing down, and in the most delicious manner. 
 
    He was bent up over the little hump on the bench, his face was tilted slightly up, and his butt was pooched up in the air. And he was tight. Couldn’t move. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Charlene glanced at me and winked again. She walked around the front of the table and pulled up a chair. She put her feet on top of Hank’s back, Jessica pushed the bench forward, and his face was smunched into her pussy. 
 
    “Do a good job, sport.” 
 
    Hank, I think, tried to do a good job. I could see his head moving up and down, but Charlene grunted. “Oh, this is sad.” 
 
    “Untie me…I can’t…untie me.” 
 
    Holy crap! He had gone from being a prisoner to asking to be a willing participant! These girls really knew their stuff. 
 
    “Ha! Never trust a man with a dick,” Charlene quipped. 
 
    “But…I…please…” I could see tears rolling down his cheeks. He was horny, had fucked two women, had his ass played with, and it wasn’t over. 
 
    Charlene sat up. Jessica handed her a drink, which she held to Hank. Now he could drink without being poured into, and he sucked on the straw noisily. 
 
    “Drink up, sport. It’s time to find out what kind of man you are.” 
 
    “What are you…?” 
 
    Charlene stood up and pushed the chair back. Jessica handed her a strap on and she began putting it on. 
 
    Hank’s eyes grew larger than pie plates. “You can’t…” 
 
    “I don’t know why you don’t satisfy your wife, you’ve certainly got the equipment, but we’re going to find out what kind of guy you are.” 
 
    “What…you’re not…no!” 
 
    He started to raise his voice, but Jessica was waiting at his butt. 
 
    SMACK! She hit his ass with her open hand and snapped, “Enough of that, you whiner! 
 
    He was quiet now, but trembling. 
 
    Charlene asked, “Do you want to kiss it before you take it?” 
 
    He clamped his lips shut and didn’t say a word. 
 
    Charlene sashayed around to his rear. She patted his ass. Jessica’s hand print was bright red on one cheek. 
 
    Charlene took out the butt plug, and he grunted. “Leaves sort of a space in there, doesn’t it.” 
 
    Hank said nothing. Jessica laughed and said, “He just doesn’t want to admit how good it feels. 
 
    Charlene scooped up a large glob of lube and patted it into his asshole. He wiggled, but whether in protest or pleasure I didn’t know. 
 
    “Here’s the way it’s going to go. I’m going to finger bang you until you ask for another finger, and another, and, finally, we’ll get to the dildo. I hate to say it, sport, but you’re going to have to beg for your anal pleasure. But don’t worry, we have all night.” 
 
    She inserted a finger and began moving it around. She massaged his ass with the other hand. She spent a long time just poking and swirling, and Hank began to move his ass a bit. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. You like it, we know it, the only one you’re hiding from is yourself.” 
 
    Hank moaned. 
 
    “I’m going to assume you want two fingers with that remark.” 
 
    She put in two fingers, and I expected Hank to say something, but he didn’t. He just pushed his butt back more and more. He was actually fucking her fingers with his ass! 
 
    She reamed him, gently waking up all the ass nerves. 
 
    Jessica came and sat down next to his ass. She watched, and she reached under him and began stroking his cock and playing with his testicles. 
 
    “Nice, eh?” 
 
    He grunted something indecipherable. 
 
    She kept massaging his hole. “Ask for it, baby. It’s nothing but pleasure, so ask for it. There’s no shame in asking to feel good.” 
 
    He nodded his head. 
 
    “Got to ask. With your voice. You got to come out and let us know.” 
 
    He whimpered, barely audible, “Yes.” 
 
    Charlene inserted three fingers. She began to move more forcefully. Within a minute I could tell that her knuckles were nudging into his anal rim. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. You just lay there and have a good time. Whenever you want to…I can go to the dildo.” 
 
    Hank was breathing hard. His ass was moving. He was totally excited. 
 
    “Are you ready, honey? Are you ready for the big boy? You want to feel that big, veined cock sliding up your chute? Waking everything up? Making you know what a woman feels like when you fuck her? Making you know why your wife would like a little satisfaction? Don’t you just want to feel that big head pop through the ring and slide on in? Come on, honey, you know you want it.” 
 
    She kept talking, there was no noise but her voice, and it was lulling and reassuring and enticing all at the same time. 
 
    And, finally, he said, in a small but clear voice. “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what? You have to be explicit.” 
 
    He said, quite clearly so the camera could pick it up, “Please fuck my ass.” 
 
    Charlene moved back, lifted her plastic peter to his hole, and pushed in. She took her time, and his mouth opened in wonder and he stopped breathing. 
 
    Inch by inch. In, in, in. Then she was balls deep inside him. 
 
    He was gulping and jerking and twitching. 
 
    “There you go, sweetheart. Now you know.” She began riding him, pushing until the plastic balls nudged into him, pulling out gently, as if afraid of turning him inside out. 
 
    But, emotionally, he was inside out. I could feel the raw wonder exuding from him as he discovered a whole new way of making love. 
 
    For a long five minutes she explored his anal, opened him up, introduced him to a new reality, then she stopped. She leaned over him, her breasts against his bare flesh, and she whispered. “Honey, do you want to feel the real thing? I can get Monster out here. He can let you feel the real thing. It is so much better, so different. Believe me, you want it.” 
 
    A long moment of silence, then Hank whimpered, “I don’t know…I don’t…” 
 
    “We can blindfold you. You don’t have to see anything. You can just let yourself go. You can do it.” 
 
    And Hank nodded. 
 
    I couldn’t believe it. I was biting my knuckle. I had never— 
 
    Charlene turned around and beckoned to me. Come here. 
 
    I staggered between the part in the curtain, but left the camera running. I walked across the stage and down the steps. 
 
    Jessica had Hank blindfolded. 
 
    Charlene put a weird type of  dildo in the strap on and fastened it around my waist. 
 
    The dildo was shorter, but hooked, bulbous on the end. 
 
    My eyes were open in wonder and stunned surprise. Charlene finished the last buckle and led me to Hank. She placed me right behind him and put the tip of the dildo up to his ass. She went around and whispered to Hank. 
 
    “Okay, you’re about to get the real thing. It’s going to feel funny because he’s wearing rubbers, like you. It’s going to feel harder, but it’s going to feel good. Here we go.” 
 
    She motioned to me and I moved forward. She had lubed it up again, and he had lots of lube already in his ass, so I slid right in. 
 
    Hank grunted. 
 
    “A real dick presses down on your prostate. It’s going to feel like you need to pee. Don’t worry. Just let yourself pee. We can clean up any mess. Now go on, sport, start fucking.” 
 
    Hank began to moan and push back at me. 
 
    Oh, this was weird. Usually he pushed into my pussy, but now, I was pushing into his. 
 
    He groaned and began to shake and shiver. 
 
    Jessica and Charlene were motioning me to keep going. They were encouraging me to fuck harder and harder. 
 
    I did, and Hank loved it. His fists closed and he sought leverage and he began pushing back and fucking my dildo. 
 
    Suddenly, Jessica raised her hand in a thumbs up. Charlene exulted and they did a silent high five. 
 
    “Are you pissing?” 
 
    “Yes…yes…” His voice was different now, filled with awe and wonder. And he sounded strangely relaxed. 
 
    They let me fuck him for another minute, then they motioned me to get out and go back behind the curtain. 
 
    I did. 
 
    They took the blind fold off. 
 
    They peeled one rubber off. Then another. They were careful with the third one, and I figured out why rather quickly. It was filled with semen! Hank had managed to cum, but without the orgasm! They poured his semen into a small shot glass with a little bit of what looked like ginger ale in it. 
 
    “Okay, Monster, you can go screw the bitch again.” Charlene motioned for me to go backup on the stage. I scurried across the room and hid behind the curtain. 
 
    They took off his blindfold, and began unfastening the straps that held him down. 
 
    Hank was exhausted. He was weak. He managed to sit up, with their help, and he just waited on the edge of the gurney. He was breathing hard, he was licking his lips, trying to make them moist 
 
    And the expression on his face…I have never seen such a happy, satisfied look on a man in my life. 
 
    The girls sat down next to him. Charlene was holding the rubber with his semen in it in her hand. 
 
    “Okay, sport, one last thing to do.” 
 
    “What?” he turned his face towards her.  
 
    “What you expect women to do. You have to eat Monster’s sperm.” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “You want to experience it all, don’t you?” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Then you have to drink his seed. You have to taste it.” 
 
    Jessica added, “It’s not bad, sort of like avocados, maybe a bit salty, maybe a little slimy, but you can handle that, can’t you?” 
 
    “I…don’t…” 
 
    Charlene held the glass to his lips. “Come on. Go all the way.” 
 
    Jessica: “Do it.” 
 
    Charlene: “You can do it.” 
 
    Back and forth they went, gently cajoling, and, finally, he took the glass, tilted it…and drank. 
 
    The girls smiled, hugged him. And Jessica said, “Now you’re one of us.” 
 
    “I…can I go now?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “My wife…where’s my wife?” 
 
    “You just sit here. I’ll get her. It might take a few minutes, I’ll have to clean her up, but just wait here.” 
 
    He nodded, and I could see that he was changed. His whole attitude was different. Before he had been demanding, strident, now…he was accepting that the world was a different place. 
 
    Jessica went and got him another drink. He sat and sipped quietly. If anybody has ever been truly lost in their own thoughts, that was Hank right then. 
 
    Charlene came up to the stage and took my hand and led me back to the store room. On the way she coached me on what to do and say. 
 
    “He’s not broken,” she explained, “but he’s pretty bent. You can bully him, and you should, but be gentle. He’s had about as much as he can stand.” 
 
    We arrived at the storeroom. Monster and the others were gone.  
 
    “Here,” she tugged on my dress and caused a rip. It partially exposed my breasts. “Close your eyes…” I realized she had the shot glass Hank had cum in. There was a little residue in it, and she swiped this up with her fingers and ran it over my eyes. It messed up my mascara and made me cry. 
 
    “Ouch!” 
 
    She grinned. “Poor baby.” 
 
    I grinned. 
 
    “Okay, let’s go.” 
 
    She walked me out to Hank. 
 
      
 
    I ran to Hank and he stood up and hugged me. 
 
    Charlene and Jessica disappeared, and we just stood like that for a long time. Actually, now that Charlene had started my tears, it became easy to keep them going. 
 
    “Where were you?” I sobbed. 
 
    “I…I…” and he was stuck. He was having a good time. Sure, he had protested in the beginning, but then he had finally experienced his ultimate fantasy…to be used and abused and have absolutely no control over what happened. 
 
    So I cried, and eventually we walked out of the bar. We went home, and I managed to cry the whole way.  
 
    Hank was sort of shattered. I say sort of, because he wasn’t really, but…he thought he had a big secret. He had fucked and been fucked. He even thought he had had a man inside him. 
 
    Over the next few months our relationship subtilely altered. He was quieter, and he didn’t play practical jokes, and he was incredibly solicitous. 
 
    If I mentioned I was too tired to do the dishes he jumped right in. If I wanted a back rub, he went to work. Anything I wanted…I got. And in spades. 
 
    And, here’s the funny thing, I had the video, I could have shown it to Hank at any time. I could have shown him that the man  who fucked him wasn’t really a man. I could have shown him that it was me…but I didn’t. 
 
    Simply, I loved my new man. 
 
    Hank, before I bent him, was kind, but a bit overly male. Not bad, but not really showing me the true concern a man should give to a woman. 
 
    After I bent him he lived for me. It was as if he was determined to make up for…for what had happened. 
 
    So, I had the video tape, I could spring it on him at any time and yell, ‘Gotcha!’ 
 
    But the weeks passed, and the months, and it looked like years were going to pass. 
 
    Oh, I’ll show it to him. Eventually. Maybe when he’s old and grey. Maybe when I finally feel like he needs a little ‘unbending.’ 
 
    Until then, I watch the video on my own, when he’s not around. 
 
    And I smile. 
 
      
 
    END
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Please, honey. I’m just asking you to find out.” My wife, Darla, was on her knees and pleading with me. I was sitting on the couch watching two football teams bash hell out of each other. 
 
    “You know I’m not interested in that stuff,” I moved my head to the side and tried to look around her. She moved right with me, kept her head between me and the wonderful violence I so loved. 
 
    “Aw, come on,” I whined. 
 
    “No! Not until you listen.” 
 
    I sighed, put the game on record, and faced her. At least I could skip the commercials. “Okay, what’s the big program this time?” 
 
    She pushed my feet off the ottoman, pulled it around and sat on it so she was facing me. 
 
    “Dylan, I just went to the most marvelous meeting, and this…this group has a whole different take on things.” 
 
    “That’s when you said about that exercise group. The one that wanted so much money.” 
 
    “This one doesn’t want money. Oh, they pass a plate, but you don’t have to put anything in it.” 
 
    I grunted. “Right.” 
 
    “No, seriously.” 
 
    “And then there was that neighborhood watch program that was filled with criminals.” 
 
    “Only a couple of them were peeping toms.” 
 
    “Sexual perverts that we actually hired to walk around and look in our windows. They even convinced that girl, Tania, on the next street over to keep her shades up so they could check on her.” 
 
    I had a twisted grin on my face at that one. Tania had large boobs and small brains. Sorry, not making a sexist statement, just an observation based on facts. 
 
    “But that was different. And this group is different.” 
 
    “And what about the time you signed us up for a course on first aid. The whole class consisted of a horny, old goat doing mouth to mouth, with his hand on your chest.” 
 
    “But we did learn something! Besides, this group is different!” 
 
    I sighed, I picked up the remote and prepared to aim it around her and continue with the game. 
 
    She actually grabbed it out of my hand. “No more football until you actually listen to me.” She stood up and backed away from me. 
 
    I sighed. I knew where this was going. I would chase her around, get her down, then we would have sex, and the game would be forgotten and I would have to listen to her blather about the latest diet craze or something. 
 
    But if I listened, maybe I could short circuit this and get back to the game. 
 
    “Okay. I’m all ears.” 
 
    “Oh, goody!” she squealed and sat back down. She still had the remote in her hands, so I would have to listen for a minute, at least until she put it down or I could grab it back. 
 
    Then she fooled me. Little lines appeared between her eyes and she said, “Do you want a drink? Before we talk?” 
 
    Oh, God! There went the game.  
 
    “Sure.” I never could turn down a good Coke High. Or a bad one, for that matter. 
 
    She jumped up, taking the remote with her, and returned in a minute with a couple of glasses. One had the delicious concoction, bourbon and Coke. The other had that tepid brew, wine and Seven Up. Which really summed up the difference between men and women. 
 
    What surprised me also, however, was that she had taken off her blouse. 
 
    I stared at her rather large bosoms. Bra only. The swell of white flesh so tempting. I could see her erect nipples under the thin material. 
 
    “Oh,” I blurted. 
 
    Fuck. I’m a horn dog. I admit it. Now I knew I wasn’t going to see the game. 
 
    “And you are getting naked because?” 
 
    “Oh, it’s my new religion. They teach lots of nakedness. Doesn’t that sound good?” 
 
    “Uh,” my dick was already throbbing. “Yeah.” 
 
    She handed me my drink and sat down on the ottoman again. I sipped, and she leaned forward. Suddenly I was looking right into the valley on her chest. 
 
    “Well, my new religion is very simple. The fact is that all religion was taken over by men and there is no longer a true religion. 
 
    I blinked. I was staring at her lips now. She had painted them red, my favorite color, and I hadn’t even noticed. The violence of football, you know. 
 
    Her lips were moist, and they were moving in the most sexual manner. I could easily see my dick between them, and her sucking, and me… 
 
    “Are you listening?” 
 
    I looked at her sexy eyes. She had made them up, I realized that she had really fixed herself up for this little chat. What the fuck was going on? 
 
    “I’m trying to,” I said, sort of honestly. “But you make yourself all sexy and then expect me to be able to think. That’s not fair.” 
 
    She giggled, reached forward and held my chin with her red tipped nails. “Then listen, religion used to be female, but men, power hungry bullies, took it over.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” I wanted to fuck her. With my dick. My dick wanted to fuck her. She was my wife and I wanted to get down and chew on her labia and suck her clit and then abuse her pleasure palace with my penis. 
 
    “It’s really simple,” she held my chin and kept my eyes focused on her. “Religion used to have female Gods. But men pushed the idea of female Gods back and focused on getting everybody to worship male Gods. Women don’t want you to submit…” 
 
    “Except when they want you to empty the garbage or mow the lawn.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but that’s different. Anyway, this new religion has only one submission. You must submit to your gentler side. You must submit to the female in you. Then you can attain true spirituality and be one with God!” 
 
    She let go of my chin and sat back and smiled. 
 
    I blinked. 
 
    “So I submit to a female and then I can watch football.” 
 
    She shook her head in exasperation. “Haven’t you been listening? It’s a whole different world then. Life will be different!” 
 
    “But I can still watch football?” 
 
    “You could if you wanted, but you won’t. The world will open up, you will wake up, open your eyes, and there will be many other things you will want to do!” 
 
    “Well, that’s fine, but I need to know if the Bucs are going to win another superbowl!” 
 
    “Oh, Dylan. You are so silly. How can you think of football when your immortal soul has been misled and lied to?” 
 
    “Because my immortal soul is more concerned with who wins the Superbowl.” 
 
    She ignored that sound bit of logic and continued with: “I’m making an appointment for us, and—“ 
 
    “I’m playing golf tomorrow, and we’re going to a barbecue the day after.” 
 
    Dylan! Haven’t you been listening? This is MUCH more important than hitting a stupid, little ball around! Or you going and ogling Tania’s tits!” 
 
    She was standing now, and she stomped her foot, which caused delightful little earthquakes in her breasts. I watched that delicious flesh shimmy and I reached out and took her hand. I pulled her to me, and she fell in my lap. 
 
    She caught her breath, then my mouth was on hers. I felt the soft curve of her lips. One of my hands was on her chest, feeling the soft curves there. The BIG, soft curves. 
 
    She kissed me back, but all the time she was pushing away, trying to extricate herself from my lecherous grasp. 
 
    “Dylan!” She sat back on the ottoman and straightened out her bra straps. I gulped and watched her puppies bounce a little. 
 
    “Dylan, if you don’t pay attention to me you will lose your immortal soul. It will be immersed in masculinity forever, and you will never know the joys of a truly feminine God.” 
 
    I said, “I’m already up with feminine Gods. I’d like to worship  at your altar right now.” 
 
    I reach for her, but she scampered back. 
 
    I stood up. I grinned and stepped towards her. 
 
    “Hold it!” She placed a firm hand on my chest and held me back. 
 
    “Come on, baby.” 
 
    “I said hold it!” She sighed, took another step back. When I took another step towards her she glared at me. 
 
    This was bad. This was not lovey dovey let’s rock and roll and get all sexed up. This was I was in the doghouse and she was holding a rolling pin. 
 
    “Dylan, I can see that you are not listening. Your brain has been taken over by your masculine Gods, and I am going to have to take more drastic measures.” 
 
    “Why don’t you lie down and let me show you those masculine Gods?” 
 
    She super glared at me. All that precious beauty she had prepared for me was a memory. I was now in the gunsights of the harridan. “Until you come to your senses and come to a meeting…I’m cutting you off.” 
 
    “What?” My voice actually squeaked. “But I don’t care about getting your religion! I’ve got my own religion!” 
 
    “Yes, but there is no immortality in a first down!” 
 
    I blathered at that. The woman was now just being sacrilegious. 
 
    “Do you understand me? Dylan Johnson? From this point on, until you come to your senses and at least come to a meeting with me…my legs are closed.” 
 
    “What about a blow job?” I asked, weakly. 
 
    She clamped her lips shut, made a thin, red line out of those juicy, plump kissers. 
 
    “Honey!” 
 
    She turned and walked off. And she took the remote with her! 
 
      
 
    The next few days were terrible. I’m used to getting sex every night. I like sex every night. I love the feeling of her warmth engulfing me…and now I had nothing. 
 
    On Saturday I reached for her, but she rolled over and kept everything clamped up tight. I sighed and went to play golf and, believe me, it’s hard to swing a wood when you’re packing a woodie. 
 
    I came home to find her dressed up super sexy. She was prancing around the house in a baby doll, all soft and frilly. She was wearing a half bra under the outfit and her nips were thrust out and pointing right at me. High heels made her calves, and legs, so enticing…I just wanted nothing more than to jump her bones! 
 
    She just walked past me, nose tilted up and not even looking at me. 
 
    Bedtime, and she came to bed wearing a baby doll, but without the bra. 
 
    Man, I stared at those boobers so hard I thought my eyeballs were going to fall out and bounce on the floor. 
 
    She ignored me, did the cold cream and curlers thing and came to bed. 
 
    Hell, I didn’t care about the face cream and the hair antennas, I was TURNED ON! I reached for her, “Honey?” and she rolled away, turned her back to me. 
 
    “Baby?” I pulled on her shoulder and turned her over. In the darkness I couldn’t see the gleam of her angry eyes. I put my arm on her and tried to pull her closer. 
 
    She actually punched me, and then, when I foolishly persisted, she kneed me, right in the jungle grotto! 
 
    The next day she got up and put on her flimsiest underwear and sexiest dress…and made herself up…and all I could do was stand and stare. I’m used to sex every day, and my system was already overflowing. At least, my dick was overflowing. It drooled in my pants until I had a wet spot. 
 
    Darla saw the wet spot in my crotch, ‘humphed,’ and ignored me. 
 
    That afternoon we went to the barbecue, and it was like taking a fish made of ice on a date. She wouldn’t talk to me. She wouldn’t even look at me. And this after putting on her super bikini, then barely covering it with a see through shift. 
 
    We arrived at the barbecue and she greeted everybody as if nothing was wrong. I headed for the beer, trying to get over the cloud funking my mind up. 
 
    “Hey, your wife is looking good,” observed Ted. 
 
    Normally, those would be fighting words, some fool drooling over your wife, but now, I was so damned whipped that I said nothing. 
 
    A couple of the other guys let their eyes wander. 
 
    Oddly, I thought the other women would resent her. Women get that way sometime, a little bitchy competitiveness, and they have their little cat fights and sly innuendoes. 
 
    But the women at the barbecue merely smiled at her, and, maybe it was my imagination, sneered at me? 
 
    What? Was everybody in on this…this new religion thing? 
 
    I turned to Ted, “Has Tania mentioned anything about a new womens’ group?” 
 
    “The female God thing?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “We’re supposed to go to a meeting this next weekend.” 
 
    “You are?” 
 
    “Sure. It sounds a little wacky, men corrupting religion, you have to submit to your inner female…” he shrugged, “but I figure what the heck. Go and listen, ask a question or two, then hem and haw and say you’ll think about it…storm averted. Doesn’t look like you averted your storm.” 
 
    “You noticed.” 
 
    We looked over to where Darla and a couple of women were talking to a couple of guys. Bill and Ron, horn dog assholes if ever there was one. Or two. 
 
    Darla glanced at me, sneered, then put her hand on Bill’s forearm. 
 
    Curiously sexual. 
 
    Bill noticed and patted her hand and turned more to her. Shit! He was almost chest to chest with her, and she leaned up and he leaned down and she whispered something in his ear. He laughed, tilting his head up slightly, and she took his arm, linked her arm with his, and glared at me. 
 
    Now, I’m secure in my relationship, but she wasn’t fighting fair! So in addition to the bulge in my swim trunks, I now was seeing red. 
 
    And that at the beginning of the party. I still had a couple of hours of this crap to put up with. 
 
      
 
    That evening we were driving home. Traffic was light, the moon roof was open, Sarah was warbling something about surfacing or something, and it actually was a beautiful night. This from a guy who never notices the weather. 
 
    Darla was sitting on her side of the car, and it was like there was an invisible wall between us. One side for the religiously enlightened, the other side for us Philistines. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Tell me about this feminine religion thing.” 
 
    Man, it was like the party light just went on. Suddenly she was pivoted towards me, leaning halfway over the console, her breasts reaching across the console, and I found myself gulping. 
 
    “It’s simple. Religion was designed as a way to submit to God, and men turned it into fire and brimstone and you’re going to Hell if you don’t do what I say.” 
 
    “Stupid men,” I commented dryly. 
 
    “But the real religion isn’t about pouring red hot coals down your throat. It’s about love, and treating women right.” 
 
    “But don’t I treat you right?” 
 
    This seemed to confuse her and she started blinking. Then she figured the counter argument out. “Well, but it’s more than that. Men had taken over religion, and then they make themselves into little Gods, owning all the businesses, being in charge of government and everything.” 
 
    “So I should sign everything over to…who’s the God of this new religion?” 
 
    She giggled. “I told you, silly, they just pass the offering plate. The real point is to get you to understand how to be gentle and compassionate.” 
 
    “I’m compassionate.” 
 
    She snorted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have you ever heard yourself when you’re watching football!” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    And she proceeded to tell me, by mimicking me in the most cruel, but accurate, manner. “Motherfucker dropped the ball! Grow an extra set of hands asshole! Run, you fuck! The fucking coach better take a shit because he has his head up his ass!” 
 
    She went on and on, and, I have to admit, maybe she had a point on that one. She finished up her diatribe with one of my favorite phrases, “My granny’s dead dog can run better than that!” 
 
    “Uh…okay. So I get a little carried away.” 
 
    “A little?” She was laughing at me, but I noticed that her hand was reaching over the console and had come to rest upon my throbbing package. 
 
    “Okay, so if I agree to go see this new religion…do you think we could, uh…you know?” 
 
    She jerked her hand back. “Oh, no you don’t. I know you. You fuck me and then forget about it.” 
 
    “Honey! I promise that…” 
 
    But, damned if she didn’t have me pegged right. 
 
    “So, Mr. Dylan Johnson, if you attend one of my meetings, then I will haul your ashes.” 
 
    “But…don’t you think…uh…maybe a little advance for good intentions…” 
 
    “Ooh, yes! I can do that.” 
 
    I grinned. God, was I getting horny. 
 
      
 
    We arrived at home and in short order we were making our way to the bedroom and getting undressed. 
 
    I took off my clothes and stood there, a sappy smile on my face, and waited for Darla. 
 
    She took off her bikini and put on her baby doll. Okay, so far, so good, I could lift the edge of that and…and then she put on her panties. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She looked at me, read my easily readable mind, and chuckled. Then she attacked me. 
 
    She threw me back on the bed and kissed my mouth like she was trying to wear my lips off. She sucked my nipples like she was trying to shrink them like ice cubes. Then she lowered her head to my dong. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” I groaned as I arched my hips up. I was fine with a blow job. Just as long as I could finely get off. 
 
    She surrounded my penis with her lips. I could feel the softness of them as she gulped, then pulled back. Oh, God, the excruciating pleasure of her lips sliding along my shaft! 
 
    She held my balls, kissed them, went back to sucking my dong. 
 
    “Fu…fu…” I bleated, trying to get over the hump, trying to reach the point of no return. 
 
    She slowed down. 
 
    “Hey! Speed up! I’m almost…almost…” 
 
    But she didn’t speed up. In fact, the closer I got the slower she went, until, finally, she took her mouth off me. 
 
    “Hey!” I propped myself on my elbows and stared at her. 
 
    She hopped off the bed and went to brush her teeth. 
 
    I followed her. “I thought we were going to…get an advance!” 
 
    Through a mouthful of foaming toothpaste she said, “You did! That was your advance.” 
 
    “But…what about finishing?” 
 
    “Then it wouldn’t be an advance, would it? That would be the whole thing. And you don’t get that until after you have met the High Priestess.” 
 
    I was frustrated. My middle name was frustration. And so was my first and last names. “But…honey…” then it hit me. “High priestess?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. We don’t have a minister, or some ‘father,’ or ‘padre.’ It’s a real religion, so it has women in charge.” 
 
    Women in charge. Oddly, it flashed through my head: A man’s worst nightmare. But maybe I was just being sexist. 
 
    But right then I wasn’t as concerned with women except for the one in front of me who had just sucked my dong until it was ready to pop and then left it all alone and…and hurting. 
 
    And hurting it would stay. 
 
      
 
    The rest of the week passed slowly. Incredibly, excruciatingly slowly. 
 
    I was throbbing and pulsing and dripping, I wanted my marriage consummated. I NEEDED my marriage consummated. But consummation was not about to happen. 
 
    Instead, I received ‘advances,’ every day. Multiple times a day. It was as if, once she had realized this game could be fun, she had decided to play it with both feet and verve and vivre. 
 
    I awoke in the morning to her soft hands stroking me, her lips kissing me, her breasts pressed into my dumbstruck mouth. 
 
    I came home from work to her roaming hands patting my balls, her mouth sucking the life out of mine. 
 
    By Wednesday she was wearing nothing around the house but a negligee and high heels and bright, red lipstick. 
 
    On Thursday I came home from work and opened the door to…her. Naked. Legs spread. Right on the carpet. “Eat me!” 
 
    I couldn’t help myself. I was besotted. I was out of control. My dripping pecker made me dive down and attack her hole with my mouth. I sucked, I slurped, and made her cum. And when I tried to divest myself of pants and crawl up and bone her…she clamped those legs together so hard it made me cry. 
 
    She giggled and thought it was funny. And when she sauntered into the back room to shower I actually turned onto my belly and pounded a fist on the floor. 
 
    But Friday night was the real corker. 
 
    I arrived home and she was clad in her usual sexy outfit, and she was holding a glass of bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked, taking and sipping and trying to ignore my fat cock. 
 
    “We need to talk about tomorrow.” 
 
    “What’s to talk about? I’m going to embrace my inner female.” Yeah. Right. I just wanted to get my rocks off. 
 
    She took my hand and dragged me into the living room, where I froze. 
 
    Two people were sitting on the couch. One was a tall, built man with a smirky sort of grin. He was wearing a suit, and he just sat back on the couch. It was plain to see that he was just here to watch. 
 
    The other person was a woman, and…what a mouthful of babe! 
 
    And she was wearing a teensy baby doll, like Darla. And high heels. And red lipstick. And I could see her breasts, gigantic breasts, swelling under the thin material. 
 
    I couldn’t help it, I actually licked my lips. 
 
    The guy on the couch chuckled. I ignored him. 
 
    “Hello, Dylan. I may call you Dylan?” the woman was on her feet and I remembered to close my mouth. She offered me a hand to shake which I took, but which she didn’t then shake. She merely stood, close to me,holding my hand, her breasts thrust towards me like the mouths of cannons. In a low whisper she said, “I am so glad to meet you. Darla had ben telling us about you, and I am sure we will be good friends.” 
 
    “Uh…oh…” My hand was trapped, I couldn’t get it back. Darla came up next to me and ignored the fact that my cock was pressing out against my pants and my tongue was drooling. 
 
    “This is Christa and Roger. They like to speak to people interested in the Church.” 
 
    I blinked. When I thought of church, in spite of my wife’s antics, I always thought of stiff, black dresses, or suits in Roger’s case. Of low heeled witch’s shoes with square buckles and square toes. Of breasts bound up so tight a chest looked flat, and hats with veils. Of corsets so tight the body looked like a stick, and a person so squinchy in the ass that every turd was a tightly squeezed out pellet. 
 
    This woman was not that. 
 
    Then, not sure what was happening, making sure nobody was going to sneak up and hit me on the back of the head with a bible, I glanced at the man. 
 
    He had a half grin on his face, and his eyes were slightly raised. He was just there to watch the women tease and tantalize me. 
 
    “Well, pleased to meet you.” 
 
    Christa didn’t let go of my hand. In fact, she turned, moved me around, and sat, and forced me to sit, on the couch. We were breast to bicep now, and I could feel her moist, warm breath wash my cheek. 
 
    “We always like to meet people with an interest in our religion. We are a small religion, and we are careful There are so many nuts these days.” 
 
    “Yeah, nuts,” I agreed, thinking of a different kind of nut. The kind that was between my legs and boiling with pent up cum. 
 
    “So are there any questions we can answer?” 
 
    “Well, uh, no…” 
 
    “The basis of our religion, as I am sure your wife has told you, is that religion, spirituality, is more feminine than you might have been led to believe.” 
 
    I glanced at Darla. She was sitting in a club chair across from us, watching with bated breath. Her eyes were gleaming. She didn’t mind that a half naked woman was almost perched in my lap. This religion thing was really doing something to her. 
 
    “Yeah, she did mention that.” 
 
    “Is there anything about that that seems confusing? Or maybe against what you might have been. taught to believe?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Please, speak freely.” 
 
    “Well, I did sort of wonder…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    God made man first, and then woman. That, uh…” 
 
    She had a throaty chuckle. “Yes, we come across that a lot. Please understand that the bible may be the word of God, but it has been written, I should say rewritten, and many times over, by men. Thus, men have proposed that God is in their image. 
 
    “And you’re saying, that..what? God is a woman?” 
 
    “Oh, no. I am a limited mortal, I can’t envision what God is.” 
 
    Now I was confused, “But…” 
 
    She placed her delicate hand on my mouth. Shut me right up. It was curiously sexual and powerful all at the same time. 
 
    “I don’t question or wonder at the sex of God, I just know that he, she, or it, said to be fruitful and multiply. So that brings us to now.” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    “Yes. Do you believe we should multiply?” 
 
    “Well, I, uh…” 
 
    “Why else would God give us sex organs? Isn’t he just telling us to have sex?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.” I couldn’t argue with that logic. 
 
    “And would you like to have sex?” her lips were in my face, her eyes occupied my vision. She was holding my arm, but I felt like she was holding my dick. This woman didn’t just ask to have sex…she had it! 
 
    Before i could respond to her…invitation? She segued into something else. “Now, about tomorrow’s meeting…” 
 
    She continued talking, but it was almost like she was backing away. Which, of course, made me want to stay with her, to stop her from leaving. 
 
    The feel of her hand on me was addicting. 
 
    But she was done with the sex talk. She just spoke of the service we were to attend, of the woman who had begun the church, a woman called Silithia, which is a crazy name if you’ve heard one, and a few tidbits about protocols and catechisms. 
 
    She did, however, say one last thing of interest. She had stood up, and I was wondering what her real purpose was here, whether she had come to just check me out, make sure I was proper fodder for her belief system, and maybe why she needed a silent bodyguard type who didn’t look like a bodyguard to accompany her, and she said, “Dylan, you’re going to have a choice. It is a simple choice, as simple as heads or tails, but I suggest you allow your wife to prepare you tonight. Do everything she says. You will be glad when it comes time to choose your path.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She kissed my cheek, pressing those mammoth mammaries against me, then she slipped into a thin coat. Not thick enough to warm her, just thick enough that she wouldn’t get arrested for indecent exposure. 
 
    I held the door and she walked out with a smile of reassurance. 
 
    “Tomorrow comes, Dylan. Will you?” 
 
    “Will I…?” 
 
    “Will you come to your senses? Will you come to the true religion? Will you come and find your true god…or goddess?” 
 
    Then she was walking down the walk, her world class ass sashaying sexily. 
 
    Roger came and stood next to me. “What a babe, eh?” 
 
    I looked at him and he grinned. “Bet you’d like to tap her ass, eh?” 
 
    I turned to stare at him, but he was already sauntering after her, sauntering like…like he was tapping that beautiful, round and sexy ass. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
      
 
    “So what do you think?” 
 
    I didn’t want to say anything. I especially didn’t want Darla to start lecturing me or quizzing me. “Interesting.” 
 
    “Yes. Fascinating. And they are so smart and knowledgeable.” 
 
    I glanced at Darla. She was entirely enraptured. Man, she was sold. And I wasn’t. 
 
    And I wondered if I was going to have to have her deprogrammed or something. 
 
    She turned to me, her eyes bright and her attitude bubbly. “Come on. I’m supposed to play with you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I need to play with you. Get you good and hard for tomorrow.” 
 
    “I can’t…” just the thought of more denial was bringing me to the edge of tears.” 
 
    “Come on, we’ll have fun.” 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and kissed me. When we broke I couldn’t resist. I blurted, “This is the screwiest religion I ever heard of.” 
 
    “Yes,” Darla agreed, tugging on my hand, pulling me back towards the bedroom. “It’s screwy, and it’s all about screwing.” 
 
    Huh, I thought. Huh.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I woke up, and was white and shaking. Darla had kept me up all night. Every time I started to drift off she grabbed my cock and started jerking it again. And if I didn’t wake up enough to respond she REALLY jerked it. 
 
    Man, there’s nothing like having your dick stretched to wake a guy up. 
 
    I sat up and Darla, who looked amazing fresh and rested, slid off the bed, knelt in front of me and began sucking.  
 
    “Oh, God!” I moaned. 
 
    She backed off right away. After a night of edging right up to the point of squirting I was ready. 
 
    My cock was drooling. My balls were throbbing. The whole world seemed to be pulsating and warping. 
 
    Darla giggled and brought out a flimsy gown. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “You need to wear this your first time.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come on, silly.” She pulled it around me and helped stuff my arms into the sleeves. 
 
    “But, why? That’s like a negligee.” 
 
    “Yeah. You can wear this.” 
 
    “I can’t.” But I already had it on. I was looking down at my body through the sheerness of the material. 
 
    “Now come on, Mr. Shy Guy, Let mommy Darla fix you all up.” 
 
    She led me to the kitchen and took down the bourbon. 
 
    “Seriously? Before church?” 
 
    “They said it’s all right, especially the first time, when you need to relax enough to make a decision.” 
 
    Huh! I needed to relax? This was the screwiest religion I had ever heard of. 
 
    She handed me a stiff drink and I tossed it down. I felt super stupid in this negligee, and my cock was big and pointy, tented the material right out. 
 
    But, I did have to admit, the feeling of the folds of light material rubbing against my cock felt pretty good. 
 
    I finished my first drink and she handed me a second. I grinned. All right. 
 
    “Do you want to wear a long coat over your negligee?” 
 
    “Hah! Even you’re calling it a negligee.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up,” she laughed. She went into the hall closet and took out my Burberry top coat. She slipped it on me, then made me yet another drink! 
 
    Ten minutes later we were on our way. 
 
    She was driving because I couldn’t. Not a chance in my inebriated condition.  
 
    But I was singing.  
 
      
 
    “Heysoos loves me this I know… 
 
    for the bible tells me so!” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, do they believe in Heysoos Xristo?” I blurted merrily. 
 
    “I think they believe in choice more than anything.” 
 
    “Super. I feel like choosing. Hey, did you have to choose?” 
 
    “Silly! I chose before I was born!” 
 
    That confused me, but I didn’t have time to think about it because we had arrived. 
 
    The parking lot was full. For a small time religion this place had a lot of cars in its parking lot. 
 
    We stoped and Darla came around and opened the door for me. It was odd, it made me feel a little silly to have a woman opening doors for me. But I was drunk, so I accepted it. 
 
    We walked across the parking lot, and she held to my arm, which was good. I was staggering and walking on a slant. 
 
    The front door was a huge double door, and both doors were open. 
 
    Inside the church I could hear music. We crossed a wide foyer and stopped at a second set of double doors. A woman stepped out to meet us. She was barely dressed, just wisps of cloth and big tits. Oh, and high heels and bright red lipstick. The church of the Red Lipstick. Hah! 
 
    She smiled and said, “They’re not ready for you yet. Why don’t you go to the bar and I’ll call you.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “I need a drink.” 
 
    The woman smiled. I noticed that. “You got a nice pair,” I said. 
 
    “Thank you. Maybe you’ll have a pair, too. Someday.” 
 
    “Baby,” I drawled, “I already got a pair. Want to see ‘em?” 
 
    The woman laughed and Darla pulled me around and headed me for some stairs. I managed to make it up the stairs and into a barely lit lounge. 
 
    “Now this is my kind of church!” I quipped. 
 
    “I thought you’d like it.” 
 
    We sat at a little booth and a woman brought us some drinks. Surprisingly, she brought me bourbon and Coke. 
 
    “A Coke High,” I was slurring my words a bit. “How’d they know?” 
 
    “Oh, they know everything,” Darla said. My head was wobbling a bit, but I scrutinized her. 
 
    “You’re a very mysterious bitch, you know that?” 
 
    “Why, thank you.” 
 
    “Shay…when do you think we can make my little dickie shquirt? You really got me going.” 
 
    “Pretty soon now, if you’re a good boy and make the right choice.” 
 
    “Choice Shmoice. I wanna cum!” 
 
    Time passed. I don’t know how much, they kept giving me drinks, and the funny thing…it was just enough to keep me high and happy, but not enough to make me burp and belch and spew. 
 
    Finally, however, the woman from downstairs came to get us. 
 
    “They’re ready for you.” 
 
    Darla took one side of me, and the woman took the other. They held my arms and kept me putting one foot in front of the other. They walked me down the stairs, across the foyer, and through the second set of double doors. 
 
    “Wow!” I said. The church opened up into a room the size of a football field. Across the front of it was a monstrous display of colored glass. I could see images of the bible. Moses leading the people out of Egypt…except that Moses was a woman. Daniel in the lion den, except that Daniel was a woman. Jesus on the cross, except that Jesus was a woman. 
 
    What the fuck! Everybody was a woman! The few men I did see were usually bully boys. The men held whips and used them on women sitting with their arms held out in a beseeching manner. The men pushed the cross up and stabbed Heysoos in the side. The whole illuminated glasswork was nothing but women being enslaved by men! 
 
    Man, these people might not believe what sex God was, but they sure were a bunch of feminists or something. 
 
    I was walked down a long, sloping aisle, and I noticed the pews were filled almost totally with women. Big, tall, sexy women. Women wearing short negligees, similar to mine, and sometimes nothing at all. Just sitting there, their heads turned to watch me. Their bare boobs large and jutting. 
 
    “Hi, babies!” I shouted. My voice was alone in the huge cathedral. “Ya come to see me get off?” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    “Whash wrong with these bitches?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing, Dylan. Now just hush. Here come some steps.” 
 
    They helped me up the steps. I found myself on a large dais. Ahead of me was a railing. Beyond the railing was an altar, and next to the altar was the woman, Christa, who had come to my house. 
 
    “Hey, Christa! How ya doing?” 
 
    She smiled. “Hello, Dylan. So glad you could make it.” 
 
    “Me, too. But I gotta tell ya, I don’t know about this religion thing. It’s…it’s pretty weird.” 
 
    She grinned, showed here pearly whites real good. “It is, isn’t it?” 
 
    “I’ll say. And look! See those glasses up there? It’s all men beating up women. I din’t know you wash into BDSM.” I pronounced it B, D, SH, M. 
 
    “We’re into a lot of things, Dylan. Are you ready to make a decision?” 
 
    “Why, sure. I guess so. What kind of deshishion I got to make?” 
 
    “Whether you want to be a good or bad. The usual kind of decision people have to make.” 
 
    “Bad like those guys in your colored glasses up there? I don’t think sho.” 
 
    “So you would choose the alternative?” 
 
    “Being good? Shure. I’d rather be good than bad.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear you say that, Dylan. But just to be clear, we are putting on a little play for you. So you can understand what we’re asking.” 
 
    “Okay. I like to wash TV.” 
 
    “Then kneel right here.” 
 
    She indicated the railing, and I moved up to it, looked at the railing, it was wood, like the railing in a courtroom, and there was a pad for me to put my knees on. 
 
    “Right here?” 
 
    “Right here, Dylan, darling.” Darla whispered in my ear and helped me lower myself to the knee pads. 
 
    At that moment, when my knees touched down, the lights went out. Even the warpy, glass windows high above blotted out. Pitch dark. 
 
    “Wash happnin?” I blurted. 
 
    A spotlight shone down on the altar in front of me. I could see it clearly now. It was a bench, with little rests for the forearms and legs. Straps hung off it like little black, icicles. 
 
    Music started up. Weird, religious music. Sort of like Pink Floyd, but all drunk. 
 
    I giggled, ‘cause I was drunk. 
 
    Christa had stepped back, out of the light, but her voice suddenly boomed. 
 
    “Men who have betrayed us, who have beaten and bullied us through the ages.” 
 
    A light played on the warped glass high above. It was focused on a man with a whip in Egypt. He was beating slaves who were pushing big square stones up a ramp to a pyramid. The slaves were all women. 
 
    “Men who have held us down, chained us with their muscles and lust.” 
 
    The light played across the glass windows. It focused on a pharaoh on top of a woman on a stone bed. The woman was shrieking, and the pharaoh was driving a monster cock into her ass. 
 
    “Men who have abused us for their own pleasure…” 
 
    The light flicked over the windows, illuminated scenes for maybe three seconds each. Each scene showed a man raping a woman. 
 
    “Men…we answer you now!”  
 
    The music swelled and the light overhead flicked out and another one came into play. A man was coming up the stairs to the side of the dais. It was a strong man wearing a coat. It was…Roger? 
 
    “Hey! Roger! How you doing, old buddy?” 
 
    He ignored me. He walked to the altar, and I saw six women behind him. They were all beautiful, stacked, round hips, and wearing sheer negligees. They walked on high heels and their lips were red. Their mouths, so kissable, were solemn. 
 
    Roger walked to the altar, and two of the women took his coat and pulled it off.  
 
    He was wearing a negligee, just like mine. Shit. This must be the Church of the Sexy Negligee. 
 
    Then two more women moved forward and took his negligee off. He was strong. He had muscles, he was wide at the shoulders and narrow at the hips, his arms hung down, the biceps like cannon balls. 
 
    Suddenly I gasped. His back was a ridged, roiling mess. It had strips of poorly healed cuts, masses of ragged scar tissue. Somebody had abused that guy, and I mean big time! 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Everybody ignored me. 
 
    “You all right Roger?” 
 
    Two women moved forward and helped Roger onto the altar. He laid on his belly, and all the women fastened the straps. Shortly he was secured, unable to move a muscle, and I watched in horror—horror even through my drunken state—as Christa stepped forward and uncoiled a whip. 
 
    “Hey!” I stood up. 
 
    The light shone on me. 
 
    I blinked, a little blinded by the harshness of the white light. 
 
    Darla’s voice boomed out, “Does some gentle soul speak on behalf of man?” 
 
    I walked around the little railing and over to the altar. I was still drunk, but now I wasn’t staggering. I was sobering up pretty fast. 
 
    “What the fuck you bitches doin?” I asked. 
 
    Christa stepped forward. She had a lip mike on, and there was a shadow off to my right, and something above me. Later I would realize that somebody was holding a boom with a mike on it over my head. 
 
    “Dylan,” she spoke softly. “This must be done.” 
 
    I grabbed the whip right out of her hand. 
 
    “No it doesn’t.” 
 
    “Somebody must answer for all the brutality of mankind through the ages.” 
 
    “So you’re going to whip some guy because of what some other guy did to some girl a hundred years ago? That’s wacky. What kind of a religion is this?” 
 
    I threw the whip on the ground. 
 
    A woman came and picked up the whip, she handed it back to Christa. 
 
    “Dylan, you are either the person being whipped, or the person doing the whipping. Which do you choose?” She held the whip out to me. 
 
    I grabbed the whip again and tossed it over my shoulder. I heard bodies scurrying behind me, then another woman knelt to one side and held the whip up to Christa. 
 
    “Dylan. You must choose. You must wield the whip, or replace Roger on the altar.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do either.” She was holding the whip out to me again, and I grabbed it, turned and threw it, as hard as I could, back into the darkness of the church. 
 
    I turned around and was ready to spout some more, but Christa held up her hand and her voice boomed out once again. 
 
    “Dylan has refused to abuse his fellow man. Thus, we welcome him to our ranks. Come Dylan.” 
 
    I was going to resist, but the whip was gone, Roger was being released from the altar, and all the woman were around me, gently nudging me, and they seemed smiling now, happy. They kissed my cheeks and patted my ass and congratulated me on making such a wonderful choice. 
 
    They took me back to the altar and Christa, her voice amplified to the max, boomed out, “Kneel, Dylan Johnson, and accept the sacrament.” 
 
    I found myself kneeling, and the woman who had surrounded me knelt. 
 
    My hands were placed on the railing, and Christa stepped to the front of the railing. She opened one hand and a small wafer was in her palm. 
 
    “So shall ye eat of Silithia, and become of Silithia, and the world will be joined in one happiness.” 
 
    Then, I couldn’t believe it, she spread her legs and put the wafer into her pussy. 
 
    Oh, not deep, just stuck it to the moisture there, and she stepped to the rail and took her hand away. 
 
    “Eat, Dylan Johnson. Eat of my body. Eat of my soul. Eat and be cleansed. Eat and be whole.” 
 
    It was a neat little bit of poetry, and I stared up at her. 
 
    She waited. 
 
    The woman around me urged me on. 
 
    “Eat, Dylan.” 
 
    “Eat the wafer.” 
 
    I heard Darla. “Please, love. Eat it for me.” 
 
    I couldn’t help it. I was drunk, the pressure of seeing a man almost beaten gone, the women urging me…most of all Christa staring down at me, love in her eyes, waiting…waiting… 
 
    “It’s the last step, Dylan. Take it,” she whispered, and I more read her lips than heard her voice. 
 
    I moved my head forward, stuck out my tongue, and suddenly she had a hold of my head and everybody was screaming: 
 
      
 
    EAT! EAT! EAT! 
 
      
 
    Everybody in the big cathedral, yelling the same word, over and over. 
 
     
 
    EAT! EAT! EAT! 
 
      
 
    Heck, I had already eaten it. When I put my face in her pussy the wafer had popped into my mouth and, I think I was supposed to chew it, but I just gulped it. Involuntary reflex. 
 
    Christa raised her hands in victory and ground her pussy into my face, then I was being picked up and carried around the cathedral. Women were screaming and thin negligees flew through the air. The lights came back on and I saw women kissing each other. And over my shoulder I caught a glimpse of Roger. He was back on the altar, screwing the hell out of some woman. 
 
    Then the pain hit. 
 
      
 
    I’ve read erotica, even come across those stories where a guy turns into a girl. The guy grows breasts and his dick falls off and everything is fine and hunky dory. 
 
    The reality is something else. 
 
    Whatever was in that wafer, suddenly my back arched and it felt like somebody had just pounded a spike down my backbone. 
 
    The women carrying me must have expected this, for they simply held me higher, made sure I didn’t fall, and increased their screams of pleasure. 
 
    It was like my pain was causing them an orgasm. 
 
    Then a series of loud cracking sounds came out of my body. It felt like each rib was being broken. I felt like a piano being pounded on with the world’s biggest sledge hammer. 
 
    And when my breasts started growing it wasn’t a polite, little growth that felt so sexy. It was like somebody taped a pair of grenades to my pectorals and pulled the pins. 
 
    Nerves were being rearranged. Muscles were being re-twined. My whole body felt like it was being cork crewed into a meat grinder, and wouldn’t fit, so it was just shoved harder.               
 
    Then I felt like somebody was pulling on my every hair! Yanking each hair out of my head. It felt like I was being scalped, and then long tresses oozed out of my noggin. 
 
    But the worst was my pecker. It felt like somebody stuck my dick and balls into a mortar and then ground them up with a pestle. And the grinding, went on and on. It felt like the world was coming to an end. And the stupid women under me just kept yelling their version of ‘hosannah.’ And thanking the Goddesses. And toting me around. 
 
    I should have been in a hospital, injected with a heaping helping of pure morphine. Instead I was being twisted and wrung out like a wet rag, and, finally, I passed out. 
 
      
 
    I awoke on a bed, Darla was next to me, pressing a cold wash cloth to my forehead. I opened my eyes, and the world slowly came into focus. 
 
    “Hello, darling.” Darla whispered into my ear and kissed my cheek. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    I was dazed, no longer drunk, that went away when I started to change, and all I could remember was that terrible soul smashing pain. 
 
    “You made your choice.” 
 
    I turned my head and stared at her. And I knew, without feeling my body, though I would shortly be doing just that, that I had been transformed. 
 
    “My choice.” 
 
    “You decided not to be a bully. You decided to be a human being. Caring and compassionate.” 
 
    “But…but…help me up.” 
 
    She lifted, and I struggled, my muscles felt like noodles that had been chopped up, and I sat on the edge of the bed. 
 
    We were in a room in the Church. It was cool and gloomy, and I saw women sleeping on the beds to the right of me. A few women watched over them. To the left the beds were empty. 
 
    Darla saw where I was looking. “They have already awakened and gone into the world.” 
 
    I looked down at my chest. Man, I had a set of knockers. Big ones. If I had been a man I would have thought they were sexy. And maybe I still would, but right then I was recovering. 
 
    Darla brushed my long hair back. 
 
    I leaned forward and looked at my groin. My big, fat, red dick was no more. My balls were gone. Bounced right out of the world. What was left was a thin slit. A snatch. A pussy. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Oh, my Goddesses,” Darla corrected. 
 
    I looked at her. “I thought God wasn’t male or female?” 
 
    “Believe what you want. Most people believe in Goddesses, especially after having made a choice.” 
 
    “Darla, tell me the truth. Did you make a choice?” 
 
    She giggled. “No, silly. I’ve always been a superior person.” 
 
    “A woman.” 
 
    “That’s what I said. Now, come on. Let me help you. I’ll take you home and give you a big back rub.” 
 
    I stood up, and wavered, and I said, “Make love? Can we…make love?” 
 
    I wanted to say ‘fuck,’ but I didn’t dare. I was, in my heart of hearts, terrified by what had happened to me. 
 
    “Of course we can. It might be a little different. Here, take a step.” 
 
    I stepped, and found it was strange. 
 
    I wasn’t so much weak, but unfamiliar with my new shape, which included new bones and new muscles. New everything. 
 
    “But I don’t have a penis,” I mumbled. 
 
    “Isn’t it funny?” Darla commented. “Men who make the choice always think about their dicks when they wake up. Don’t you know you have something better than a dick?” 
 
    Almost reflexively, I answered, “What’s better than a dick?” 
 
    “Oh, silly. You get your peeny all good and hard, then it shoots, then it’s done. No longer hard. Believe me, you spend more of your life limp than you do hard.” 
 
    We were walking down a long hallway, she had my arm over her shoulders and I could feel my boob rubbing against her side. 
 
    “But a woman…she never gets limp. She can do it over and over, and never be let down by her own inadequacy.” 
 
    We arrived at an elevator and stepped into it. As it lowered I felt the unfamiliar strain of muscles supporting boobs going up and down. 
 
    We stopped at a small closet and she took out my negligee and my Burberry. She dressed me and I stood and waited. 
 
    Out to the car and down the street, Darla driving. 
 
    I sat in the passenger seat, feeling my lips and nose. 
 
    “Go on. You can feel your privates.” 
 
    I looked at her. She was watching the road, a happy smile on her face. 
 
    I reached down and touched a nipple, and felt a sexual thrill shoot through me. 
 
    “More sensitive, aren’t they?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Go on. Feel your pussy.” 
 
    I reached down and traced a finger over my lips. I felt the clitoris, and all the while severe shocks of a sexual nature were exploding. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Goddesses. Now, Dylan, there’s something I have to tell you.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I was leaning over, pulling on the seat belt, trying to see up my snatch. 
 
    “We have to consummate within one week.” 
 
    “What do you mean…consummate?” 
 
    “You need to get fucked.” 
 
    That one sentence, ‘you need to get fucked,’ woke up all my horniness. She had spent a week hornicizing me. She had played with me, got me big and dripping, and now…now all that horniness was still there. In fact, it was enhanced, made worse by the fact of me being a woman. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered. I put my hand down to my pussy and pressed on it. 
 
    “Don’t do that, Dylan.” 
 
    The hell she said. I inserted a finger, and just about went out of my mind. The sexual explosion about took my head off. And I hadn’t cum, just felt the lightest of penetrations. 
 
    Darla pulled the car over, reached over and pulled on my arm. She managed to get my finger out of my hole. 
 
    “Listen to me.” 
 
    I was pulling on my tits, wanting to cum, I need to cum. 
 
    She slapped me. “STOP THAT!” 
 
    I felt my first rush of female hormones. I suddenly wanted to cry. My eyes brimmed with tears and I held my cheek and stared at her. I actually felt a bit of fear. 
 
    Once I had been a man, and I could punch somebody if they picked on me. Now…I had not the muscles, and if somebody punched me all I could do was take it. 
 
    Darla saw the look on my face. She leaned across the console and hugged me. I began to cry. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry, but you have to listen.” 
 
    “Oh…okay,” I blubbered. 
 
    “You have changed, but the change isn’t complete, it’s not locked in, until you have had a sexual experience.” 
 
    “A sexual…” I sniffed. 
 
    She leaned back, held her arms out straight and kept me facing her. 
 
    “If you don’t let me, or somebody, fuck you, like a woman, then you’ll end up like Roger. 
 
    “Roger?” 
 
    “Roger is a man, and he’ll always be a man. I don’t know if he chose that, or just didn’t complete the change, but now he lives to be beaten, to make up for his maleness. You don’t want to end up like Roger, do you?” 
 
    I thought about the last time I had seen Roger, fucking somebody on an altar. 
 
    And I knew a truth about Roger, I had a feminine intuition. He either laid on the altar and was beaten until he orgasmed, or he was passed around by the women, fucking them until he was used up. 
 
    As a male, I would have thought his condition, the being screwed mercilessly part, a dream. 
 
    But now, as a woman, I could see the hopelessness of mindless, rutting sex. Especially short circuited sex. Short circuited in the fact of a man’s orgasm is just a spurt and it’s done. I hadn’t even had an orgasm, but I was on the edge, and I could feel the vast, overwhelming ocean of hot orgasm I was going to experience. 
 
    Darla watched me come to grips with her message, and she said, “So you don’t want to Jill off, or especially have sex with your butt. At least not until you have consummated with your pussy. 
 
    “What happens if I take it up the butt?” 
 
    “You will experience the change in reverse, and, believe me, it doesn’t feel good. Do you want to go through what you already went through…backwards?” 
 
    I gave a shiver. The idea of my tits being pounded into me, of my dick being pulled out, of my hair being smashed into my skull, it wasn’t a nice idea, and I could envision how painful it might be. 
 
    “So sit there and hold on, and we’ll get home, and I’ll get out my strap on that I just bought and we’ll use that to make you all woman. 
 
    I nodded, and sat silently while she got back on the road. The road whizzed under us, trees slid by the sides, and in 15 minutes we were home. 
 
      
 
    It was different, walking into my house as a woman. 
 
    Houses, cars, all sorts of structures are designed around the bodies of men, not women, and I realized I was going to have to get used to a whole bunch of new things. 
 
    I would have to ask men to get things down from shelves in the supermarket. 
 
    I would have to slide the car seat forward until my big boobs got in the way of the steering wheel. 
 
    I turned around and compared myself to Darla. 
 
    “You’re bigger than me.” 
 
    “And smarter and stronger. Want a spanking?” She laughed and slipped my Burberry off my shoulders. She hung it in the closet and walked into the kitchen. I studied her body closely. Now that was my body. A female body. Thin waist. Big Boobs. I would have to learn how to comb my hair and… “Oh, my God!” I blurted. 
 
    She was mixing a couple of drinks and she looked at me. “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to have to put on make up!” 
 
    She chuckled. “That’s fun. I’ll show you how. I’ll even give you a lesson right now. Before we…uh…you know.” 
 
    “Before you fuck me.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes.” Before I pretend to be a man and lock in the change that’s happened to you. 
 
    I took my drink and stared at her. 
 
    She stepped close to me, our boobs were actually touching. She brushed my hair with a soft hand. Combed it out with gentle fingers. I sipped and let her. 
 
    Truth, it felt good to have somebody fuss over me. That was something I never appreciated as a male, but now…now… 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    She led me into the bedroom and sat me at her make up table. 
 
    “How am I going to go to work?” 
 
    “Your boss was transitioned today. He was right before us. And Ted, he was changed yesterday. It’s a changing world, and you aren’t going to have any trouble fitting right in. 
 
    “As a woman.” 
 
    “As a woman,” she agreed. 
 
    I watched as she cleansed my pores, primed me, and beautified my face. 
 
    My face. 
 
    My female face was quite different than my male face. 
 
    The jaw bones had curved, making my face more oval. My cheeks became more pronounced, though I think that might have been the make up. My eyes were softer, but sparkling. Especially when Darla put on eyeliner and shadow. My lips were narrower, but fuller. Plumper. She held my face with one hand and colored my lips. She told me about ‘smacking my lips,’’ and I stared at the finished product. 
 
    “Oh, this is fun. We’re going to have to get some jewelry, your ears pierced, and hair styles. We have to play with your hair and find the style that suits you.” 
 
    She bubbled with happiness as she put away her make up, and I stared in awe at what I had become. 
 
    I had been a handsome man, but I was beautiful as a woman. I had curves and color, and a dewy look to my eyes that would drive…would drive…I spun towards Darla. 
 
    “Will I want men?” 
 
    “That’s up to you. But whatever you want, it will be what you want. You won’t be guided by society’s silly rules and stuff. Now, come on.” 
 
    She led me to the bed and peeled the negligee off me. I sat quietly and watched her. 
 
    She looked at me and grinned, then she brought out a sack, and out of the sack she extracted a dildo and a harness. She fit the dildo into the harness and strapped the harness around her waist. 
 
    “Isn’t that awful big?” 
 
    “I hope so,” she giggled. Then: “Don’t let anybody kid you, kid. Every woman wants bigger. We’re all size queens. Now, would you like to do it doggy fashion? Or missionary? Or some other way?” 
 
    I scooted back on the bed. Tell the truth, I was terribly horny. Like I said, hornier than I had ever been as a man. And now, fully made up and ready, I was horny ready to bust. I just laid back on the bed and spread my legs. 
 
    Darla crawled on top of me. “Remember, foreplay is good, but right about now I don’t think you’ll need much.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She leaned down to me, kissed me. Her hands were filled with my tits, and I felt white heat assail me. I arched my back, thrusting my tits up. I spread my legs, and she put her hand down there. She grabbed my pud, squeezed, giggled, then finger banged me. 
 
    Oh, Goddesses! I had never felt such biting heat in my life. It was like my very skin was laying on a sex stove and being cooked. 
 
    “Told you,” Darla said, then she positioned herself over me and started to push forward. 
 
    I felt the big penis touch my core and press into it. The big head popped in and I gasped. My world started to open up. I felt her slide into me, the fake veins rippling against the sides of my love canal. Then she was all the way in. 
 
    I couldn’t breath. I couldn’t move. 
 
    She didn’t move. She just lay on me, and waited. 
 
    I was trying to breath, but the pain/pleasure in my pussy was too much. At last, however, I managed to gasp. 
 
    As if that was a signal, Darla began to pump into me. in and out. Moving her hips so that the tip of the big peeny scoured me. 
 
    I heard sounds, and realized it was me, groaning with pleasure. 
 
    Then she moved faster, and she grabbed my tits with both hands. 
 
    “Sometimes,” she muttered, “it’s nice to take it rough. I think, you having been a man, you’re going to like it rough.” 
 
    I did. I held on and she filled me, again and again. Then I was yelling something, and my body was locked up, arching upward, and the shuddering shivers started up. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…fuck…” I heard myself yelling. 
 
    It was like I was the whole universe, and the universe was hot magma. Burning me up, exploding me in all directions, and, at last, I knew the truth. 
 
    I am woman. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    A torrid tale of first time feminization 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hi, big boy,” she was a knock out. I mean, one look at her and your eyeballs turned to steam. Long legs, a flare of the hips then a dive into a tight waistline, then the fun started. World class breasts, and she wore them right. A high bra and low cleavage, I could see her large and erect nipples looking right at me. 
 
    “Like what you see?” she chuckled at me. 
 
    Her face was a gentle oval, her nose pert, which served to emphasize her juicy lips. 
 
    “Very much,” I managed to answer. 
 
    “Then stop gawking like a tourist and buy me a drink.” 
 
    I raised a couple of fingers to the bartender and he nodded. While we waited for him to get to us I asked, “What are you drinking?” 
 
    “Coke High.” 
 
    “Hey! That’s my drink!” 
 
    “Great minds think alike,” she murmured. 
 
    Joey the bartender sauntered over, we ordered two bourbon and Cokes, and traded names. 
 
    “Tina,” she said. 
 
    “Kirk.” 
 
    “Well, Kirk, what are you into?” 
 
    And that was the start. I gave her a capsule history, college, the army, a few jobs and now I finally owned my own company. 30 years old and I was the proud papa of a box company. 
 
    “A box company?” 
 
    Cardboard, packing supplies, tape, foam, the whole bit. And what do you do?” 
 
    “I help balance the scales.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    I help people deal with trauma in their lives.” 
 
    “Oh, sort of like a therapist.” 
 
    “Yep. Just like. Tell me, have you ever done something bad to somebody?” 
 
    I almost sobered up and walked out. Good looking or not, I had a history. 
 
    She placed a cool hand on my arm. “Relax, be honest. Just tell me.” 
 
    I stared at her. I could see her caring, professional side coming out. She must be one hell of a therapist. 
 
    “I’ve done things I’m not proud of, I’ve done bad things to people, but I don’t talk about it.” I could feel myself shrinking back, withdrawing into myself. 
 
    She took her hand off my arm and sipped her drink. “Too bad. Sounds like you need to cleanse your soul.” 
 
    I changed the subject, thank God, and we kept chatting, had another drink, and things were feeling pretty good, then… “Huh.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I don’t feel so good.” 
 
    The room tilted a bit and I stood up. 
 
    “Want to take a walk?” 
 
    “Yeah, I think I’d better.” 
 
    She linked her arm in mine, and that was good. I was starting to feel a bit woozy. 
 
    We walked out of the bar and into the parking lot. She guided me around the side and back where there were few cars. 
 
    “Is it getting better?” 
 
    “I think it’s worse. I don’t…I’ve never felt like this before…” 
 
    “That’s my van over there. Let’s sit down for a minute.” 
 
    I was staggering slightly now, and the world was turning about me. I was trying desperately to stay upright. 
 
    She led me to the van, opened the side panel and I sat on the lip. Behind me was an empty van. I looked up her, confused, in pain, and she pushed me. I fell on my back, the van door slid shut, and I closed my eyes. 
 
      
 
    Life became a kaleidoscope of whirling images. 
 
    Bouncing around in the back of the van. My head lolling, touching the floor, bouncing, but not caring because I felt like I was built of rubber. 
 
    The van door sliding open and Tina pulling on my arm, trying to get me turned around and on my feet. 
 
    Staggering a few feet to a door, Tina under my arm. The door opening. 
 
    Bright lights, slanted pictures on walls, the dull sound of far away music. 
 
    A chair. Sitting in a chair. Tina looking into my face.  
 
    “Do what I say. You have to do what I say.” 
 
    I had to…I had to…and it all started to come together. I had to do what Tina said. 
 
    I had to. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhh,” somebody groaned.  
 
    I was aware that I was laying on a bed. 
 
    “Ohhh!” 
 
    Oh, that was me. It was me that was groaning. 
 
    “Rise and shine, pretty girl.” 
 
    I opened my eyes. Or rather, my eyes opened. I wasn’t doing anything. The world was happening and I wasn’t involved. 
 
    The bed shook. Earthquake. 
 
    “Come on. Up and at ‘em.” 
 
    Another earthquake. 
 
    Oh, not earthquake. Somebody was kicking the bed I was on. 
 
    “Ohhh,” I groaned, then the pain set it. 
 
    My body was stiff, my joints all had super arthritis, my head had been filled with glue and the glue had dried. 
 
    I turned on my side, doubled up and tried to barf. 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    It sure as hell wasn’t me that was laughing. 
 
    I started to focus on the room. 
 
    A room. 8 by 12. Pink. White baseboards and molding. 
 
    “Come on, sit up.” 
 
    A figure came into focus. It was the girl I had been drinking with last…last night? My sense of time was totally skewed. 
 
    “When is it?” I croaked. 
 
    “There’s a glass of water on the table, and a couple of aspirin. Take your medicine and come on out. 
 
    She walked away, her round butt was still sexy, but I wasn’t feeling very sexy. I felt like I needed some aspirin. Like maybe a boxcar of it. I started to sit up, everything felt weird, I was off balance, my chest felt like somebody had tied a pair of pillows to it, and reached for the… 
 
    AAAIIIIIEEEE! 
 
    That wasn’t somebody else screaming, that was me. That was me looking at my hands. 
 
    I have spatulate hands, a little rough from ripping boxes and moving stuff in a warehouse. 
 
    These weren’t my hands. Well, they were, but they had long, red nails on them. Which made them look slender and feminine. 
 
    “What’s happening!” I yelled. 
 
    I stood up, suddenly shocked out of my hangover. My chest bounced. I looked at my chest. I had breasts! And my hair was long! It hung over my face. I brushed my long hair aside with my long, red-tipped fingers, and my hair actually got hung up in my long eyelashes! 
 
    I was now standing in the center of the room, turning, looking down at myself, trying to figure out how I had come to look like a woman. 
 
    I felt my face. My lips were slightly numb, but they felt…big. Huge, in fact. 
 
    I looked over my tits and examined my manhood. Oh, fuck! I still had it. But it was…not right. My normal 8 inch dick was now about an inch long, and my balls were tiny, little marbles. 
 
    “What the fuck…what the fuck…?” I was whimpering as I turned and examined myself. 
 
    Finally, I slowed down. I tried to think, but couldn’t, but I did see the water and the aspirin on the end table. I grabbed the little pellets and threw them down my throat, then tossed the water after them. 
 
    Fuck. What had happened to me? I remembered drinking, and feeling bad, then…images flittered through my mind. Being in the van, getting out, Tina telling me I had to do what she said. 
 
    Tina. She was in the next room, or at least she had told me to go in the next room. 
 
    But I was naked. 
 
    I looked around the room. No clothes. Okay. Birthday suit it was. I went to the door and opened it. 
 
      
 
    “Well, well, good morning, Miss Sunshine.” 
 
    She was sitting on a divan, back up against a wall. Next to her was a mousy girl whom I had never seen before. The girl had an okay face. Her lips were a little thin, but she had okay eyes, but she obviously didn’t take any pride in her appearance. 
 
    Her body was slender, almost a rail, with a bit of flare for hips, but a flat chest. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on?” 
 
    The girl I had never seen before jumped up and yelled, “No!” 
 
    Tina looked at her quizzically, “What?” 
 
    “That’s not him!” 
 
    Tina sat up and her face became very concerned. No more cheerful bantering, no more ‘how you doing good morning ain’t we got fun’ bullshit. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s not Kirk!” 
 
    “I’m Kirk,” I said, enraged, but confused. 
 
    “He’s not Kirk?” She stood up and faced the smaller girl. 
 
    “He’s the wrong one!” 
 
    “But you said Kirk would be at the bar!” 
 
    “He was! I followed him there!” 
 
    “What did you do to me?” I managed to gurgle out. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” said Tina. 
 
    “What’d you do?” I blurted, and at the same time, the other girl turned to Tina and aid, “What did you do?” 
 
    Tina stood there for a long moment, then she grinned, then she began to chuckle, and finally…she laughed. 
 
    “Oh, God! this is good! I don’t believe it!” 
 
    Laugh, laugh, laugh. 
 
    Hah hah. 
 
    I was enraged, but didn’t know what to do, and my confusion was getting even larger. 
 
    Another Kirk? And they intended to do to him what they had done to me? What the fuck was going on and why? 
 
    At last Tina stopped laughing. She was shaking her head and chuckling. 
 
    I took a step towards her, my anger plain on my face, and looked into the barrel of a gun. 
 
    It wasn’t a big gun. And it was pink. Probably a .22, which wouldn’t stop me, but would certainly cause me to think, especially as it was pointed right at my nose. 
 
    “Okay, Captain Kirk,” Tina’s mouth made a little snarl. “Back up.” 
 
    I backed. She tracked me with the little pistol. The girl stared at her with big eyes. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    I sat. She lowered the gun and kept it aimed, then she suddenly took a step to the left, turned and aimed the gun at the girl. “Now, you. Sit next to him.” 
 
    “Me?” But…” 
 
    Tina lifted the pistol and pointed it at her noise. Tina was closer than I had been, and her eyes crossed slightly, then she moved gingerly over next to me and sat down. 
 
    The gun momentarily off me, I was looking at my body, my arms, my legs. My little manhood. “What did you do to me?” I whispered. 
 
    Tina sat down on the edge of the divan and contemplated us. 
 
    “Well, kids, looks like we’ve got a problem. Correction. You’ve got the problem. I’ve got the gun so I don’t have a problem.” 
 
    “Who are you?” I asked the girl. 
 
    “Janice.” 
 
    “She’s Janice, you’re Kirk and I’m Tina. So what?” 
 
    “But what happened to me?” My head was swiveling back and forth between the two. 
 
    “You’re the wrong Kirk. I’m…I’m sorry. I never intended…” 
 
    I looked at Tina, who had a twisted grin on her face. “Okay, Captain Kirk, time to find out the facts of life. You raped her. Gave her a roofie and you and your friends abused her. She came to me and wanted a little revenge…” 
 
    “They ruined my life,” Janice whispered, her head down.” 
 
    “But why me?” 
 
    “Haven’t you been listening? Bonehead? Mistaken identity. Happens all the time. Happened to you this time.” 
 
    “But what did you do to me?” 
 
    Her grin got bigger. 
 
    “Vacation boobs. Saline injected into your chest and you’ve got nice, big boobs. We glued eyelashes on you, gave you hair extensions, long nails, and lipstick that lasts. Your lips have been plumped and stained. The color is designed to last at least a month, and it will probably be three months before it fades completely.” 
 
    “But…” now I was whispering, “What about…what about…” 
 
    “Your dick? That’s the best part. I gave you a shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate. It’s a chemical castrator. Good for three months. So you’ve got about three months before your little pecker can spit again.” 
 
    “But I’ll return to normal?” 
 
    “What’s normal?” She leaned over to a table. There was a little bowl of M&Ms there, and she popped a couple in her mouth. 
 
    “What am I supposed to do in the meantime?” 
 
    She shrugged. “What do I care? I’m done with you.” 
 
    “You…you do this to me, and…and…” 
 
    “Hey, I delivered Janice’s revenge. That’s what I was contracted to do, and that is what I did. I delivered, I’m done, don’t let the doorknob hit your ass on the way out.” 
 
    “What?” My eyes, already widened, opened even more. 
 
    “What what?” She snapped, her grin becoming tighter. 
 
    “You’re just going to kick me out like this?” 
 
    “What’s it to me? Now get, and take Miss Stupid with you.” 
 
    “Stupid?” Janice’s voice quavered. 
 
    Tina laughed. 
 
    “But…I need to cover myself…don’t you have some clothes?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “That was part of the plan. We were going to take you to a bad part of town and set you free. Can you imagine what would have been done to you?” She was laughing again. She really was a jolly person. 
 
    “Now…GET UP!” She stiffened her arm and pointed the pistol at us. 
 
    We stood.  
 
    “And don’t try to find me. If I ever see you again I’ll shoot first and laugh later.” 
 
    I didn’t doubt that. 
 
    I turned towards the door, Janice was in front of me. A shocked expression on her face. The best plans of mouseys and men. 
 
    She moved to the door, turned the knob and exited. 
 
    I glanced back at Tina. She laughed yet again and made a ‘shooing’ motion with the barrel of the gun.  
 
     
 
    We were in an apartment house, and we didn’t have far to go to find a shabby section of town. We were there.  
 
    We descended the stairs slowly. She had on flats and made a little noise. I was bare-footed and made no noise. 
 
    We reached the bottom and she stopped and we looked at each other. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    I opened and closed my mouth. My large, red lips were quivering. I was naked, looked like a girl, and…and I was in a section of town that would not be too friendly to people of my apparent persuasion. 
 
    “I can take you home.” 
 
    I nodded, becoming aware of how long my hair was. 
 
    Her car was on the other side of an alley, and she led me to it. It was a red Honda Prelude, and she slipped behind the wheel and keyed my door open. I got in. 
 
    She leaned around and reached into the backseat. She handed me a thin sweater. “Here.” 
 
    I took the sweater and had my first adventure with women’s clothes. The material was thin, my shoulders were too large. The sweater wouldn’t come together in the front and it looked like I was wearing something deliberately provocative, showing off my tits, as it were. 
 
    She started the car, glanced at me, and drove. 
 
    Shock was starting to lessen now, but tears were starting up. I’m not the kind of guy that cries, so it was a very unfamiliar feeling as the tears ducts pushed rain down my cheeks. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she muttered again. 
 
    I nodded, but I couldn’t speak. I had gone to a bar for a drink, and now my life…my life was over. 
 
    “It’ll be okay,” she said, turning a corner. 
 
    I was sobbing louder now, and she suddenly pulled over. She reached across the console and hugged me. 
 
    I cried on her shoulder, my whole body shaking with emotion. Finally, I managed, “Why…why did you…why me?” 
 
    But I knew why. Mistaken identity. I was just an innocent passerby, collateral damage. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said, yet again. 
 
    Finally, not sobbed out, but at least the edge of the storm done, I sat back. Tears still streamed, but I was able to take note of the world. 
 
    “40th street,” I murmured. 
 
    Janice drove quickly, but she kept looking at me. She seemed about to say something several times, but the only thing that came out was a muted, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    We arrived at my place of business. It’s a small brick warehouse with a parking area in the back. I have a cot in the back of the warehouse from when I first got started, and I have a trailer nudged up against the building. It’s cheaper than an apartment and I get lots of silence. 
 
    I need lots of silence. 
 
    She stopped her car next to the big back roll door. Several pallets had been deposited there, I estimated I had been gone two days. I stepped out of the car. 
 
    “Wait!” 
 
    Janice stepped out of the car and came to me. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Go to work.” Tears starting up again. How was I going to handle customers looking like this? 
 
    “What do you do? What is this place?” 
 
    “Haven’t you done enough?” I asked. I turned and went to the trailer, holding her sweater closed over my chest. She was walking behind me. 
 
    I stepped up the two steps, opened the door and stepped into my trailer. 
 
    Gloomy from all the shades drawn. Comfortable for one guy, maybe even a couple. Right now all I wanted to do was take a shower, put on some clothes, and sit in the darkness. 
 
    Janice was behind me. I turned around and looked at her. I took off the sweater and handed it to her. I closed the door. 
 
      
 
    I showered, and was almost afraid to touch my boobs. Simple saline that would fade away, be absorbed by the body, I guessed, in a month or three. 
 
    My cock. Just a dangling string. It would start growing in three months. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I opened my small closet and took out clothes. Shorts. A tee shirt. I pulled on the shirt and realized something: my boobs hurt. Well, not my boobs, but the muscles, the skin, that supported them. So, what? I needed a bra? 
 
    I sat down at the table and tears came again. Outside the window I could see Janice’s red Prelude. She was in the front seat, hands on the wheel and head bowed. She was in a ‘crying’ posture. 
 
    Good. Let her cry. 
 
    I bent over my boobs and put on some tennis shoes. My boobs hit my knees and my hair hung down and obscured my vision. I managed the task, however, and sat up. 
 
    I ate. I was hungry from not eating for the two or whatever days they had me, but I wasn’t hungry from my depression. I settled for waffles and apple juice. I had to force myself to eat. 
 
    Then it was time to go to work. 
 
    I opened the door and stepped down to the ground, and my boobs bounced so hard I was reminded of the pain. 
 
    Janice sprang from the car and ran around to me. “Look! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Okay,” I walked past her. 
 
    I opened the big roll up doors, and walked into the gloom. 
 
    The familiar smell of cardboard. I walked into the front office and unlocked the door. Hopefully I hadn’t lost too many customers. 
 
    I returned to the warehouse and she stepped in front of me. “You can’t do this.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You can’t…I did this to you. Let me help you.” 
 
    “You can help by leaving me alone. 
 
    I went to the hand forks and rolled them out to the parking lot. I pulled the pallets in. It was hard, I was awkward because the big tits messed with my balance. I started lifting boxes onto shelves. 
 
    Janice stepped in and started lifting boxes. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. Tell the truth, I was so immersed in my misery I didn’t care.  
 
    Fifteen minutes the pallets were done, the boxes stacked, and I took the empty pallets outside to put them in a stack. When I placed one pallet  on the stack it rubbed against my boob. “OW!” I grabbed my boob and stood there, not knowing what to do. 
 
    “Let me look at that,” she pulled up my tee shirt. Fortunately, it was just a bare scratch. 
 
    “Let me get a first aid kit.” She ran into the warehouse. 
 
    I didn’t need a first aid kit. I didn’t need anything but to be left alone. I sat down on a chair next to the order table and put my head in my hands. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Oh, shit! I looked up. Somebody had entered the office. A customer. 
 
    “Hi, what can I do for you?” 
 
    “I need some foot square boxes. Cubes, I guess. For moving.” 
 
    “No problem. Have a seat and I’ll get them.” 
 
    She started back towards the warehouse, then stopped and turned back to the customer. “How many?” 
 
    “Twenty?” 
 
    She said something I couldn’t hear, then re-entered the warehouse and ran up to me. “Foot square boxes.” 
 
    I motioned towards a pallet.  
 
    She grabbed twenty and started back for the office. She stopped and asked, “How much do I charge?” 
 
    “Three bucks each.” 
 
    “Got it.” 
 
    She trotted into the office, placed them on the counter and said, “Do you need tape? A dolly?” 
 
    Inside my far away mind I registered this. She was bright. She had checked out the front room and knew what the business was about. 
 
    “Oh, tape. Glad you reminded me.” 
 
    She came and asked about the tape. Three rolls would be enough, and they were $6.98. 
 
    She returned to the office, completed the sale, then came back to me. 
 
    “Look, I’ll help you. Maybe we can figure something out so you can…” she didn’t finish. It was obvious what she was thinking. So I could look more manly. 
 
    But, whatever. I just sat there and stewed. 
 
    Three more customers. Then she ran across the street for hamburgers for lunch. 
 
    We sat at the work table and munched our burgers. I was hungry, and the burgers were good. And I found it really, really weird to pick up French fries with long, red fingernails. 
 
    I stared at my hands when I picked up my cup of Coke. 
 
    She ate across the table from me. Watching me. Not saying a word. It was like asking me about products and prices had worn out her ability to talk. 
 
    Finished. I crumpled everything into a bag and tossed it into the big trash can. 
 
    “How come?” I asked in a low voice. “How come you did this?” 
 
    She knew what I was talking about. “I had a boyfriend. I thought I loved him. He gave me a roofie and shared me with his friends. I…I wanted revenge.” 
 
    “And you got me, instead.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Is the revenge good?” 
 
    She was near frozen with that one. She stared at me, and, thank the Gods, didn’t say she was sorry. I didn’t think I could handle one more, ‘I’m sorry.’ 
 
    “It…I think it was wrong.” 
 
    “So if you had managed to do this to your ex-boyfriend you wouldn’t be happy?” 
 
    “I don’t know. The way it turned out…I’m totally miserable.” 
 
    We sat for a while. 
 
    Another customer. Another one. Then she came back and sat down. 
 
    “”Why are you miserable?” 
 
    We entered into the conversation as if no customers had interrupted it. 
 
    “Because, I know this may not be believable, I’m not a mean person.” 
 
    “Fooled me.” 
 
    “Look,” she said. “They hurt me. I’m not just a woman scorned, I’m a woman that was laid out like a piece of meat. They did things to me. Yes, I’m guilty and I’m…I’m more sorry than I can tell you. But I still hate what they did to me.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    A few more customers and she locked the front door. She had seen the hours on the little sign in the window and knew I closed at five. 
 
    I stood up and walked out of the warehouse. She followed me. I rolled down the big door and locked it, then turned to my trailer. She was right behind me. 
 
    I walked into my trailer and sat at the table. She was outside, looking at the trailer, then she made up her mind. She went up the stairs, opened the door, and walked in. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We’re not done.” 
 
    I looked at her quizzically. 
 
    “I have totally fucked your life, and I need to do something. I need to make it right.” 
 
    I watched her. “So, what, you’re going to work for me?” 
 
    “Until you’re back to normal.” 
 
    “What about your own job?” 
 
    “I can get a job anytime. Believe it or not, I’ve got skills.” 
 
    “What kind of skills?” 
 
    “I’m a paralegal.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Why don’t you sit down and watch TV. I need to go get some things. I’ll be back in about an hour.” 
 
    I looked up at the big screen TV that occupied the back wall of my trailer. I looked at her. 
 
    “Well, sit down, dammit!” 
 
    I heaved a sigh. 
 
    She turned around and walked out. I heard her car zoom out of the parking area. Good riddance. 
 
    And, yet, she had helped me. 
 
    Yes, she had totally fucked me up the ass, but…I needed help. I knew that. 
 
    I sat down in the recliner, picked up the remote and turned on the TV. 
 
     
 
    An hour later I heard her car zoom back into the lot. I looked out the window. 
 
    She got out of her car and trotted towards the trailer. She entered, without knocking, and placed a bag in front of me. 
 
    “I’ll figure out something other than burgers. But I had to go to my apartment, and I had to get a few things for you.” 
 
    For me? 
 
    I looked in the bag. Never Say Die Burgers. My favorite. I looked up at her with a bit of surprise in my eyes. “They’re my favorite.” 
 
    “They’re everybody’s favorite. I’ve got to get a couple of things.” 
 
    She ran out to the car, got some bags out of the bag, and hurried back in. She put the bags down on the couch and sat next to them. She watched me grunt and drool. 
 
    Never Say Die Burgers is on Silverlake, and they serve what are called ‘smash burgers.’ They smash two burgers flat, which causes a juicy, tasty burger, MUCH better than your normal burger. 
 
    “Is there another burger for me?” 
 
    I grabbed the bag and held it and shook my head ‘no.’ 
 
    She actually giggled, and I handed the bag back to her. The very significant thing that had just happened was that we had shared a laugh. I was living in a body that was severely altered, my dick was limp as a dead noodle, but we had joked. 
 
    Huh! 
 
    She reached into the bag and extracted her own smash burger, shortly she was grunting like me, absorbing that delicious construction and washing it down with Pepsi. 
 
    And, we finished. Crumpled up our papers and threw them in the bag. Then we sat back and I belched. 
 
    So she belched. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    I was miserable, altered, hated life, and we were having fun. 
 
    Well, not real fun. Looking at her after the belch, my mood rapidly sank down and I lived in sadness again. 
 
    She became solemn. “I messed you up bad, and all for stupid revenge. And…you are a nice guy.” 
 
    “I’ve done bad things.” 
 
    “Like what.” 
 
    I was in the army. Mid-east. I did some bad things. 
 
    “What were you in the army?” 
 
    “Sniper.” 
 
    She grew very silent. Then, “Shit.” 
 
    “Don’t worry.” 
 
    “I should. If anybody deserves to get sniped it is me.” 
 
    “I was thinking more of that twisted fuck who kidnapped me.” 
 
    “Tina.” 
 
    “Tina.” 
 
    “Well, don’t. She’s hooked up to some big criminals. That’s how I found her.” 
 
    “You hang around big criminals?” 
 
    “My boss represents them. Sometimes. And sometimes I meet people.” She shrugged. 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    We were silent then for a while, just looking at each other. She really wasn’t a bad looking person. She just wasn’t made up, and, of course, she had no real chest. 
 
    “Okay, are you ready for your surprise?” 
 
    “Surprise?” I raised my eyebrows. 
 
    She smiled, reached into one of the bags on the couch, and took out an item. She held it up and grinned. 
 
    “No,” I whispered.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    She was holding a bra. It was flimsy, the top sort of cut off, I think they call it a shelf bra. It was white, and the cups were big. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked, sounding rather stupid. 
 
    “Go on, tell me your muscles aren’t sore from carrying those mothers around.” 
 
    “They’re not.” 
 
    “They are, and if you don’t have support those boobs are going to ruin your muscles, and your skin will sag down and when your chest returns to normal…you will have stretch marks and saggy skin and everything. 
 
    “I’m not wearing a bra.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Only girls wear those.” 
 
    “Hell,” she laughed ruefully, “I don’t wear a bra.” 
 
    “You don’t…” I stopped myself. 
 
    “I don’t have a pair of super big mammary glands, like you do.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing a bra.” 
 
    “I actually thought you might say that.” 
 
    She reached into another bag and pulled out…bourbon! 
 
    “Fuck.” On one hand I had a bad memory of the last time I had gotten drunk. but, what was she going to do? Make them bigger? 
 
    On the other hand, I was a pretty much crushed individual, and I wanted a drink. Badly. 
 
    She went to the sink and found a couple of glasses. She came back with a Coke High for me. 
 
    “How did you know I liked Coke and bourbon?” I asked as I sipped. 
 
    “What real man doesn’t.” 
 
    Real man. I liked that. I didn’t really look like a real man right then, and it was nice to be reminded of what I was. 
 
    We sipped, and she placed the bra to one side. Shortly, courtesy of the liquid lucidity of bourbon, we were chatting away. 
 
    We traded college stories. We talked about jobs we held. We actually found a lot of stuff in common. 
 
    She held up the bra. “Are you ready for a test run?” 
 
    “Oh, God.” But I was loosened up. I nodded and put my glass down. 
 
    She put the bra on me, adjusted the straps, and there I was. A girly upper body. Sure, my shoulders were still a little wide, but there are girls these days who lift weights and that sort of thing. So I was acceptable. 
 
    “Take your pants off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Drop your drawers, soldier,” she giggled. 
 
    I thought about it. I couldn’t even feel my little pecker bouncing around in my pants. I dropped. 
 
    She tossed me a pair of panties. White. High sides, a thong up the butt. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Try it. You’ll like it.” 
 
    I stepped into the panties and snugged them up. My reduced package fit in easily, and…it felt better. 
 
    And, I have to say it, the little string running up my butt was sort of exciting. 
 
    Janice nodded. “Nice. Here.” 
 
    She handed me a dress. An actual dress. 
 
    I held the thing and looked at her. She shrugged.  
 
    “You’ll be able to work without getting crazy stares.” 
 
    I figured out how to put it on. 
 
    “Oh, man. This is juicy,” Janice licked her lips. 
 
    “What? You’re getting turned on by this?” 
 
    “I…yes.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “Go look in a mirror.” 
 
    I went to the bathroom. It wasn’t a big bathroom, but I was able to see about 3/4s of myself in the mirror. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” 
 
    She came and stood next to me. “I used to work in a dress shop. I know sizes. But…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “But I don’t wear make up…and I don’t know a lot about make up.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing make up!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You are.” 
 
    “You can’t make me.” 
 
    “Don’t have to. Look at yourself again. Can you see the potential there? Your face is still a bit masculine, but with a little make up…you have to do it. If you’re going to fool your customers.” 
 
    Fool my customers. Crap. And I thought about it. If I went in looking like a drag queen, that would be bad. Versus a full make up job…I could pull it off. 
 
    “But you said you don’t know much about make up?” 
 
    “I know a little, and you’ve got the internet here, right?” 
 
    “So you’re going to take make up lessons on the internet and make me up. Like, right now.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    We were facing each other now, and we were standing close together because the trailer encourages that. And the moment actually began to fill with an emotion. An attraction. 
 
    I quickly moved into the living room. 
 
    Janice went to the computer and asked for my password. 
 
      
 
    She was right. She did understand something about make up, must be in girl’s DNA, and what she didn’t understand she got off the net. Shortly she was cleansing my face, sorting through creams and powders, and changing my face. 
 
    It was sort of neat. Being pampered was enjoyable, feeling somebody doing intimate things to my face was a kink, and even though my dick was as good as dead, I could feel a budding closeness. 
 
    No. I didn’t want to kiss her. I didn’t want a girlfriend. But we were growing closer. Sitting there, breathing each others air, watching me turn into a woman…it was…cool. 
 
    “This is supposed to hide imperfections in your skin. It’s called Primer.” 
 
    I watched as little marks disappeared, as my skin became smoother. 
 
    “This is foundation.” She brushed it on my face. “It smooths color out, that sort of thing.”  
 
    She worked for a long minute, then gave a sigh of aggravation. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    She went to the sink and washed her hands, then came back and used her fingers on my skin. She was standing between my legs, my face close to her chest, and I looked up and studied her. 
 
    She had chocolate eyes. Dark chocolate. They were the kind of eyes that, in the right light, looked like black pools. And they had a cheerful gleam to them. 
 
    She rubbed her fingers against my skin, smoothed the foundation in, and, I swear, if I had had a working dick it would have been working. There is just something so…cool…about letting somebody work your face. 
 
    She became aware of how intently I was studying her, or perhaps of a growing emotion. “What?” 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    But she knew there was something, and she kept putting on the make up. 
 
    “This is concealer. We can hide those big bags under your eyes.” 
 
    “I don’t have big bags.” 
 
    “Huge sacks, black as night. Testifying to your evil essence.” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    She giggled, and I think she was thinking about how limp my dick was. She certainly didn’t have to worry about being raped by me. 
 
    “Okay, powder,” she was studying a page on the internet. Too little and it doesn’t work. Too much and it’ll look like you’ve been putting on pancake make up.” 
 
    “Pancake?” 
 
    “Used on TV. Heavy duty stuff to withstand hot, klieg lights.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    We continued, and she put on bronzer to make me sunshine-y, then blush. 
 
    “Weird,” I said, at one point. “Why would anybody want to blush all the time?” 
 
    She chuckled. “You men don’t understand anything.” 
 
    “We don’t?” 
 
    “You lust after girls who blush. Now do you understand why we put it on?” 
 
    “We not including you?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess so.” 
 
    That seemed to lessen her cheer. I decided to avoid that subject. 
 
    We reached the eye shadow and eye liner and mascara stage, and it felt weird to have somebody working a pencil that close to my eyes. A little frightening, actually. Janice didn’t seem to pick up on that emotion, however. 
 
    “You have the most glorious lashes.” She remarked. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Then she was putting on the coup de grace…lipstick. 
 
    “Tina stained my lips.” 
 
    “She did. But stain isn’t as bright as regular lipstick, and especially not gloss. We want your lips to pop out. Every man will want to—“ 
 
    She stopped. 
 
    I asked. “Every man will want to what?” 
 
    She grew bright red. She whispered, “Kiss you.” 
 
    It was a bright moment, clearly outlined. I said, “No thanks.” 
 
    She blurted, “Every woman will want to kiss you.” 
 
    “Hah!” 
 
    She was done. She stopped her making up and looked me in the eyes. “You’re hot. It’s not just men…I know that’s not your thing…it’s women. Women love women.” 
 
    “Are you a lesbian?” 
 
    She laughed. “God, no. I’m just saying there’s a lot of women who will be attracted to you.” 
 
    There it was. A dramatic statement. I should have asked, if it was a normal situation and I hadn’t been forced into it, I would have asked…’are you attracted to me?’ 
 
    I let the moment pass. 
 
    Done, we sat back and talked. Had another drink. Discussed girls and girly things. 
 
    “Do girls do this every day?” 
 
    “Most girls do.” 
 
    “But you don’t.” 
 
    “I’m a wall flower. I was always more interested in school, and reading, and…and I never got into the make up thing. 
 
    “Well, you’re certainly into it now.” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    A short pause. A little awkward, but not much. We were getting used to each other. 
 
    “So now I’ll do you.” 
 
    “What?” It almost looked like she panicked. 
 
    “You just talked me through it, I’m probably going to have to learn it anyway, and what better way than to do it to somebody else, to see how everything works.” 
 
    She was silent. 
 
    “Chicken?” 
 
    “I just…I never liked all that goop on my face.” 
 
    “Sounds like you never gave it a chance.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything to that, and it sounded like I had hit it right on the head. 
 
    “It feels sort of neat.” 
 
    She said nothing. 
 
    “Come on, have another drink, and I’ll try my hand at making you up.” 
 
    Well, it took a drink, but she finally agreed. She sat on the kitchen chair and I stood between her legs, so very aware of my limpness, and began putting make up on her. 
 
    “This is cleaning.” I scrubbed her pores gently. “And this is primer.” 
 
    I told her what each item was for, and made a lot of mistakes, but between her advice, the internet, and even a little observation and common sense from me, she began to look like a girl. 
 
    I mean, she already looked like a girl, but now her face was becoming more colorful, more feminine, and…more sexy. 
 
    I was standing between her legs, leaning into her, trying to get the shadow on her eyes right, and she said, “How do you stand those big milk sacks?” 
 
    I realized that I was too close and I stepped back. “You should try some. It feels sort of sexy to bounce around a little. 
 
    “You’re kidding!” I think she was surprised that I would defend them. 
 
    “Hey, Tina gave me some vacation boobs, why not you? Eh?” 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    “Hey, you’d look good with a nice, big set of tits on you.” 
 
    She blinked, but that conversation dried out. 
 
    But it felt like she was thinking about what I had said. 
 
    Big boobs aren’t necessary to make a woman look good. Heck, good looks are the product of a state of mind. But they certainly help. 
 
    Finally, I was done. “There you go.” 
 
    “You know,” she said, looking in the bathroom mirror. “Not half bad for a man.” 
 
    “I bet you say that to all the cross dressers.” 
 
    She giggled. “I can’t believe you said that.” 
 
    “What? Cross dresser?” 
 
    She stared at me. “This morning you looked ready to kill yourself. Now you’re joking about it, and saying…weird things.” 
 
    “I’m drunk,” I said. 
 
    “Not that drunk.” 
 
    “Oh, well, maybe I am.” 
 
    But I wasn’t. I was just having fun. 
 
      
 
    I woke up in my own bed, and realization washed over me, and when I rolled over my tits flopped a bit. Fuck. 
 
    Yet. Cool. 
 
    I got up, put on a bra, combed my hair, got dressed, then ate a little mush while waiting for Janice to arrive. 
 
    Janice. Beautiful Janice without boobs. I wondered what she would look like with big boobs. And if she fixed herself up. 
 
    Huh. 
 
    She arrived a half hour before work and I was startled to see her already sporting make up. 
 
    She breezed into the trailer, sat me down and started to work. 
 
    “You wore ‘goop’ today.” 
 
    “Shut up,” she said pleasantly.  
 
    “Are you hung over?” 
 
    “Just feeling good.” 
 
    I stepped out of the trailer and felt…good looking. Like I had just swallowed a pill that said ‘pride.’ 
 
    I walked over to the warehouse and rolled up the door and went to work. 
 
    There was actually a bit of work to do. I had to make up for not being there for a couple of days. It went fast, dealing with stock, cleaning the front window, that sort of thing, because Janice was working with me. 
 
    I saw our reflection in the freshly cleaned window. Two girls. Good looking. One with big boobs. 
 
    I turned sideways and found myself admiring my shape. 
 
    Sure, I was a bit wide at the shoulders, but nothing unusual or offsetting. 
 
    Several customers came in, one asked where the owner was. 
 
    “He went on vacation,” I explained, stunned that I wasn’t recognized. 
 
    Then there were no customers for a while, we had an early lunch, then more customers, and I was being a woman all day long. I was wearing shorts and a tee, and my heavy chest was up and proud, and I checked my lipstick occasionally, and…and I was passing for a woman. 
 
    I was stunned to find how much I liked it. 
 
    “You have to wear a dress tomorrow.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “So you can feel fresh air touching your under parts.” 
 
    “Huh.” 
 
    “Of course, we need to get rid of your hair.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I have to tell you, freshly shaved legs feel sexy, and nylons feel even better.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, but I was thinking. 
 
     
 
    That night I fixed dinner. Being a bachelor I knew how to cook, and I was pretty good. I served a tasty spaghetti and we each had a drink and we chuckled and talked about movies. 
 
    Then, later, we watched a Disney movie. Mulan. I liked all the swordplay, and the idea of a woman passing as a man…I didn’t expect it to get to me…but it did. 
 
    But the worst thing was an ad for, of all things, Lady and the Tramp. And you know which scene I refer to. The scene where the two dogs are eating spaghetti and they suck a noodle until their lips meet. 
 
    Man, that image was printed on my mind like the indentation a shoe stamped in concrete makes. 
 
    “What did you think?” asked Janice. 
 
    I was about to tell her I liked the martial arts, but I blurted, “Can a woman pass for a man?” 
 
    “Asks the man passing as a woman.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I didn’t have any choice.” 
 
    She frowned. Everybody thinks you have choice about everything, but she had proved that wrong. She changed the subject. 
 
    “So let’s practice our make up.” 
 
    So we did. We whiled away a couple of hours talking about colors and shadows and facial features and stuff, and we explored the effects of make up on our faces. 
 
    I was making her up, against standing between her legs, my big boobs almost shoved into her, and I said, “Why don’t you get some big boobs?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got a good body, you just need a little up topside.” 
 
    “Little like you?” 
 
    “Well, I might be a bit much,” I spoke wryly. “But, you could get some vacation boobs, see what they look like. Then, choose what you want, make them permanent.” 
 
    “Would you like me better with bigger boobs?” 
 
    It was said innocently, but the undercurrents were tremendous. 
 
    I blithely said. “I like you fine.” 
 
    I was almost done, I was painting her lips. She was staring up at me. She wasn’t just resting her eyes on me, she was scrutinizing me, analyzing me. 
 
    “Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” she blurted. 
 
    I froze for an instant. Then I stepped back, screwed the base of the lipstick I was holding and put it aside. 
 
    “There, all done.” 
 
    She wouldn’t let me off so easily. “Why don’t you get permanent boobs?” 
 
    “Because I’m a man.” 
 
    “You could have fooled me,” but, oddly, she wasn’t speaking unkindly. 
 
    “What?” I said, not sure which way to go. 
 
    “I’ve seen you looking at yourself. You like what you see. I certainly like what I see.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    She didn’t answer, she just looked at me. I was aware that we were breathing harder. 
 
    “Kirk, I’m going to ask you something weird.” 
 
    Huh. What could be weirder than being a girl? 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Can you…would you…” 
 
    “Would I what?” 
 
    “Can I see your…your package.” 
 
    I snorted. “You mean my tiny, weenie, little package.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I didn’t feel much down there. But sex isn’t in your package. Sex is in your mind. Sex is in your feelings. Your emotions.  
 
    For answer I unbuckled my shorts, dropped them, and pulled down my panties. 
 
    “Oh, my God.” 
 
    My dick looked even smaller. It was like a little pinkie. And my balls, I might as well not have had any. 
 
    “Can I touch?” 
 
    She was looking up at me avidly. There was an excitement in her gaze that was so powerful it was almost frightening. 
 
    “Sure,” and I found that I was out of breath, slightly hoarse, wondering what was happening. 
 
    She reached forward and took my penis in her hand. She moved forward and gazed at my crotch. With her other hand she felt for my nuts. 
 
    “I think by balls have gone up into the…the place where they are before they drop.” 
 
    “Probably,” she whispered. Then: “It’s so beautiful. It’s so…small.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Why was this so exciting? 
 
    “She looked up at me. “Can I…can I suck it?” 
 
    “Uh…” hard to breath, “Uh…yeah.” God, I WANTED her to suck it. 
 
    She leaned forward slowly and took me in her mouth. I could feel her tongue swirling around it. It didn’t get hard, it didn’t feel like I was going to orgasm, but it was incredibly exciting. 
 
    “Oh, Heysoos forked a dork,” I breathed. 
 
    Her eyes were focused on nothing, half closed, and her mouth worked around Mr. Happy. 
 
    For a long minute she sucked on me, and her hand went between my legs and stroked my buns, then I felt her finger sliding down between my crack. 
 
    Like I said, I did’t get hard, but, like I said, sex is in the mind. In my mind this was sexier than any squirt I had ever had. 
 
    “Fuck!” My knees were shaking. I could hardly stand. 
 
    Then she was on her feet and kissing me. I could taste my groin in her mouth, an earthy smell that did nothing but make me horny. 
 
    My boobs were pressed into her slender chest, and her hands groped them, felt them, hefted them, and searched out the nipples. 
 
    We broke for air, stunned by what we were doing. 
 
    “I knew that bra was right for you.” 
 
    “How can this be?” I responded. 
 
    Then we were back at it, sucking each other’s face, gobbling lips and feeling each other. 
 
    And, somewhere in there my hand found her snatch. I slipped a finger inside here and marveled at her wetness. I had had sex before, but this woman was gushing. I had never felt anything so erotic in my life. 
 
    I pushed her back across the table, then we were on the couch, kissing and feeling, and my hand began to work. I rubbed her clit, searched for her g-spot, and she began to pump her hips into me. 
 
    I kissed her breasts, was amazed at how much bigger her nipples were than mine, and, suddenly, she began to gasp and lurch. 
 
    “I’m cumming!” 
 
    Then, “Oh….oh…unhh!”
For a long minute she came. Most women are done in 10 seconds, but she went on and on. I kept rubbing her spot, and she was looking up at me, her face open and astonished. 
 
    Then she came down. 
 
    We lay there then, not moving, just thinking about what we had done. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she finally whispered against my neck. 
 
    Moving cautiously, we untangled, straightened our clothing. 
 
    “Do you always cum like that?” 
 
    “No. Never.” She actually gave another shudder. She was still getting aftershocks. 
 
    She looked at me, “But you didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I can’t.” 
 
    “But it felt good?” 
 
    “I’ve never felt anything so incredible, but…three months.” 
 
    “Wow,” and her eyes were shining. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I…it’s…exciting.” 
 
    “Me not cumming?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You’re weird, you know?” But I wasn’t speaking harshly. Heck, she was getting off on it…and so was I. 
 
    “There’s a lot to think about here.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    We stood up, awkward yet comfortable, and she poured us a couple of Coke Highs. We sat down at the table and stared at each other. 
 
    “What if you never came again?” 
 
    I answered, “I want to cum again, but…but this feeling I have right now. I’ve never felt so…complete. And I’m horny without all the mess of it all.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I’m horny, but in a relaxed, comfortable way. I’m not driven by my dick.” 
 
    “You feel like…that’s like…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s like what a woman feels. Sometimes.” 
 
    “Men are driven, they have the testosterone, and sometimes we get…obnoxious.” 
 
    She grunted, and I knew what she was thinking. She was thinking of a boyfriend that had used her like candy at a party. Drugged her and thrown her to his friends. 
 
    “Guy was an asshole,” I said. 
 
    “Yes.” Then: “You’re not.” 
 
    “But what if it’s just the castration chemical in me? If I had my full load of testosterone…would you like me?” 
 
    “I’d always like you.” 
 
    But we were both wondering. 
 
    “We could let me get back to having hard ons, screw a few times, like with me all manly and everything, and if you don’t like it we could, you know…” 
 
    “Give you a month of the chemical again.” 
 
    God, that was an exciting thought, and we just stared at each other and let our minds wander. 
 
    Then: “There’s another way of having sex.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We could get a strap on. Then…then I could have a penis, and you…” 
 
    “What about me?” 
 
    “We could use it on you.” 
 
    “On me?” 
 
    “Anal sex. Men are supposed to be able to have prostate orgasms.” 
 
    I sat back and contemplated her. “And that would keep me…testosteroneless.” 
 
    “We could try.” 
 
    “What if we try and I don’t like it?” 
 
    “Then you don’t. Look, we know we like you this way, so we could always come back to this. But we can try things.” 
 
    I nodded slowly. 
 
    “We could.” 
 
    “Let’s look at dildos on the net.” 
 
    Suddenly we were both excited. I flipped on the computer and we began searching. 
 
    Man, there are a LOT of dildos in the world. 
 
    Short ones, tall ones, fat ones, skinny ones. Dog dildos, pig dildos and, scary, horse dildos. Red ones, pink ones, black ones. Dildos with small heads, glass dildos, vibrating dildos. Within a short time I felt like Cheech in the movie ‘Dusk to Dawn,’ talking about all the pussy in the world. But now we were talking about dick. 
 
    We finally ordered three. A regular sized one, a specialized one that was for ‘prostate massage,’ and a big one. Real big. But not as big as a horse. 
 
    “This is for you? I assume?” 
 
    She laughed. “Who knows, once you see how much I like a big dick…you’ll want it, too.” 
 
    Finally, done with make up and drinks and sex, we watched a little TV. Arms around each other. And thinking more than we were watching. 
 
     
 
    I woke up, and it was weird, but not so weird. My tits were big, my penis was small, and I had a lump of woman in my arms. 
 
    She awoke, saw me staring at her, and smiled. 
 
    “God,” she said, then she was on me, insatiable, grinding her hips onto my rather dickless crotch. 
 
    But I liked it. I know this is going to sound strange, but it was love without the messy sex. And it felt good. And I was horny all day. Working side by side with her I kept looking at her and grinning. 
 
    And she was grinning at me. 
 
    And after lunch she got down and nibbled on my teeny peeny again. Nibbled a lot. 
 
    Amazingly, it was hard, but…well, it couldn’t do anything. Anything but make Janice horny. 
 
    I laughed at her when she was done. She was scrunched over a little and grabbing her pud, right through her pants, and wanting to cum. 
 
    “Hold on, slick. Wait for tonight and I’ll get you off.” 
 
    She kissed me, near chewed my tonsils out, and whispered, “And you won’t cum. But you’ll wish you could. And I’ll keep you there, on the edge but unable, for months and months.” 
 
    “Maybe years,” I whispered into her ear. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “I’ve got to cum! Now!” 
 
    “Nope. Time to go to work.” 
 
    So we worked through the afternoon, an Amazon truck came by, overnight delivery, and we stared at each other in glee. 
 
      
 
    “This is going to be good.” She was standing over me, stroking the dick in her hand, slathering it with lube. 
 
    “I hope so,” I agreed, feeling a joyous excitement lancing through my chest. 
 
    “You want it missionary or doggy?” 
 
    Now that was an interesting choice. I finally said, “Doggy. The net says it’s easier for the man to come if he takes it doggy.” 
 
    “Okay, roll over, Rover.” 
 
    I got on all fours and looked over my shoulder at her. I quipped, 
 
      
 
    “Old Mother Hubbard 
 
    went to the cupboard 
 
    to get her poor doggy a bone 
 
    when she bent over 
 
    old rover took over 
 
    and gave her a bone of his…OWN!” 
 
      
 
    She had slapped a bunch of lube into my asshole and she laughed at my yelp. 
 
    “All right, Rover, you ready to experience the other side?” 
 
    I felt my big tits hanging down, my tiny, little ‘clitoris all erect, and I said, “Yep.” 
 
    She entered me slowly, and there was a moment of pain, but she was gentle, read me right, and took her time. Soon she was in me. I marveled at the feeling of a dick in my ass. It wasn’t a real dick, but I could feel the veins. More important, I could feel the warmth and caring of the woman on the other end of the dildo. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. 
 
    “Feel good?” 
 
    “Oh, God. Yes.” 
 
    “Good.” She began to saw back and forth, and it felt like she was turning me inside out. I groaned loudly. 
 
    “That’s it, baby,” she crooned. 
 
    In and out. A wiggle here and there, the feel of that big thing going around and around as if it was trying to hollow me out. 
 
    “Fuck…fuck…” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She held my hips, controlled me, owned me, used me. 
 
    Then I felt it start to build. It was weird, not like a normal orgasm, normal for a male, that is. Instead of a little click and the quick rocket ride, it was like a warmth that seeped into me, elevated me, inundated me. 
 
    I could feel Janice’s thrusts become different, like she was stirring energy inside my body, an ocean of energy. An ocean that built higher and higher, like the ocean was becoming a tsunami, and I felt like I was being lifted up to the top of the waves, then smashed down on the ocean floor, again and again, and I was crying and sobbing, and I didn’t even know how it had happened. 
 
    Then I was done. Exhausted. Lying on the bed, her lying on top of me. The dick in me, but the ocean gone. Gone but not forgotten, gone but desired again. And again. And again…for the rest of my life. 
 
    And I thought: Why would I want to go back to a puny, little male orgasm? 
 
    She did a push up, got off my back, pulled the dildo out of me, and it felt like she was leaving a monstrous cave in its wake. I wondered about the big dildo then. 
 
    I rolled over, and she laid down beside me. We lay there, staring at the roof of the trailer, awed and in wonder. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Okay.” 
 
    She just smiled.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Janice continued to work with me, and we got married. 
 
    We found that it was fun to experience male orgasms, so we would let the castration chemical wear off, have our jollies for a few weeks, then I would get a shot and everything would go limp, just the way we liked it. 
 
    She tried vacation boobs, and she liked them. We both have a monster set of jugs. And all of our monsters are permanent. 
 
     
 
    Oh, and as for Tina? 
 
    I bought a rifle, tracked her down and…had my revenge. 
 
    Heck, I’m a sniper.  
 
    And, like I told her way back in the beginning, I’ve done bad things. 
 
    But she had thought I was hiding a past as a bad guy who abused women. She didn’t know I was talking about war and being a sniper and feeling guilty about it. 
 
    I guess she didn’t really know who I was. 
 
    Just another case of mistaken identity. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Silithia: The hope of All Women…the Bane of All Men 
 
    In this amazing story Grace Mansfield has crafted a true classic. 
 
    Silithia is a Gypsy. Small in stature, diseased, looked down upon by the whole world, she yet rises to heights never imagined by man. And now man has to pay the price. 
 
    What is the true value of a woman? What are her true abilities? Silithia will show you.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I Feminized a Reporter 
 
    A tale of first time feminization 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You’re really going to do this?” 
 
    “I’ve got to.” 
 
    “But…why? We won’t be able to be intimate for months! What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Enjoy the fame of my first pulitzer prize.” 
 
    I stared at Keith, and was totally flabbergasted. 
 
    Keith was my boy friend of 5 years. Kind, considerate, handsome. Not unusually tall or big, except in the bedroom. But now he was going to throw all that aside. 
 
    I leaned over to him, we were sitting on the patio, looking out over the city, and studied his face.  
 
    Brown hair, oval face, olive skin. His nose was just right, his eyes were brown, and his eyebrows were a bit thick. 
 
    “You know you’re not going to be a man for 3 months.” 
 
    “But I will be a man again.” 
 
    “You’re taking a big chance! What if something goes wrong?” 
 
    “I’m willing to take the chance.” 
 
    I stood up, was extremely agitated, and went into the apartment to make us more drinks. A lot more. He followed me in. 
 
    “Eva,” he said, as I poured first bourbon, then Coke, into two glasses. “This is important.” 
 
    “I imagine losing your manhood would be.” 
 
    “So what about the thousands of men who face this in the criminal courts every day?” 
 
    “So you’re going to advocate for a bunch of criminals?” 
 
    “Is it cruel and unusual punishment? Should the state be allowed to chemically castrate men?” 
 
    “They opt for it.” 
 
    “They are black mailed into it for less time in prison.” 
 
    I handed him his glass, and we stood facing each other.  “So you want to give up this,” I hefted one of my sizable breasts, “For a stupid article.” 
 
    “This stupid article will make me famous.” 
 
    “The Bruce Jenner, pardon me, Kaitlyn Jenner, of the journalistic set. What will your peers say?” 
 
    “They’ll be jealous.” 
 
    “They’ll laugh at the castrato who was once a man.” 
 
    “A castrato is a singer. I think you mean eunuch.” 
 
    “Okay. Eunuch.” 
 
    I took the glass out of his hand and put it on the counter. I put my glass down. I touched my lips to his, taking my time and letting the lust build. I groped his pants, felt his growing penis. I broke the kiss and stared into his eyes as I unzipped him and pulled him out. He was hard. His balls were tight. I slithered down his body and took him in my mouth. I tongued him and palpated his testicles and he groaned. 
 
    I stopped and stood up, left him hanging. “You’re giving up that.” 
 
    “Only for a while.” 
 
    “You hope.” 
 
    He sighed. “I can see you aren’t going to understand this.” 
 
    “I can see I’m not.” 
 
    “Look. There are thousands of men who undergo this. I need to find out if this is truly unconstitutional. You’ve seen some of my correspondence. You’ve read the letters. Somebody is going to have to go on the chopping block and find out the truth of this.” 
 
    “Chopping block. Nice.” 
 
    “You know what I mean!” 
 
    “I know you’re an idiot. I am opposed, and I am angry that you would risk yourself like this, and I am not going to fuck you if you are going to…if you are…” I started to cry. 
 
    “Come on, babe,” he put his arms around me, patted my hair. I could feel his hard dick still sticking out down below. 
 
    Suddenly I was pissed all over. I pushed him away. “No! If you do this…I am not going to treat you like a man! If you’re going to get your manhood chemically castrated then I will not treat you like a man!” 
 
    I stormed out of the room and treated him to the sound of our bedroom door slamming. 
 
    His appointment, to get the shot of medroxyprogesterone acetate, was nine o’clock in one week. I had one week to get him to change his mind. 
 
    I sat on the bed and pouted. One week. What could I do or say to make him give up this crazy idea? 
 
    And it hit me. I had studied a bit of psychology, I knew about sexual practices, and there might be one way I could…I smiled. I stood up and walked back into the kitchen. 
 
    Keith was leaning against the counter, his drink in his hand. A morose expression on his face. He looked up at me, his eyes expressing a bit of hope. 
 
    He wanted me to change my mind. But he was the one who had to change his mind. 
 
    I went to him, took his drink and put it down. I held his hands and gazed into his hopeful eyes. 
 
    “Okay, Keith. You can do this, but there’s a big condition.” 
 
    “Sure,” he agreed too easily. 
 
    “If you are not going to be a man, then I can’t be expected to treat you like a man.” 
 
    He tilted his head. I had made remarks like this, but now it was obvious that I had some sort of idea in mind. 
 
    “So from here on out you have to do what I say. You’re not the man, you’re not in charge…I am. “ 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “Furthermore, do you know what eunuchs did? Back in the day?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but—“ 
 
    “They were servants. They waited on the women. They were trusted in the emperor’s service because they wouldn’t take advantage of the women. So you will be my servant and you will wait on me hand and foot.” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “If you don’t agree to this, then I want you out of here tonight. But if you do this for a week, and you still feel like being a second class citizen, then I will stand by your side. You can get the shot, and I will suffer through this disastrous idea of yours.” 
 
    “But I have to do what you say for a week. What are you going to tell me to do?” 
 
    “I am going to have you prance around and wear dresses and wait on me hand and foot. I am going to show you that you don’t really want to go there.” 
 
    Then I had a thought. 
 
    “Or maybe you do? Maybe you actually want this because…you’re that kind of a guy.” 
 
    He snorted. “I am NOT that kind of a guy, so…you’re on.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    We glared defiantly at each other. 
 
    And that’s how it began. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t do anything that night. It was late, I was tired, but I wanted to look around on the net and get some ideas. After all, I knew about such stuff, but there is a big difference in knowing ‘about,’ and really ‘knowing.’ 
 
    So I spent an hour perusing eunuchs and castration, and there really wasn’t much. There was a lot of stuff about women liking their man without the testosterone. Apparently men become more docile, but they also have more emotions. Huh. Maybe docile like he wouldn’t get himself castrated? Except that he would have to get castrated before he would become docile enough to not get castrated. Catch 22. And emotions? That might be interesting. 
 
    Women are emotional, and people usually blame it on hormones. I’m not excessively emotional, but I understand the hormone argument. But I wondered what it would be like if Keith was all blubbery and whiney.  
 
    I chuckled. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Keith looked up from the latest Grace Mansfield novel. A silly bit of stuff called ‘Womanland.’ 
 
    “Nothing,” I responded. 
 
    There must have been something in my tone, because he looked like he wanted to ask me further, but didn’t. 
 
    I had a sneaking suspicion he was trying to come to grips with having to follow my every order. 
 
    From reading about men who gave up their manhood because they wanted to lessen their punishment for various crimes, I found a surprising amount of material on men who actually just wanted to be slaves. 
 
    Wanted to be slaves? 
 
    That was something. Who would want to be a second class citizen? 
 
    I always considered myself a first class citizen. I wasn’t a fire breathing feminist, but I held my own and made sure nobody walked on me. 
 
    I could NOT imagine giving up my autonomy. It was an alien concept that I found difficult to wrap my head around. 
 
    I looked at Keith. He didn’t notice me staring at him, he was deeply into the book. I had always thought Keith was pretty strong. He was a hard charger as a journalist, he was willing to follow a story through thick and thin. 
 
    But he had never proposed changing his body for a story. That was a bit more drastic. 
 
    So…why? 
 
    Tell the truth, I didn’t totally believe his reasons. He was not a Social Justice Warrior. He was more interested in the story than the good fight. 
 
    Was there something here I was missing? 
 
    Or was I just missing something in myself because I couldn’t understand a man giving up his self rule? Not for no reason no how.  
 
    I turned back to my research, thoughts that refused to manifest  boiling in the back of my mind. 
 
    Men who gave up their manhood for women. And, then, of course, I found tons of stuff on shemales, transvestites, and…men who liked their partner to wear a strap on. 
 
    I must have grunted, because Keith again asked me, “What?” 
 
    I looked right at him. “Have you ever considered anal sex?” 
 
    He grinned, “Right now?” 
 
    “For you. Not me.” 
 
    He blinked and his face went cold. “Get serious.” 
 
    But there was something in me that WAS serious. I wanted to understand his…his fetish. 
 
    Is castration a fetish? 
 
    Hmmm. A little bit serious to be a fetish. 
 
    “Ready to go to bed?” 
 
    “Yes, I am.” I shut down my computer and stood up. “I am ready for the hottest sex I have had in ages. I am ready to cum my brains out.” 
 
    Keith slapped his book shut and stood up with a grin. 
 
    “You, however, are sleeping out here.” 
 
    “What?” he spoke in a tone of voice that was almost a squeak. 
 
    “A man without a dick can’t satisfy a woman who needs one.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. 
 
    “Well, uh…” coming to grips with his situation, “Can. I watch.” 
 
    I put a haughty look on my face. “Slave boy wants to get a secret thrill by observing his mistress having sex?” 
 
    There was a guilty look on his face, made me wonder about his hidden kinks. If there was something sexually perverse behind Keith’s proposed castration, it was hidden in the gleam of his eye. 
 
    I grunted. “Well,” I thought about the things I had read. I decided, “I guess you could suck my toes before I go to sleep.” 
 
    He grinned, almost guiltily, and stood up. 
 
    “In a week you aren’t even going to have that happy boner.” I stared down at the bulge in his pants. 
 
    He opened his mouth briefly, but didn’t say anything. 
 
    I turned on my heel and strode into the bedroom. 
 
    He followed along, be it a bit subdued. I started to take off my clothes, then stopped. I went to the center of the room and held up my arms. “Undress me.” 
 
    “Oh, God. Priceless! The look on his face. He actually gulped. 
 
    He unbuttoned my blouse, I moved my arms slightly and he slipped it off my shoulders. There I stood, in a bra and pants. And, I might add, I know how to fill a bra. 
 
    He couldn’t stop staring at my boobs. 
 
    “Take off my pants.” 
 
    He stood in front of me, breathing hard, staring at my chest, and he unbuckled and unzipped me. He bent his knees and twisted slightly and did a knee bend and slid my pants down my legs. His face went right between my boobs, he almost got his chin hung up on the material between my cups. 
 
    I have great legs. Good curves, strong calves, and everything coming together at my fine ass. 
 
    My ass was right close to his face, just the other side of my pussy. And he was gasping and wondering where he should put his eyes. Looking right at my panty clad womanhood. 
 
    “While you’re down there, take off my shoes and socks.” 
 
    Now he was kneeling, and I placed one hand on his shoulder and balanced on one foot, then the other. There went the shoes. 
 
    Then one foot, then the other, he rolled my socks off, plucked them off my dainty tootsies. And I knew he was staring at my red tipped toes. He was going to be sucking those in a very short while. 
 
    “Take off my panties.” 
 
    He was lower than me. Physically, and this was having an interesting effect on my mind. It was making me higher than him…mentally and emotionally. 
 
    How weird. I didn’t expect to have any reaction to this stupid game. And I think that is where I stopped thinking of it as stupid, and started looking for hidden meanings. 
 
    He put his hands on my waistband and rolled my panties off. His nose was right in my snatch. I hadn’t showered yet, it had been a long day, I wondered how much of my ‘aroma’ he was getting. 
 
    Well, good. However much, good. He needed a good dose of pheromones to wake him up out of his stupidity. 
 
    He stood up, his chest brushing against my bra. I could feel my nipples through the material, and an actual sexual almost electrical shock went through me. 
 
    This was turning me on! 
 
    “The bra.” 
 
    “Uh. Okay.” First thing he had said, and that just barely. His mind was short circuiting. 
 
    He reached around me and I pushed him away. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “You don’t put your arms around your mistress without an invitation. And even then you are very, very careful.” 
 
    “But how…” 
 
    Oh, Lord, his mind really was shorting out. 
 
    “Walk behind me.” 
 
    Dutifully, dumbly, he walked around and fumbled with my bra clasp. 
 
    Funny, when he had me in his arms and was taking control he could undo that clasp with one hand in a split second. Now, denied and made to act like a servant, he didn’t know how to do it. His fingers felt big and fat as they fumbled with the clasp. 
 
    I walked away from him, leaving him with a stupid look on his horny face and my bra in his hands. 
 
    “Are you going to put my clothes in the hamper or wear them?” 
 
    He got all confused and looked down and looked at the clothes, then he grabbed them and trotted into the bathroom. He came out of the bathroom and stopped. I was lying in bed, hands behind my head, watching him. 
 
    “There’s a vibrator in my bottom drawer.” 
 
    He was blinking as he opened the drawer and muttered, “I didn’t know you even had one of these.” 
 
    “Slaves don’t know anything. In fact, they know nothing.” 
 
    “But when…” 
 
    “When you don’t satisfy me. Now shut up and give me that vibrator.” 
 
    He handed me the cock shaped thing. I test fired it and smiled at the powerful buzz. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I snorted at him. “Get at the bottom of the bed and suck my toes.” 
 
    He walked to the bottom of the bed. 
 
    I spread my legs, gave him a big look at paradise, and touched the vibrator to my hole. 
 
    The thing about vibrators is that while they are good for penetration, they are good for a lot more. I ran it up my labia, hit the clit, and shivered in ecstasy. 
 
    He stood there, gawking. 
 
    “Well?”  
 
    He knelt and put his hands on my feet. Big clumsy hands.  
 
    “Massage gently, kiss, work your way to the toes.” 
 
    He began to massage my foot, and it felt wonderful. And it felt extra wonderful because…because I was making him do this. 
 
    I slid the vibrator into my pussy an inch, diddled a while, searched for the hot spots. I know there is a g-spot, but sometimes it feels like my whole vagina is a hot spot. 
 
    His hands worked into the muscles, pulled on the bones, soothed the flesh. 
 
    I sighed and used my hand to squeeze my pud, then I inserted the plastic dick all the way. I could feel the vibrations working their way through my body, causing shocks of pleasure. It was like a pebble in the pond, the ripples spread to the far shores. 
 
    “Unh,” he mumbled something, but I couldn’t make it out.  
 
    “Can’t you shut up?” I snapped. 
 
    Then I was gone, plunging that big thing into myself, pulling it out, my hips writhing and twisting. 
 
    He went from kissing to sucking, and the sensation of having my toes pulled into a moist warmth was heady, to say the least. 
 
    I felt the shivers deep inside that presaged a big and good cum. I encouraged them with my wrist motion, I closed my eyes and told my body to relax, to let it happen. 
 
    He sucked, his tongue running between my toes, laving everything, and it was almost like he was sucking on my pussy, but…I hate to say it…better. 
 
    “Oh….guh…guh…shit…” The rapture of spasms hit me, everything started going haywire inside. I felt like somebody was twisting my whole uterus and slamming it on the ground. Fuck, this was going to be a big one! 
 
    “AAAAAHHHHH…YEEEES!” 
 
    I came like gangbusters. My whole body had an earthquake. My toes curled right out of his hands and my back arched until I was an upside down U on the bed. 
 
    Then I collapsed. 
 
    “Holy, fuck!” Keith whispered. 
 
    “I opened my eyes, breathing hard. So good. I asked, “How’s your dick?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “How’s your dick?” 
 
    “It’s…” his eyes were big. “It’s hard.” 
 
    “It won’t be next week.” I turned over to go to sleep. “Now turn off the lights and go sleep in the living room.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “And no jacking off.” 
 
    He stood there, staring at me, horny beyond belief, wondering what the fuck had happened. His sweet, demure, little girl friend was now a monster. 
 
    He walked to the door and I whispered, just loud enough for him to hear me, “People without dicks don’t get to masturbate.” 
 
    He turned off the light and went out to his own ‘bed.’ 
 
      
 
    “Get up and get dressed,” I tossed him a bundle of clothes. 
 
    He sat up on the couch and yawned. “Man, I didn’t sleep well—what’s this?” 
 
    He was holding up the clothes I had tossed him. Bra, panties, culottes and blouse. 
 
    “Your clothes.” 
 
    “These are your clothes!” 
 
    “Not no more,” I quipped. “You don’t have the package you dress appropriately.” 
 
    “This is not about cross dressing.” 
 
    “This is about losing your sex, and everything that that entails.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing this shit!” 
 
    “Pack your things.” 
 
    He sat up straight and turned to me. 
 
    “You promised to do what I said. I am just giving you the full experience.” 
 
    “But just because I won’t have the use of my junk doesn’t mean I’m not a man.” 
 
    “Yes, it does.” 
 
    We locked in a stare. 
 
    To tell the truth, I would have backed off. I loved the dope. But…he caved. 
 
    “But I have to go to a meeting with my editor this morning!” he whined. 
 
    “Good I’m going with you.” 
 
    “But…you can’t.” 
 
    “I can. And if he doesn’t like it he can fire me.” 
 
    “He won’t fire you…he’ll fire me.” 
 
    “If he fires you for being less than a man then you don’t want to work for him.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    I was buttering a piece of toast, and I turned to him. “Didn’t you say it was his idea to get you to do this castration thing?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but that doesn’t mean—“ 
 
    “Then he’s going to have to see what he’s putting you through.” 
 
    “But I want to do the assignment! It’s juicy! Nobody’s ever done anything like this!” 
 
    I came around the couch and sat in a chair facing him. I chewed on my toast. I said, “I doubt many were willing. But, here’s the point. You’re arguing with me. I don’t like that. Second class citizens don’t argue with first class citizens. You’d better change your attitude, and I mean now.” 
 
    “Or what?” he challenged. 
 
    “Or tonight I am going to take a belt to your fanny.” 
 
    That was a very potent, quiet moment. 
 
    “You don’t believe in violence.” 
 
    “That’s one stroke tonight.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “Two.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing this stuff!” 
 
    “Three, and if you don’t…move out.” 
 
    It was interesting, and sort of hot, watching him cave. One second he is all defiant and blustery. The next second he is trying to figure out a way out of his mess. 
 
    “I—“ 
 
    “Four. Stop arguing with me.” 
 
    And he stopped. 
 
    God, it felt good. 
 
    And, moment of revelation, I’m a woman. I try to be nice, but, let’s face it, hormones and all, I can be bitchy and demanding. 
 
    But having him give in, having him just follow directions, I suddenly lost that hormone-y feeling. 
 
    Could it be that I was emotionally mobile simply because I had no power? Could having the power reduce the so called ‘hormones?’ 
 
    And, on top of that revelation I felt a massive wave of warmth flow through me. Every inch of me suddenly said, ‘Wow!’ 
 
    I said, “Put your clothes on or it’s five.” 
 
    I started counting down the seconds. At five I was going to say ‘five,’ and offer another ultimatum. 
 
    I reached five and opened my mouth, and he blurted, “Okay!” 
 
    I felt really hot then. Like a hot flash, but a good hot flash. 
 
    Keith stood up and pulled on panties. His dick stuck out the side. It was rock hard. 
 
    “Don’t worry. Next week you won’t have that problem.” 
 
    He actually turned a little red. He put on the bra. 
 
    “We’ll have to get you some breast forms. Or maybe we could just get you some implants.Would you like that.” 
 
    “Shut up,” he whispered, totally embarrassed. 
 
    “Five,” I responded. 
 
    God, did he want to say something, but he didn’t. 
 
    He pulled up the culottes, they fit him like he would wear shorts. Showed his legs better, gave his butt a little extra flare. 
 
    “Looks good,” I complimented him. 
 
    He didn’t say anything.  
 
    He put on the blouse and it was obvious that he was wearing a bra underneath. 
 
    His hair was longish, but not that long, and it was obvious he was a man. 
 
    I smiled. “We’ve got a lot of work to do. But it’s a good start.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    I handed him some Mary Janes. 
 
    His eyes went super wide, but he put them on. 
 
    “Okay. Ready to go?” 
 
    “I…I…can I wear a jacket or something?” 
 
    “Oh, is it cold outside?” 
 
    I grinned. It was obvious he just wanted to cover up his bra. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    I nodded and he put on a jacket. We walked out of the apartment and into 90 degree weather. I kept my grin on the inside and wondered how long he would put up with this sweltering heat. 
 
      
 
    His editor’s office was in downtown LA, and we drove. Rather, I drove. One more way of emasculating him. He didn’t say much, just sat in the passenger seat and stared out the window. 
 
    “We need a convertible,” I commented, as I pulled into the parking lot. He said nothing, just looked at me. A baleful look that said nothing, and said everything. 
 
    We crossed the parking lot, endured the open mouthed stare of the valet, and entered the building. 
 
    It was cool inside, and I was almost sorry. I enjoyed seeing the sweat on his brow from wearing his jacket. 
 
    “Hi…Keith…it is Keith?” 
 
    The receptionist had a broad smile on her face. Being in LA she had seen lots of things, but Keith as a woman? That was a good one. 
 
    “We’re here to meet Randall Jones.” 
 
    “Surely. Do know the way? Or do you want me to have a man come out and show you?” She wasn’t even hiding her mirth. 
 
    “Har de har,” griped Keith. 
 
    “Six,” I said. 
 
    Stunned, he stared at me. 
 
    I turned to the receptionist, “Maybe you better have a man come out. I don’t like having him walk in front of me, and he might try that if he had to take me back.” 
 
    “Honey,” he whispered desperately. 
 
    I just looked at him, wry and withering, and he shut. 
 
    “How about if I take you back?” 
 
    “That would be wonderful. Women are so much better at this sort of stuff than men.” 
 
    “I’ll say, she said, and she stood up and led us to the door to the back. 
 
    “So how long had Keith been this way?” she asked, her name was Jessica, as she led us back through the warren of halls and stairs. 
 
    “Not long. He’s doing this for an assignment, I understand, but I sort of like him this way. Maybe I’ll keep him in skirts.” 
 
    “Good idea. He’s much better behaved this way.” 
 
    Keith walked behind us, his face now a bright red. 
 
    “One vote for feminization,” I responded. “I’ll keep a tally.” 
 
    We came to a small office in which three women were pounding on keyboards. Jessica led us to the center of the room and stated loudly. “Keith is on assignment as a woman. How many of you would like him to stay that way?” 
 
    Three hands went up, three big smiles burst out. One of them said, “Only if he promises to stop patting my bottom.” 
 
    Jessica stated loudly, “That’s four votes.” 
 
    I turned to Keith, who looked like he was trying to shrink into the rug. “You are feeling women up?” 
 
    Oh, God, he looked about an inch tall, and he blubbered, “But…but…”               
 
    Another of the women laughed. “That’s right. He put his hands on our butt…butt…butts.” 
 
    “Seven,” I said. 
 
    “What’s seven?” asked Jessica. 
 
    “That’s how many strokes of the belt he gets tonight.” 
 
    One of the girls laughed abruptly. Another one just chuckled and kept chuckling. 
 
    Jessica: “Can we call you if he doesn’t behave himself?” 
 
    “Please do.” 
 
    “You heard her, girls. Now, let me see if Randy is ready for visitors.” 
 
    She knocked on the big door at the end fo the office, stuck her head in, then backed out and opened the door. “He’ll see you.” 
 
    We walked in, Jessica grinning big time as Keith passed her. 
 
     
 
    Randall Porto, Randy, sat behind a big desk, a phone stuck in his ear. He raised a hand in greeting and spoke into the phone, 
 
    “I don’t care what Circulation says, I want it done. Okay.” He hung up the phone and sat back to examine us. 
 
    Me, he looked at, and smiled, and was up front about staring at my up front. He raised his eyes, grinned and quirked his eyebrows, then turned to Keith. 
 
    And blinked. 
 
    He stood up, a smile twisting across his face. “Keith? Buddy? Is that you?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” he whispered. His face was flame on. 
 
    Randy walked around him, then turned to me. “I have a feeling you are responsible for this.” 
 
    “Of course I am. I’m a woman. I’m in charge of him.” 
 
    “Really,” he motioned to a couch on the side of the room. I sat down at one end, and he sat down at the other. Keith looked around for a chair and I said, “You can remain standing.” 
 
    Randy watched Keith for a second, then turned to me. “You want to explain this?” 
 
    “It’s simple. Keith wants to do the chemical castration article, and I don’t. I told him I would leave him, and he decided he could show me he could function as a second class citizen. It’s that simple.” 
 
    Randy nodded. Then: “Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “I’d love one.” 
 
    He went to a bar and mixed a couple of drinks, then turned back to me. “Does Keith get a drink?” 
 
    “Oh, Lord. No. I might let him have a warm beer if he’s a good girl, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    Randy laughed and shook his head. “A warm beer. I like that.” 
 
    He came back and handed me a glass. He sat down and we sipped and regarded each other. Keith might as well not have been there. 
 
    “So for the duration of this assignment I’m going to wear the pants. The pants, the strap on, everything.” 
 
    Randy nearly chocked on that one. He glanced at Keith again. Keith just stood with his head down, his head in his hands. 
 
    “Keith, you’re obnoxious. Go sit in that corner.” I pointed. Keith opened his mouth. 
 
    “Eight.” 
 
    “Eight?” Randy asked, as Keith went to the corner and sat down. 
 
    “And keep your legs closed. Even though that’s a culotte you have to present yourself properly.” 
 
    Randy snorted. 
 
    I turned to him and explained the numbers. 
 
    He nodded, glanced at Keith, then back at me. “So what can I do for you?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Keith had this meeting scheduled, and since I’m in charge of him I thought I’d better attend. 
 
    Randy nodded. He stood up. He walked around the room. He was in thought. He glanced at Keith and barked a laugh. Walked some more, then sat down on the couch. Closer to me. Close enough to put his hand on my knee. 
 
    “Let me tell you what I propose.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I like this idea. We’re in Los Angeles, there are a lot of Gays, Lesbians, Transgenders…everything. Would you consider having Keith do a series of articles on things of that, uh, nature?” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows. 
 
    “We could expand our sales, possibility of the articles being picked up by other agencies…I think it’s a good idea.” 
 
    “I might be interested in that. What would it entail?” 
 
    “Start with simple crossdressing, I can see he’s good at that, then we can expand. Have him transition, the company can even pop for some vacation boobs. Then we can explore sex, the various types of sex.” He turned to Keith, “How about it, Wimpy? Would you like to know about the sexual habits of the other side.” 
 
    “And how much money are we talking about?” 
 
    Randy didn’t even blink. He just named a sum that was ridiculous. I caught a side glance of Keith gasping. 
 
    I smiled, and considered. “How long would we keep him castrated?” 
 
    “That’s up to you. Might be fun to let him recover, have a few hard ons, then give him another shot. The point is that there are no limits to what you can do. Any type of lifestyle, any type of sex, there is a market waiting to hear about it.” 
 
    I nodded. “Okay. We’ll take this home and mull it over.” 
 
    “Here’s my personal number. Call any time.” He handed me a business card. 
 
    “Okey dokey.” 
 
    I stood up, Randy stood up. Keith got to his feet. 
 
    “Well, thank you,” Randy shook my hand, holding on to it a little longer than was proper. I didn’t mind. 
 
    “My thanks to you. I’m sure we’re going to come to an agreement pretty fast.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    He walked us out of the office. 
 
    The secretaries were all hard at work when we walked through the outer office. None of them looked up, but as we reached the far door I heard a soft voice call out, “Nice ass!” 
 
    Keith whirled around and glared. 
 
    “Nine,” I said. 
 
    Keith fell in line, and the girls all giggled. 
 
      
 
    We got in the car and Keith blurted, “I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    “Ten.” But I knew this was actually a conversation we had to have. 
 
    “Can I…can I speak without you counting?” 
 
    I hadn’t started the car and I turned to him. “Within reason. But you’d better keep a civil tongue in your head.” 
 
    He took a breath, then began speaking softly. 
 
    “Look. I know you didn’t want me to do this assignment, and I understand now. I’ll tell Randy no, and we can get back to normal.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear that offer? He’s going to pay you a years worth of wages. And all you have to do is go along with it, follow directions, and reveal your true feelings in articles.” 
 
    “Yes, but…he’s talking about vacation boobs and kinky sex and…” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “What do you mean so?” 
 
    “You’re willing to sell your testicles for an article. I just got you 20 articles, 40 articles, at a better price per article. And you’re dragging your feet?” 
 
    “Well, but…do I still have to go through with the castration thing?” 
 
    Oh, baby. There it was. And it was a whammy inside my precious skull, too. On one hand, I had objected, strenuously, to his getting castrated. On the other hand, that seemed to be core to everything. 
 
    How could he write about this unless he got the full experience? 
 
    “Of course you do,” I snapped. 
 
    Surprisingly, he didn’t carry on. He just accepted my word and hung his head and that was that. 
 
    Man, I liked this power thing. Heck, for a feeling like this I’d have him castrated twice! 
 
    I started up the car and headed for home. 
 
      
 
    “What are we doing here?” 
 
    I had pulled over on Melrose. I pointed at the store on our right. 
 
    ‘Jennette Bras.’ 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need a proper fitting. You need your own wardrobe.” 
 
    “I can’t afford that.” 
 
    I smiled and pulled out the business card Randy had handed me. Keith looked on, aghast, as I tapped the number into my cell. 
 
    “You can’t—“ 
 
    “Hi, Randy. Listen. We want to get Keith clothes for the assignment and…we can? Excellent. Oh, me? Why surely, and thank you. Sure Ta ta.” I hung up. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What a nice man. He even told me to get something for myself.” 
 
    “Eva, he’s hitting on you. He’s a lech. He’s going to try and get into your pants!” 
 
    “You’re the only one who’s getting into my panties,” I laughed at the double entendre. “But not for long…” 
 
    Still chuckling, I lead the way into Jennette’s. 
 
    An hour later we left, with a bag full of bras, and Keith wearing a new one under his blouse. Black, to really show through his sheer blouse. 
 
    “Okay, corsets.” 
 
    “You’re kidding,” he whispered. 
 
    “No…no. No joking here.” 
 
    I drove through town to Frederick’s of Hollywood, and, man, did I have fun. 
 
    We hustled poor Keith back to a fitting room and tried on lots of corsets. 
 
    “I can’t breath,” he gasped. 
 
    “Breath high and shallow, and don’t talk so much.” 
 
    His face took on a stunned quality as he tried to deal with his organs being shifted around. 
 
    But he did it, and we walked out of the store with him in a brand new corset. His waist was skinny, and would become skinnier. It even made it look like he had little boobs. 
 
    I loved it. 
 
    I loved all of it. 
 
    I was actually getting horny. Not just having a little slave boy following my every whim, but seeing him struggle, seeing his sexy, little waist. It was hot. 
 
    And, we bought a couple of wigs. Just a for a while. Until his own hair grew out. 
 
    And, shoes. Particularly high heels. I just loved the way he was stilted, his butt a little pooched, and he walked like he was afraid to walk. 
 
    And, finally, make up. Oh, this was going to be delicious. 
 
    And every once in a while I would call Randy and give him a progress report. We were spending money and I wanted to make sure everything was still copacetic. 
 
    It was, and it was quite pleasant having him flirt with me. 
 
    I started thinking about my sexual needs. Keith was going to be out of it for at least three months, and it sounded like the assignments would go on longer, so…what was I supposed to do? 
 
    Sure, I could have him get me off, but there is something about a real, live, flesh dick that is…perfect. 
 
    Sure, the dildo is the quick fix, and can be better in certain situations. But that warm feel of skin on skin…I needed that. 
 
    I had a feeling Randy would oblige me. 
 
    I sighed. But right now…I had to attend to my slave boy. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home late that night, and immediately got into the clothes. I had him try everything on. He was getting tired, and it was difficult putting things on while wearing the corset, but, hey…women have been doing this for eons. Why not men, right? 
 
    Finally, however, the night was late and it was time to sleep. 
 
    “Okay, Keith. I’m going to shower now. You may scrub my back.” 
 
    “I can get out of this thing?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I hopped into the shower and started soaping, and realized that Keith wasn’t there. I stuck my head out and called, “Keith!” 
 
    He came into the bathroom, tears streaming down his face, “I can’t get out of this thing!” 
 
    I had to laugh. He was so weak. “Come here,” and I undid a few laces. He was able to get the rest undone and finally get the corset off. He stepped into the shower, and his boner was jutting like a bowsprit. 
 
    “Crap,” I chortled. “Does that thing even bend?” 
 
    “I’m afraid to try,” he said. He might have the king of all boners, but he was very subdued. 
 
    “Aw, poor boy,” I grabbed his cock and started stroking.  
 
    He actually whimpered in relief, but when he started moving his hips back and forth I let go. 
 
    “Hey! Please!” 
 
    “Oh, stop your whining.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I looked at him and he stopped real quick. I hadn’t given him a number all afternoon, and he didn’t want to start me up again. Then he had a thought. “What about…are you going to…” 
 
    “Whip you? Of course.” 
 
    It sort of surprised me, that he brought it up, then I realized something: he probably wanted to get whipped. 
 
    I was starting to realize that my boyfriend had a few kinks. Kinks he was embarrassed about, maybe even ashamed of, but he had ‘em. 
 
    “Soap my back.” 
 
    He began soaping. His hands felt downright delish, running over my flesh like that. I turned around. 
 
    “Clean my boobs.” 
 
    Oh, baby, did he love that. And I even let him suck my nipples a bit. 
 
    Finally, I pushed him away. “Finish up and let’s get to your punishment.” 
 
    He stood, very chastened, when I got out of the shower and dried myself off. 
 
     
 
    I dried, dropped the towel on the floor for him to put away, and sauntered into the bedroom. For his first spanking I wanted something he would truly remember. I figure his own belt would do it. Every time he buckled his belt, from here on out, he would be thinking of the pain it had caused him. 
 
    He had left his pants from the other day by the side of the bed. I made a mental note to make him clean everything up, and took the belt out of the loops. 
 
    I smacked it on my hand. Ow! Good and stiff and thick. 
 
    He came into the bedroom. He was afraid to look at me. 
 
    “Come along,” I spoke in a no nonsense fashion. 
 
    I walked into the living room and pointed at the couch. “Hang over the back.” 
 
    He moved slowly, but I didn’t have to raise my voice. He bent over the couch and I stepped up and placed a hand on his ass. 
 
    “This is for your own good.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    “You’ve got to learn to be polite and well mannered.” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “I’d prefer that you didn’t make noise. And I don’t want to have to tie you down. 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    So I made a few ‘whooshes’ through the air, then I laid into him. 
 
    SMACK!  
 
    He howled. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I didn’t spank him as hard as I could have. I didn’t want to risk cutting the skin, and I didn’t want him panicking. So I hit him more for noise.  
 
    SMACK…SMACK! On through to ten times. 
 
    I tossed the belt on the floor and said, “You need to clean this place up.” 
 
    He started to sit up, then stopped. No sitting for him. He stood up. The look in his eyes… 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He just started sobbing. All his male bravado out the window, he was a little boy and felt like one. 
 
    There is a time to spank, and a time to wank. I know, bad saying, but you get the idea. I went to him and held him. He bent his head and cried into my shoulder. Great big sobs, shuddering sobs, and he couldn’t stop. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s all done now.” 
 
    Finally, he started to slow down. 
 
    And, you know…spanking acts like ‘make up sex.’ It just reduces the man to a pathetic place, and he comes out of that place needing to be loved, and I almost wished I could have fucked him. It would have felt so good, after smacking his ass that way. But I couldn’t. My man had made his bed, so let him lay in it. 
 
      
 
    That week was most enjoyable. I went shopping, I taught Keith about make up, I had a maid, not just a servant but a maid, waiting on me hand and foot. 
 
    Furthermore,  I was getting more sex than I had ever had in my life. Every night I used my vibrator, or had him use his mouth and fingers, and I had orgasm after orgasm. A couple of times I woke up in the morning and wanted sex, and once I demanded it right in the middle of the afternoon. 
 
    Most surprisingly, however, was the fact that I didn’t get to spank Keith. He simply fell into line and stopped talking back. Sometimes he looked at me with a bit of resentment, sometimes with sorrow. Whatever, he was liking this new lifestyle. I knew he was, or he would have complained, or revolted in some manner, but he didn’t, so I knew. 
 
    Tell the truth, I was a little leery of it all coming to an end. 
 
    What if he got the shot and wanted to stop being my maid? 
 
    Could I handle it? 
 
    Would I still love him? 
 
    I wasn’t sure if I loved him now. At least, not in the same way. 
 
    I had gained a maid, but…but it was like he wasn’t a man anymore. 
 
    Then Randy started calling me, and we started talking into the wee hours. Keith would be polishing my shoes, or washing my underwear by hand, and he would hear me giggling and laughing, but he didn’t say anything. One more proof that he was no longer the man I had thought he once was. 
 
      
 
    At ten in the morning we paid a visit to a Doctor Amsler. He was an old German, wore the white coat, and didn’t seem to care. 
 
    But, then, maybe you need to find a doctor who doesn’t care if you want a chemical castration. 
 
    “Gut morning,” he said, barely glancing at me, hardly noticing that Keith was wearing a dress. He gave Keith a shot, bid us good day and walked out. 
 
    “Well,” I said, as Keith picked up his purse, “that was certainly anti-climactic. 
 
    Keith said nothing. I think reality had finally hit home. 
 
    We walked out of the office, two girls, and got into our…my…car. 
 
    “Well, shall we go home and have a fuck?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It will probably take a little time for the shot to take effect, how about we go roll in the hay?” 
 
    He grinned, but it was sort of a sad grin. 
 
      
 
    We arrived home and I headed for the bedroom. 
 
    “You’re serious,” he said, following me. 
 
    “You bet your booty I’m serious. Come on, get your dress off. In fact, don’t bother. Just drop your drawers and lift your skirt.” 
 
    I laid face down on the bed and waited. 
 
    I heard the rustle of clothes, then I felt him step up to me. 
 
    “It’s not real hard.” 
 
    “Doesn’t have to be. Just get it in. I need to get off.” 
 
    “You need to get off,” he whispered, incredulously, and he pushed forward. 
 
    It was like fucking a dick made of chewing gum. It bent this way and that, it slithered out, it folded up. 
 
    “Fuck.” I could hear the desperation in his voice. 
 
    “Come on,” I was grinning into the mattress. 
 
    And, finally, he did it. It felt small and inconsequential, more like a used Tampon than a dick. 
 
    “Okay, come on. Do the old in and out.” 
 
    He tried. God how he tried. He was gasping and gulping and I could his intensity, the spirit was willing, but the flesh was not. 
 
    He finally flopped out. 
 
    I turned and stared at it. It was sort of cute, hanging there like a big dick, but not. I had a feeling it was going to be doing some shrinking over the next few days. 
 
    “I guess the shot did work fast.” 
 
    “Well, that’s okay. You can still get me off.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his poor face. He wanted sex, his dick might not be much, but his mind was horny…he dutifully got down on his knees and ate me. 
 
    It was saddest orgasm I ever had in my life. I could simply feel the sadness of him while he ate and used his fingers. 
 
    And, in a way, it was a great orgasm. 
 
    Not because it was earthshakingly violent, not because I felt turned inside out and upside down, but because it signified all the control I had. 
 
    Who would have ever suspected that control is sexy? 
 
    I sort of had, but not really, not to the extent that I was understanding it now. 
 
    After he got me off he crawled up beside me and held me. 
 
    But I knew what he needed. He didn’t need to hold me, he needed to be held. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I soothed, speaking sincerely, but not meaning it. “Some day you’ll get your boner back. Some day you’ll be a man.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, and I could feel my shoulder getting wet. He was crying. 
 
      
 
    But there is one more chapter to this saga. 
 
    We went places and did things. We went to parties, got introduced to  gays and lesbians and trans people, and Keith was quite open about what he was doing and why. 
 
    He started to enjoy it. 
 
    He enjoyed the admiration people gave him for standing up for criminals, for fighting the fight against chemical castration. He also enjoyed the company of a different class of people. 
 
    He had women wanting to feel him. To make love to him. To take him home and cuddle with him. 
 
    And he had men wanting the same. 
 
    He had trouble with the man thing, I think his mind was still male, but after one particular party where he was the main attraction, I told him to go home with a woman. Right in the middle of the party. People around us and everything. Some woman was hitting on him, and I said, “Keith, why don’t you go along and make her happy?” 
 
    We were standing in a group of six or eight people and everybody stared at me. 
 
    “Lord knows you can’t fuck me, and I love our cuddling, but…spread the wealth around. Go home and make her happy.” 
 
    I heard a few murmurs, but Keith and I were locked in gaze. We were in our own world. 
 
    “Do you mean it?” he whispered. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “But…what does this do to our relationship?” 
 
    “I think our relationship has changed sufficient that we both need to redefine ourselves.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m going to go now. Call me if you need a ride tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” 
 
    “I think you know.” 
 
    He did know. Randy. 
 
    After a long second he simply nodded. 
 
    He stayed to be with another woman, and, the poor sap, he couldn’t fuck her. But he would make her happy. He was getting pretty darned accomplished with his tongue. 
 
    And I had to have a man, and Randy wanted me. He had told me so several times. 
 
    I had told him to pay Keith more, which he did, and which eventually ended up in my coffers. But now I had to fulfill my end of the unspoken bargain. 
 
    I had to fuck another man. I would get to feel a real dick exploring my innards. I would drop to my knees and suck, I would spread my legs and let him take me. I was so horny I was…driven. 
 
    I needed to fuck. 
 
    But that wasn’t the last chapter of this saga. 
 
      
 
    I received a phone call the next morning. It was Keith. I was exhausted, my hole felt like magic, and I forced myself to get in the car and retrieve him. 
 
    He was waiting for me outside her apartment. 
 
    He got into the car and I have never seen such a sad face. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I was actually a little alarmed. I figured he had found out he had cancer or something. 
 
    “Monica,” that was her name, “Wanted to fuck me.” 
 
    “Well, of course. They all do. So…wait a minute.” I looked at him. 
 
    He nodded. “She had a strap on and she wanted to use it on me.” 
 
    “So did you?” 
 
    “I was scared.” His eyelids filled with moisture. I had noticed that he was becoming more emotional these days. 
 
    “So you…oh, my gosh. Well, we’ll have to do something about that.” 
 
    We didn’t talk much after that. I drove, and thought, and he was immersed in his own problems. Problem. 
 
    It actually surprised me to consider what his problem was. He was a virgin. And aren’t all virgins scared? 
 
     
 
    We walked into the apartment and I told him to make us a couple of drinks. He did, and we went out on the patio. The patio, where this had all begun months ago. 
 
    We sipped, and we chatted a bit. 
 
    “Do you like this? Being castrated?” 
 
    “There is a joy to it. I never expected that something like this would happen, but when sex isn’t involved you get…deeper, I guess is the word…with people. You start to experience a subtle joy, a line of actual heat, right in the middle of your chest, and it grows and grows.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do when next month comes and your dick starts to grow?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I honestly don’t know. On one hand, I know I’m not a real man anymore. But what am I?” 
 
    “A human being?” I ventured. 
 
    “Yes, I suppose.” But he was just talking. 
 
    To sex or not to sex. That is the question. That’s how Willie Shakespeare would have phrased the question. 
 
    “Well,” I said, when our drinks were done. “Would you like another drink before we deflower you?” 
 
    He stared at me with glittering black eyes. Inscrutable eyes. His thoughts large bu mysterious. 
 
    “You’re going to fuck me?” 
 
    “Somebody has to. You can’t go around disappointing young maidens like you did last night.” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah. I guess I did disappoint her.” 
 
    “But once we have taught you the joys, perhaps I should say the ‘ins and outs,’ of sex, then she can try to seduce you again. Or, if not her, I’m sure there are other women in the world who would like to own you.” 
 
    “Own me,” he stated contemplatively. He abruptly looked directly at me. “We can write my name on bathroom walls.” 
 
    I laughed. “Yes, we can. For a good time call…” 
 
    “And some day I’m going to have to learn to suck dick, and to take something that is a bit more than plastic up my pooper.” 
 
    “God, that’s gross. Couldn’t you say ‘love canal?’ Or something.” 
 
    “Maybe after I have been convinced that it is a love canal.” 
 
    And that was the moment. Push had come to shove. 
 
    “Get up and go into the bedroom. Stay a woman. Stay dressed.” 
 
    He took a big breath, then stood up. I studied him as he stood before me. He still didn’t have vacation boobs, let alone permanent ones, but that day was coming. I knew it was. 
 
    Still, he had a trim body. The corset had made it difficult to eat, he wasn’t chunky to begin with, and his hair had grown out to where it could be styled in a bob. 
 
    His lips were plumped up and red. He was wearing breast forms, but that was okay. Anything to have a girly shape. 
 
    He turned and walked away, and I stood and followed him. 
 
    He had a sexy, high heeled walk, his butt moving side to side. It was a very feminine walk. No sign of the balls that had formerly held his legs apart. 
 
    We entered the bedroom. 
 
    “Okay, babe,” I said. “You know the drill. Up the bed on all fours. Panties down and dress up.” 
 
    He got up on the bed and assumed the position. 
 
    I went to the bottom dresser drawer and pulled out the vibrator, and the harness I had not yet used. I strapped it on and he…she…watched me. 
 
    I smiled at her. “Want to suck it first?” 
 
    “Can I?” 
 
    “Of course you can.” 
 
    She wheeled around, sat on the edge of the bed and leaned down. She opened her mouth and I pushed my dick into it. 
 
    A quick gag, but she held steady. Shortly I was letting her head go back and forth. I watched as her red lips pleasured my unfeeling member. 
 
    Yet, in my mind, it was feeling. It was the sexiest blow job I had ever seen. 
 
    Finally, she looked up at me. Trusting, waiting. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She whirled back around to the all fours and waited. 
 
    I slapped a glob of lube in her butt, pushed it in, swirled it around. Then I slathered the stuff on my own dick. 
 
    I looked at her, so gorgeous, with her little manhood hanging down. I wondered if it really would get big again. Probably. But I didn’t think I would care. Randy was filling me up quite nicely now, thank you. 
 
    I shifted her buns a bit, held on to her waist, and I drove it gently home. 
 
    “Oh…Oh…” Keith blurted. His arms were shaking, his legs were shivering. 
 
    I slid it in further. 
 
    “Oh…I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    But he could, and I bottomed out. Plastic balls right up against his little marbles. 
 
    “How’s it going?” I asked, waiting a bit, letting him get used to it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. “Fuck.” 
 
    I smiled, and waited, and I felt him start to relax. 
 
    I began to fuck him. Back and forth, in and out, sliding that big, veined thing into him, watching him wiggle as his love canal accepted the brute. 
 
    Shortly he was loving it. Shortly he was groaning and pushing back, and I relaxed and enjoyed myself. 
 
    This was good. 
 
    Every woman should fuck a man. 
 
    The weaker men, they should be convinced to do what is best for them. I was starting to believe in the possibilities of chemical castration. 
 
    Only the stronger men would be left, like Randy. 
 
    But the weaker men…? Huh. 
 
    Surprisingly, while I was thinking these happy thoughts, he actually came. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I think I’m cumming.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really! It feels sort of warm, like an orgasm, but softer. And I think I’m leaking something. 
 
    When I pulled out, a few minutes later, I looked under his penis. Yep, there was a very small patch of fluid. 
 
    “It’s not much,” I said. I put my finger on it and then touched my finger to my tongue. “Yes, it tastes like semen, but there’s so little.” 
 
    “Wow. I can cum again.” 
 
    “Well, yes. But I’m not sure. What if I just pushed on the prostate and that forced a bit of sperm out of you.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but I have sperm! Does that make me a man?” 
 
    I didn’t answer, just looked at him. 
 
    In his mind he was holding on to something. But I didn’t think there was much to hold on to. 
 
    But…maybe he was a man. Sort of.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Keith did eventually get his boner back. And it was right on time. Three months almost to the day. 
 
    But, as I had suspected, it didn’t mean much. 
 
    He was no longer a man in my mind, so I didn’t want to let him fuck me. He did get some ladies to let him fuck them, and he seemed less than thrilled with the experience, and he got the shot again. This time for six months. And he got vacation boobs. Good for a month, but I suspected he would get permanent boobs when the month was up. 
 
    And he became fairly famous for the articles he was turning in. Gays and Lesbians and trans and criminals loved him. 
 
    He had taken a stand and come out the other end. But the other end wasn’t what he had thought it would be. 
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    Womanland: Whatever you do…don’t unlock the Warlock 
 
    Sam and Shiela have a vacation in a resort named ‘Womanland.’ It is supposed to be a little ‘slap and tickle’ resort, but it’s more. It is a place where Witches thrive and men don’t survive. Sam, however, has a little secret, and Womanland is going to be fighting for its life!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Gender Transformation Club 
 
    He transformed…then the problems started! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The club was on fourth street. It was just a hole in the wall, a place that you only got into if you knew someone, and I knew some one. I knew Leslie Anderson. Of course, I didn’t know Leslie even knew about the club until she told me. 
 
    “It’s incredible,” she whispered. We were sitting in the lunch room at Peabody’s Copy Writing, Inc. I was eating a ham sandwich and trying not to be obvious in checking out Leslie’s upper half. Talk about incredible! 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “The Club.” She was staring at me, and I knew she wanted something. And something important. Her blue eyes just had this wicked gleam to them. 
 
    “What’s the name of the club?” 
 
    “That’s it…The Club.” 
 
    “A club named ‘The Club.’” 
 
    She leaned towards me, her lips were red, red, red. Her hair was blonde, like a golden waterfall frozen in time. Her skin was lush and her face was animated. 
 
    “They give you a pill there. And the pill…” she stopped talking. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just had an idea.” 
 
    “Oh,” her breasts were pointy, she wore one of those pointy ‘torpedo’ bras from the 50s, and man, did it look good on her. She definitely had the torpedoes. 
 
    “Yeah. Look, you want to go out tonight?” 
 
    Oh, man, she was asking me out. We had flirted, and I had hoped, and I wanted to work my courage up, and here she had gone and asked me. 
 
    “Sure,” I tried to act nonchalant. 
 
    “Good. I’m going to take you to a nightclub, and we’re going to have more fun than Dorothy had in Oz.” 
 
    I tilted my head and looked at her curiously. “As I recall Dorothy was picked on brutalized and didn’t really have that good a time.” 
 
    “Not until she was made the queen.” 
 
    “Princess,” I corrected. 
 
    “Yeah, that, too.” She leaned forward and put her warm hand on my cold cheek. I suddenly felt like my cheeks would melt butter. “Look, we’re going to have a great time, and you have to do what I say, and I’m going to take you to the most spectacular club in the history of the world.” 
 
    On one hand I wanted to ask her questions. On the other hand I didn’t want to jinx the set up by asking her questions. 
 
    “So, are you in?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    She laughed gaily, then backed off, threw what was left of her lunch in the trash, and went back to her desk. 
 
    Writing copy suddenly seemed the most unimportant thing in the world, and I was so excited I had a boner. A big boner. ‘Cause that’s what happens to guys who suddenly get a dream date and…and…yeah. 
 
      
 
    The day went slower from that point on. Hey, I had something to anticipate, and anticipation makes the clock move slower. But that was okay. I had a most delicious hard on to help me think. Every once in a while I would slide my hand down under the desk and adjust my package. 
 
    When I glanced at her I caught her glancing at me, and her face was flushed and her eyes sparkling. 
 
    Just for a club. Must be some kind of club. huh! 
 
    Five o’clock finally arrived after a few years, and I put my cell phone and wallet in my pockets and sauntered towards the entrance. And fell in next to Leslie. 
 
    “Okay, Underwear, It’s just right around the corner from here. You want to go home, get dressed up. Let half the night pass, or just go grab a bite and get started. 
 
    “Let’s get started.” 
 
    She giggled, linked arms with me, and I felt ten feet tall. So did my boner. 
 
    ‘Underwear’ is what they call me. I know, it sounds bad, but that’s just because my name is Tommy Johns, just like the underwear. At first I thought maybe I should get mad, but then I found that women calling me underwear frequently led somewhere. I mean, we’re already talking about underclothes, it’s just a few steps to doing something about them, right? 
 
    We crossed the street to a Deli and ordered a couple of hamburgers with fries. We sat at a small, round table near the front window and chewed, and talked about this and that. Mostly that. 
 
    “Now, look, when they ask you if it’s your first time you say no.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because they’re going to want to watch you more closely, maybe even counsel you before they give you a pill.” 
 
    “Yeah, about that…what kind of a pill.” 
 
    A sublime expression crossed her face. She was obviously remembering what the pill did. 
 
    “That’s the surprise. But, let me guarantee…it does something you’ll never in your wildest dreams expect. 
 
    “It’s not like Acid, is it? This is my mind not on drugs, and I don’t want to mess it up.” 
 
    “Not acid, or rave or roofie or anything like that.” 
 
    “I’m not going to grow a horn in the middle of my forehead or anything?” 
 
    I was a little worried. I wasn’t much of a drug taker. 
 
    She giggled. “Maybe.” Then she patted my hand. “Look, I’ve taken this drug lots of times. No ill effects. And, to tell the truth, I think it has made me smarter, made me understand things, shifted my point of view in a most delightful way.” 
 
    Man, this was getting curiouser and curiouser. Still, she wouldn’t answer questions, just told me to hurry up and eat, and shortly we were out on the street and hurrying around the corner. 
 
    The Club was a pair of doors. Double doors, and one was pink and one was blue. 
 
    “Remember, tell them you’ve done this before,” Leslie whispered to me. Then we pushed through the doors. And were separated. 
 
    There was a divider right past the doors, and if you entered through the pink door you went one way, and if you entered through the blue door you went the other. 
 
    Leslie had moved me to the pink door, and I didn’t know what I was getting into, so I walked down a short hallway to a small window with a hole in and a space under it. A guy with a beard, tats and big, circles in his lobes studied me. 
 
    “Name?”  
 
    “Tommy.” 
 
    “First time?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Fifty bucks.” 
 
    Fifty bucks was a lot, but Leslie had told me it was cheap. She also told me that if I wasn’t totally and pleasantly blown out she would give me the fifty bucks back. 
 
    I placed two twenties and a ten on the small counter and slid them under the glass. 
 
    The freak palmed the cash and slid a small container back at me. It was just a little tin, the kind used for lip balm. He opened the tin and presented it to me. 
 
    A little pink pill. 
 
    I held out my hand and he turned it over. The pill fell into my hand and he watched me. 
 
    Leslie had told me what to do, just take the pill quickly and don’t try to hide it under my tongue. So I did. 
 
    He nodded his head to the side. “Clothes down the hall. Hurry up, you know how fast this stuff works.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. I turned and walked down the dark hallway and somebody else stepped up to the window. Not even five thirty and people were already coming to The Club. Huh. 
 
    I barely made it out of the hall. Just stepped through a door, and the chills started. I staggered and placed a hand on the wall. Fuck. What had I just taken. 
 
    I took a few steps more and my legs started shaking. Crap, if it got any worse I wouldn’t be able to walk. 
 
    I stepped into a sort of locker room/hat check room combination. There were lockers, and cubbies, and at the end of the room a naked girl was handing out negligees. 
 
    I say naked, but she was really just wearing the kind of things she was handing out. 
 
    Hers was red, sheer, her breasts thrust up and her nipples poking out like little bullets. Her caboose was spectacular, round and firm and perfect for sitting on, or doing other things to. Her face was a knock out, too. Her lips were plump and red, her eyes were blue under thick lashes and her eyes were smoking with shadow. 
 
    But, I hate to say it, I had no erection. Funny, I had had one just a minute ago, but that weird guy, taking the pill…and I wondered if I could  come down with something that fast? 
 
    “Put your clothes in there, honey. And hurry up. It’s starting to effect you.” 
 
    The girl was looking at me and pointing at the lockers. 
 
    Other guys were in the lockers, all taking off their clothes, not embarrassed and even chuckling in a gleeful manner. I made it back to the lockers and started unbuttoning and unbuckling. 
 
    I was getting a little dizzy, but it wasn’t too bad. What was bad was that I wasn’t thinking fast. I was just soft of observing my hands as they moved. 
 
    I put my clothes in a locker and closed it. No combination or key, but nobody else was objecting, so I followed naked men across the room. 
 
    One by one we stepped up and faced her. She reached down and grabbed a dick, held it for a second, then smiled. “Go. Have fun.” 
 
    Next man. 
 
    “Go. Have fun.” Another smile. 
 
    Man after man. 
 
    I stood in front of her. 
 
    She looked at me, took my dick in her hand, and paused. Then she spoke into a lip mike. “Harry, got a reaction. Honey, who did you come with?” 
 
    “Leslie,” I was having trouble talking. My words fell out of my mouth mike misshapen pellets, and I expected to see them dancing on the floor. 
 
    The freak from the front window suddenly appeared. “Come on, buddy.” The girl let go of my dick and he led me to the side. The guys in line watched as he led me to a small door next to the lockers. I heard the babe say, “Good. Go have fun.” 
 
    I was starting to collapse and he grabbed my arm and called for somebody named Tank. A big bouncer type appeared and grabbed my other arm and they walked me down the hallway and into a small lounge. They laid me down on a battered couch. 
 
    “You want to take care of him? I gotta get back to the window.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Harry disappeared and the big guy sat down in a chair that looked small under his bulk. “You’ll be okay.” 
 
    “My eyes were rolling in my sockets, and I asked, “What’s happening?” 
 
    “You’re one in a thousand.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    He said, “You want a drink while you’re waiting?” 
 
    “Uh, no…” I was too sick to drink. Can you just tell me?” 
 
    He sighed heavily. “Well, I ain’t a doctor, but I can tell you what I’ve heard.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    My eyes were closed, the room was spinning, but, oddly, my senses were hyper. I could hear the slightest sound, and his voice was a rich rumble of nuances. I could imagine myself getting a job with the FBI as a human lie detector. 
 
    “About 1 out of 100 people are born intersex.” 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    “Easy, dude. Intersex just means you have two kinds of sex in your body. Sometimes it shows, sometimes it doesn’t. But you’re not an XX, or an XY. You’re probably something called an XXY. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” Pain was starting to remove itself. It just sort of stepped out of my body, and the pain was there, but it wasn’t there. 
 
    He continued, “So when you take a pill the pill gets confused and the body doesn’t know which way to change. Doesn’t happen often. Most intersex people aren’t effected,  and nothing usually happens. You get your money back and nobody cares. No harm no foul.” 
 
    I was quiet then, watching molecules dance in my bloodstream. The pain removed, it was sort of cool. 
 
    “Underwear?” A man burst through a door and rushed to me. 
 
    A man, but I could smell…Leslie? I smelled her perfume, her underarms, her crotch. Such a delightful mingling of scents. But what was her aroma doing on this guy? 
 
    “Are you okay?” the guy asked. 
 
    I sniffed him, and I could smell Leslie’s clothes…and the colors of her clothes. How interesting, black has a stifling sort of smell. Blue was sort of  like toothpaste, and red…oh, man. That was cinnamon. 
 
    “He just had a little reaction. He’ll be fine.” 
 
    The man took my hand. “I’m sorry, Underwear. I didn’t—“ Funny, he had Leslie’s mannerisms. 
 
    Then the pain hit. All that removed pain suddenly slammed into me, colors exploded, and I started screaming. It was like every atom in my body was having a nuclear meltdown. My eyes were bulging and bleeding, my ears felt like somebody was taking a corkscrew to them. My skin felt like paper that had been lit on fire. 
 
    The man screaming. Why would a man scream like a girl…unless…unless…something was hidden somewhere about this situation. Something I should known intuitively but couldn’t quite find. 
 
    Tank holding me down. 
 
    Other people rushing in.  
 
    A lot of hands…me buckling and folding and writhing, my backbone feeling like a limb…a big hand squeezing down the limb, stripping leaves off. Except it was my spine and the leaves were my nervous system, my ribs, and my individual organs were imploding. 
 
    Then there was a timeless moment. 
 
    Time in which there was no time, and no pain, and no sensory input. I was just a dot in the middle of an empty universe. Looking out and seeing nothing. 
 
    A voice drifted in from a million years away. “He’s coming around.” 
 
    “Should I call an ambulance?” 
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    “Wait?” That was the guy who smelled like Leslie, and it sounded like he was crying. 
 
    “I’m okay.” That was me, but something was wrong. Something was weird. It was me…but my voice wasn’t me…what was my voice? 
 
    “Man, he changed fast. I never seen it so fast.” 
 
    It’s all the way, though. Tits and pussy, man.” 
 
    Tits and pussy? I liked tits and pussy. What was the guy talking about? 
 
    “Let her go.” 
 
    I felt a body hugging me, laying on me. “Underwear!” That guy again. He was getting bothersome. 
 
    “Hi,” I was frowning, and trying to figure out where my eyes were. I needed to open them. Something was wrong with my voice. 
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” 
 
    “You’re fine…you’re fine…” yet the guy was crying. 
 
    “What…why…” 
 
    “The pill worked,” somebody said, “it just took a while.” 
 
    “Nobody’s ever changed like that fast.” 
 
    “Or violently.” I thought that was the girl in the locker room. 
 
    “Oh,” I said. “Oh,” and I found my eyes. 
 
    The guy was looking down at me, real close. Behind him were a half dozen faces. The freak, the girl, Tank. A few others I didn’t know. 
 
    “Okay, kids,” the freak said, “The show’s over. Let’s all get back o work.” 
 
    Everybody turned away but Tank, who was frowning, and the man, who was holding me. Funny, it felt weird to be held like that by a man, like he was a girl holding me, but… 
 
    “Better get her some clothes,” rumbled Tank. 
 
    Clothes? I thought. Oh, yeah. I wasn’t dressed. I needed to…and I moved. 
 
    And felt boobs on my chest. I struggled up and looked down. Tits. I had tits. And, beyond that, my package was gone. I had a vagina. And soft skin, and hair hanging down over my face. 
 
    “EEEEE!” my voice was shrill, girl like. That was what was wrong. I not only had tits, I had a girl’s voice. 
 
    The man held me down, Tank put a hand on me, everybody turned around and came back. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” asked the freak. 
 
    “Tank: “I don’t know.” 
 
    “I’m a girl!” I blurted in a high pitched protest. 
 
    “Well, yeah,” said the freak. 
 
    People looked at each other in confusion. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” Tank said, and, to me, “You never done this before?” 
 
    “What? What?” I was trying to get up, but hands were pushing me back. They apparently didn’t want me roaming around in a highly excitable state. 
 
    “He said it wasn’t his first time…” protested the freak. 
 
    Everybody looked at him. 
 
    “He said…how was I supposed to know.” 
 
    The girl turned to the man who holding me down. “Was this his first time?” 
 
    The man nodded, and I could see tears in his eyes. 
 
    “You didn’t tell him what was going to happen.” 
 
    The man shook his head, actually crying on me. 
 
    And everybody in the room relaxed. 
 
    Relaxed. Like it was all over. I even heard a chuckle.  
 
    “Well, shit. No wonder.” 
 
    Then everybody was dispersing. Even Tank started to grin. “Pal,” he said, “You’re going to have some fun.” Then he frowned at the man. “But you should have told him.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Okay, what’s your name?” 
 
    “Underwear. Tommy John. They call me Underwear.” 
 
    He chuckled. “Underwear, I like it.” Then he sobered up and began talking. 
 
    “The pink pill makes you into a girl for six hours. Give or take an hour.” 
 
    My eyes widened. 
 
    “This bozo holding you down is your girlfriend.” 
 
    I looked at the man, who nodded and said, “I’m Leslie.” 
 
    “You had a rough change, it doesn’t happen often, really one in a thousand, and not as rough as what you went through.” To the man he said was Leslie, “You can let her go now.” 
 
    Leslie sniffed, didn’t want to, but took her hands, and weight, off me. 
 
    Tank offered a hand and helped me to a sitting position. 
 
    For a stunned second I looked at my body. I had curvy legs, and my butt felt entirely different. I had large boobs, and the hair that was hanging down around my face…it was long and blonde. 
 
    “Let’s get her a gown.” 
 
    Somebody handed Leslie, the guy who said he was Leslie, a negligee, and he…she…whoever, helped me into it. 
 
    “And a drink?” 
 
    A few second later I was gulping a bourbon and Coke. I realized I had been crying, and I wiped away my tears. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to leave you fine folks alone. Just go through that door when you want to come out.” Tank went through the door he had indicated. 
 
    I looked at the man. He looked at me. 
 
    “Leslie?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    He nodded again, and gave a weird sort of a choked up laugh. 
 
    “And I’m a girl now?” 
 
    “For six hours, give or take.” 
 
    “But how…how?” 
 
    “I don’t know, the blue pill is supposed to give a Y to girls, making their chromosome XY, and the pink pill is supposed to take a Y from boys, making their chromosomes XX. It only lasts about six hours, but for those six hours you…you get to experience everything!” 
 
    “What do you mean everything?” 
 
    He bluntly said, “I’ve fucked women. With a dick. My own dick.” 
 
    “And you were going to…what? Fuck me?” 
 
    He nodded, hanging his head a little. What had sounded good in theory was suddenly meeting reality. “I thought you’d like it. We get along so well, and…I guess I screwed up.” 
 
    I was silent for a good, long while after that. She made me into a woman, but only for a while. And she was a man.  
 
    Wow, would it be weird to have a man fuck me. I was a man, in my mind, after all. 
 
    But she had managed to overcome her mental sexual identity and fuck a pussy. 
 
    But women were…more amenable to that sort of thing. At least I had read that more women were lesbians than men were gay. 
 
    But…what did that mean to me? Now? I was into it, and I had to find out. There was a large part of me that was going to have to come to grips with this situation, and…and learn to appreciate a man on an intimate level. 
 
    But what would that do when I changed back? 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “What.” 
 
    I think we should withhold judgement as to whether you messed up, and I should come to grips with this…this experience. 
 
    And, the truth, there was a part of me that was fascinated, that was rising up and saying…listen! Listen! 
 
    He immediately looked relieved. 
 
    “I mean, I’m a woman now, and I should explore it. But I’m…I’m…I’ve got…I feel repulsed by you.” 
 
    A shocked look on his face. 
 
    “Look, we have to talk this through if I’m going to make it. I don’t mean I don’t love you, Leslie the woman, I mean that I’ve got something in my mind that is…male, and opposed to touching and feeling a male.” 
 
    He was still looking weirded out. Funny, He had a male face, but there were female aspects to it, to his emotions and ways of presenting his face. 
 
    “What do you want to do about it?” 
 
    “Have a drink. Have a lot of drinks. I need to loosen up. I need to make what I understand intellectually into an emotional understanding.” 
 
    He leaped for the small bar in the corner and made another Coke and bourbon. 
 
    I quaffed it easily, and realized something. 
 
    “My body weighs less.” I hiccuped. 
 
    “Mine weighs more,” he was puzzled. 
 
    “Alcohol is going to effect it more.” 
 
    He blinked, “That why I drink and don’t get bombed. I’m drinking like a girl, like a bird, and worrying about my virtue.” 
 
    I giggled. “You? Virtue? You don’t have any virtue.” 
 
    He…giggled. A weird sound and mannerism, a girl laughing in a boy’s body. And that sort of relieved me, in a way. 
 
    “I used to, before I became a slut male.” 
 
    I giggled, and that was weird. “You’re a slut, and I’m a priss.” 
 
    “But you used to be a slut.” 
 
    “What? Was not!” 
 
    “The way you used to looked at me? That was a horny, slut look.” 
 
    “Well, can you blame me? You’re a fucking knock out.” 
 
    He was silent for a second, then, almost demurely, “Thanks.” 
 
    I grinned. “Okay, I wanted to get into your pants, and ended up in your panties.” 
 
    “And I thought it would be fun to tease you, and then…then…” 
 
    We both were silent. 
 
    “Maybe we should go join the party?” 
 
    “Maybe,” he nodded. 
 
    “You know, you’re sort of handsome.” 
 
    “Thanks. And, you know, now I know why you stared at my boobs.” He stared at mine. 
 
    I looked down at his groin. He was wearing a thong. The thong was bulging. “How do you like having a boner?” 
 
    “It’s amazing. It’s like it’s got a mind of its own. I’m just standing there and it grows, all by itself. And then…to put it in a pussy. It’s mind blowing.” 
 
    “Can I see it.” 
 
    “Of course.” He pulled down his thong and I stared. 
 
    It was maybe eight inches, and thick, and the head…the head was huge. It looked like a little fireman’s helmet. 
 
    And, staring first at it, then up at his, Leslie’s, eyes, I wondered where her modesty had gone. Then I knew. A man is so anxious to get out and use it, a woman is so scared of being used. 
 
    Used and discarded. 
 
    And I suddenly understood all sorts of things about being a woman. Man, this was going to change the way I acted towards them forever. 
 
    “May I…should I…” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    He had boners on his mind. The testosterone was flowing, he wanted nothing more than to fuck a pussy. Pardon me. Malespeak translated into femalespeak, he wanted to make love. 
 
    I reached out and touched it. With a finger.  
 
    It bobbed. I knew the feeling of having a big pulse of blood traveling through the monster. 
 
    “Uh,” he grunted. 
 
    I took the shaft in my hand. Oh, my God! I was holding a penis! A man’s penis! And I had to keep reminding myself that I wasn’t a man anymore. I was…a woman. 
 
    I felt his balls. They were hot and heavy. No doubt they were full of sperm. And this was weird, I suddenly had an appreciation for getting horny that I never had. He, Leslie, was a slave to his balls. He was driven by testosterone. 
 
    And I wasn’t. 
 
    But I had lots of estrogen. 
 
    I stood up, still holding his package with both hands. “Don’t move,” I said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just…please. Don’t move. I’m going to kiss you, and I’m terribly afraid.” 
 
    Afraid. As a man I would never admit to being afraid, but female hormones were driving me now. I had already experienced emotions more severe than I had ever experienced them as a man. As a woman I could admit to my fears, and while I felt my heart pounding in fear, it actually felt good to admit it. 
 
    “Okay,” she whispered. 
 
    I had to stand on tip toes. I pulled down on his weenie so he would bend his knees a smidge. 
 
    We were an inch apart. I realized that I still hadn’t seen my own face. But I knew I was woman.  I moved closer, then, our eyes open, I experienced my first kiss as a woman. 
 
    A shock ran through me. The touch of our lips ignited a feeling inside me. A bold flash of wet lightening that was sexual in nature. 
 
    I jumped back and blurted, “Oh!” 
 
    “What?” He was scared he had hurt me. 
 
    “That…I felt that.” 
 
    “Women feel such things more than men.” 
 
    “I’ll say they do.” I was wide-eyed. 
 
    “Can I…kiss you? Like a man kisses?” 
 
    After a moment I nodded. 
 
    “I’m going to hold you and bend you back a little.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “It’s going to feel…stronger than you might like, but…” 
 
    I licked my lips. “Okay.” 
 
    He moved forward and took my arms in his. He pulled me gently to him. I think it was the woman in him that made him move so gently, because I don’t ever remember being that considerate when I kissed a woman. 
 
    He pulled me to him, and suddenly we were chest to chest, my boobs squashed against his strong body. I started to back my head away, but his hand went behind me and held my head. 
 
    There was a part of me that didn’t want to, that wanted to get away, but I told that part to shut up. I waited. 
 
    He bent me back slightly, overpowered me, and touched his lips to mine, and suddenly I was almost swooning. 
 
    I felt faint, and yet, I felt good. It felt good to give myself up, to turn control over to somebody else. 
 
    As a man I couldn’t do that. As a man I would have pushed him away and punched him in the nose. 
 
    As a woman I was being sculpted by the estrogen within. Hormones roared through me, made me give myself up to his strength, his handsomeness. 
 
    It was so different than being horny, and having a hard on, and having your way…but it was also the same. Everything was just…translated. 
 
    “Oh,” I gasped when our lips parted and he let me go. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Oh, God. Yes.” 
 
    He said, “I really want to fuck, but we should go experience you as a female, and then, in a few hours, we can…you know.” 
 
    “I know.” I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I was enraptured. 
 
    Suddenly he stepped back, held one of my hands, and said, “Have you ever had a make over?” 
 
    “A what?” 
 
    “A make over. Make up. Hair coiffed. Maybe even some red nails.” 
 
    “No…I couldn’t…I can…I guess I can.” 
 
    “You can do anything. You’re a woman now. Let’s go.” 
 
    Grinning at each other, holding hands, we stepped through the door. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We were in a large room. A mirror ball floated overhead, Oldies played through big speakers, and couples danced. 
 
    Couples. Men who were newly women, and women who were newly men. 
 
    They held each other, whispered into each others ears, kissed. 
 
    “Wow.” I blurted. 
 
    Leslie pulled me around and took me into his arms, and we began to dance. He led me across the floor, smoothly, as if he led every day of his life. 
 
    I could feel the bulge in his thong. 
 
    He, of course, could feel the press of my large boobs. 
 
    “You’re lucky,” he said.  
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because you have big boobs. Some guys take a pill and have little boobettes.” 
 
    “Boobettes?” I giggled. 
 
    He grinned. 
 
    We reached the other end of the dance floor and he led me through a large arch. 
 
    “This is a big place. Takes up a lot of room. I think it was a warehouse, but now it has shops and things that cater to…people like us.” 
 
    “Is that how they make their money? Because $50 seems a little low.” 
 
    “It is low, but $50 times a thousand people for maybe 20 days a month…it adds up. 
 
    I was good with math and I said, “A million dollars a month.” 
 
    “Quadruple that with clothes and food and all the other stuff, and you’ve got…” 
 
    “Five mill a month,” I breathed. 
 
    “Not chump change. Here. Let’s go in here.” 
 
    We entered a small booth that was a beauty salon. A girl in a negligee was sitting in a chair and waiting. She stood up and smiled. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “Hi. We’d like to get a makeover for Und…my girlfriend. Charge it to Leslie Anderson.” 
 
    “You got it.” She turned to me. “Have a seat.” 
 
    Looking at Leslie I sat down and looked around. 
 
    Just a small room, lots of bottles of creams and things. A hairdryer. A sink behind the chair. 
 
    “Want nails?” 
 
    “You betcha,” Leslie answered. 
 
    “Excellent. Lisa makes the rounds, and she’ll check with us in a few.” She turned to me. “First time?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Well, relax. This is going to be kinky and wonderful and the best thing you’ve ever done.” 
 
    I marveled at that. A make over was the best thing I’d ever done? My male mind sort of reeled at that. 
 
    “Okay, this is a cleanser and moisturizer. A lot of former men have been so bad with their skin that they need extra care.” 
 
    She rubbed a small cloth over my face, held it up, and I was amazed to see how dirty it was. 
 
    “Your pores were filled.” 
 
    Leslie giggled. 
 
    “Now, this is primer. It’s going to smooth out any imperfections. You don’t have many, but pimples and lines and stuff like that are going to be hidden.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “This is foundation…” she used a damp sponge and stippled outward on my face. She used her fingers to smooth everything out. 
 
    “Can I see?” I asked. 
 
    “Oh, of course. Sorry.” 
 
    She turned the chair and I studied myself. 
 
    I had seen myself in glances at mirrors, but this was the first chance I had to actually see myself. 
 
    “Oh, my Gosh,” I blurted. 
 
    Leslie and the girl, who’s name was Francine, laughed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I looked at my pert nose, my round lips. My facial structure was the same as it had been when I was a male, but softer. Rounder. 
 
    “My eyebrows are so thick!” 
 
    Francine turned me back around. “Now you know. But don’t worry. We’ll trim them later.” 
 
    “Will they stay trimmed when I change back?” 
 
    “Nope. That’s the wonderful thing about the change. Somewhere in the process your body sheds make up, and your hair goes back to being wild and wooly.” 
 
    Leslie added, “Really wild and wooly. Going back to be a woman I just combed it out. But going back to being a man your short hair might suddenly be a bit long. But I can trim it before we go to work.” 
 
    “This is concealer. It will hide those big satchels under your eyes.” 
 
    “I have bags under my eyes?” 
 
    “Not much, but now you won’t have any.” She smoothed the cream under my eyes, dabbed it in a few other places. 
 
    I felt so weird. You know that feeling? Like the hair on your head is standing up? I felt like that, but over every square inch of my body. 
 
    “This is foundation powder.” She pressed a big, fluffy brush onto my skin, then smoothed it out. “Covers oily areas, and…oh, Hi Lisa, we need some nails here.” 
 
    A slender girl, looked a bit like a tomboy, entered the room. She was carrying a box. She greeted us and pulled up a chair and began doing my nails. 
 
    “What you think? Long ovals?” 
 
    “Give her stilettos,” murmured Leslie. 
 
    “Ooh, we’re living dangerously.” She giggled to me, “Make sure you scratch her back when you …you know?” 
 
    I got the picture and couldn’t help it. I blinked and snorted. 
 
    “This is…her first time. I’m sorry, but I don’t know your name. Unless you’d rather not give it. A lot of people love anonymity.” 
 
    “My name is…” I stopped and looked at Leslie. I didn’t want to give out the name ‘Underwear.’  
 
    “You know,” Leslie cut in, “Maybe you should have a special name for when we’re here.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Girls?” 
 
    Francine: “Ooh, a christening. I love it.” 
 
    Lisa said, “How about Christine.” 
 
    “That’s a little big. Ostentatious. She looks more relaxed and down to earth.” 
 
    “Chris?” 
 
    “Hmmm.” 
 
    The ideas went back and forth, and finally we settled on ‘Christy.’ I was Christy. 
 
    “Excellent,” announced Lisa. “Anyway, this is Christy’s first time.” 
 
    “Ooh,” it appeared that Francine liked ‘ooh’ as an expressive phrase. “First time’s are so cool. I remember my first everything. Date, prom—“ 
 
    “Fuck,” said Lisa. 
 
    “That, too.” 
 
    We all giggled. 
 
    My nails began to grow long and red, and I felt like my hands weren’t my own. 
 
    As a male my hands were long and strong. As a female my hands were long and slender, and I didn’t think I would be playing basketball any time soon. 
 
    Lisa was up to my eyes now, and she didn’t speak much. She just focused on trimming the eyebrows, putting on mascara and shadow. 
 
    And…my lips. 
 
    “You don’t need any plumper.” 
 
    “Make them real red,” put in Leslie. 
 
    “Red like in go to bed,” quipped Francine. 
 
    I looked up at Leslie and blushed. But it was hard to see how red my face was under my make up. 
 
    Finally, I was done. It had taken a good hour, but I thanked the girls and Leslie and we walked out of the salon. 
 
    My face was beautiful, my eyebrows arched delicately, my eye shadow was to die for, make me look all smoky and mysterious, and my lips…oh, my lips. I saw them in a mirror and wanted to kiss them myself. 
 
    Leslie was standing so proud and tall. He held my hand and looked like the puppy who had just discovered chew toys. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, awash in new sensations and emotions. 
 
    “Now you know.” 
 
    “Men don’t know what they’re missing out on.” 
 
    We wandered through the club, dancing, listening to music, occasionally chatting with other couples. 
 
    We rented me a pair of high heels, and that was an experience in itself. Suddenly I was elevated, able to be on a level with Leslie. I was shocked at how…’equal’…it made me. I had never known height could be such a factor. 
 
    But, the surprising thing, I didn’t have as much difficulty as I thought learning how to walk in the things. Yes, the toes pinched a bit, and every once in a while I felt…’staggery.’ But I was surprised at the fact that I had a better sense of balance, and a low ‘center of balance.’ 
 
    “Women have more flexibility in their feet,” Leslie stated when I spoke of my new found ability to walk in heels. “They are more flexible all over.” There was an innuendo in that, and I smiled at him. 
 
    And, we kissed. And kissed. And made out. 
 
    I felt so weird, kissing a man, but my adjusting hormones, my estrogen, enabled me to confront it, and then start enjoying it. Not so weird, now. 
 
    But when he cupped my breast, that sent me out the roof. I had never felt anything so incredibly delicious. It just raw, pure, concentrated sex shooting through me. Every inch of me felt the heat, and shocks, the warmth. 
 
    “Are you ready to go all the way?” Leslie grinned at me. 
 
    “Wow. I guess I am. I never thought…” 
 
    “You thought you’d be locked into the male frame of mind.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what is going to be weird…when you get back into a male body. All these feelings you’re working on, they’ll sort of backfire. It won’t be bad, but you’ll be uneasy for an hour or two.” 
 
    “Then I adjust?” 
 
    “Yep. Just like you’re adjusting now. But…the other way.” 
 
    “It’s amazing what the human mind can do.” 
 
    We were sauntering through the big main hall, and we came to a desk, behind which was a stairway. A man sat behind the desk. He wasn’t wearing a thong. Just like the freak and Tank hadn’t been wearing thongs. 
 
    “You want a room?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Hourly rates apply,” he jerked a thumb at the prices on a small board behind him. 
 
    “Whoa!” I blurted. 
 
    He just grinned. “Or you could wander the streets, find a place that’ll rent you by the hour, or go home and forget all the fun here.” 
 
    “We’re fine,” smiled Leslie. “It’s just her first time.” 
 
    “No prob.” 
 
    Leslie made arrangements, and we were about to go up the stairs, when I turned to the fellow. “Pardon me?” 
 
    “Yes?” He raised his eyebrows. 
 
    “Let me know if I say something rude, but can I ask…is that your real sex?” 
 
    He laughed. “Yes. But, yes, I’ve been where you are. All the people who work here have. Necessary to the job.” 
 
    At that point I was still curious, but I didn’t know what about. Apparently he had had people like me ask him questions before, and he knew what I wanted to ask. 
 
    “It’s best to come with a partner, you know what you’re getting, sometimes it’s tough getting adjusted to the change. But if you do come alone, you have to be careful what you get.” 
 
    Now Leslie was interested. She had come here before, but always with somebody. 
 
    “For instance, there are girls who want to be a man because they are lesbian, and the same for gays, in their own way. Lot of trans here. But the thing is this…when it’s all done and you’re changed back you have to be ready for the fact that the person you have a feeling for is not who…what…they may have seemed.” 
 
    He looked out at the floor where dozens of couples danced and sauntered and necked and drank and had a good time. 
 
    “I can count, uh…let’s see, six gays and four lesbians. Usually there are more lesbians than gays. Oh, and I see one fellow that is over 400 pounds. He needs a motorized chair to get here, but once the pill sets in…I don’t think he likes his sexual preference, there’s still too much male in his mind, but the freedom of getting up and dancing in his condition…he’s willing to handle it. I don’t see any real old people here tonight, you might be able to recognize them, but I do see a few middle-agers.” 
 
    He grinned. “But no kids. Don’t worry. We screen them out pretty good. They do try, little buggers.” 
 
    We all chuckled. 
 
    “Does that answer your questions? For now?” 
 
    “For now,” I agreed. “But I’m sure I’ll have some more.” 
 
    “I’m sure you will. Now, get up there and get your fancy rubbed. Don’t waste your time talking to me.” 
 
    We thanked him and ascended the stairs. At the top stair I turned and gazed out over the room. 
 
    Hundreds of people, and that didn’t count the ones in the back area, going to salons and through shops. 
 
    They all wore negligees and thongs, the bare minimum for modesty, and they all seemed so very, very happy. 
 
    But then, why shouldn’t they be? 
 
    Sexual freedom, with none of the restrictions, none of the pre-judgements. Just people able to shift sex and do what they want.  
 
    It was beautiful. 
 
    “Coming?” Leslie whispered in my ear. 
 
    I turned and hugged his arm, pressing my boobs up against him. I was already learning little feminine wiles and tricks. “Wouldn’t miss it.” 
 
    We walked down a long hallway, then came to a junction. Our room was 307, and a sign pointed us in the right direction. 
 
    It was quiet up here, only a shadow of noise drifting in from the main hall. And it was intimate. 
 
    He was barefoot, I was on heels. The floor was polished wood and I played with making my heels go ‘click, click, click.’ 
 
    Leslie laughed. “You are a natural.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I have only been here with one other guy…girl. But from what I’ve seen, you adapt to everything female so naturally. Much faster than I adjusted to being a man.” 
 
    “I guess that’s good.” 
 
    He turned me, pressed me up against the wall. Our room was only a few steps down, but the urge was taking ahold of him. He placed both hands next to me, trapped me, and took my mouth with his. 
 
    It was breath taking, being ‘captured’ like that. It was heady to feel myself ‘caught’ in such a manner. 
 
    I kissed him back, reached down and pulled his penis out. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I whispered, when the kiss broke. “I’m supposed to put this in me?” 
 
    “You just lay back and let me do the work.” 
 
    Even that concept was alien to me. I realized that men are just more driven, they want to take control, and that a woman, in some way, in some circumstance, is built to be taken control of. 
 
    And don’t start with the feminists thing. Sure, it has its place, a woman shouldn’t be used and abused, not in that sense. But in the sense between two people, while it is fun to play the role, and exchange the role, there is something so fucking good about letting yourself be taken and controlled and made love to. 
 
    “The room,” I gasped. “Unless you want to do it right here?” 
 
    “I almost can’t wait,” he said. He took my arm and we stepped the few steps to the room. He worked the key and we entered. 
 
    It wasn’t a big room, but it had a big bed. A poster bed, and I was surprised to see a chest with sex toys on it. Paddles, dildos, ties for the posters of the bed, fur hands and butt plugs. Everything a girl, or a guy, might need. 
 
    “You want to try out some of these things?” I went to the dresser and fingered a dildo. It wasn’t as big as Leslie’s cock. 
 
    “Maybe later. Right now I have an urge that…let’s just say that I am properly desperate.” 
 
    “For little old me?” 
 
    I jumped out of his arms and onto the bed, playing the coquette.  
 
    “Come here, you,” he jumped after me. 
 
    We met on knees and went to town. I pulled his thong down, and he pushed my negligee back off my shoulders. I felt his cock pressing against my belly. Without the high heels he was taller than me, back to being overpowering, but in the best possible way. 
 
    He bent his head and suckled my breasts, and my nipples felt like iron pokers, heated in a fire and ready to explode. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    He was crying. He said, “I never…it wasn’t like this before…” 
 
    “I don’t understand?” 
 
    “I was here with other guys, one other guy, and it was incredible, but it was’t like this.” 
 
    “What was it like?” 
 
    “It was pale…compared to this. I…you’re special. I knew it working next to you, wanting you, but now, in different bodies, I can understand my feelings better. It’s super special with you, like the other  guy was black and white and this is color. Is it special for you?” 
 
    I grinned. Bad me. “Well, I don’t know. I don’t have anything to compare it to. Maybe if I come here a few times with other people I can let you know if it’s special.” 
 
    He laughed through his tears, “Oh, you bitch.” 
 
    He used his strength to throw me down, and it gave me such a thrill. 
 
    Then he placed his hands on my wrists and pinned me, and kissed me. His mouth covered mine, his lips had their way, and our tongues did battle. 
 
    At one point, I managed to gasp. “Yes.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It is special. I don’t have anything to compare it to…but I know…it is special.” 
 
    He took his hands off my wrists, slid backward, down my body, and began to eat me. 
 
    “Oh, GOD!” I held to his head, cradled it, and his tongue opened me up. 
 
    “This is your labia,” he said, licking long, slow licks up my lower lips. 
 
    “This is your clitoris,” he said, sucking on the little cone. “It’s just like a penis, but smaller. But you’ve got a nice, big one.” 
 
    I was groaning, giving little yelps and squeals. Learning the parts of my body, learning what my sex was, it was intoxicating.  
 
    He pushed up, sucked my tits so hard it hurt, but in a good way. Then he was even with me, we were looking into each others eyes, and his cock was at the front door. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” I blurted, suddenly aware of what was about to happen. Then it happened. He pushed into me. 
 
    I felt the head pop in, and I grabbed him and held on. There was pain, but mostly pleasure. Much more pleasure. 
 
    He held still. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I sobbed. 
 
    “I popped your cherry. I can feel you bleeding.” 
 
    Woman-like, I blurted, “Oh, no! We’ll make a mess.” 
 
    Man-like, he growled, “Fuck the mess.” 
 
    I lay there, and he waited, made sure I was all right, then he began to move. 
 
    First, I felt his big cock pulsing, bobbing inside my cunt. And, it made my tits all warm all over. I was dizzy with a white hot sort of lust. 
 
    Then I felt the shaft slide into me, and my mouth opened in wonder and awe. I could feel his veins sliding along the walls of my vagina. 
 
    He bottomed out, his large balls slapping against my ass. He paused for a moment, and I got used to it, then he started pulling out. 
 
    I almost screamed for the massive sensation, like chalk on the blackboard of my soul, but good chalk. Good soul. 
 
    In and out he pushed. He was strong, and he controlled me, and I had the thought that I wanted to do something, to help, to move my hips or something. But I could do nothing. Maybe later, some other day, but right then I was totally at the mercy of his cock. 
 
    And I was crying. But they were tears of joy. He was right. This was special. 
 
    For a long minute he fucked me, tore me apart with his big cock, made me into a woman in the ultimate sense. 
 
    “Can you cum?” he gritted his teeth. 
 
    “No,” whispered. It was all I could do to stay conscious. 
 
    “I’m sorry….I’m sorry…I have to.” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    I held on to him and felt his back start to lurch. Deep inside me I could feel his penis start to spew. Big squirts of white fluid. His balls emptying into me. 
 
    “Oh, God! Oh, God!” He spoke in time with his eruptions. 
 
    Then he was done. Exhausted. Emptied. He lay on top of me, but he was heavy. “Off,” I whispered, as women have done from time immemorial. 
 
    He rolled quickly off me, lay next to me on his side, staring at me. 
 
    “I don’t believe it,” he said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s never been like that.” 
 
    “Is it love?” I kissed his nose. 
 
    “I think…yes.” Then: “But you didn’t cum.” 
 
    “I’ve heard that women can’t always cum.” 
 
    “But it’s not fair!” 
 
    “I’m willing to live with it. It gives me one more thing to look forward to.” 
 
    He stared at me for a second. “No…and I can do something about it. You’re a woman, and you’re not used to being a woman, but I know what to do. And this will help teach you how to orgasm.” 
 
    He slithered down my body. I wasn’t sure what he was going to do, then he spread my legs and prepared to eat me out. 
 
    “Hey!” I said, grabbing his hair. “You just came in me!” 
 
    He looked up at me and grinned, “You don’t think I haven’t swallowed a bit of sperm in my life?” 
 
    That made me blink. As a woman he had sucked cock, and now he was just getting sperm from a different source. 
 
    He mouthed me, sucked, and I felt bits of semen float into his mouth. He merely gulped it down and continued eating me. 
 
    God, it felt good. Yes, he was done with sex, but I wasn’t. In fact, I was on edge. I wanted more sex. 
 
    He accommodated me. 
 
    For a long minute he lunched into me with his mouth, sucking and slurping and driving me wild, then he inserted a finger. 
 
    “Oh!” I gasped. His digit was so facile and agile. He wiggled it like a little dick, and it was able to do things that dicks weren’t able. 
 
    “Oh…oh!” 
 
    Two fingers, and he was hooking his pads into my walls, writing on my insides. 
 
    Then three, and he was done with scribbling on my soul, now he was out to destroy it! 
 
    He pushed, in and out, like a dick, but turning his hand so his knuckles bruised up against the ridge of muscle around my pussy. 
 
    “Fu…fu….oh…God…” 
 
    I was reduced to whimperings, white hot heats lanced through me, and then…then… “AHHHH!” 
 
    My back arched! My hips tilted to better grab his fingers, and I started to cum. 
 
    It was different than a male cum. It was an ocean of moist warmth that rose up and gobbled me whole. One second I was a woman, administering to a dick. The next second my whole soul was a white hot explosion, I felt like I was being shredded to the corners of the universe. I felt like I was dying, actually dying, yet it more akin to borning. 
 
    Then I was laying there, and it was gone. Nothing but my body jerking and twitching, and I felt like I had just met God, talked back to him, and he had slapped me in the face…but in the kindest, most unimaginable way. 
 
    Leslie crawled up next to me, put her arms around me. 
 
    I couldn't move, but I wanted to be held, I needed to be held. I snuggled into his arms and let myself drift. Totally satisfied, made complete, a whole woman. 
 
    My final thought, as I drifted off was, Yes…yes! 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    I blinked, coming out of my sleep. I had slept for a while, and I knew it. And it felt so good. 
 
    “Fuck, no!” 
 
    But why was Leslie sounding so alarmed? She was still holding me, and I turned my face and opened my eyes. And blinked. 
 
    “You’re a woman again.” 
 
    I didn’t get it. She had just turned back into a woman, what was the problem? I didn’t understand. 
 
    “But…you’re not.” 
 
    That’s when. I got it. 
 
    I burst out of her arms and sat up. I had big breasts, a narrow waist, long, blonde hair. I still had make up on, but a little smudged. I still had a pussy. 
 
    “What…what…” 
 
    “You didn’t change back!” 
 
    “I…why didn’t I change back?” 
 
    Tell the truth, she was panicked, and that was making me panic. Truth was, I didn’t care if I changed. I had had such a wonderful time, had experienced so much, had learned so much…but the look of horror in her eyes. 
 
    I forced myself to stay calm. “It’s okay. They said it might be an hour either way.” 
 
    “Look!” she jumped out of bed and drew back a window. Bright sunlight flooded into the room. 
 
    Oh, my God! I stared out at the world. I had taken the pink pill at five thirty, was changed by six. I should have changed back by twelve, give or take an hour. But this…it was sunlight, daylight, past eight in the morning. 
 
    I should have been a man again! 
 
    “Wait here…I’m going to get somebody.” 
 
    I sat in the bed and looked at my body. The door slammed. I admired my smooth skin. I felt my lips. I held my breasts and marveled, and I wished I had some fresh lipstick. 
 
     
 
    Five minutes later I heard somebody in the hall, then the door opened. 
 
    It was the freak. He looked tired, probably went to sleep late and now that sleep had been interrupted. 
 
    He looked at me, and his eyes were wide. “I don’t understand. Everybody changes back! This has never happened.” 
 
    “Well, she…Christy didn’t.” 
 
    In my mind: Christy. Not Underwear. Not no more. 
 
    “We need to see a doctor.” 
 
    The freak came back, with Tank and the girl. They actually looked a little frightened. 
 
    We talked, but…what was there to say? 
 
      
 
    Then came the doctors.  
 
    And the explanation, such as it was, came on a wintery, Monday morning.               
 
    “Mr…uh, Johns.” 
 
    “Call me Christy,” I said.  
 
    We were sitting in a doctor’s office. Leslie was with me. The doctor was a middle-aged fellow from the Mayo. That’s right, they had flown me across the country to have me examined. I was a bit more than a freak, I guess. 
 
    “Christy, then. Yes. Do you know what an intersex person is?” 
 
    I remembered what Tank had said, but I wanted more data. I said, “No.” 
 
    “It’s a person who is born with both male and female sexual equipment.” 
 
    “Really? There’s such a thing?” Leslie blurted. 
 
    The doctor cleared his throat, eyed her, and continued. “There is, and you are one. Actually, one out of hundred people are intersex, to some degree. Sometimes it presents early, at brith, sometimes during puberty, sometimes not at all, but the chromosomes don’t lie, and neither does your anatomy. You had both male and female sex organs.” 
 
    “But what happened?” asked Leslie. 
 
    “When you took the sexual transition pill, the pink pill, it wiped out the Y in such a way that it couldn't come back. I guess your body was seeking some sort of balance, and it finally achieved it. And that is why you couldn’t change back. 
 
    “So I will be a woman the rest of my life?” 
 
    “I believe so. Of course you could try one of the blue pills, but I wouldn’t recommend it.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because your body has gone through traumatic change. There’s no telling whether it could withstand another such change.” 
 
    I remembered the change, the pain, the feeling of being out of my body and then smashed into it so hard that I…that I…and I realized something. I was fine with being a female. 
 
    In fact, I was glad for it. 
 
    As a man I was okay, but I had always felt like something was wrong, something was missing, and now I knew what. 
 
    I wanted my body to balance out, and the ultimate balance happened to have no male equation in it. 
 
    I was a woman because…damn it, the pill was just a catalyst…I wanted to be a woman. 
 
    “Mr…Ms Johns? Christy? Did you hear what I said?” 
 
    “Sure. And thanks. Well,” I turned to Leslie. “Shall we be off?” 
 
    “But we need to run more tests…your situation is unique and we…” 
 
    We walked out of the office, left him running his mouth down. 
 
    Out on the street: “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, that depends. Let’s fly back across the country and talk to the people at The Club.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Tank, the girl, whose name was Roxanne, and Tank were on one side of the table. Leslie and I were on the other side. The freak looked like a freak, Rozanne looked like a beautiful woman, and Tank looked like the baddest bouncer in the world. They were the owners of The Club. 
 
    “You will notice that there are no lawyers.” 
 
    “We have noticed,” said Freak. “You told us you wanted to talk to us without lawyers. Our lawyers advised us against this, but…” he shrugged. 
 
    And I was pleased. It was a concession, and a mark of the possibility of trust. 
 
    “To be blunt. You have changed me. Caused a change of sex. I could sue you for everything and there is no doubt that I would win. I could own this whole club.” 
 
    Leslie didn’t say anything. I had discussed this with her, and she had blinked, then said if I could pull it off she was fine with it. 
 
    “So you’re going to…” 
 
    I held up a hand. A red tipped, delicate hand. And I smiled. “Or we could do without the lawsuits and you could make me on as an equal partner in The Club.” 
 
    Oh, they jumped up and shouted, but everybody knew where the buttered bread was. It was lose the whole club, or get a partner. They would get less shares, but they wouldn’t lose all shares. 
 
    Finally, they settled down and listened, and my conditions were simple. 
 
    Be more diligent in accepting members. Have more protection against the kind of ‘accident’ that had happened to me. Protect ourselves against the nut jobs who would eventually find their way to our doors. And…expand. A club in every major city of the United States, to start. Then the world, then the minor cities. 
 
    Yes, we could change the world, but we would have to be smart about it. We had to incorporate, protect ourselves against the vulture corporate types that would flock to us, undermine us, and try to take over the business for themselves. 
 
    We could allow men to understand women, and women to understand men, and from the most personal and intimate way. 
 
    We could change the world. 
 
    And, one last condition. Lisa would have lifetime access. She could be a man as she wished, or a woman. 
 
    Finally, all the conditions settled, all the details hammered out, all the handshaking done, Lisa and I looked at each other and smiled. 
 
    I was stuck being a woman, but that was fine. That was actually, now that I understood it, what I wanted. But in having Lisa able to change into a man whenever she wanted I would have my needs satisfied. 
 
    I would have a woman, like Lisa, like Tommy Johns wanted, whenever I wanted. And I would have a man, like Christy wanted, whenever I wanted. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    Big Super Collections from Gropper Press 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    THE BIG BOOK OF MALE BOOBS: 
 
    Seven erotic stories of men who get boobs 
 
    Includes: I Gave My Man Boobs…The Lactating Man…League of Lactators…He Wanted a Real Chest…Jessie’s Boobs…Revenge of the Lactating Babes…National Lipstick Day 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Emergency Transition 
 
    A Terrible crime becomes a wonderful opportunity. 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “We shouldn’t be doing this!” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be a sissy.” 
 
    “If we get caught…” 
 
    “We won’t get caught. 
 
    The four medical students opened the door and descended the stairs. Now they weren’t talking. It was silent in the stairwell, and they circled downward, heading for the basement. 
 
    The morgue was in the basement. 
 
    They reached the bottom door and peeked through the slit of wire re-enforced window. 
 
    Down the hallway were two double doors. Nurses and doctors went in and out of the double doors.  
 
    “That’s the overflow. When it gets too busy upstairs they send the overflow down here.” 
 
    “Looks like there’s a lot of people down here.” 
 
    “Nah. This time of night it’s pretty slow.” 
 
    “Look for yourself.” 
 
    One of the students looked through the slit of window and saw no activity. “I don’t see anything, and look, there’s our body right there. Right where my friend said.” 
 
    The others crowded around and looked. Sure enough, whatever activity had been going on it was done now, and just six feet from their door a body lay on a gurney. 
 
    “Crap. Let’s get it!” 
 
    “Let’s wait and see.” 
 
    One of the four, however, couldn’t wait. He opened the door, darted out, and pulled the gurney back. 
 
    “He’s doing it!” 
 
    “Oh, shit!” 
 
    Then the gurney was rolling back through the door. 
 
    Laughing and giggling, the four body snatchers pushed the gurney down a long hallway. This was the basement of the hospital, the bowels, as it were. There were boilers and a laundry, the morgue, of course, and lots of storerooms. 
 
    And there was, set up long ago, a completely functional OR. An Operating Room. Complete with old examples of tables and light, patient monitors, endoscopy equipment, fluoroscopy machines, and so on. There were even fresh towels from the laundry, and the anesthesia was fully functional. 
 
    The room actually had its beginning when old machinery was being stored. A couple of clever students, probably a little drunk, decided they would make their own operating chamber. A place where they could pretend they were full attending doctors. A place to put their feet up and drink beer, or whatever, and discuss the wins and losses of a medical career. 
 
    The four students rolled the gurney with their dead body on it into the operating room. They put it in place, then headed for the refrigerator. Inside the frig was a bag of oranges. On top of the frig was a bottle of vodka. In a cabinet was a box of syringes. 
 
    The students took turns filling the syringes with vodka and injecting the oranges. Shortly they were sitting in a couple of club chairs, and on top of a metal table, and peeling oranges and popping the delicious but potent slices into their mouths. 
 
    “Okay, what we gonna do with Hyram here?” They always gave a corpse a name. They had to pretend the patient was living and not dead, and a little familiarity went a long way. 
 
    “Appy,” said one student. 
 
    The others booed. “Too easy!” 
 
    “A whipple!” volunteered another. 
 
    “We did one of those two months ago.” 
 
    They were silent and thinking 
 
    “How about swapping kidneys.” 
 
    There was some debate on that one, but they had done kidneys before, so it was hard to build up a head of excitement. 
 
    Then one of the interns, a good looking girl under her scrubs, who had been drunk before they stole the body, said, “Why don’t we change the sex of Hyram?” 
 
    A moment of blink. A realization stark, and they all grinned. 
 
    “Yeah, we’ve never done that.” 
 
    “We can lose the penis, turn it inside out and construct a vagina.” 
 
    “We can shave his Adam’s apple and get rid of the lower ribs.” 
 
    “Butt implants. He’s got to have a round tush.” 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    “I want to give him boobs. Big, fucking boobs.” 
 
    They all giggled. 
 
    “Okay, people, we’ve got a plan! Let’s check that we’ve got everything we need and get started.” 
 
    “Remember, all steps. Anybody misses a step they have to buy the booze next time.” 
 
    They all agreed, and the operation commence. 
 
    One student administered anesthesia. Another hooked up the monitors. The other two pulled Hyram’s pants down and prepped his groin area. The last student made sure all the trays were stocked with the right tools. 
 
    “Gosh, he looks so lifelike.” 
 
    “Well,” quipped a student, “it is a live dead body.” 
 
    They all snickered at his words. 
 
    And, perhaps if they hadn’t been so intent on doing things right, perhaps if they hadn’t had a snootful of ‘orange vodka,’ perhaps if they weren’t tired from 80 hour weeks, perhaps if they had plugged the monitor into the body, and not the training computer, perhaps a dozen other little things…they would have detected the extremely slow rise and fall of Hyram’s chest. 
 
    But they were impaired, and silly with fatigue, so they commenced to operate. 
 
    The testicles were removed, the penis was sliced and inverted and moved ‘upward,’ into a prepared body cavity. 
 
    Up top the girl removed the two floating ribs, the better to make the waist more feminine, and made a nick under each pectoral. She slid a BIG bag of saline into each slit and hooked them to the rubs. She was so tired her vision was shimmery, but she managed to follow all the steps, then she glued the man’s ‘wounds’ and stepped back in satisfaction. 
 
    “Done. Beat you all.” 
 
    “Don’t be a bitch,” said one of the interns. He glanced up at the chest. “We’re almost done and…oh…oh, fuck!” 
 
    His words, blurted with such intensity, made the others stare at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He’s breathing.” 
 
    The girl giggled. “Don’t you man ‘she’s breathing.” 
 
    The other two giggled. They hadn’t realized what had happened. 
 
    “No, guys…everything was too perfect. We had pressure in the veins—“ 
 
    “There’s always pressure in the veins. Guy dies it takes a while for his body to slow down.” 
 
    “No! Goddamn it, LOOK!” 
 
    They all stared at the man’s chest. His enhanced and BIG chest. 
 
    Rise. 
 
    Fall. 
 
    And again. 
 
    And again. 
 
    Not much, just a slow and peaceful absorption of air. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” came a whisper. 
 
    “I’m out of here!” blurted another. 
 
    “No! No! We stop now we’ll kill him.” 
 
    “He’s supposed to be already dead!” 
 
    “We’ve got to patch him up and put him back where we found him.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” 
 
    “Hook him him up for real.” 
 
    The girl, she had finished with the tits, pulled the plug on the training computer and attached leads to the man on the table. 
 
    “Pulse is steady. 90 over 60. Crap.” 
 
    “They stitched and sewed and finished the operation, then stood back and stared at ‘Hyram.’ 
 
    “What have we done.” 
 
    “Nothing. Don’t say a word. Just…let’s put him back and forget about it. 
 
    They detached the man from the machines and wheeled him back to the hallway where they had found him. 
 
    “He must have been waiting for something. Why would they have left him in the hallway?” 
 
    “It’s the spare ER. He must have had something wrong with him.” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s going to die, anyway.” 
 
    “Don’t sound so hopeful.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” 
 
    They came to the bottom of the stairs and looked through the slit in the door. The corridor was empty except for four dead bodies on gurneys. 
 
    “Shit, there’s the one we were supposed to operate on.” 
 
    “You better get a hold of your nurse and tell him not to say anything.” 
 
    “Okay. You guys, ready?” 
 
    The door was opened, the gurney was pushed out and down the hall. They pulled the sheet off their patient and rushed back to the stairwell. 
 
    Nobody saw them. Nobody knew what they had done. They rushed up the stairs and away from the scene of the crime. And the last sound of their passing was a whispered, “Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck.” 
 
      
 
    “Who the fuck is this?” Elray Jackson looked down the corridor and saw the gurney, slightly crooked in the line up. He was supposed to have four bodies for the morgue. Who the fuck died and messed up his count? 
 
    He sauntered down the corridor, placing a hand on each gurney and counting as he passed. “On…two…three…four…fuckin’ five.” 
 
    He placed a hand on the stiff, had to be a woman with those big boobies sticking up, and— 
 
    “Oh,” the stiff moved. 
 
    Elray jumped back. “Holy fuck! Is you alive?” 
 
    “Oh…help.” 
 
    Elray helped all right. He helped by turning around and beating feet towards the extra ER down the hall. 
 
    “John! John!” 
 
    Elray’s supervisor was pushing a machine to one side so he could mop up the blood underneath it. Seemed all he did these days was mop up blood. Why, one day he—looked up as Elray slid into the room. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “There’s somebody alive!” 
 
    “There’s lots of people alive,” John said, slightly confused. He needed to get the mopping done. 
 
    “No! I mean really alive. I got four dead bodies and one alive.” 
 
    John sighed and came to the doorway and looked down the hallway. He could see somebody trying to sit up on a gurney. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t do it.” 
 
    “But…is he supposed to be dead?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    “Call a doctor? Oh, hell. I’ll make the call.” 
 
    He picked up the phone next to the door and dialed a number. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Elray could hear the operator from where he stood and peered down the hall.  
 
    The figure on the bed was trying to sit up, but it felt so weird. It was like something was wrong with his body, and he hurt down there, and he could feel his pants…he hoped he hadn’t soiled them. 
 
    “Hey, this is John down in the basement ER. We need a doctor down here. We got a dead person.” 
 
    A moment of silence. Then: “Why do you need a doctor if he’s dead?” 
 
    “Well, he’s moving?” 
 
    “Dead bodies move. They have juices in their system that cause convulsive movements.” 
 
    “This guy’s trying to sit up.” 
 
    “Well, call Fitness. Have a trainer come down and train the guy to sit up.” 
 
    “Oh. Fitness. Couldn’t you send a doctor down here?” 
 
    “Just call fitness.” Click. 
 
    Meanwhile, Elray was creeping down the hall. 
 
    “Can somebody…I need help. Please…” the voice was garbled, but then it should be. One of the procedures done in the transition was to shave the Adam’s apple. Actually, the man shouldn’t have spoken at all, but he was desperate. He had figured out he was bleeding from various places, and his muscles were all fucked up. He felt like he was missing ribs, and every time he tried to sit up these big pillows on his chest held him down. 
 
    “Man? You all right?” 
 
    “Hello? Who is that? Can you help me?” 
 
    But the voice was garbled, and Elray moved closer. 
 
    “Elray! You better get away from that guy! 
 
    Elray asked, cautiously, “Is you a zombie?” 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    John called Fitness, but was told he had to make an appointment. He tried the operator again, but just got yelled at. Finally, in desperation, knowing he had to do something, he dialed an outside line. 911. 
 
    “911, what’s your emergency?” 
 
    “I got a guy who’s alive.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “I mean, I think he’s supposed to be dead, but he’s trying to sit up and…Elray says there’s blood dripping off the gurney.” 
 
    The 911 operator was confused, but efficient. Besides, people often didn’t make sense when they called for emergency services. “I’m sending a unit right now. Please stay on the line.” 
 
    John stayed on the line and waited. 
 
    Elray was tip toeing towards the corpse, then coming back, then tip toeing. The corpse was moving his arms…her arms. He could see the big boobs on her chest. Some bitch probably came in for a boob job and got put in the morgue by accident. Happened all the time. Right? 
 
    Five minutes later the 911 operator said, “Sir, the unit is there, where are you?” 
 
    “I’m in the basement.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Two minutes later the elevator down the hall dinged, the door slid open and two cops stepped out. 
 
    “Down here!” John waved and hung up the phone. 
 
    The cops walked slowly, peering into rooms, their hands on their guns. 
 
    Elray went to meet them. “She’s down at the end. You gonna arrest her?” 
 
    The cops blinked, but kept moving. They arrived at the end of the hallway and looked down on the gurney. 
 
    It was a man, but a funny shaped man. He had a huge chest, and there was blood all over his groin. 
 
    “Fuck,” muttered one of the cops. He began speaking into his shoulder mike. The other cop bent down and listened to the man’s garbled speech. 
 
    “Help me. Please.” 
 
    “Okay, fella. We’ll help. What happened?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I was here for a colonoscopy…and I woke up here. I think I’m injured. Can you get these bags of cement off my chest? I want to sit up.” 
 
    The cop looked at the man’s body. The chest was big, like super tit big. The groin was bloody, and it looked like…like the man had been castrated. He placed a hand on the man’s arm and said, “Please hold still. We’ll get a doctor down here to look at you.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” The man finally relaxed. He was going to get helped. 
 
      
 
    ONE MONTH LATER! 
 
    “Well, Owen, Mr. Grey, we have completed our investigation.” Three men in white coats, who looked more like lawyers than doctors, sat across the big table from him. They were in an office on the top floor of the hospital. A gorgeous view of the city could be seen through a wall-sized window. 
 
    Owen sat in a wheel chair. He wasn’t allowed to walk in the hospital. He had a manly face, but his waist was thinner than if he wore a corset. His chest was enormous, and they had outfitted him with an actual bra to help his muscles hold the load. Worst, however, was the fact that he had no manhood. He had a vagina, and he could feel the emptiness in his pants always. 
 
    In truth, he felt a little girly. And the long hair, which the hospital hadn’t cut, didn’t help. 
 
    “What happened to me?” His voice was clear now, but high pitched. 
 
    “Apparently you received your colonoscopy. We were busy that night, and your procedure was done in the second ER. Your gurney was waiting to be taken upstairs when, apparently, it was taken to a hidden operating room in the basement. We haven’t found the parties responsible, but they apparently gave you a full sex change operation. Your penis was made into a vagina, your balls removed, you have a set of implants, two ribs were removed and your voice box was shaved, and, uh, oh, yes. You have butt implants.” 
 
    “I know all that. I figured that out.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, we just need to discuss the bill, then you’ll be free to—“ 
 
    “Bill?” 
 
    “Of course. Medical procedures were done, and you neglected to complete the paperwork, so we have to have you sign these papers.” 
 
    One of the lawyers laid out a stack of papers. “This is a release for injury. Here is an agreement to abide by arbitration. The cost of the surgery, of course. And then there’s the after care…a month in recovery, not to mention drugs, bandages, nurse care…” 
 
    Owen listened to the man, and was in shock. He had been operated on, against his will, and now they were trying to charge him for it. When the man was done outlining all the procedures and legalese and medical jargon and a recipe for his grandmother’s pumpkin soup, he asked, “What is the total?” 
 
    “$465,924. We’ve discounted certain items, of course, and physical rehabilitation was lumped into a smaller sum, you’re welcome, but how do you intend to pay this bill?” 
 
    Owen stood up, which was against the rules, but he had finally had enough. “And if I don’t pay it?” 
 
    A doctor who had been standing to one side rushed over and said, “Please, you mustn’t get up.” 
 
    “It will effect your credit score.” 
 
    The doctor pulled his arm and tried to make him sit down in his wheel chair. “Please, it’s against the rules. 
 
     Owen shrugged the doctor off. “So you maim me, tell me you’re going to ruin my credit, and I still don’t pay. What then?” 
 
    “Please, Mr. Grey. You have to sit down. Insurance liability must…” the doctor blathered on. 
 
    “We’ll turn you over to collections.” 
 
    “Well, I’ll tell you what. You can turn my dick over to collections, if you can ever find it.” 
 
    Owen turned around, pushed the doctor who was trying to get him to sit away, and walked out. 
 
     
 
    Owen had no trouble walking out of the hospital. There were security guards, but it seemed that they were more concerned with keeping people out of the hospital than in. He walked down the corridor, took an elevator down, and stomped out the front door. 
 
    And, of course, three doctors were yelling, pleading, begging, the whole way. 
 
      
 
    Owen stood on the curb and gazed at the city. He was healed, he could walk, though his big chest sometimes put him out of balance. And he was wearing a hospital gown. Whatever clothes he had once had were long gone and who knew where. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” somebody whistled at his perky backside. 
 
    He turned around, his face obviously male, and glared. 
 
    “Shit! It’s a guy!” Two construction workers walked away, one of them mumbling something about freaks. 
 
    Owen turned back to the city and considered his next move. 
 
    A lawyer. Yes. He needed a lawyer. 
 
    But he needed clothes. 
 
    And a ride home. 
 
    And a meal. Damned hospital food sucked. 
 
    But he had no money. His wallet had disappeared during his stay at the hospital. 
 
    Sighing, he started walking.  
 
    It was five miles to his apartment, and shortly he was tired. He had been laying in a bed for a month and his muscles weren’t used to working. 
 
    He walked, and cars slowed, took a look at him, then sped up. They wanted to pick up a chick with a round ass and big tits, but when that chick ended up having the face of a man…sayonara, sweetheart. 
 
    A cop car pulled up next to him. Checked him out, then left. It was LA, they’d seen worse. 
 
    He passed by hamburger stands and restaurants, and almost passed out from the tantalizing aroma. 
 
    Finally, several hours later, he came to his apartment. Wearily, he climbed the stairs, grabbed the knob and cursed. He had no keys. He turned to go down the stairs, to find the manager, and the door opened. He spun back around in surprise. 
 
    A woman was standing there. A hell of a fine looking woman. Long, brunette hair, sparkling blue eyes, red lips. And wearing a bathrobe. 
 
    It took all of Owen’s willpower not to look at her chest, but he managed.  
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    Owen stood there with open mouth. 
 
    “Is there something you wanted?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    A puzzled expression on the woman’s face. She started to look Owen up and down. The hospital gown, the big boobs, the logical conclusion: Owen was an escapee from a mental institution. 
 
    She started to close the door. 
 
    “Wait, wait!” Owen managed to blurt. “I live here.” 
 
    She blinked, the door half closed. “I’m sorry, you must be mistaken. I just rented this apartment.” 
 
    “My name is Owen Grey. I was in…I had some medical problems. This is my apartment.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry. I just paid the manager and he didn’t…Owen Grey?” 
 
    “Yes.”  
 
    “There’s a stack of mail here. Would you…” 
 
    Owen broke down. The operation and the recovery, being charged for the medical procedures…the long walk, starving…he broke down. He fell to his knees and put his face in his hands and sobbed. 
 
    The girl started to close the door, but the helpless, hopeless sounds of a man crying, be it in a high pitched voice, was too much. She knelt and put a hand on his wrist. “Can I call somebody for you?” 
 
    Owen shook his head, his sobbing increased. “I was in a hospital, simple procedure…but they changed my sex…I don’t know what to do or where to go…” 
 
    The girl listened to his sobs and felt so badly. She had never heard a man cry like this, his soul just turned inside out. Apparently somebody had botched a surgery, and he had no where to go…maybe she should…she could help him… 
 
    “Come on,” she pulled his wrist and he came to his feet. “Let me make a few phone calls and we’ll figure something out.” 
 
    Owen sat on a couch, sniffling, watching the girl through his messy hair and tears. 
 
    First the manager, and he could hear the manager say, “I assumed he’d abandoned his apartment…yes, I’ve got a couple of boxes of his stuff. No, you don’t have to move. The law says…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    The girl who’s name was Brittany Elizabeth, hung up the phone and nibbled on a knuckle. 
 
    Owen was still sitting, sort of collapsed in on himself. He obviously couldn’t function. 
 
    “Com on, let’s go get your stuff.” 
 
    They walked down to a storage area in the garage, the manager turned over a half a dozen boxes, and they brought them back up to the apartment. 
 
    Owen stared at his belongings as she took them out of the boxes. 
 
    Plates. Glasses. Books. Clothes. Shoes. Bric a brac. 
 
    Owen sighed. 
 
    Brittany looked up at him. “Why don’t you get dressed while I make a couple of phone calls. 
 
    Owen grabbed a pair of shorts and a black tee shirt. He went into the bathroom and took off the hospital gown. He was unaware that Brittany could see him in the mirror. 
 
    She stared at him. He had a huge set of breasts, marvelous breasts. He had no manhood. He had a pussy. She was far enough away that she couldn’t see the tiny scars from scalpels. And his waist was thin. Very thin. Which made his round butt look even rounder, and his big boobs look even bigger. 
 
    She looked away. For a man he sure had a girl’s body. An ideal body, in a way. 
 
    First she called the police. After a wait she asked questions and got referred to county general services. 
 
    At county they referred her to social services. 
 
    Social services started asking all sorts of questions about identification. Questions which she knew she had no answer to. In fact, it looked like Owen wouldn’t even have the answers. He didn’t seem to have any identification, he claimed he had lost his wallet, and…she frowned and looked at him. 
 
    He was sitting on the couch again. A woman with big boobs and a masculine face and hairy legs. 
 
    “Do you have any family?” 
 
    “I’m an orphan.” 
 
    “Any friends?” 
 
    “Not that I…no.” 
 
    “People you hung out with?” 
 
    “No…I used to do traveling work. So…no. The people I hung out with are in other towns.” 
 
    “How about money? Do you have a bank account?” 
 
    “I do…but…will they recognize me?” 
 
    So…no money, no friends, no work, nothing to do. Brittany really frowned now. She had let him into her apartment, which was apparently his apartment, and now she had to kick him out. 
 
    Owen kept talking. “I suppose I could mail away for another credit card, say mine was lost. It would only take three weeks, then I could…” 
 
    Brittany listened with half a mind. The other half was thinking about welfare and food stamps and all that sort of stuff. If he really had been a victim, she had pieced that together out of his burblings, then he should be able to get all that stuff, and more. 
 
    But that would take time. And she didn’t want a roommate. 
 
    Finally, he said, “So if I can use this address maybe I can get some identity. I won’t even bother you. I can check the mailbox myself, or if that bothers you you can check it and just leave my mail outside, and…” 
 
    “Let’s order some dinner.” 
 
    Owen blinked He was starved. All he could do was nod his head. 
 
    Brittany ordered Panda Express, and a half hour later they were chewing on orange chicken and Beijing beef. 
 
    They drank large Pepsis. 
 
    Owen told her about waking up on a gurney, finding out he had been ‘transitioned,’ and the month of recovery. Finally, he told her how the hospital was trying to charge him. 
 
    “I’ll get a lawyer, maybe even get a lot of money. But until then…” he shrugged. 
 
    They opened their fortune cookies. 
 
    Owen read: ‘Help! I’m being held prisoner in a Chinese fortune cookie factory!’ 
 
    Brittany snorted a laugh. She liked his pleasant manner, and with all the tragedy he had endured…he had a sense of humor. 
 
    “Nah,” he said. “It says, ‘The early bird gets the worm, but the second mouse gets the cheese..’” 
 
    Brittany opened hers. ‘The real kindness comes from within you.’ She stared at it. 
 
    “What’s yours say?” 
 
    “Nothing.” She crumpled up the paper and put it in the bag the meal had come in. 
 
    Owen watched her. 
 
    She thought: ‘Kindness comes from within.’ 
 
    A direction from the Gods of the universe. 
 
    The man on the sofa, he was handsome under that mop of hair, and over those magnificent boobs. And he was intelligent. And he had been dealt the worst kind of blow. 
 
    Operated on, his body altered in a most cruel way. No money or friends. 
 
    Kindness from within. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    She shook her head and looked down. She had been raised to help those less fortunate than her, but, here in Los Angeles, she had forgotten all that. She hadn’t helped anybody, but herself, in…what? Ten years? 
 
    Owen stirred. “Well, if I could use this for a mailing address…I can—“ 
 
    “Where will you stay?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll find someplace.” 
 
    She knew what he would find. An overpass. And drugs. And people who would conk him on his head and take what little he had. 
 
    Kindness comes from within. 
 
    “Can I use this for a mailing address? The state won’t know I’ve moved and they will mail my license, and the banks will…” 
 
    He blathered on. 
 
    She thought. 
 
    Kindness from within. 
 
    “You can sleep on the couch.” 
 
    “I can’t do—“ 
 
    “Then don’t. She was pissed off at herself, and she didn’t know why, and this last came out harsh. 
 
    Softer, she said, “I mean you don’t have anywhere. Just stay on the couch. A few days and you’ll have your credit card and your ID…I can stand you that long.” 
 
    He sat there, staring at her, obviously surprised at her kindness. Then he said, “I’ll try not to fart,” and it made her laugh. 
 
    She stood up, “Put your boxes behind the couch. Don’t mess with my stuff. If I’m grumpy just walk away.” 
 
    And he asked, with much curiosity, “Why would you get grumpy?” 
 
    She was struck by the question. Asked by the man who had been modified, had his life stolen, had no home or friends…how could he care after what had been done to him? 
 
    Yet, he had. 
 
    He had. 
 
      
 
    She watched TV and he went through his belongings, throwing some things out, consolidating other things into one box.  
 
    It was an awkward evening, for they didn’t know each other, and a meal of Panda Express does not life long friends make. 
 
    She did a little light cleaning, and in between asked him questions.               About his family. Supposed to have a mother somewhere, but not sure where. She didn’t want him contacting her. 
 
    About his education. A little college, mostly roustabout jobs, floating here and there.  
 
    About his work. Went to conventions and sold kitchen tools. He would stand on a podium and show kitchen gadgets, speaking through a lip mike, pushing for a sale even as he tried to relax people and make them laugh. Laughing people always buy more than sad people. 
 
    About, eventually, girlfriends. Not for a while. Not many. He was just too footloose and fancy free. 
 
    And he asked about her, though not to the extent that she questioned him. Big family, some college, dropped out to be a dancer, and thank God he didn’t ask what kind because she didn’t want to talk about that. Her own mother had near disowned her when she started taking off her clothes for a living. 
 
    Then five o’clock arrived. 
 
    “I’ve got to go to work now.” 
 
    He nodded. “Can I watch TV? Is there anything you’d like me to do around the house?” 
 
    “Sure, and…no.” 
 
    Him working to earn keep? Sounded good, and she would have to think about it, but right now she had nothing for him. 
 
    She went down the stairs, hopped into her Miata, her one concession  to extravagance, and zipped down the street. 
 
    Owen watched from the window. 
 
    He was lucky. And he knew it. She was letting him stay here. He would have to get busy in the morning. He could get some money—hmmm, problem right there—and start calling banks and the state and whatever. But for right now, he started poking around the apartment. It was his apartment, and he knew the faucet in the bathroom leaked. And the lightbulb outside the door had to be replaced. 
 
    He went to work. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    After one week, without being asked, Owen gave Brittany some money. 
 
    Brittany blinked. “Where did you get it?” 
 
    “In the morning. I found a job with a food truck. They pay me under the table.” 
 
    “What do you do about…uh?” She looked at his chest. 
 
    “I wear a tighter bra, and a jacket.” 
 
    “Doesn’t that get hot?” 
 
    “Yeah. But…?” he shrugged. “You want some Panda? It’s been a week, I could buy.” 
 
    Brittany looked at the money in her hand. She looked up at him. “Only if you let me buy.” 
 
    “But I feel a little guilty. I have to pull my share.” He actually sounded a little worried. 
 
    Brittany chuckled. It was obvious that he was worried about getting kicked out. He might have a little money, but he wasn’t swimming in the green. 
 
    She was also pleased. The apartment was immaculate. He cleaned it, and he had fixed the faucet, and leveled the table, and washed the windows, even the outside of the windows, and…and he was working hard. Though she hadn’t wanted a roommate, this was turning out pretty good. 
 
    “Where did you get the outside lightbulb?” she suddenly asked. 
 
    He looked embarrassed. “I, uh, borrowed it from one of the neighbors.” Then he hurried on with, “But I bought a new one for them! I don’t think they even noticed it was gone.” 
 
    She smiled. “Okay. You order, but I pay.” 
 
    “Yes, boss.” 
 
    They both chuckled. 
 
    While he borrowed her phone and ordered, she went in and started going over bills, and thought. 
 
    He was handsome. A catch, if you could get over the protrusions on his chest, and the lack of…manhood. And he kept her in the loop as far as recovering his identity was going. Apparently he had some money in the bank, not a lot, but he wasn’t going to be a drag on her. And the apartment was roomy. 
 
    “All done,” he said, entering the kitchen and placing her phone on the table. “Would you like a Coke while we wait?” 
 
    “A Coke?” 
 
    “I saw the six pack in the fridge, so I bought some stuff, and made sure I got you a six pack.” 
 
    “You know what that six pack is for?” 
 
    He blinked. “Drinking?” 
 
    “Oh, child, you have so much to learn.” 
 
    She stood up and got out a couple of glasses, filled them ice and half filled them with Coke. Then she went to the cupboard above the refrigerator and got down the Old Grandad. 
 
    “Oh, Lordie,” he whispered as she poured. “There is a heaven.” 
 
    She smiled, passed him a glass, and they sipped. 
 
    “Oh, fuck. Pardon me, but I haven’t tasted anything this good since…since…” he didn’t finish what he was saying. They both knew. Before what had been done to him. 
 
    They sipped, and the Panda came, and they ate, and sipped some more, and before they knew it they were jolly. And, jolly being what it was, they began talking about…things. 
 
    Like: “How do you like exotic dancing?” 
 
    “I like the dancing, and I don’t mind the men, but there’s always one or two that…don’t behave.” 
 
    “How do you handle them?” 
 
    “I don’t. Chuck, the bouncer. He handles them. He walks me out to the car at the end of the night, and,” she lifted her shoulders slightly. “I don’t have any trouble.” 
 
    Owen smiled. “Big friends good.” 
 
    “Yes. And…can I ask you a question?” 
 
    He read her mind. But it was an obvious question. She knew what had been done to him. “Sure.” 
 
    “What’s it like…since…you know…losing…” 
 
    “My junk.” 
 
    She nodded, suddenly embarrassed. “Oh, forget I asked. I shouldn’t—“ 
 
    “No,” he said. “I don’t mind talking about it. Besides, I wouldn’t have made it without your help. If I can’t be honest with you…then who? eh?” 
 
    She thought about that. It was curiously intimate. Friends…but, somehow, more than friends. 
 
    “It’s odd. sometimes I don’t think about it, then I sit down to pee. It’s weird walking. My gait has changed, there’s nothing to keep my legs apart.” 
 
    She blinked. She was just drunk enough to observe: “The point of balls is to keep the legs apart.” 
 
    Then they both giggled. 
 
    He said, “And I find I feel softer as a human being. I don’t have all the testosterone driving me.” 
 
    They sat for a while, thinking about his words. 
 
    “What about…sexual urges?” 
 
    “That’s a funny one. I thought, when I was learning about this stuff back in the hospital, that I wouldn’t have sexual urges, but I learned something.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sex is in the mind. I don’t have a dick, but if I think about what it felt like to have a dick, maybe to have it touched, even sucked or fucked, I get sort of horny. I mean, it’s a different horny, but I get…urges.” 
 
    “But no way to satisfy them.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “God,” she said. “That must be so…so…” but she didn’t finish. But she did manage to stop herself from giving a shiver. 
 
      
 
    His license and  bank card came in. He had $4,327 in the bank, and an immediate plan. 
 
    “What you going to do?” 
 
    “Uber.” 
 
    “Really? What about a car?” 
 
    “I can buy a car on credit. I can get insurance. A phone for a few bucks. I can make a couple of hundred day.” He smiled. It won’t be long and I’ll get out of your hair.” 
 
    Which statement made her sad. She liked him. She liked his humor. She liked his way of keeping everything clean, of fixing anything that went wrong. 
 
    And, just a couple of nights before she had come home very tired, but wired. That sometimes happened with her hours. 
 
    He had rubbed her shoulders, fixed her dinner, and the shoulder rub had turned into her lying on the couch, his bed, and massaging her whole body. 
 
    And she didn’t have to worry about his hands getting carried away, or him making advances. In a way that was a sad thought, even though there was a certain degree of comfort in it.  
 
    She could have a man friend and not worried about him trying to force himself on her. 
 
      
 
    He did as he stated. He bought a brand new Prius, complete with sufficient insurance, and a new cell phone, and he was in business. 
 
    Brittany would come home late at night and he would be there, sometimes he would fix dinner for her, and he would relax her, and when she woke up he was gone. Out after the morning crowd of Uber commuters. He would come home about 10, sleep for an hour, then hang with her before going back out for the evening rush hour. They would go have a lunch, buy some clothes, saunter through a park or museum. It was fun, it was pleasant, and Brittany actually started to worry. The worry came to a point two weeks after he went into business. Less than a month after he moved in. 
 
    “I’ve got enough to move out,” he said, as they visited the Petersen Car Museum. 
 
    “Oh,” she said. But she didn’t say anything more. She didn’t, and she wished he would say something, but…that was their agreement. And that very same night… 
 
      
 
    The crowd was joyous. Beer was flowing. Brittany swirled around a pole. Her body was lithe, and her large boobs seemed about to fall out of her top. Cheers, money appearing on the edge of the stage. It was going to be a good night. 
 
    Suddenly, a face appeared in the ring of faces, and she knew it immediately. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” yelled Owen, giving her a wink and a five dollar bill. 
 
    She laughed. He had caught her by surprise, he had never come to the club, but the look in his eyes, the enjoyment of seeing a friend so happy, she giggled and gave herself a turn, floated down the pole, and let go to slide across the stage. 
 
    The crowd whooped and she ended up right in front of Owen. “Hey, baby!” She cooed, her red lips being easily read. 
 
    Then she was up on her feet, strutting back to the pole. 
 
    Behind her, a biker looked at the dude next to him. Long hair, and at first the biker thought, ‘Hippie asshole.’ Then the biker caught a glimpse of flesh between front of Owen’s jacket. 
 
    Maybe the biker was drunk, or drugged, or just feeling unusually surly, but he grabbed Owen’s lapel and pulled. 
 
    Owen left his feet, and his jacket came half off. 
 
    Customers moved to the side and the biker yelled, “Fucking queer!” He punched Owen in the face. 
 
    Owen was out of it, but he didn’t need to be in it. Chuck, the bouncer, grabbed the biker by the belt and his long hair. He flung the biker ten feet towards the entrance, and two other bouncers picked him up and tossed him through the door. Through, like with his nose hitting the door hard enough to open it, and the rest of his carcass sailing on through. 
 
    The crowd cheered wildly, then turned back to the stage. 
 
    Chuck turned to Owen, helped him to his feet. “Sorry, man. Let’s get you a drink.” 
 
    Then Brittany was next to them, grabbing Owen’s arm. 
 
    Chuck, blinked, realized no one was on the stage…but another girl was moving in to pick up the action. He looked at Brittany, who was now crying and wiping Owen’s bloody nose. “He your friend?” 
 
    Brittany nodded, leaking tears on the floor. 
 
    “Take him into the back. I’ll get your tips.” 
 
    Brittany walked the dazed Owen to the back area. A minute later Chuck showed up with a bundle of greens. “You okay, man?” 
 
    Owen grunted. But he didn’t say anything else. He was keeping his face tilted while Brittany blotted. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll send some drinks back. You need time off, Brit?” 
 
    “Yeah. Please.” 
 
    “You got it.” Chuck turned to Owen. “Nice meeting you, man.” 
 
    But he hesitated on the ‘man.’ He had caught sight of Owen’s tits and he wasn’t sure what the sex was. 
 
    Chuck left, and it was quiet. The roar of the crowd was muted and it was actually sort of pleasant. 
 
    “That son of a bitch,” Brittany stated angrily. 
 
    “It’s okay,” then he said something interesting. “I’m sort of used to it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Driving for Uber, sometimes people see…and they give me funny looks. I even had a guy complain to the company.” 
 
    “What did the company say?” 
 
    “They wanted to know if I should have the guy black balled for sexual harassment.” 
 
    Brittany laughed. The blood was stopped, but she kept smoothing his face with a wet towel. It felt good, and Owen sighed. 
 
    “I don’t want you to move out.” 
 
    He went still. 
 
    “Did you hear me?” 
 
    “But…okay.” 
 
    “So are you going to stay.” 
 
    He was silent for a long minute, and she started to worry. Then: “Are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m sure.” 
 
    “We need to discuss my half of things.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Two drinks arrived. Chuck knew Brittany liked Coke Highs, and he assumed for Owen, and they sipped the delicious concoctions gratefully, and looked at each other. 
 
    Finally, “Want to come with me? Pick up your car later?” 
 
    “Sure. But…there’s one other thing.” 
 
    “What’s that.” 
 
    “That guy, he hit you because…because he thought you were gay.” 
 
    “He doesn’t even know what gay is. I’m more of a…well, a trans.” 
 
    “That’s sort of what I wanted to talk to you about.” 
 
    “Being gay?” Owen was confused. 
 
    “No. Being trans.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “Look, your body is changed. Your sex is changed. People pick on you. But they wouldn’t if they thought you were a girl.” 
 
    “If I was a girl,” his eyes were far away as he contemplated futures. 
 
    “Yes. I could teach you. You’ll find it’s fun, shopping, trying on clothes…the make up.” 
 
    “Make up?” His eyes were now glittering. There was an excitement there, but it was a very, very cautious kind of excitement. 
 
    “Sure. Your hair is long enough to start styling, if you put on a dress, maybe some heels…would you like to try on some high heels?” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t know.” 
 
    “How about trying it? For me?” 
 
    “For you.” 
 
    “Yes. I don’t want people picking on you. When that bully hit you I…I…” she was starting to glimmer in the eyes as tears came to the surface. 
 
    He took the wet rag and blotted her eyes carefully. “I’m the one that got beat up, you big sissy.” 
 
    A giggle escaped her. “Me? A sissy?” Look who’s talking!” 
 
    Then they were both laughing. 
 
     
 
    They started slow, because Brittany was actually a little scared of overwhelming Owen. She got out of some of her dresses, he tried them on, and was surprised by two things: how well they fit, and how comfortable they were. 
 
    “Oh, these aren’t comfortable. We get some dresses made to fit and you’ll see comfortable.” 
 
    So Owen walked around the house in dresses for a day. 
 
    “You need to wear panties.” 
 
    “Panties? But…” he stopped talking. Truth was, he was wearing men’s underwear because he had bought underwear while he was a man. Now he wasn’t. So he didn’t need to cup his package.  
 
    She tossed him some panties and he pulled them on. “They are comfortable. Sort of kinky, though.” 
 
    “Why do you think girls wear them?” 
 
    “Girls are kinky? No!” He mocked her. 
 
    So he walked around in panties and bra and a dress. 
 
    The next day she broke out the high heels. “These will be too tight, your foot is wider, and a little bit longer, but they’re loose on me, so…” 
 
    He tried them on, and shortly was staggering around the apartment while Brittany laughed at him. 
 
    “Very funny,” he grinned, holding on to a wall. 
 
    She got a far away look in her eyes. “Shave your legs.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your legs are too hairy. And your body is too hairy. Women don’t have hairy bodies. In fact…don’t shave your legs. Let’s go shopping.” 
 
    They went to a drug store and picked up Nair and products designed more for women than men. 
 
    A brush for his tangled hair. And she snuck some fake nails into the bag. 
 
    Home again, home again, jiggedy jig, and now the fun was on. 
 
    First, he used the Nair. Slathered it on his body, waited until his skin grew hot, and rinsed it off. Bye bye, baby hairs. Down the drain you go. 
 
    Then she showed him how to unroll nylons up his smooth legs. 
 
    “Wow,” he blurted, at one point. This is downright electric.” 
 
    “Is sex still in the mind?” she asked. 
 
    “More than ever.” 
 
    Panties, and a tummy shaper. 
 
    “How does that feel?” She was worried because she knew he was missing his lower ribs. 
 
    “Actually, pretty good. Takes the place of the missing ribs.”  
 
    She smiled, and handed him a shelf bra. 
 
    “What’s this?” It was so ‘wispy and insubstantial’ compared to his normal bra. 
 
    “You need a heavy duty bra, but it’s fun to wear something sexy. Treat yourself sexy and you will be sexy.” 
 
    He worked his way into the bra and was stunned. His boobs felt even bigger, stood out further, and now his nipples were plain to see. “Wow.” 
 
    “Of course, if you want to be a plain Jane,” 
 
    He laughed at that. 
 
    “Now, let’s put your new dress on and see how you look.” 
 
    His new dress was slinky blue with a bit of cleavage. It fit like a glove, and he was once again stunned. “Oh.” 
 
    Brittany smiled. She liked the way this was shaping up. 
 
    “Sit here.” 
 
    He sat at her make up table and she began shaping his nails. 
 
    They sat there for a long time, talking in low tones, whispering of their days and their dreams, and she glued, shaped and painted his nails. 
 
    “I didn’t give you long ones, it’s going to be hard enough to do things with brand new nails, let alone two inch long claws.” 
 
    “Two inches, really?” 
 
    “Well, I can if you want.” 
 
    “No…no.” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Okay, let’s do your make up.” 
 
    He stared at her. She knew this was the make or break point. But so far…he had been making. He didn’t look like he was going to be breaking. 
 
    “Okay,” he gulped. 
 
    She took her time. She really wanted to wow him. She cleansed his skin, put on primer, foundation, and concealer. A bit of foundation powder, then the blush. 
 
    He watched in her mirror, fascinated, as his face took on a different shape and texture. His jawbone softened out, his cheeks became rounder, and his maleness started to disappear. 
 
    “You probably need some hormones,” she mentioned at one point, which surprised him and made him think. 
 
    Then she did his eyes. She made them smoky and mysterious. She curled his lashes and added mascara, and then, drum roll…lipstick. 
 
    He watched her hand move. He watched her hand by looking down and in the mirror through the corner of his eye. He watched the red paint, a perfect match for his nails, unroll on his lips, and he was…transformed. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he whispered at himself in the mirror. 
 
    Brittany stood next to him, a hand on his shoulder. We need to comb your hair, get your heels on, and take a walk. 
 
    So they did. She used a bit of hairspray and managed to make his hair curl around his jaw and even further hide his maleness. Then he put on high heels and they were ready to go. 
 
    “Okay,” Brittany said, as they left the apartment. “Your real lessons are about to start. “Walking down stairs is going to take it out of you.” 
 
    And it did. He was off balance, clinging to the rail and her arm, and he had to slant his foot just right.  
 
    But he made it! 
 
    They sauntered across the small quad and onto the sidewalk. Just a short walk, but it was breath taking. 
 
    “Walk on a line, it will make your butt sway better.” 
 
    “Oh,” and he focused. 
 
    “Put your heel down like this. It will make a clicking sound.” 
 
    Within minutes he had figured it out and was making a sexy ‘click, click, click’ sound on the sidewalk. 
 
    They turned and walked back. 
 
    “I won’t be able to drive with these on.” 
 
    “Probably not.” 
 
    “Hey, bitches!” A voice yelled from a passing car. 
 
    They looked at each other in surprise, then started giggling. 
 
    “I’ve been mistaken for a girl,” chortled Owen. 
 
    “You betcha.” 
 
    They returned to the apartment. 
 
    The next week was a miracle for Owen. He drove as a woman, and he found that people treated him totally different. 
 
    He didn’t, however, like it when guys hit on him, and he wished he could just say no in his old, masculine voice, give them a bit of a shock, then he was glad he couldn’t. He didn’t need some asshole punching him again. 
 
    Then, about ten days in, he came home all pissed off. Not five minutes after leaving the apartment. 
 
    “What?” asked Brittany. 
 
    “The company photo checked me. I didn’t pass.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They have you take a selfie and send it in, to make sure somebody isn’t driving your car for you. I took a selfie, but my face wasn’t recognized. I—“ 
 
    DING! DING! His phone went off. 
 
    He shrugged and answered it. 
 
    “No, that was me. I’m…now. That wasn’t somebody else. Look…no…no.” 
 
    Brittany stared at him. She quickly realized that it was Uber corporation, and they were upset about his failure to pass his photo check. 
 
    Finally, however, Owen snapped. “He blurted, in a determined. voice, “I’m transitioning.” 
 
    Silence on the other end of the phone. Then rapid talking. 
 
    Owen grinned and mouthed, ‘They’re apologizing.’ 
 
    Brittany giggled, and Owen finally hung up. 
 
    “I just have to submit a new picture, and go down to one of their centers and be checked out.” 
 
    They began to laugh. It was like this little scene had been a final step. 
 
      
 
    She came home tired. He fixed her a meal, bacon and eggs, and poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    He led her out to the living room and motioned to the couch. 
 
    She led him into the bedroom. She took off all her clothes and lay on the bed. 
 
    He had seen her naked. She was beautiful, and the sex was all in his mind. He began to massage her. 
 
    He massaged her legs, her arms, and she began to feel dopey lazy. He massaged her back, and suddenly she flipped over and presented her front. 
 
    He stared at her.  
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    He began to massage her chest. He ran his hands over her boobs, felt her nipples under his fingers. 
 
    She groaned. 
 
    He asked, “Would you like a happy ending?” 
 
    Her grin in the darkness was all he needed. He began massaging downwards, swirling his hands over her skin, pressing gently into her muscles. Shortly his hand was squeezing her pudenda.  
 
    She gave a sigh that was almost a groan. 
 
    “Is this okay?” 
 
    She nodded. Then, her eyes flickering in the gloom. “Kiss my nipples. It’ll help.” 
 
    He did. He bent his head, laid down beside her for a better angle, and began kissing her nipples. He kissed and sucked and gave them little bites, all the time his hand working, his fingers inserting and swirling. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” she murmured. 
 
    His motions built until he was finger fucking her. He had an intuition that she needed this. They touched, they held hands, she needed something else. 
 
    She gasped and grabbed his forearm, but not to slow him down. If anything, she wanted him to go faster. 
 
    He pumped ferociously now, and she felt the shivers begin in her, way down deep, struggling to come up. 
 
    She tried to relax and let it happen, and it began to happen. 
 
    She gave a groan and her hips lurched. “Fuck,” and she lurched again, then her pelvis began to move all around, bucking and jerking, as her orgasm gathered and built strength and…finally…overwhelmed her. 
 
    “AHHH!” she gave up his arm and grabbed for his body. She hugged him. Held on to him for dear life, and the earthquake shimmied through her. 
 
    Then she was done. 
 
    He started to get up. 
 
    “Sleep with me,” she whispered, refusing to give up her hold on him. 
 
    “Okay. Let me take off my clothes.” 
 
    He undressed, and his body was feminine in the dim light. He was stacked, his butt was round, and his face was becoming more and more feminine. Almost as if the daily make up was enabling him to transform this personal part of himself. 
 
    He lay down and she reached her arms around him. 
 
    He put his arms around him. In this intimate moment he missed his dick. It had been wonderful getting her off. He wanted to do it again and again. 
 
    And he wished he had a dick. But if wishes were dicks we’d all be fucking. 
 
    They slept. 
 
     
 
    And awoke. Staring into each other’s faces. And smiles broke out. 
 
    “Thank you,” she whispered. 
 
    “We’re going to need a bigger bed.” 
 
    She laughed, then grew sober. “You were wonderful. I’ve never experienced anything so…so pure and wonderful.” 
 
    “I can’t wait to do it again.” 
 
    Then: “I want to do it to you.” 
 
    He laughed, bent his head and kissed her nipple. 
 
    “No, I’m serious. I want to fuck you.” 
 
    “Sorry, no can do.” 
 
    “You’ve got a vagina. They said it will work…” 
 
    “But you don’t have a peeny.” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    He stared at her with one raised eyebrow. 
 
    She rolled out of bed and opened her bottom dresser drawer. She held up a dildo. 
 
    “You have a dildo?” he gave a look of mocking shock. 
 
    “Not only that…” she reached into the drawer again and pulled up a mess of straps.  
 
    “You have a strap on!” And now he was awed. 
 
    “I got the dildo for me, it came with straps and I never…I never…” 
 
    “Never expected to have to use them.” 
 
    She put the dildo in the plate and untangled the straps, then she began buckling the dildo on. 
 
    She stood there, a penis jutting out, and it was a big one. 
 
    “God,” he said. “I hate to say it, but I’m scared.” 
 
    “No, you’re just a virgin. You don’t know, yet.” 
 
    “Yet.” 
 
    “So, we’re going to need lots of lubrication.” 
 
    “You been reading up on this?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “So you’ve been thinking about this for a while.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He sighed, and gulped. “Well…” 
 
    “Well, you’ve got no choice. But here’s the good news…after I fuck you…you can use it.” 
 
    “Just like a man,” he whispered. 
 
    “Just like.” 
 
    She was done adjusting the straps and she grabbed her cock and held it. “So how you want it, bitch?” She was grinning, and then they were both laughing. 
 
    “Let’s try it face to face. Then all fours. Then every which way but loose. 
 
    “Every which way it is. Lay down and get ready.” 
 
    He lay back on the bed and she grabbed some lube from the top of her dresser. She slathered it onto his hole. It felt weird, nobody ever touched him there. He didn’t even touch himself there. 
 
    She knelt next to him, her lubing turning into a gentle fingering, and he was suddenly terrified.  
 
    “Shush, now. I know,” she reassured him. 
 
    Being a woman she knew how to be gentle, and she took her time.  She kissed every square inch of his body. She mouthed his boobs and he was feeling warmth shoot through him. She even fingered his asshole, which made him jump, but he loved it. The prickly sensations that turned into little shivers of anticipation. 
 
    But it was his pussy that they wanted right then. 
 
    She knelt between his legs, pushed them apart. 
 
    There was a little bit of male in his mind that told him it was wrong, that he should be between her legs, but he squelched that thought quickly. He was no longer bound by ideas of what was male and what was female. 
 
    She kissed him, a long time, and he felt her fumbling down there. Then she had the top pointed into his pussy. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he breathed, terror becoming anticipation. 
 
    Slowly, ever so slowly, she slid into him. 
 
    It was incredible, it was like being opened up. The stretching of skin was the stretching of nerves and he felt himself so tight, but opening, becoming… 
 
    “Okay, lover?” 
 
    It was the first time she had called him lover, and he loved it. He kissed her, and he realized he was crying. 
 
    “Don’t cry,” she kissed his eyes. She remained still, inside him, but not moving. 
 
    “I can’t help it.” 
 
    “Okay, then, cry. Are you ready.” 
 
    Crying, gulping, giving himself up to her, he nodded. 
 
    She began to move in and out. 
 
    His vagina was his penis turned inside out, and the nerves of his penis gave him full sensation. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    More than full sensation. This was like nothing he had ever felt before. 
 
    She kept her strokes gentle, but filled him, then emptied him. Again and again and again. 
 
    And he felt it, an orgasm. His eyes went wide. “I can…I can…” 
 
    “Yes, you can.” 
 
    She kissed him, squeezed his tits, and slid the dildo into him, right to the balls, and he started to shiver. 
 
    “Oh, fuck…oh, fuck…” 
 
    “Let it go, baby.” 
 
    He did, and the explosion was awesome, magnificent. He curled his toes and his hips jerked like a baby’s rattle. back and forth, out of control. 
 
    “Yeah, baby!” 
 
    “FU-U-UCK!”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    On January fifth of this year Owen Grey was awarded $4,659,240. His victory over the hospital came after 4 years of legal work. The final decision was made easy by the fact that the hospital deliberately tried to hide his records. The proof, however, was between Mr. Grey’s legs. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Things are changing around here.” 
 
    I was standing on the patio. Steve was laying on the lounge, six empty beer cans on the table next to him. He was supposed to be cleaning the pool, but the pool was filthy, and he was laying there, drunk, his penis out of his pants, sperm all over him. 
 
    “Wha…wha…” he looked around at me blearily. His eyes were bloodshot and he was simply dazed. 
 
    I stomped across the patio. Well, I walked, thinking stomp, but my high heels were clicking. 
 
    He focused on me. “Baby!” He grinned a stupid grin. 
 
    I kicked his lounge chair and he grunted, “Hey!” 
 
    “Get up and get to work!” 
 
    “Fuck you say!” he mumbled. He started sorting through the cans, looking for a full one. He finally found one and upended it. It only had a couple of warm glugs in it. Disgusting. 
 
    “What have you been doing all day?” 
 
    “I came out here to take a swim.” He looked around owlishly. “I guess I forgot.” 
 
    He was blithering. He didn’t really even know what he was talking about. 
 
    I sat down on the lounge chair next to him. I was wearing a pencil skirt, a thin blouse, and my black bra underneath. I had full make up on, and I had just spent a day working my finger to the bone. And I come home to this. The house was a mess, he was drunk, and…and… 
 
    “Aw, whasha matter?” He slurred. 
 
    “You, you asshole!” I blurted. 
 
    He didn’t like it when I called him an asshole. He was usually pretty complacent about things, but calling him an asshole always provoked a negative and quick response. 
 
    “Well, fuck you,” he blurted back at me. 
 
    “What have you done all day?” 
 
    “I worked.” 
 
    “Doesn’t look like it.” 
 
    “I got tired. Needed shum relax…make myself think.” 
 
    “When were you going to…” 
 
    I stopped. He was eyeing my tits. 
 
    I stood up and clicked away. 
 
    He stood up and followed me. He wasn’t even aware that his pecker was hanging out the front. 
 
    He grabbed my shoulder and turned me around. “Baby…” 
 
    I slapped him in the face. 
 
    And he slapped me…with a fist. 
 
    I fell back against the doorframe and stared at him. My eyes were big. Well, one was. The other one I had covered with a hand. 
 
    He mumbled sheepishly. “Shorry, baby. But you can’t…I don’t like it when…” 
 
    I turned around and ran into the house. He didn’t follow me this time, and I headed for the bedroom. I continued through the bedroom into the bathroom. It was just further away from him. I sat on the toilet and sobbed. 
 
    There is something so shocking about being struck. Women yell, we cry, but we don’t…well, I had to be honest, I had slapped him. 
 
    But it seemed so unfair! I was out selling houses, working long hours, and he was sitting around, getting drunk and playing with himself. 
 
    And that hurt, too. Why was he playing with himself when he had me? 
 
    I wanted a little loving! I was good looking, I was horny, and he spent his time on the internet and jacked off. 
 
    What was wrong with me? 
 
    And, another moment of honesty, there wasn’t anything wrong with me. I wasn’t unduly demanding, only asking that he did what he agreed to do when he stopped working and tried to be a writer. 
 
    A little pick up after himself. That was all. I wasn’t a screaming harridan demanding that he clean the house with a tooth brush! 
 
    But what did he do. Drank and masturbated and…and hit me. 
 
    I had been crying for a half hour, and I started to calm down. I touched my face. He hadn’t hit me hard, more of a drunken pawing, but I couldn’t go to work with a bruise. I stood up and turned to the mirror. 
 
    Fuck! I had a shiner. And it was a beaut. A big, black circle around my left eye. No way to hide this with make up. 
 
    I tried. I cleaned off the area, put on primer and foundation, and I could see that it wasn’t working. 
 
    If I went in like this everybody would see it. And it looked exactly like what it was: a punch in the eye. 
 
    I sat and sniffled some more. Then I stood up and went out to get my cell phone. I looked out the patio window and saw Steve sitting there, starting on another six pack. Fuck! 
 
    I got my cell phone and returned to the bedroom. I dialed my work number. 
 
    “Gina?” 
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, how they hanging? You need a boob job yet?” 
 
    That’s Gina, always joking. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I’ve come down with something. I won’t be in tomorrow.” 
 
    Silence. Then: “Anna, what’s wrong.” 
 
    “Nothing is wrong. I just feel a little punk.” 
 
    “No. There’s something wrong. It’s in your voice.” 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry, I don’t feel well enough…so I need a day off. Maybe two.” 
 
    “Okay.” But I could tell it wasn’t okay. 
 
    Oh, it was okay that I take a day off. I rarely did that, and I make a lot of money for the company.  
 
    But I could tell she was thinking thoughts that I was asking for un-okay reasons. 
 
    “I’ll reschedule your appointments, take as much time as you need. I’ll call you later.” 
 
    I hung up, sniffled some more, then decided I needed to do something. I had to take my mind off of everything. 
 
    I changed into shorts and a tee and went out to the kitchen. 
 
    The kitchen was a mess, and when I looked out the window at the patio I could see Steve, popping another top, tilting a can, guzzling more beer. 
 
    I began doing dishes. Mostly his dishes. Mine were stacked neatly, soaking, and his were just thrown into the sink, encrusted with egg and syrup. Coffee stains. Bits of crust. Slob. 
 
    I washed and scrubbed and managed to get his dishes clean, then I put everything in the washer and started a cycle. 
 
    Good. Work is good. I already felt better. 
 
    What’s next? Laundry. 
 
    I went to the bedroom and grabbed the hamper…and realized I would have to make two trips. Steve was supposed to help out a little here, but his help consisted of putting more and more clothes in the hamper and letting everything pile up. 
 
    I took the two loads out to the garage and started one. I was bending over the machine, pressing the start button, when I heard Gina. 
 
    “Anna?” 
 
    I didn’t turn. Suddenly I was crushed. I put a hand over my face to cover my bruised cheek. I stayed bent over. 
 
    I don’t know why I hadn’t heard her car, but she had driven right up, seen the open garage door and entered. 
 
    “Anna? Are you all right?” 
 
    She touched me and I straightened up and turned away from her. 
 
    Gently, she touched my shoulder and turned me around. She took my hand away from my cheek. She didn’t gasp, but I could feel surprise emanating from her. 
 
    “Steve?” 
 
    Tears over flowed and I nodded. 
 
    “Man, that’s a beaut.” 
 
    I nodded, then I was in her arms. She held me, patted my back, and told me everything would be all right. 
 
      
 
    We sat in the kitchen and drank coffee. Oddly, she was calm, very calm. 
 
    “So you complained, he touched, you slapped, and…” she eyed my eyeball. 
 
    “I know…I shouldn’t have slapped him, but…but he has been so lazy and slobby. He was supposed to be working on the great American novel. I would support him and he would write…and he could do it! He’s been published, and he’s won a couple of short story prizes. He’s been to conventions and talked to editors…people want him to write.” 
 
    Gina glanced out the window. Steve was laying unconscious on the lounger. Twelve empty beer cans about him. 
 
    “Doesn’t look like he gets much writing done.” 
 
    “No. Once he stopped working he wrote for a while, then he started watching the…the internet.” 
 
    “Porn?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And he doesn’t seem interested in sex. All he wants to do is drink beer and lay around. No work, not even any play. Just a drunken bum.” 
 
    “Hmm.” 
 
    “Gina, I don’t know what to do.” I placed a hand on her forearm and pleaded. 
 
    She said, in the most simple manner, “I do.” 
 
    I blinked. Her calmness, her certainty. It gave me hope. 
 
    “Come with me.” She stood up and straightened her skirt. 
 
    “What? But I have the laundry in and—“ 
 
    “Laundry is more important than your marriage?” 
 
    “No, but…” 
 
    She took my hand and pulled me up and led me through the door into the garage, then out to her car. Shortly we were zipping through town, the top down and our hair blowing, the Beach Boys crooning about  ‘God Only Knows.’ 
 
    Just riding with Gina was a kick. A relaxing kick. It was like she was on top of the world, in charge, and anybody who hung around her started feeling that way. 
 
    “You know, Jack wasn’t always the nice, well behaved hubby that he is now.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Her husband was a dream. He opened doors, made compliments, and always smiled. 
 
    “In fact, Jack had a drinking problem.” 
 
    “Like Steve.” 
 
    “Worse. And he was into the porn stuff, and it finally came to a head. One day he beat me. Not just punched me a good one out of blind self defense, or drunken revery, or whatever. But beat me.” 
 
    I stared at her. 
 
    “I decided, on that day, that he would never hit me again. But he did. And I endured, and suffered, and put up with it, and always…always…” 
 
    She glanced at me. “He would punch me in the night, usually in the body so nobody would see the bruises. During the day he would drink and watch porn. It seemed like the more he watched the less he could get it up and the more he wanted it…and blamed me for his inadequacies.” 
 
    “But he’s so nice! How did you…what changed him?” 
 
    “I changed him. I trained him. And it started with a simple, little booklet. A story, actually.” 
 
    I was intrigued, to say the least, but our conversation was truncated as we had arrived at her home. 
 
    We entered the house and she led me back to her office. She put me in her swivel chair, reached up to a book shelf, and handed me a book. It was glossy, with a beautiful brunette on the cover. The brunette was giving a level, knowing look. The author was Grace Mansfield, and the title was: 
 
      
 
    Self Respect Through Feminization 
 
    The Big Book of Feminization 
 
    Volume Four 
 
      
 
    “Page 132. Take your time,” and she left the room. 
 
    I looked at the cover for a long minute, tossing things around in my mind. 
 
    Feminization? Make Steve into a girly man? Hunh! 
 
    Did I really want to do this? 
 
    But Gina said she had done it, and this book was the key. I opened to page 132 and the title leaped out at me. ‘How to Make Your Husband into a Sissy Slave.’ WTF? I looked at the first sentence and was shortly engrossed. 
 
    In fact, my world started to come undone from almost the first page. 
 
    It was the story of a woman and her man. The woman was in the medical profession, and the man was a writer. A writer, like Steve wanted to be. 
 
    The man wanted to explore his feminine side. 
 
    I grunted a small grunt. As if Steve would want to explore his…then I stopped. Would he? Femininity was a mystery to all men. Why wouldn’t he? And…did Gina’s hubbie want to explore it before she…she… 
 
    I leaped back into the book again. 
 
    A half hour later I was done. It was a quick read. Just a short story, but it was concise, and it wasn’t just a how to, it was an example. And it looked VERY easy to follow. 
 
    If I wanted to encourage Steve to be a woman. 
 
    But, why wouldn’t I? 
 
    He was failing as writer, and as a man. 
 
    Men don’t hit women. 
 
    If I made him into a woman he would understand this. 
 
    And, I have to tell you, there was a wee bit of heat in my thoughts, and even in my groin, thinking all this. 
 
    “What do you think?” Gina plopped into the chair next to me and I swiveled to her. 
 
    “I’m intrigued.” 
 
    “I thought you would be.” 
 
    “So how do I do it? How do I start?” 
 
    She began to talk then, and we talked for several hours. 
 
    Jack came home, gave her some flowers and kissed her cheek, and went to make dinner. And that was the moment that everything became real. If she could train her husband…then, dammit, so could I! 
 
      
 
    I arrived home just as Steve. began to stir. I walked through the kitchen and saw him sitting on the lounger. Holding his head and looking stupid. 
 
    Okay, maybe that ‘stupid’ remark is a bit harsh. But I was pissed, and I had a plan, and…and I had to get over all that. The key to the plan was not to ream him a new one, not to throw all his bad behavior in his face, not to treat him like shit. 
 
    The key to the plan is to make him like you, make him agree to do the things you want him to do because he wants to. 
 
    Okay. Let the games begin. 
 
      
 
    I finished the laundry and heard him enter the house. Then I heard the shower start up. Good. Fresh body, fresh clothes, but…the clothes. Hah! 
 
    He finished his shower, stepped out and dried off. He dropped his towel on the floor, making yet another mess that I would clean up, or not, but wouldn’t bitch about. No more bitching for me. 
 
    He went to his dresser, I was timing this in my mind, and took out his underpants and— 
 
    “Anna?” 
 
    I grinned. I was sitting in the living room, turning the glossy pages of a fashion magazine. 
 
    “Anna?” 
 
    He walked down the hallway and appeared in the arch. He was naked and holding his new panties. 
 
    Panties. 
 
    Baby blue with a little fringe. High on the thigh and a thick stretch band. The cutest thing was the little white bow in the front, right under the label. 
 
    “How come you don’t answer me?” 
 
    How come, you savage? I smiled, “Sorry, dear. I was really engrossed in this magazine. They have the cutest outfits and—“ 
 
    “Never mind about that,” he rode roughly over me. “What’s with these?” 
 
    “Those? What about…oh! You mean those.” 
 
    “Those!” He mimicked me. “Yes. Panties. Where is my underwear.” 
 
    “Your underwear was getting a bit worn, but they didn’t have mens so I got you those.” 
 
    “I can’t wear these! I can’t—‘ he stopped talking and looked at me. “You’ve got a black eye.” 
 
    The idiot. He didn’t even remember punching me. 
 
    “I walked into a door,” I said glibly. 
 
    He frowned, almost like he was trying to remember something. 
 
    “Anyway, they were on special, I thought you wouldn’t mind, after all, who’s to know, right? So maybe you could try those out, and I can get you some manly men underwear next time.” 
 
    “You…I can’t…” he was obviously torn between panties and my black eye. “You really walked into a door? How’d you do that?” 
 
    “Oh, you know, just wasn’t watching what I was doing. Say, that’’s a mighty nice dick you’ve there.” 
 
    He looked down. Of course he looked down, the dope. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    I leaned forward. I pursed my lips, which lips, I might add, I had just painted the most glorious and deepest red. 
 
    Like a zombie he stumbled forward, his penis already starting to swell. 
 
    I took hold of his meat and held it in one hand and rubbed the head with the other. 
 
    “Say, this really is a nice penis. Awfully big, though. I wish I had one like this…” 
 
    “Like…?” 
 
    “Like this. Oh, not on me…in me. Balls slapping my ass, nice and deep, and then squirting. Yes, I would like a good dicking.” I let go of his dick then and looked down at my magazine. Completely ignored the dope. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I looked up innocently. “What?” 
 
    “Did you, uh…want to…” he motioned towards the bedroom with his head. 
 
    “Oh, no. I’m a little busy right now.” 
 
    Mixed signals, always send them mixed signals. While they are trying to figure things out their minds are delightfully confused…and receptive. 
 
    “But you’re just reading a magazine.” 
 
    “I know, and it’s giving me some great ideas. Tell me, would you like me to look like a shlump or a beauty queen.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Because this magazine will help me look the way you want me to look. I think I’ll grow my hair. Or maybe get a wig. Tell me, would you like to fuck a redhead?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “And I don’t know about boob jobs, I’m plenty big already, but if I wore some sexier bras, maybe a half bra, let my nips out to breath a bit…you know…” 
 
    I was back to looking at the magazine, mumbling. 
 
    He stood there, his dick large and jutting. 
 
    I looked up, “And, please. Could you try on those panties? Just thinking about you  in them is turning me on.” 
 
    He stood there and blinked. 
 
    I giggled. “Go on now, shoo. Let me think about being beautiful for you.” 
 
    A little stiff legged, he turned and walked back towards the bedroom. 
 
    I read the magazine and waited. Gina had told me it would be like this, she had accurately predicted his behavior, and so far she was spot on. 
 
    A minute later he was standing in the arch, wearing his baby blue panties. “Uh, honey?” 
 
    “Yes?” I didn’t look up. 
 
    “I’ve got them on.” 
 
    I looked up, and raised my eyebrows. “Wow! That is sexy! come here.” 
 
    He grinned, a bit stupidly, and came to me. 
 
    His cock was ludicrous in the panties. It really didn’t fit. 
 
    “Wow, your cock is so nice. Is it comfortable?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” He wasn’t about to admit to discomfort, not with my hand rubbing the front of his panties.” 
 
    “That is really something.” I pulled the waist band down and his dick sprang out, nearly slapping me in the nose. I grabbed it and held it firm. 
 
    “Oh,” he groaned. 
 
    “I should probably get you something a little tighter. After all, your cock is so hard, I don’t want it showing.” 
 
    “You don’t?” Slight confusion. 
 
    “No…no. I like it all confined and sexy, trying to get big. I think confining it like this makes you horny. Or maybe it’s just wearing the panties. Women’s clothes are so sexy. Don’t you agree?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “I’ll have to get you some more women’s underwear. It really turns me on. Does it turn you on?” 
 
    I was holding his cock. Of course women’s underwear sounded sexy. Heck, I could cut off his big toe and he would find it sexy. 
 
    I kissed the head of his cock, then put it in my mouth. I glanced up at him and he was totally gone. Enraptured. You could have slapped him on the back of the head with a ball peen hammer and he would thought he was orgasing. 
 
    I sucked the head, stroked him, then tucked him back in his panties. 
 
    “Hey…but…” 
 
    “Not now, honey. I’m busy. Besides, didn’t you say you were going to cut the lawn this week?” 
 
    He blinked furiously. He had said no such thing, but he wasn’t about to argue with me. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Shoo, now.” 
 
    Shoo? I couldn’t believe I had said that, but it worked, and he shoo-ed. He went away, and shortly I saw him out in the front yard, running the lawn mower back and forth. In shorts. And he was wearing tight, blue panties underneath. 
 
    Oh, I loved it. And it had been so easy. 
 
    Gina had said you can’t appeal to a man’s top head, you have to appeal to his bottom head, then you can do all his thinking for him. 
 
    She was so right. 
 
      
 
    The lawn was done, and he came in, took a shower, leered at me, and… 
 
    “Let’s go to dinner.” 
 
    He blinked. His mouth opened a little. “What?” 
 
    “Come on. Let’s go to dinner, and I’ll play with your dick while you eat your burger.” 
 
    He grinned. Dope. 
 
    So we went to Bones, a nice place with good good, and we sat in a booth. 
 
    He ordered a steak, while I nudged his balls with a nylon clad foot. 
 
    He squeaked a bit, but managed to mashed potatoes, and I inserted my foot up the sleeve of his shorts and felt my nylon toes slide of his satin penis. 
 
    Oh, baby. It was slick. 
 
    I think the waitress knew what was happening, because she eyed him, giggled, then turned to me. 
 
    I ordered, she went away, and it was just Steve and I. My toes and his package.  
 
    “Are you feeling a little over heated?” I asked, mock concern. 
 
    Oh, he was overheated. He was flushed and excited. “Maybe a little.” 
 
    “Good. Because I have some bad news.” 
 
    “Oh,” that was a change up and he frowned. 
 
    “I’ve got a yeast infection.” 
 
    “A…what?” 
 
    “An infection in my pussy.” 
 
    Gina had told me to use crude language, so my pleasure palace was no longer a vagina. It was a pussy, or a hole or a slit or a…cunt. 
 
    He blinked. “But…how long before…” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll pick up some medicine this afternoon. But last time it was a couple of weeks before it cleared up.” 
 
    “Two weeks,” he was dazed, and from the look on his face it appeared that his favorite puppy had died. 
 
    “That’s okay, dear. It’ll be okay.” I knew what he was thinking, and I said: “Of course  that means no sex…” 
 
    “Oh…” Two puppies had died. 
 
    “But…well, I can play with you.” 
 
    He brightened up. 
 
    “Of course you shouldn’t cum.” 
 
    “But…why not?” desperation. 
 
    “Well, honey, it’s just not fair. If I can’t cum then you shouldn’t cum.” 
 
    “But…why not?” He was thinking of all the times he jacked off, and I got curious. 
 
    “How often do you masturbate?” 
 
    “Oh, not often.” 
 
    Gina had said to assume, and plant your accusations in his face. 
 
    “Oh, come on. This morning I caught you drunk with your dick out and semen all over the place. Now, tell the truth. How often do you take out that big cock and stroke it…and spew your white gold all over the place.” 
 
    “Oh, every once in a while.” Evasive. 
 
    “Come on, stud. Tell me how often you unload those big balls of yours. It’s just us, and if you can’t tell me…” 
 
    And he finally admitted, “Almost every day.” 
 
    Instead of getting mad, like the old Anna wold have, I put an expression of delight on my face. “Oh, my God! What a man!” 
 
    He grinned and I could see him swell with pride. Time for the other shoe to drop. 
 
    “But will you be able to withhold yourself? Until I’m over my infection?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I…” 
 
    I had cleverly phrased it so that now he had to defend himself. He wasn’t even aware of how I had switched it on him. 
 
    “I mean, you’ve got such lusty appetites…can you save yourself for me?” 
 
    “Well, I could,” he finally blurted. 
 
    “Oh, that makes me hot. You saving up all your semen, weeks and weeks, and then, finally, when my pussy is all hot and ready to go…can you imagine what your orgasm will be like?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” His mind was working. He was buying into the ultimate sexual explosion. The mother of all cums. Oh, baby. 
 
    “You know,” I nibbled on a French fry, put it between my red lips, “The thought of you saving up all that good juice just for me…it’s really making me hot.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “God, you are so hot…such a fucking stud. Wearing panties, and maybe a bra, and your cock filled to bursting with semen. Heysoos, if this wasn’t a public place I would tear my clothes off and lay on the table and let you fuck my pussy until the cops came.” 
 
    He laughed, and I could feel his penis throbbing under my stockinged foot. 
 
    Then he frowned. “A bra?” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” I chuckled. “We’ll do that later. Right now I want to talk about how big your cock is.” 
 
    Now that I was into it, I was stunned by how easy he was. I could manipulate and redirect him to my heart’s content. 
 
    More important, I actually was getting turned on. Gina had warned me about this, how I would get turned on and want to have a big fuck, but that I should control myself and draw it out. 
 
    Steve had been a dope, a rude fool, and he needed a lesson. If I let his worm squirt there would be no lesson. By making him desperate he would get his lesson. 
 
    If I let his shoot his sperm he would just go back to being rude, crude and socially unacceptable. 
 
    If I made him wait, he would have motivation to…improve. 
 
    Heck, I could already see that. 
 
    But I was going to have to do something about my own burgeoning desires. I really wanted to have a dick in me. 
 
     
 
    We finished dinner and went home, and he wanted me in the worst way, but I just kept shaking my head and reminding him of my infection. 
 
    Honestly, if I hadn’t been adamant he would have fucked me. No matter my supposed condition. Men really don’t have self control. 
 
    I finally left the house, supposedly for medicine, but really to just get away. From him…and from my own desires. 
 
    I walked into Gina’s house. 
 
    “How’s it, girlfriend?” 
 
    She was eating ice cream out of a container and watching the news. Jack was in the garage working on something. 
 
    I sat down on a couch opposite her, scrunched forward and squeezed my pussy. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She laughed. “I told you.” 
 
    “But what am I going to do? I’m wetter than a mop in a hurricane! I need relief.” 
 
    “Then get relief.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Come here.” She led me to a guest bedroom. She went into a closet and brought out a box. The box was a foot cube. She opened it and brought out…my eyes widened…she put it on the guest bed. 
 
    A dildo. Black. I always wondered what a black man would be like. This would be big enough to let me know. 
 
    And another dildo. A weird shaped one. “Look, it’s a dog. Bark! Bark!” She laughed and placed it next to the black one. 
 
    And another one. A bi-i-ig one. Like in long. “Nei-ei-eigh! Gina imitated a horse. 
 
    And another one, with weird ridges. 
 
    And more, with built in vibrators, and other bells and whistles. 
 
    “Ding! Ding!” Gina made like she was pulling a handle down. “All-l-l aboard!” 
 
    I couldn’t help it, giggles began bursting out of me. This was incredible, surreal, unreal. 
 
    Now, I’m going to go talk to Jack, and I won’t be back for a couple of minutes. Do you understand?” She gave me a significant look. 
 
    “Wait…I’m supposed to…you don’t—“ 
 
    “Yes. You understand perfectly. Unless you want to go home and give in to your subbie hubbie.” 
 
    I stared at the toys on the bed. 
 
    “I’m just supposed to lay down and…and…” 
 
    “Sheesh!” she took my hand and drew me to the bed. She pushed the dildos to one side, turned me, and pushed me back. I sat. 
 
    “I saw the look in your eyes when you saw Mandingo, so…” she picked up the big, black dildo. 
 
    “Wait a minute. I can’t. Not with you…” 
 
    “Nonsense.” 
 
    She grabbed my shorts and pulled, and, I have to tell you, I might have wiggled a bit to help her. 
 
    “I really…that’s too big…I need to go…” 
 
    But she was quick and ‘professional.’ She lubed up the black dick, sat next to me and slid it between my legs. 
 
    “Oh!” I gasped, feeling the huge head of the thing press into my most sacred spot. then it was in me, sliding up towards my heart, taking my breath away and reducing me to a puddle of heated nerve endings. 
 
    SLAM! 
 
    My eyes widened. Jack had just come in! 
 
    Gina grinned. 
 
    I whispered, I protested. 
 
    “Jack!” 
 
    I would have struggled, I think I might have given a half-hearted ‘strug,’ but it’s hard to move with an over-sized black dick up your hole. 
 
    “Yeah, babe?” 
 
    He entered the room and stopped. And stared. 
 
    I turned eighteen shades of red as he stared at me, then he grinned. “Oh.” 
 
    “Yeah, a little help. Start sucking her boobs.” 
 
    By now she was jacking that damned dildo in and out of me at a feverish pace. I tried to push his hands away, but he felt my boobs right through my shirt, and then slickly inserted his hands under my shirt, and even under bra. 
 
    “Oh…fuck!” I groaned, and the groan came right from the heart of me. 
 
    Gina pushed that big cock into me, she rotated it, and I could see the muscles on her arm working. 
 
    Steve now had his lips on my nips, and he was sucking and pulling. I felt like somebody had wired my pussy directly to my cunt, and shivers and quivers ran through me. 
 
    “Go, Steve. She’s gonna pop.” 
 
    Steve went, and suddenly my struggles stopped, my back arched upward, and my pussy started jerking. 
 
    “FU-U-U-UCK!” 
 
    I came so hard that Gina later said she was afraid I was going to break the dildo. 
 
    But I didn’t, and I crested, held for thirty seconds, the longest cum I had ever had, then began to fall back down the mountain. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered. “Heysoos…I don’t…fuck…” 
 
    Gina and Jack backed off and gave me room. They watched me and I came back to awareness of the world. I heard her say, “You’re going to have to wear your chastity tube for a while. She’s going to be really horny, and she’s going to need this room. A lot.” 
 
    “Sure,” he agreed amenably. 
 
    “And she’ll be showing up whenever she has the urge, and you know what that’s like.” 
 
    “Indeed, at all hours of the day.” 
 
    “Excellent.” 
 
    Gina helped me to a sitting position. I could hardly move for the warmth suffusing my body. “Okay, girlfriend. You won’t be horny for a day, maybe two, but then I expect you’ll find an excuse to come visiting. The key is under the mat if we’re not home.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “But…” my objection died on my lips. I mean, what was there to object to, really? 
 
    Jack said, “Is she taking control of Steve?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    He grinned. “Poor sucker. He’ll never know what hit him.” 
 
    Gina turned to him. “”Did sucking her tits make you horny?” 
 
    He stared at her, the blood rushing to his face. “Hornier.” 
 
    “Good. I need a good cum before I go to sleep.” 
 
    “And me?” 
 
    “You need a good not cum before sleep.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” he wheezed, and there was desperation and love and everything in his manner. 
 
    Gina turned to me, “Show yourself out, girlfriend. And let me know how it goes.” 
 
    Then she led Jack out of the room.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I arrived home an hour later. I was late because I stopped at the pharmacy. I had told Steve I needed medicine, so medicine I must have. Of course, the medicine was not exactly for yeast infections. In my bag was my own, newly purchased dildo, a small one, for when I couldn’t get over to Gina’s house, and a couple of bottles of wine. 
 
    Steve was watching TV, and I quickly put everything away as he popped up and came into the kitchen. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” he gave me a big, juicy kiss. It had been a long time since he had done that! It was pretty obvious that keeping him horny was working. 
 
    He saw my wine. “Did you pick up a six pack for me?” 
 
    I immediately reached for his crotch. 
 
    “I think you’re going on a beer diet,” I said, as I zipped him down and pulled out his hog. 
 
    “Oh,” he didn’t even object. I had successfully sidetracked him. Heck, what man wouldn’t rather have a blow job than a beer, right?” 
 
    I sucked voraciously, stroked, and reached into his pants for his balls. Quickly, much more quickly than I expected, he was ready to cum. 
 
    “No, no,” I pushed his hard dick back into his pants. It was quite a push and I was giggling as he yelped. “Sorry, babe, but you know the rules.” 
 
    “Rules,” he said sorrowfully, adjusting himself in his pants. His dick was like an iron bar in there, and he had to adjust fiercely. “I don’t see why you can’t give me a blow job.” Was that a little bit of a whine in his voice? Gina had told me he would go through a whining stage, but this was awfully fast. But, then, he was awfully horny. 
 
    “We talked about that, honey. You do what I want and I’m going to make you cum so hard your balls explode. I mean, literally, explode. They’ll be big and blue, and then they’ll just go BANG! And you will be laying there, unable to move, so much sperm shooting out of your poor dick that a fireman is jealous.” 
 
    He grinned. His mind was working. And he didn’t even realize I had upped the stakes on him. It had gone from the promise of a cum to him doing what I said. And he didn’t notice, or at least object. Man, this denial stuff was REALLY working. 
 
    “Now, let me ask you…can you control yourself, or should I get you one of those chastity belts?” 
 
    “Chastity…what?” His eyes went wide. 
 
    “Sure, like the knights of old did to their maidens, but this time it’s in reverse. This maiden wants to make sure her knight isn’t putting his big, old lance into,…you know…somewhere…unauthorized squirting.” 
 
    “I don’t think I need one of those,” he said, worriedly. Poor boy, thinking about the loss of his manhood. 
 
    “But you don’t intend to cum anyway, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    “Well, we can think about it. In the meantime, it feels like you went back to wearing your bad, old tighty whiteys.” 
 
    Well, they’re more comfortable, and—“ 
 
    I put a red tipped finger over his lips. “But it’s so hot. And you want me horny, don’t you? For your big day?” 
 
    “Well, yeah…” 
 
    “So you’ve been a bad boy, and I’ll go shopping for some more comfortable panties for you. Maybe I can find a matching bra.” 
 
    “I don’t think…”  
 
    He was starting to firm up, too much too soon, so I backed off and dropped to my knees. He immediately stopped talking when I took him in my mouth. 
 
    I spent a good five minutes working him up, letting him down, working him up, and finally letting him go. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he blurted. “Honey! I’ve got to cum.” 
 
    “Nonsense,” I said. “Now, go turn the shower on and let’s get ready for bed. Maybe I can play with you for a while.” 
 
    Instanter, he was off. I heard the shower roar into life, and I giggled. This was too easy. 
 
    A few minutes later I was dried off and ready for bed. I brushed out my hair and watched him, laying on the bed and watching me. He couldn’t take his eyes off me, and I felt this warmth inside. Heck, I had just had the orgasm of a lifetime, and this scene was making me horny all over again. It was then that I realized that power is an aphrodisiac. The more power you have, the more you push those poor men around, the more powerful…and SEXY…you feel. 
 
    I slid under the covers and he was all over me. Kissing, fondling, rubbing. Finally, he was fingering me, then he stopped.  
 
    “What about…should I…?” 
 
    “I don’t think it’ll hurt my yeast infection. Just wash your hands afterwards.” 
 
    He went back to making love to me. He kissed every square inch of my body, he rubbed my chest until my boobs were pink and hot, and he sucked on my nipples, then, wildly kissing me, he focused on my vagina. 
 
    I thought I couldn’t get off again, but he kept working, seemed intense and zealous, and finally, I popped. It wasn’t a big one, but it was good. Heck, all orgasms are good, right? 
 
    We lay there afterwards, breathing heavily, and I could feel his thoughts. His dick was massive, and erect, and poked the covers up so much he was hogging them. 
 
    “Thank you, honey.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “It is so nice of you to help me out while I can’t…you can’t…you know?” 
 
    “I know,” he didn’t actually cry, but there was a hidden sob in his voice. 
 
    I stroked him a few times, then I turned over and slid into a wonderful, satisfied and contented sleep. 
 
      
 
    Tuesday, and I had spent the day shopping. Well, the evening. I worked hard, and I had a good time, and I made money. And I realized something. 
 
    I was fixing myself up extra for Steve, and I was feeling perky and proud of the way he was responding to me, and this was carrying over to work. People in the office were smiling at me more, and customers were going out of their way to open doors for me and ask my opinion. 
 
    They were responding to me being a woman. And I loved it. I mean, I always dressed nice, but now I was dressing, and acting…sexy. I had made a big sale late Tuesday, which is normally not a good day for sales, and the guy had even flirted with me, as if him buying a mansion from me might get me into his bed. 
 
    Hunh! Nice try. 
 
    But…it sort of made me think. 
 
    I had been slaving, when I could have been queening…and what price was I really wiling to pay? 
 
    I could fuck the guy, Steve would never now, he was so besotted now he might not even care, if he could only have the promise of being able to boff me himself. 
 
    So the secret to being a queen was not putting out, but teasing mercilessly. Hmm. 
 
    Anyway, after work I stopped at Gina’s house for a quick session, and walked out an hour later, shaky legged and shuddering with relief. 
 
    Gina and Jack laughed when I came out of the bedroom, and Gina walked me to my car. 
 
    “Man, you were really wailing in there.” 
 
    “Oh,” I was a little embarrassed.  
 
    “Next time, ask Jack to come suck your titties. He’s got his chastity on, and he would love it. A little treat for a good slave, you know?” 
 
    We air kissed, then I waved as I headed for home. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” I called as I entered the house. 
 
    He presented himself, front and center, and gave me a big kiss. It was delicious, but I was all horned out. I patted his dick and handed him a sack. “Time for a fashion show.” 
 
    He looked into the bag and his face fell. “Oh.” 
 
    I took the bag back and lifted out a matching bra and panty set. 
 
    “What’s the matter, is my big man not man enough to be really sexy?” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” 
 
    “Go make us a couple of drinks, and we’ll talk about it.” 
 
    I patted his dick and pushed him towards the kitchen. 
 
    So he was a little reluctant. No big deal. I was getting pretty good at handling him. Besides, he hadn’t had any beer since this thing started, and it was time to give him a reward. 
 
    A couple of minutes later he stepped into the living room with two drinks. 
 
    I put a haughty expression on my face, but still revealing a smile. “You know I like my slaves to be naked.” 
 
    He grinned, a bit sheepishly, and stripped out of his clothes. 
 
    “Excellent, now serve me, and let me inspect my property.” 
 
    He stepped up to me, his big boner jutting out, and handed me my drink. 
 
    “Milady,” and he bowed. All fun and games. Heh. 
 
    “Thank you, my slave.” I reached out and took his prick in my hand. “Nice. And has my property been properly treated today?” 
 
    “Properly…?” 
 
    “I expect my property to be shined up, with a pink ribbon on it.” 
 
    He gawped. “A pink…” 
 
    “Drink your drink, lout.” I said dismissively. 
 
    He sat down on the couch across from me and stared at me. 
 
    I was fully clothed, pencil skirt and blouse, a fifties style bra showing my ‘torpedoes.’ My legs were clad in nylon and perched atop patent leather high heels. The calves curved sexily, and I licked my red lips. 
 
    He looked up. He looked down. He looked up. There is something about being fully clothed while your man is not. Maybe it’s just that power thing again, but, whatever it is, it sure felt good. 
 
    “Now, about your production today. Did you write?” 
 
    He smiled. “I actually did.” Then he frowned. “But it was hard. I kept thinking about you.” 
 
    “Tut tut,” I admonished. “If slave boy ever desires his world shaking cum he will force himself to labor faithfully.” 
 
    “Labor faithfully, yeah.” 
 
    I giggled, and he smiled. 
 
    He was responding beautifully, doing what I wanted and loving it. 
 
    “And you didn’t drink any beer today?” I knew the answer to that one, because I had thrown his beer out. 
 
    “No, ma’am” 
 
    Ma’am. I liked that. 
 
    “Very good. Now, as soon as you are properly accoutered I will allow you to massage my body.” I licked my red lips, “My…whole…body.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he breathed. 
 
    “You do realize what properly accoutered means, right?” 
 
    He gulped. “I have to put that stuff on.” 
 
    I laughed and leaned towards him, “Come here. On your knees.” 
 
    He fell forward and knee walked to me. I took his penis in my hand. “Don’t deny me this, stud. You know how hot it is when you wear sexy underwear.” 
 
    “Yeah, but…” 
 
    I kissed him, stroked him, palpated his testicles. He groaned, and his whole body was shivering. 
 
    “Now, come on. Put on your new clothes and show off.” 
 
    I let go, and he got up and went to the bag. He took out the bra and panty and looked at them, then at me. Then he opened the packages. 
 
    I watched as he stepped into the panties. I had gotten some frilly ones, a little more lace, but a little more pouch. I think they were actually designed for a man. A sissy man. At any rate, he fit wonderfully. 
 
    I touched his package. “Oh, heysoos. That is so beautiful. Then I scrunched my crotch and reached one hand to my pud and squeezed. I bit my knuckle and looked up at him pleadingly, hungrily. 
 
    He grinned, no doubt he thought he was seducing me, getting closer to his goal. He didn’t know that I had just had a wonderful orgasm at Gina’s house. 
 
    “Now, the bra…” 
 
    He looked at it, figured it out, and actually managed to get it on right the first time. 
 
    “Oh, this is good,” I was on my feet, adjusting straps. I had gotten the smallest cups, and there was still a bit of material, but his pectorals were emphasized. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whispered, kissing him, sticking my tongue in his mouth, squeezing his crotch…hard. 
 
    He groaned and his knees buckled a bit. 
 
    We made out for a while, and I was getting horny. I couldn’t believe it. I had just squirted my brains out at Gina’s, and I was ready to go again! I was starting to really like this sex stuff. 
 
    Finally, I let him take my hand and lead me to bed. In the bedroom he started to undress me, but when he reached the panties I stopped him. 
 
    “You know…” I warned. 
 
    “Honey, I’m so darned horny I wouldn’t care if you gave me syphillis.” 
 
    “But I’d care. I wouldn’t do that to you.” 
 
    Then, out of the blue: “But can I get you off?” 
 
    Oh, how I exulted. “Of course,” I thought of my recent orgasm, “But I’m a little tired, I might not be able to…” 
 
    “Let me try.” 
 
    So I did. I lay on the bed and he massaged me, played with my private parts, kissed me until I thought my lips would fall off, and…no go. 
 
    “I‘m sorry, honey. It was just a long day.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. He really wanted to get me off. And it made me think. He was giving up his sex life to improve my sex life. This was astounding, and incredible, and delicious. 
 
    All of which didn’t stop me from sliding into Gina’s ‘phase two.’ 
 
    I put him on his back and sat on him. I felt his dick poking up between my cheeks, and it felt so good. I looked down at him. “Honey…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You are wonderful…” 
 
    “But?” he frowned. 
 
    “Are you well endowed?” 
 
    “What? Of course…I’m larger than most.” 
 
    “But are you really? I mean…” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    And leaving him with that bit of confusion I whirled around, laid on my side, and went to snoring. And I could feel him, while I slowly dropped off, wondering what the fuck had just happened. 
 
    What had just happened was Gina’s genius. She had told me that if you tell a man his dick is small he will get hornier, be anxious to prove himself. 
 
    As if Steve wasn’t horny enough already. Heh. 
 
      
 
    I bought some breast forms on Amazon and they arrived a couple of days later. Again, I spent some time at Gina’s—she was right about me needing to be satisfied every couple of days while I worked Steve over—then returned home. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” I called. Steve hadn’t heard me come in, but he rushed in when I called. I handed him a drink. 
 
    He was wearing a robe, and his panties and bra. I didn’t mind this because he always claimed that writing required a certain degree of relaxation. And Lord knew he wasn’t getting relaxation from sex. Quite the opposite, in fact. 
 
    “What’s this?” he asked, taking the drink and sipping. 
 
    “I’ve got a present for you.” 
 
    He looked happy, and then, when I pulled out the breast forms, he didn’t look unhappy. 
 
    “Oh, wow! You got them?” He took them and felt them. 
 
    I was a bit surprised. I thought I would have to bully him into them. But he was getting used to wearing sexy under clothes, and he took the breast forms and slipped them into the cups. 
 
    “I think I need bigger cups.” 
 
    “No more training bra for you,” I agreed. 
 
    Still, he was sexier than fuck! His tits protruded delightfully. But… “You need a tummy shaper.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You need a tummy shaper. All that beer is showing up. So you need a tummy shaper, or even a corset, and you need to start regularly exercising. We need to get you back in shape. 
 
    In my mind I wasn’t thinking of male shape, though. I was thinking of female shape. 
 
    “Oh,” he looked a little crestfallen. He had been so happy about his boobs, and then I rained on his parade. I quickly grabbed his groin and squeezed and smiled at him. 
 
    “But, man, those boobs of yours…they are turning me on!” 
 
    He grinned. Rescued from the dungeon of despair by a quick grope. God, I loved men. 
 
      
 
    So now I had him running around the house, in panties and bra, with a big set of boobs, and within the week I had him in a tummy shaper. He was getting close. I almost had him in a dress, and then it would be a short stroll to make up, but something happened before I got there. 
 
      
 
    I arrived home a little early, walked into the house and…no Steve. 
 
    “Steve?” 
 
    No Steve. What had happened to my little puppy dog? 
 
    I walked through the house and found him in the computer room. Wearing his manly, stinky clothes. His dick out and slack. Empty beer cans in the trash. 
 
    I backed out of the room. 
 
    Shit. He had back slid. Back to his inconsiderate, smelly self. 
 
    Yet, Gina had told me that this might happen, probably would happen, and she had told me what to do. She said a moment of weakness on his part is the land of opportunity for me. 
 
    I was in the kitchen, fixing dinner, when Steve came out. 
 
    “Hi, babe.” He was wearing just his robe and tighty whiteys. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. 
 
    I could feel him frown. 
 
    “I said hi.” 
 
    I ignored him. Washed the peas. Mashed the potatoes. 
 
    “I guess you can see I’m not wearing the girly stuff.” 
 
    I turned to look at him, and burst into tears and ran out of the room. 
 
    When in doubt, use tears, that is the big gun. No man can resist them. 
 
    I ran down the hallway and slammed the bedroom door. 
 
    “Hey!” He called after me. Then I heard his feet in the hallway, then he tried the doorknob. “Honey?” 
 
    I made sure my crying was loud enough. 
 
    “Babe? Can we talk about this?” 
 
    I cried. 
 
    For the next fifteen minutes he begged and pleaded, but I ignored him. 
 
    Tell the truth, it was easy to cry. After all, I wasn’t just crying for a bad suit of clothes,  I was crying for the end of my power. I was crying for the end of my super sexy feeling. I was back to being a shlump wife. 
 
    Finally, he stopped begging. I heard him walk away. 
 
    I went without dinner, just left everything out in the kitchen, and whiled away the evening. 
 
    Finally, it was time to go to bed. 
 
    Steve tried again. 
 
    “Honey? Let me in. I need my toothbrush.” 
 
    I slid it under the door. 
 
    “Babe? We have to talk!” 
 
    No. We didn’t. I went to sleep, and let him sleep on the couch. 
 
    The next day I woke up early, got dressed extra sexy, and walked out of the house. 
 
    He stared at my uptilted head, my red lips. I was hiding my crying eyes behind sunglasses.  
 
    “Honey, we can’t keep going on like this! It’s not like I did anything terrible.” 
 
    Well, of course he did. I got into my car and went to work. 
 
    And sold lots of properties. I guess there was something appealingly sad about me. 
 
    Gina noticed it, and we talked, and she thoroughly understood. “Come by and have an orgasm tonight. We can have some wine and laugh it up.” 
 
    Good advice, so I did. 
 
    Then I went home, strode past Steve and into the bedroom and closed the door. But couldn’t lock it. He had done something to the lock so I couldn’t lock him out. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and locked that. 
 
    Shortly he tapped on the door. 
 
    “Honey. We’re married. Married couples talk these things out. Now…come out and let’s talk.” 
 
    I said nothing. 
 
    His voice, very low, said, “Look, I’m sorry. I know I drank beer again, I know I broke the rules. But I was having such a hard time with…with the transvestite stuff.” 
 
    That was what I was waiting for. An apology. Gina had told me it was coming, and it had arrived. I unlocked the door. 
 
    Steve stood there in his robe. Tighty whiteys. 
 
    I said, “The queen doesn’t talk to peasants.” 
 
    “I’m not a peasant. Or a slave. I’m a man.” 
 
    “Did you enjoy all those big boners?” 
 
    “Sure. Yes. Of course, but—“ 
 
    “Did you enjoy dressing up for me? Making me horny? Getting me off?” 
 
    “Of course I did, but—“ 
 
    “Then why are you revolting?” 
 
    We were silent for a long, long minute. I could feel the arguments roiling in his head. 
 
    “I didn’t feel like a man.” 
 
    “Could have fooled me. You’ve never been harder. I was really looking forward to having my way with you. I was going to give you the best cum in the history of the world, and now you’ve ruined it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “The best cum! A cum that men everywhere would have envied!” I pushed his chest, forced him back into the bedroom. 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Well, it’s pretty obvious that you don’t like to cum.” 
 
    I walked past him, headed for the kitchen. He followed right along, begging and pleading and blathering, and apologizing. 
 
    We talked long that night, and I talked him down. I made him realize how silly, and serious it was, to deny a wife the chance to express herself. I convinced him that being a woman in the house was a blessing, and that he should embrace it.  
 
    Finally, we were sitting at the kitchen table, and I lowered the boom. 
 
    “Steve, I don’t think our relationship is going to last.” 
 
    Talk about the BIG guns. 
 
    He started crying. 
 
    I said, “Steve, if you want to win me back, if you want to convince me that you’re serious, then you’re going to have to do exactly what I said.” 
 
    He was ashen, tears were flowing down his cheeks, and he finally broke. “Okay. Anything. Just…just…” 
 
    I put a hand over his mouth. It was a sexy move, the first sex he had experienced this night. I explained what I wanted, and his eyes grew wide. 
 
    Yet, as I talked, I noted that his dick grew hard. Really hard. He had just jacked off, but his dick was soaring at the thought of what my words portended. 
 
    When I was done he said nothing, and I actually wondered if he was going to give up, leave me. After all, these were not baby steps I had just proposed. 
 
    Then he nodded. His eyes were scared, he was gasping for breath, but he gave in. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Go get your clothes on and let’s get started.” 
 
    A moment later he was in the shower. He was using my Nair, and ten minutes later he came out, all hairless and fresh. He was still breathing hard, gulping, but there was a resignation growing within. 
 
    He put on his bra and panties and his tummy shaper. He rolled up nylons, exulting at the feel of nylon on his now bare legs, and stepped into a pair of high heels. I handed him a blue dress and he slipped into that. 
 
    His body, from the neck down, was a woman’s. 
 
    “Sit there,” I commanded. 
 
    He sat down at my make up table. I pulled up a second chair and went to work. 
 
    This is cleanser…this is primer…” I explained what each of the products was and what they did. 
 
    “This is foundation,” I brushed his face gently. Down below his hard on was a monster. Even though he had just cum, he was dripping. 
 
    I reached the eye stage and began brushing shadow on, then applying pencil and mascara. 
 
    Finally, I put on lipstick, and had him stand up. 
 
    He was tall, and gorgeous, and 95% woman. All he lacked was the hair. 
 
    I handed him an old wig of mine. It was long and luscious, and he slipped it over his scalp. I helped him fasten it down. 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    “Now you’re making me happy.” 
 
    He smiled. It was small, but it was a start. 
 
    I pierced his ears, he said ‘ouch,’ and I put in some sparkling string earrings. They hung down and swung gently.  
 
    I gave him some rings, and a set of bangles. 
 
    Finally, I spritzed him with perfume. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he blurted as he looked at the mirror. 
 
    100% woman. Body and clothes. Everything. 
 
    “What do you think.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Be honest. Do you like what you see?” 
 
    He nodded. His lips were tight, but he nodded. 
 
    “How’s your dick?” 
 
    “It’s hard.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ve reached the make or break point. I expect you to look this good all the time. I’ll help you, we can get you your own wardrobe, your own make up, but I expect you to stay like this.” 
 
    He gulped. 
 
    “You won’t drink beer anymore. But I will allow you a small bourbon every once in a while.” 
 
    “Okay.”  
 
    “And I will order a chastity belt. Your days of being a swinging dick are over. From here on out I own your manhood. It does what I want when I want, and don’t you dare even think about complaining.” 
 
    “Yes, dear,” his voice was so low I could hardly hear him. 
 
    “And if you do this I will, some day, allow you to put your dick in me.” 
 
    He gulped convulsively. 
 
    “And now comes the important part.” 
 
    He said nothing, just looked at me with wide, frightened eyes. 
 
    “It’s time for me to make you mine. It’s time to consummate our new relationship.” 
 
    “Do we…do we have to?” 
 
    I grunted, showing my displeasure. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I led him into the bedroom. I caught a glimpse of us in the hallway mirror. Two beautiful woman, one taller, a little thicker, but obviously a woman. That really made me horny. 
 
    I led him into the bedroom. 
 
    “Onto the bed, all fours.” 
 
    He crawled up on the bed. 
 
    I took off my clothes. This was going to be a reversal of the clothed female naked male. Sort of. 
 
    I scooped out a handful of lube and put it on his ass. I smoothed it into his hole, stuck a finger into his hole and rubbed it around. 
 
    He shivered, but his dick was stiff, throbbing and dripping. 
 
    “Remember,” I said, as I put the tip of my cock to his butthole. “You will never do what you just did. From here on out you are a different person. I am in control and you will do what I say. I don’t want to ever be disappointed again. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, what?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    I slid the cock into him. 
 
    I wasn’t rough, and he was lubed, but it was a shock. He arched his back and I had to hold his hips in place, then I was all the way in. 
 
    “Oh,” he said. “Oh…gosh.” 
 
    “No more beer,” I pulled out and thrust in. 
 
    “You will wear your make up every day.” In and out. 
 
    “You will learn to behave yourself as a good girl should.” 
 
    I moved in and out, reaming his butt, swirling so it must feel like I was stirring his innards. 
 
    He began to cry, but not tears of pain. Tears of joy. Gina had told me that men like getting it up the butt, and she was right. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said, softly, soothingly. 
 
    He nodded, gulped, and cried some more. 
 
    Then he began to push back. He started to fuck my dick with his male pussy. 
 
    I got a little rougher, and he began to twist and moan. 
 
    I made sure that I stayed in control. 
 
    After ten minutes I felt him suddenly shiver and relax. I reached down and felt his penis. Semen was dripping out. I had pressed the prostate enough, and it had squeezed the sperm out his shaft. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he said, his voice soft and wondering, “It feels like I’m pissing.” 
 
    “Good. You want to pee.” 
 
    Then he started to come down. I gently took my penis out of him, turned him around and held him. 
 
    On the bed was a mess of cum. 
 
    He held on to me, snuggled against me. “I never…I didn’t think it would be like that.” 
 
    “What did you think? Bangs and booms?” 
 
    I didn’t think anything. I just…it felt good. And I feel warm and wonderful.” 
 
    “Better than an orgasm?” 
 
    He nodded. Then he turned his head and looked up at me. “I want to do it again.” 
 
    “We will,” I reassured him. We will.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    I continued feminizing Steve, and he loved it. He is female 90% of the time, and we are discussing hormones and boob jobs. 
 
    Gina was astounded. I had taken Steve further than she had taken Jack, and it gave her a whole new set of ideas. I would say ‘poor Jack,’ but he is getting all excited. 
 
    There is something truly delicious about making your man in to a woman. They change. They become more considerate. They learn what the other half is really all about. 
 
    Most of all, they learn about themselves, and that is a good thing. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    We live in an older house. A great charm of a house with tall ceilings, a stand up attic, a basement, and a ton of things that go wrong. The heating system is one of those ancient radiators. We replaced the stove, which was actually one of those cast iron behemoths that you feed chunks of wood to. The floors had to be ground down and re-stained. Incredible oak from a hundred years ago. 
 
    And so on and so on and so on. 
 
    I was up in the attic. The last owner left a lot of bric a brac up there. Boxes and trunks, she died and nobody wanted them, so I was pushing them around, re-arranging them, and occasionally going through them. 
 
    Mostly junk. Yellowed newspapers, broken lamps, although there was one box of dolls which might have good value. 
 
    Anyway, I had reached the end of the attic, right over the living room, and I had a coughing fit. All that dust. Gah. So lay down with my face over a vent. 
 
    I don’t know why the vent is there, perhaps it had something to do with airflow back in the last century, maybe something got remodeled, but, whatever. I was laying there, I couldn’t speak, still had dust in my throat. Not enough to make me cough, but my throat was dry and I needed water. So I laid there, looking down at the living room, was about to get up, when I hear the front door slam. 
 
    I grin. My husband, I’ll wait until he gets into the living room then I’ll scare the crap out of him. Yell a big ‘boo!’ and watch him jump out of his pants. 
 
    I almost giggled, but my throat was so dry, and I waited and…my husband and a woman come into the living room. 
 
    My eyes opened up. 
 
    A woman? Was this some sales woman or something? Was he coaching one of the girls from his work? What was the innocent explanation for him bringing a woman into our home in the middle of the afternoon. 
 
    “Where’s your wife?” she asked, She was a tall redhead, good body, even eyes that were made up a little too much. 
 
    “She went to visit her mother.” 
 
    I had, but I had come back early and decided to clean the attic. 
 
    “But don’t worry about her, she’s a real stick in the mud.” 
 
    Wha…? 
 
    “Her tits are too big, she’s irritating, and, let’s face it baby, she ain’t you.” 
 
    My mind now in shock, I watched as he turned and took the woman in his arms. Like he took me in his arms. 
 
    He kissed her, like he had kissed me so many times before. 
 
    He began unbuttoning her blouse, like he had… 
 
    Tears dropped from my eyes and I had to move back so they didn’t drop right through the grate. I wiped my face with my tatty, old shirt, then went back over the grate. 
 
    Kissing, his hand unbuttoning her bra, and her breasts tumbling out. 
 
    I would have yelled, but my throat couldn’t work. Besides, I was somewhat frozen. Stunned. Couldn’t believe it. 
 
    My husband was cheating on me? And we had just made love the night before! 
 
    Then I realized. He had gotten me off, but he hadn’t cum himself! He had said he was tired, but what he really was was saving himself for this red-headed bitch! 
 
    “Oh, baby, this is what I’m talking about. My wife never gives me this. She’s just a dried up, old prune.” 
 
    I was gasping now, and had to take a short break. 
 
    Dried up, old prune? I fixed him meals, sucked his dick, worked my finger to the bone, was always asking for sex, and he…he says this about me? 
 
    The red head giggled. He had his hand in her pants now, and I could tell, from the expression on his face, that he had his fingers in her hole. He was good at finger banging, and he knew how to crook his digits right into her sex so that they were rubbing on the g-spot. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she moaned. 
 
    He laid her on the couch and began unbuckling. In a second he was naked, his strong body, chiseled and defined, his big penis jutting out. 
 
    “Oh,” she said, suddenly sitting up and taking it in her hands. She stroked it, fondled his testicles, then took it in her mouth. 
 
    He groaned in pleasure, arched his back and tilted his head. Again, I had to dart back. When I moved forward his head was back down. His hands were behind her head and he was fucking her mouth. 
 
    She liked it, the slut. She made wet sounds and deep throated him for a long minute. 
 
    “Wait…wait,” he finally blurted. “I’m too close.” 
 
    She lay back and he wedged in between her legs and thrust himself into her. 
 
    Her eyes were closed and her face was twisted in ecstasy. 
 
    “Fuck, your wife doesn’t know what she’s missing!” 
 
    “Hey, she’s good for keeping the house, but the real stuff…this stuff…” He plunged into her again and again, taking her breath away. 
 
    She began to grunt rhythmically. Her hips jerked and spasmed, and she began to cum. 
 
    He began to cum. Together they locked up, naked, lusting frames frozen into the little death. The big O. 
 
    Above them I drew back, and my tears made mud out of the dust. 
 
      
 
    A half hour later they were gone. They simply got dressed, he made a few more remarks about how worthless I was and how he wished he had a real woman, then they left. Out the door and back to work. 
 
    I came down from the attic, an endless stream of tears washing down my cheeks, falling on my old, plaid shirt. 
 
    I was gasping and choking and couldn’t believe it. 
 
    He was my husband. For better or worse. And he was cheating on me, and from his practiced, polished manner, he was used to it. 
 
    And the things he said about me. Terrible. 
 
    But maybe he got off on abusing me behind my back. 
 
    I went into the kitchen and poured myself a drink. Bourbon and Coke. Drink of the Gods, now a sop to help me stop crying. 
 
    I sat down at the table. 
 
    I had parked in the garage to give him room to park in the drive way. If I hadn’t done that he would have seen my car and driven on past, and I never would have…would have… 
 
    And I had been upstairs, working, and unable to talk for my dry throat. 
 
    I had come home early from Mother’s, but…but… 
 
    But all that didn’t matter. My husband was cheating on me. 
 
    There was only one thing to do. I picked up my phone, dialed a number my mother had given me back when I was first married. 
 
    “I hope you never need it, but if you do…” and she had told me what it was for. 
 
    And here I finally needed it. 
 
    “Husband Hotline,” came the cultured voice on the other end. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “There, there. Take your time. We’ve got lots of time. Cry if you need to.” 
 
    So understanding and compassionate. 
 
    “My…my husband…I caught him, I saw him…cheating!” 
 
    “I understand. Can you give me your name and address?” 
 
    “Annie Hotchkiss.” 
 
    “Okay, Annie. You’re doing good. Tell me your address.” 
 
    “432 App…App…Apple Valley Rd.” 
 
    “All right. I’m dispatching someone as we speak. I want you to stay on the line. I need you to relax. Everything is going to be all right.” 
 
    She kept talking, soothing me, reassuring me, and 15 minutes later I heard the knock on the door. 
 
    “She’s here,” I managed to say. 
 
    “Excellent. Now don’t hang up the phone, just go answer the door. Her name is Maria and she’ll help you through this difficult time.” 
 
    I placed the phone on the table and went to the door. I was distraught, embarrassed, and I stared at the woman. 
 
    She was blonde, little crow’s feet just starting around her beautiful, blue eyes, but not old. She stepped in, her eyes focused on me. She placed a hand on my forearm, and I broke. I stepped into her arms and started sobbing all over again. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s okay. We’re going to handle this.” 
 
    Finally, she walked me into the kitchen and back to my phone. She picked it up and said, “I’m here. Everything is good.” Then she hung up the phone. 
 
    I was starting to slow down now. My tears weren’t so bad and I was able to dry them faster than they came. 
 
    “Have a seat. I see bourbon and Coke, shall we?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    We were sitting opposite each other. I had gulped my first drink, but I was able to sip this second one. 
 
    “First, is your husband due home any time soon?” 
 
    “No. Not until six.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ve got lots of time. Start from the beginning and tell me what happened. 
 
    I did. And again and again, and two hours later, finally exhausted, the tears stopped. 
 
    Maria nodded. “Okay, what do you want to do about him?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We, the Husband Hotline, will eventually take care of the girl. Heck, we’ll end up enlisting her. But we have to decide what to do about your husband. Do you want to keep him?” 
 
    “Yes,” I sounded weak. 
 
    “Okay. Would you like to punish him? Make him understand what he has done?” 
 
    “Like…I don’t know…” 
 
    Maria was very patient as she explained the options. 
 
    “A sit down intervention.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” That was too weak for what he had done. 
 
    “A beating.” 
 
    I blinked. Possible, but…I’d have to think about that. 
 
    “Feminization.” 
 
    I giggled at that one, imagining studly Doug in a dress and high heels. Maybe a big set of his own boobs. 
 
    She noted my reaction. “That’s a long term project, requires a lot of help, but…” she shrugged. “Then there’s chemical castration.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Chemical castration. Oh, and there are all sorts of other similar items. 
 
    “You really castrate him?” 
 
    “A chemical castration renders him limp. You can choose a set time, and during that time he won’t be able to get hard. Of course you can also do things like chastity belts, in which he would try to get hard but couldn’t, but, again, there are…” 
 
    “How long would he be castrated? How would you do it.” 
 
    It was obvious that I had made my choice. 
 
    “The beauty of chemical castration is that we give him a pill, or drops in his soup, or whatever, and he never knows why. He just stops getting erections, and he is left with a deep confusion. He will start to question his manhood, he will suddenly become concerned and polite where you are concerned, and he definitely will not be cheating. 
 
    “So I could just put a pill in his drink, and he would drink, and that would be it.” 
 
    “Absolutely. And the chemicals we are using now are traceless. He can go to the doctor and the doctor can give him tests, but there will be no tell tale chemical in his blood or anything.” 
 
    “And I could choose how long I wanted him to be…like this.” 
 
    “You can. But, we need to give you a lot of data. You need to know what to say and when to say it to get the best results. After all, his mind will be in a fragile place, and you don’t want him going off the deep end.” 
 
    “Deep end.” 
 
    “Until we had our script down men were known to commit suicide.” 
 
    “Over their dicks.” 
 
    “That’s men for you.” 
 
    I was quiet then, mulling ferociously. 
 
    “Okay, we need to talk further, but I’d like to get you out of the house, go somewhere where we can go over the plan and discuss any questions you may have.” 
 
    “I should move my car. He doesn’t know I’m home.” 
 
    “Excellent. I’ll leave my car down the street and we can take yours to a coffee shop somewhere. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
     
 
    I had a long talk with Maria, and we made some serious plans. It was obvious that she was going to have to help me on remembering the script and the plan, but we managed to get me calm enough to begin the first steps. 
 
    At seven o’clock that evening I drove into the driveway. His car was there and I nudged up against it, then unloaded my suitcases. 
 
    I caught a glimpse of him peering from the kitchen window, but he didn’t come out to help me. Pig. I dragged my bags up the walk, up the steps, and into the house. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” He came out of the den and gave me a big hug. 
 
    I was revulsed, but Maria had prepared me for these feelings. I hugged him back, even kissed him, but not too ardently. 
 
    “How was the drive?” he asked. 
 
    “Oh, it wasn’t bad,” I said, thinking of him laying on top of his red headed girlfriend, driving his penis deep into her snatch. I bit the inside of my mouth so hard I was afraid I was going to start bleeding. “But I did screw up.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “I left my computer there. I’m going to have to drive back and get it.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” Handsome and concerned, and doubtless already thinking of how he could take advantage of this to screw his girlfriend. “When are you going back?” 
 
    “I figure I might as well go tomorrow. If I leave at eleven I can be back by seven.” 
 
    “Oh, I’m sorry, babe. But if you have to you have to.” 
 
    Yeah, and you have to get your tawdry tart over here and exercise your stupid weenie…you asshole. “Oh, it’s okay. I’ll turn the radio on and…” I shrugged. 
 
    We went about our business then. Interestingly, he was horny. I guess having a little nookie in the afternoon, and then having a big, old secret, was making him horny. 
 
    When we went to bed, I didn’t even want to sleep in the same bed with him, but Maria told me I had to make everything as normal as possible. 
 
    He reached for me, I wanted to slap his hand, or maybe put it in a vise and squash it, I simply kissed his cheek and said, “I’m sorry, honey, all that driving, and I have to do some more tomorrow…I’m really not in the mood.” 
 
    “Let me get you in the mood,” he whispered. 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow,” I rolled over and went to sleep. 
 
    It took a long time. But I finally slipped away. 
 
      
 
    He bounced around in the bed and I opened my eyes. Sunlight. It was morning. I knew what was coming. He always bounces around when he wants me to wake up and fuck him. 
 
    Quickly, I slipped out of bed. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled as I padded across the floor. 
 
    “Got to pee!” I yelled back, making my getaway. 
 
    Then, while he waited, I took a long, hot shower. When I came out he was still waiting. 
 
    “Oh, sorry, hon, I didn’t know you wanted to so badly. But I’m all clean now.” 
 
    He grumped, and I hid my grin, and I headed down for breakfast. 
 
    “So you’ll be leaving about eleven?” He was making sure I would be gone. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Give me a call, I’ll say good bye.” 
 
    “Okay dokey.” 
 
    He just wanted to make sure. 
 
    Then a quick kiss and he was off to work. 
 
    I called Maria. 
 
      
 
    Maria showed up at nine, and I helped her lug the equipment in. 
 
    “I wish I could give him the pill right now.” 
 
    “Got to get the evidence first,” she admonished with a smile. 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    We set up a camera in the attic Then, just in case, we set one up in the bedroom. Here’s hoping he didn’t bend her over in the laundry. 
 
    That he would do it we were fairly sure. His behavior with me indicated that he was turning into a real horn dog. 
 
    But, if he didn’t, we would just try something else. 
 
    Though I really wanted him to do it. I wanted to get phase two, the limp pill, going fast. I didn’t want to have to put up with his cheating ways any longer than I had to. 
 
    We were done by ten, had a cup of coffee, then we headed out for her house. On the way I emailed Doug a message.  
 
      
 
    On the way 
 
    love you, honey. 
 
    Annie 
 
      
 
    Hopefully that would do it, I didn’t really want to talk to him. 
 
    At Maria’s house we sat down and went into educating me as to how to act, what to say, to pull this plan off. We worked for hours, took a break for dinner, then back to work. 
 
    Finally, actually tired, I was done. I hugged Maria at her door and headed for my car. Time to head on home. 
 
      
 
    Doug’s car was in the driveway. I pulled in behind it and turned mine off. I opened up the trunk and took out the laptop, which had been in there the whole time, and sauntered up to the house. 
 
    “Hey, honey,” I shouted. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” He came out of the den and gave me a kiss A big one. Fuck! He hadn’t screwed his bitch. 
 
    I put my stuff away and made a little dinner. 
 
    He went back in the den. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, fuck. 
 
    But, I had to check everything anyway. 
 
    While he was in the den I checked the bedroom. It was a motion set up, and there had been no motion, counter at zero. 
 
    Then, making sure he was till in the den I crept up into the attack and checked the counter. 
 
    Counter at 12570. Yippee! He had to have done her. That was a lot of tape just to be a guy roaming around all alone. 
 
    I came back down, sent a message to Maria, and exulted. 
 
    The evening passed, and I again fended off his advances. The horny fuck. Getting his ashes hauled with a mistress, then wanting to do me. Well, if he really had brought his bitch here…he was going to be sorry. 
 
      
 
    The next day Maria showed up at nine and we looked at the footage. 
 
    Eleven thirty he brought her into the living room. We watched as he undressed her, then started taking his own clothes off. 
 
    “Not much for small talk, is he?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He’s got a big dick!” 
 
    There he stood, in all his glory, his penis poking out and easy to see. 
 
    “Yeah,” I agreed dourly. 
 
    She nudged me with an elbow. “That will make it all the sweeter.” 
 
    We watched to the end, then they sat around and talked, mostly him telling her how useless his wife was. Useless. Me. 
 
    “What an idiot,” Maria whispered. 
 
    I didn’t say anything. I had feelings of exultation, we had caught the bastard, mixed with feelings of extreme worthlessness. 
 
    “Cheer up, girlfriend,” Maria grinned and held out a little packet. “Give him three drinks, on the third one drop this pill in it. Make sure he drinks everything.” 
 
    “Oh,” it must have showed on my face. 
 
    “Don’t be disappointed, you won’t have to fuck him. Give it an hour, then spread your legs. He’ll be Mr. Rubber Band Man.” 
 
    I smiled. “Okay.” Yet, there was a certain amount of unhappiness in my gut. 
 
    He was my husband. Maybe not a very good one, but… 
 
    “You have to do it. If you don’t he’ll just keep on cheating. He’ll get somebody pregnant, or pick up a disease. This way you teach him a good lesson. After six months you can decide what to do with him. 
 
    “You think he’s cheated much before this?” 
 
    She didn’t say anything, and the somber look on her face told me what she believed. 
 
    “Okay,” I sighed. “We’ll find out the hard way. 
 
      
 
    That night he came home all cheerful.  
 
    “Good day at the office?” I asked.  
 
    “The best,” he said, taking the drink I offered him and guzzling it. 
 
    I had images of him taking the red head to a motel, or maybe just bending her over a couch at her house. 
 
    I wondered if she had a husband. 
 
    “Wow, you were thirsty. Let me fix you another one.” 
 
    “Keep ‘em coming, honey,” he grinned. 
 
    He drank the second one. I had a wine spritzer, Barefoot and ginger ale. 
 
    He was slowing down now, but I didn’t anticipate him stopping. 
 
    I made his bourbon and Coke and dropped a pill in it. I swirled it until the pill was gone, then I brought it out to him. 
 
    We were sitting on the back porch. A wonderful, little room with two rocking chairs, a sofa, and a big screen TV. 
 
    I handed him his drink, had a seat, and watched him sip his bourbon. Three drinks, he wouldn’t be sloppy yet, but he wouldn’t be as perceptive, and he wouldn’t notice any unusual taste to his drink. 
 
    He drank it slowly, but he finished it. I sat there, and the enormity of what I had done finally hit me. 
 
    I had emasculated my man. I had taken away his boners. I had robbed him of the ability to fuck. 
 
    I didn’t feel guilty, but I did feel…something. 
 
    “Honey?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah?” he was watching the TV on low. Fox news. 
 
    “How long have we been married?” 
 
    “Six glorious and wonderful years.” 
 
    Glorious and wonderful, and yet he had referred to me as worthless. 
 
    “Has it really been that good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He grinned at me. “The best.” Then he said, “Can I watch the news now?” 
 
    He wanted to watch the news more than he wanted to talk to me. That was telling. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I looked at the little clock on a side table. Forty-five minutes to go. 
 
    I wasn’t going to test the pill, though. Give it plenty of time to work. 
 
    I left him to watch Tucker Carlson and went into the other room and gave a call to Maria. 
 
    “Is it done?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Just…I don’t know. I feel a loss, like maybe it was all my fault.” 
 
    “You know better than that.”  
 
    “I know.” 
 
    We chatted for a while, then it was getting late, we hung up. 
 
      
 
    “Honey, time for bed?” 
 
    He looked up from the TV. He grinned. “Is it that time already?” 
 
    “It is, and, you know, I’ve been a little remiss in my wifely duties lately.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay,” he blurted, springing up from his rocking chair. “We can make up for it now.” 
 
    I couldn’t help but think that he was easy in accepting that it was my fault, and yet he was the one…” 
 
    We went headed for the bedroom and I took off my clothes slowly, thinking hard thoughts. 
 
    “Hunh!” he grunted. 
 
    I turned. 
 
    He was standing there, naked, looking down at his penis. His penis was hanging there. Slack. A slug with no bones. No pulse or quiver. just…a hanging dick. 
 
    “It’s soft,” his brow was furrowed. 
 
    “We’ll take care of that!” I chortled, and I went to him, sunk to my knees and started sucking. 
 
    It was like sucking on a wet sock. The thing just hung there. In my mouth it just lay there. 
 
    I used my tongue. I slurped at the head. I slapped his balls. Slapping his balls should have worked, it always worked. Give him a little shock to his system and he was Ready Freddy. 
 
    But Mr. Happy just hung there, now Mr. Unhappy. A worm with no backbone. A sack with nothing in it. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, putting a show of concern on my face. “Why isn’t it working?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” he shook it, it flopped around like a fish de-boned. Just a slack noodle with no oomph. 
 
    “Maybe you’re just tired?” 
 
    “Maybe. But…no.” 
 
    “You’re not all fucked out, are you?” 
 
    He looked at me, a quick guilty look. 
 
    “I mean, maybe there’s only so many fucks in a lifetime. Maybe you just get so many orgasms and that’s it.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t be silly.” He didn’t exactly snap, but he was unhappy. 
 
    “Well,” I pondered his procrastinating penis as if I had no idea, “Does that mean…can you get me off?” 
 
    “Uh, honey….I don’t…” 
 
    “Well, be that way!” I flounced off to the bathroom. 
 
    “It’s not that…” 
 
    “What is it?” I called back. 
 
    “I’m just worried. It’s never happened before. I’ve never not risen to the occasion.” 
 
    I brushed my teeth, combed my hair out, and sashayed back into the bedroom. I was still nekkid, and he stared at my boobs that were big and fat like a cow’s, one of the phrases he had used to describe me to his girlfriend. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to wear your night gown?” 
 
    “Don’t you know,” I giggled, “Girls only wear that stuff when they don’t want to get a big old penis shoved up their tight, little pussy. 
 
    He gulped. Maria had told me to talk dirty. It would emphasize his helplessness. 
 
    “Doesn’t it make you want to pork me?” I looked down at his weenie sadly. “I guess not.” Then I put a frown on my face. “You haven’t been fucking anybody else, have you?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No!” He blurted loudly, too loudly. Methinks thou doth protesteth too much. 
 
    “Well, okay. I mean…I know. You’re the truest and bluest. You’d never cheat.” I kissed his face and slipped into bed. 
 
    He stood there, holding his worthless dick. 
 
    “Aren’t you coming to bed?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Come on, at least you can snuggle, and what does it matter if you’re firing blanks.” 
 
    “But I’m not firing anything.” 
 
    “Come on to bed.” 
 
    Finally, he got under the covers, and I knew he was holding his penis and thinking dire thoughts. 
 
    “Here, give me that,” I turned to him and reached down for his penis. 
 
    Not a throb, not a jerk. It lay in my hand like a condom full of Jello. 
 
    I put my arms around him, he did have a nice, warm body, and I felt him, and exulted in what I knew was happening. 
 
    It’s funny, I had felt guilty thinking about it, but now that the time had arrived, I didn’t feel so guilty. 
 
    We lay there for a while, and I drifted off. Then I drifted awake, he was stirring, getting out of bed. I smiled and went back to sleep. 
 
     
 
    Sunlight exploded in the window and I leaped out of bed. I felt more fresh and rested than I had in years. 
 
    My hubbie isn’t going to betray me anymore. 
 
    I slipped into a sexy bra and panties. I pulled on a short skirt and a thin blouse. My nipples were showing right through the material. 
 
    “Good morning!” I chirped, leaning over the bed to kiss him. 
 
    He grunted and groaned. 
 
    “What time did you go to bed?” 
 
    “Three, I think. I don’t know.” 
 
    “Oh, you want some breakfast? Put some lead in that pencil?” 
 
    His eyes opened up. His leadless pencil. I could see the thoughts racing through his mind. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I’ll fix some bacon and eggs. That’ll get you some energy. You’ll be hard in no time.” 
 
    “Oh…” 
 
    He sat up. He looked bad. His eyes were red, his skin sallow. I had a feeling he had been on the internet, probably looking for reasons why a man would be limp. 
 
    “Well, come on,” I pulled the covers off. 
 
    “Hey,” he reached to pull them back, it was too late. 
 
    “And bring them when you come, I want to do the wash. Or maybe you could just take them out to the garage and start the wash.” 
 
    “I…uh…oh.” 
 
    I sat down at my make up table and made myself sexy. Worked on my eyes, colored my lips what he had once referred to as ‘boner red.’ 
 
    “What’s the occasion?” he asked. 
 
    “No occasion. I just want to be beautiful, do my part to excite your little traitor.” 
 
    “Can we stop talking about that?” 
 
    I turned and frowned. “Sure. Yes. But simple communication often solves problems. 
 
    “Not this one.” 
 
    He got out of bed. His dick was sill limp. 
 
    “Still not doing anything, eh?” 
 
    He grunted something and headed for the shower. 
 
    I smiled, finished my make up and went down to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    The next few days were the most delicious days I ever had. 
 
    Doug was obsessed with his dick. All through the day he reached into his pants and felt himself. 
 
    Nothing there. So sorry. 
 
    That night he was unable, and I told him it was all right, but I tried not to sound so happy about it. After all, I was deprived.  
 
    And the next day. 
 
    The day after that I brought up… 
 
    “Honey, I want you to see a doctor.” 
 
    “I don’t need to see a doctor.” 
 
    “Your limp dick does.” 
 
    He glared at me. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, not really sorry. “But we need to make sure that everything is all right. I mean, what if you have some kind of dreaded disease.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I was researching this stuff the other day, on the internet, and there was an article about men who fuck so much their dicks actually fall off.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Just fall off, no scab or anything, just fall off the tree like fruit that is past its time.” 
 
    “Come on, that’s bullshit.” 
 
    “I sobered. “Yeah, sorry, but I’m worried. You’ve never been unable to get erect. It might actually be part of a larger problem.” 
 
    “Well, I’m fine. I don’t have a problem.” 
 
    Of course he did, and it was the biggest elephant in the smallest room in the world. 
 
      
 
    “I made an appointment for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    He looked up from his cereal. 
 
    “I said, I made an appointment with the doctor for you.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go!” 
 
    “Tough.You’re going. And that’s it.” 
 
    Now, here’s the odd thing, this was the first time I had ever talked tough to Doug in my life, and…I liked it. 
 
    I liked the way he flinched when I put my foot down. I made up my mind that I would have to do it more. 
 
    “Well, I’m not…” 
 
    “Shut up!” Yeah, it did feel good. “You’re going and that’s it. I am not going to have you drop dead on me just because you’re too scared to go to the doctor.” 
 
    “I’m not scared.” 
 
    “You’ll have a chance to prove that this Thursday at ten in the morning.” 
 
    Oh, the grumbles. He grumbled throughout the day and into the night. 
 
    But I knew I had won. 
 
    It was like when I had taken the sap out of his weenie I had taken the sap out of his spine. 
 
      
 
    Good morning, Mr. and Mrs. Hotchkiss. I see you’re having erectile dysfunction.” She directed her statement directly into Doug’s face. 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “When did you first notice this problem?” 
 
    He told her, and she listened, and made notes, and looked very concerned. 
 
    And she was working for the Husband’s Hotline. 
 
    “Let me run some tests, check the blood, that sort of thing. We’ll find out what is going on.” 
 
    Doug actually looked a little relieved when we left the office. I handled his relief quickly, though. 
 
    “Doug.” 
 
    “Yes,” he was watching the road, waiting for a chance to turn into traffic. 
 
    “I need to get off.” 
 
    He blinked, stopped trying to turn and pivoted towards me. “What?” 
 
    “You can’t get me off, and I need…I have needs.” 
 
    “So…what am I supposed to do.” 
 
    Feel helpless, you ass. 
 
    “Well, we could stop and buy me a dildo.” 
 
    “A what! What? Are you kidding?” 
 
    “My pussy doesn’t think I’m kidding.” 
 
    “You don’t need a dildo! I can—“ he stopped talking. 
 
    “You can what? Get me off? You’ve already proven that you can’t. And until you can…I shouldn’t be deprived. I’m a woman, damn it! I have needs!” 
 
    “Look, honey, can’t we talk about this?” 
 
    “What’s there to talk about? Your dick doesn’t work. I need one that does. unless you want me to sneak around and have an affair or something. I would think a dildo would be much preferable to that.” 
 
    Oh, Lord, did I get him good with that one. I had brought up having affairs and then just run right over him. And I could see by the squashed look on his face that he was feeling about one inch tall. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    I interrupted him. I used some of that new power I was experiencing. “I want you to stop at the sex store on Sixth street. Go in and buy me a dildo.” 
 
    “What? I’m not going to—“ 
 
    “Yes, you are. Because you have failed me with this,” I reached across the console and grabbed his crotch, you can make up for it by choosing a dildo for me. I want you to find one that you really think would make me happy.” 
 
    “I’m not going to do that!” 
 
    “Yes, you are. Because if you don’t do this for me I am going to make your life a living hell.” 
 
    He stare at me. 
 
    “Limpy.” 
 
    Oh, the look on his face. I had just scooped his soul out, mixed it up, and jammed it back into his weasel body. 
 
    “Honey,” he was reduced to begging. “You can’t ask a man—“ 
 
    “A man?” 
 
    He actually  gave a sort of involuntary whimper. 
 
    “Now prove you’re a man and help me find satisfaction.” 
 
    He pulled into traffic, and his mind was falling into little pieces. But there was nowhere for those little pieces to hide. He was breaking down right in front of my eyes. 
 
    “It’s up here on the right.” 
 
    He pulled in to the parking lot of Romantix Sex Toys. I thought he might try to pass it, and I would have to tell him how worthless he was, but he already felt pretty worthless, I guess. 
 
    He pulled into a corner of the parking lot and sat dumbly. 
 
    “Well?” I asked. 
 
    He turned to me. “Honey, don’t make me do this!” 
 
    “Oh, come on. Satisfying your wife should be your first interest. I’m actually a little surprise you hadn’t thought of this earlier. I mean, you leave me high and dry every night! What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    Yet I spoke softly. I was having my way, and I had to make sure that I used my power carefully so that he wouldn’t suddenly revolt. 
 
    He got out of the car, then turned and looked back in. “What do you want?” 
 
    “A dildo.” 
 
    “Yes, but…what kind?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” I thought about just telling him to surprise me, but maybe I better take it easy. 
 
    “As big as yours used to…as big as yours. Maybe get me a couple. Different shapes and sizes. I’ve never fucked a lot of people, so maybe I should just try a few out.” 
 
    Again, I had zinged him. Spoken of cheating without accusing, just casually reminded him. 
 
    He trudged off, looking like his legs were made of wood, and I settled back to wait. 
 
    A dildo. Hmm. I had never used one, but Maria had told me how good they were. But she had also said I would start craving flesh. Even though flesh wouldn’t be as exciting as…as the various shapes and sizes, there was something about flesh that did the deed. 
 
    The car was running and I turned on the radio. Carrie Underwood was carrying on about scratching some guys car, and bashing the headlights out. Hunh. Silly. There were much better ways to get revenge. 
 
    Revenge. Doug had a six month sentence to carry out, and I was starting to regret that it was so short. 
 
    Maybe Maria would let me lengthen it. I mean, I felt so good and powerful and…and sexy! 
 
    I felt…my cogitations stopped as I watched Doug come back across the parking lot. Oddly, he didn’t look sad. His eyes had a gleam in them and he was walking fast. He slipped into the car and held the bag and stared at me. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    “What? What is going on with you?” 
 
    He reached into the bag. “I don’t know. I was looking, and a girl came up and started asking me questions. I told her I was buying these for my wife.” 
 
    He took out a medium size dick. Pink. Nothing special. Just a long bullet. 
 
    “She said this will surprise you. Better for rubbing the nub—her words—than insertion.” 
 
    I stared at the thing, I held it. I was holding a fake dick, and it felt really strange. Surreal. 
 
    “Then she said this one will reach places you didn’t know existed.” 
 
    He took out a blue one, with two prongs at the base. It had ridges and bumps all the way up the shaft. The sides were clear and I could see a ring of ball bearings.  
 
    “And she said that this is for those long , lonely nights when you are feeling a little desperate.” 
 
    He took out a dildo, a thick one, black, and it kept coming out of the sack. And coming. And coming. 
 
    “Holy fuck!” I breathed. “I’m supposed to put that in me?” 
 
    “She said it is called Mandingo.” 
 
    I held the thing, my hands would fit around it, it was like a baseball bat. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go home.” 
 
    Stunned, I realized that Doug was excited. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t want to do this?” 
 
    I didn’t, but then the girl, and I just…I just…” 
 
    He didn’t finish his sentence, and I watched him drive. 
 
    He had a wild look in his eyes. An excited look in his eyes. 
 
    We arrived home, and he rushed up the stairs, bag in hand, then he rushed down. “Well, aren’t you coming?” 
 
    I was virtually speechless as I followed him up the stairs. 
 
    He put the bag of dildos on the side table, sat down in my make up chair, and watched. 
 
    I looked at him. I looked at the bag. I couldn’t believe this. This was supposed to crush him, but here he was…as excited as a boy at Christmas. 
 
    I took the dildos out of the bag and placed them on the bed. 
 
    “Get undressed,” he could hardly talk. 
 
    “Easy, slick,” I murmured, as I slipped out of my clothes. I took off my bra and my big tits fell forward, my nipples hard as pebbles. 
 
    “Uhhh,” it was a little wheeze of a groan. It sounded like he was getting excited…but he couldn’t get excited! 
 
    That was the day I learned the truth about sex. 
 
    Yes, boners are biological, but real sex happens in the mind. 
 
    I picked up the big, black one. It had fascinated me, and I looked at it. 
 
    And he looked at it. His eyes glistening. “Are you going to…are you going to…” 
 
    Tell the truth, I was a little creeped out. 
 
    I mean, he couldn’t fuck me, but the wild look in his eyes. This was real perv stuff. Fuck! What door had I unlocked? 
 
    I got on the bed, held the dildo in my hands. I was supposed to what? Just shove this thing up my pussy? 
 
    “Come here,” I asked, a bit throatily. 
 
    He came, eagerly. “What?” 
 
    “Get me ready.” 
 
    He dove between my legs. He lapped at my slit. He sucked on my clit. I could feel the softness of his tongue and the hardness of his teeth. 
 
    Finally, I was ready. Not greatly ready, but able to confront fucking a piece of plastic. 
 
    I pushed him away, spread my legs, and put the thing to my pussy. 
 
    He was a foot away, staring at my pussy. 
 
    “Go away,” I grunted, as I pushed the thing at my slit. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re creepy. Go away.” 
 
    Oh, the desperation on his face. “But…but…” 
 
    I looked around. “Go int the closest. Make me think you’re not here.” 
 
    He turned his head and looked at the closet, then he got up and ran to it. He slid in, his face sweaty and excited. The door was still open an inch, enough for his greedy eyes to scope me out, but I could at least pretend he wasn’t there, that I was alone…alone with my big, black dicked lover. 
 
    I pushed the head into me, and the pleasure was instant and excruciating. My hole just exploded, and I was only working the edge of it. 
 
    I slid it in a little, wiggling my hips and groaning at the goodness. Then, inch by inch, I engulfed the thing. I slid it all the way to the massive balls. 
 
    I held the balls, they gave me leverage, and I started fucking myself. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I cried out. 
 
    I heard a sound from the closet, but I managed to ignore it. 
 
    I rammed that thing into me, I felt like my pussy was being exploded, and sheer exhilaration and sex burst through me. 
 
    “Fuck!” I whimpered, jacking it harder and harder. 
 
    It was so big, twice as big around as Doug’s poor cock, and I could feel the veins on the sides sliding into me, irritating the nerves in such a wonderful way. 
 
    I began to lose track of my surroundings. There was nothing but this throbbing pole in my pussy. There was nothing but the back and forth as my nerves were rubbed one way then another. 
 
    “I began to whimper and cry at the same time. I lost track of everything except the giant in my cunt. 
 
    Suddenly, I began to scream meaningless words, phrases that had no meaning. I wasn’t aware of anything except this golden explosion, and I realized, as if from far away, that I was cumming. 
 
    I jacked and I jacked, and I came and I came. 
 
    Finally, eons later, I was done. Empty. My pussy actually hurt, but in the best possible way. I knew that I would be feeling this hurt in the coming days as my pussy recovered, that it would hurt, but in such a way that I loved it. A good way. 
 
    I flung the dildo away. It hit the wall and rolled across the floor. 
 
    The closet door moved an inch. 
 
    “Don’t come out!” I yelled. Funny, I didn’t think I could yell, but I had yelled that command at Doug. 
 
    The door closed. 
 
    I lay there, totally fucked out, and yet still horny. A big black dick. Every woman needs one. 
 
    I rolled off the bed and almost fell down. I caught myself and staggered. 
 
    I put on my clothes, starting with the half bra. My nipples peeked over the edge, and they hurt with a glorious goodness. I pulled on panties, and my lower lips felt like they had been rubbed raw. Well, they probably had. I had no idea how long I had lain on the bed and fucked myself. 
 
    I sat down at my make up table and caught sight of myself in the mirror. I was crying. Crying for the pleasure I had discovered. 
 
    “Are you all—“ 
 
    “Shut up! Get back in that closet!” 
 
    The door clicked shut. 
 
    I sat there for a long time, staring at myself, and finally the tears stopped. But the white hot heat in my chest didn’t. 
 
    Finally, I put on my make up, repaired it, really. I made myself beautiful. I needed to. I was beautiful. I had just had the most incredibly great cum in the history of the world, and I deserved to look like a beautiful, ultimate woman. 
 
    Finally, I slipped into a housedress, combed my hair out, and left the room. 
 
    The closet door remained closed. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Hotchkiss, we can find nothing wrong with you.” 
 
    We stared at her. 
 
    “The tests all came back and there is nothing wrong with you.” 
 
    “But why can’t I….why won’t my…” 
 
    “I’m going to refer you to another doctor.” She wrote on the back of one of her cards and handed it to me. 
 
      
 
    Willow Cather 
 
    Psychiatrist 
 
      
 
    Doug looked over my shoulder. “A psychiatrist? I’m not—“ 
 
    “Shut up,” I snapped. Since that night of black dick love I had begun treating him more harshly. 
 
    And here’s the odd thing. I treated him harshly because he couldn’t get it up. He wasn’t a man. But it was me that made him that way. 
 
    And I treated him harshly because he was a peeping pervert, only wanting to watch me from hidden places. But it was me that made him that way. 
 
    The doctor didn’t even notice my tone. 
 
    “I suspect you’ve got some issues, Mr. Hotchkiss. This doctor will help you get to the bottom of them.” 
 
    He wanted to say something, but I glanced at him. He nodded. 
 
    “I’ll make an appointment for him,” I said, exerting my control. 
 
    “Excellent. Well, if that’s all…” 
 
    We left the office. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want to see a psychiatrist,” his voice was low, careful. He didn’t want to make me mad. 
 
    “Too bad,” I said. 
 
    I was driving down the street. Part of my new personality demanded that I be the driver. 
 
    “But don’t I get any choice in this?” 
 
    I turned to him. “Honey, I’m doing this for your own good. You have a dick problem, and I’m not about to have my life wasted just because you can’t handle a little problem.: 
 
    “It’s not just a little problem. I can’t…” 
 
    “Doug,” I snapped. “If you don’t go see the psychiatrist I’m not going to let you hide in the closet anymore.: 
 
    Well, that did it. He shut right up and didn’t say another word. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Hotchkiss. I’ve read Doug’s files, so let’s begin.” The psychiatrist was a pleasant, middle-aged woman with blue eyes and grey bubble haircut. 
 
    Doug and I sat down on a couch, next to each other. 
 
    “How long have you been unable to get an erection?” 
 
    Doug answered, and the questions began. 
 
    “How do you feel about your mother…do you hate your father…how often do you masturbate…do you watch porn…how many girlfriends have you had…” 
 
    And his answers started to come slower. 
 
    “Uh…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Thousands?” 
 
    “Oh…no.” 
 
    “Hundreds?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Okay, let’s make this simple. Start listing them.” 
 
    “All of them?” He glanced at me. 
 
    I knew exactly what was happening. Maria had apprised me of the doctor’s methods, and I knew she was going to put Doug in a situation where he had to confess his infidelities. 
 
    “Of course. Let’s do this chronologically. Who was the first girl you ever…” 
 
    Doug named names. He had had a couple of girl friends in high school, maybe a dozen in college, then the list started to get big. 
 
    There was, uh, Janey. And—“ 
 
    “And Janey was when?” 
 
    “My first job.” 
 
    We were married then, and I looked at him. 
 
    “Okay. And the second one?” 
 
    “Look, I don’t want—“ 
 
    “Mr. Hotchkiss, Doug, many people lose the ability to erect from pornography. Do you watch a lot of porn.” 
 
    “Uh, some,” he was on the defensive. 
 
    “Define some.” 
 
    “I don’t know—“ 
 
    “How many hours a day.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I nudged him. “Be honest.” 
 
    He looked incredibly guilty as he said, “Maybe three.” 
 
    I didn’t say a word. Dr. Cather made a note. 
 
    “Excellent,” Dr. Cather murmured. She looked up at Doug. “So we have one cause right there. Another cause would be cheating. A man cheats on his wife and he loses his erections. Do you cheat on your wife?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Because that’s why we are listing your girlfriends. Your lovers. Women you have cheated on your wife with.” 
 
    “But, I don’t…” he looked like he was ready to cry. 
 
    “So I know it is tough, I know you are feeling unwanted emotions, but if you ever want your penis to function properly again you are going to have to finish this list of lovers.” 
 
    The office was silent for a long moment then. 
 
    “Mr. Hotchkiss. Who was your second lover at that first place you worked.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    I decided now would be a good time to intervene. “It’s okay.” 
 
    He looked at me, his eyes tormented, his face miserable.  
 
    “Tell the truth now and we can work it out.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Now I didn’t command. I knew this was a fragile point in his life. 
 
    I faced him and said, “Doug, do you want your dick to work again?” 
 
    He started blubbering. 
 
    “Then be honest. No matter how much it hurts, be honest.” 
 
    “But you…you’ll…” 
 
    “I’ll what…” 
 
    He broke down and started sobbing. 
 
    The Doctor and I waited.  
 
    Finally, his tears lessening, Dr. Cather asked, “The girl…?” 
 
    “Her name was Alice.” 
 
    He couldn’t look at me. He couldn’t raise his head. He just looked down and started answering questions. 
 
    Samantha, Lauren, Roberta, Amanda…the list went on for a long time. My cheating, little hubby had been a busy boy. 
 
    I sat silently, and I wasn’t mad. I was distraught when I had first found out he was cheating, but I had had time to get over it. Besides, I was already having my revenge, so why bother getting mad? 
 
    Finally, he was done. He sat completely defeated, his mind shattered, his soul in ruins. 
 
    “Okay, Mr. Hotchkiss, we have made good progress.” 
 
    He finally looked up at her, he couldn’t look at me. “What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    Dr. Cather smiled wanly. “Well, that is really up to your wife.” 
 
    “My…my wife?” 
 
    “Yes. You see, it is her that you have wronged. You hurt her. And that hurt you, and the eventual result was that you lost the ability to have erections.” 
 
    “But what do I do?” 
 
    “You are going to to have to earn her trust.” 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “Do anything she says.” 
 
    “Anything?” He risked a side glance at me. There was a lot of fright in his face. 
 
    “Absolutely anything. Pretend her word is law. Make it so. Once she sees that you are sincere the healing process can begin.” 
 
    “I do anything she wants and I get my dick back.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But what if…what if…” he again glanced at me, “what if she asks me to do something that I can’t…I can’t…” 
 
    “Oh, come now, Doug. She’s your wife. I doubt very seriously whether she would ever do anything to hurt you, and, in fact, I am sure that—“ 
 
    “I want to dress him up like a girl and fuck him.” 
 
    Talk about a silence. Everything was deathly still. I hadn’t intended to say anything, but…heart of hearts, it just came out. 
 
    Now he looked at me, and his face was totally stunned. “You want to…” 
 
    “If you want me to forgive you…you’ll have to dress up like a girl. Completely, totally. A girl. Then I use one of my dildos on you. I’ll get a strap on and…” I stopped talking. 
 
    Dr. Cather scrutinized me. 
 
    Doug stared at me. 
 
    Finally, Dr. Cather said, “Well, it looks like we have a plan.” 
 
    Doug’s head spun towards her. “What?” He actually squeaked. 
 
    “It’s actually sound psychology. Be what you have hurt, then you can understand, and then the other person will see that you are sincere in your empathy.” 
 
    “But…but I can’t—“ 
 
    “Then you’ll never be healed,” Dr. Cather commiserated. 
 
    “No boners for you,” I said. 
 
    I thought, for a while there, that Doug might actually have a heart attack, the way he was breathing, gasping for air. But he finally calmed down. We said our good byes to the good doctor and headed for home. 
 
    Doug sat, looking at the floorboards. He whispered, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Okay,” I responded without much feeling. 
 
    “”But can’t you forgive me? Without…without…” 
 
    I pulled into the parking lot at Romantix Sex Toys. He looked at the building. “What?” 
 
    “Go but a strap on harness for a dildo.” 
 
    “A…a…” 
 
    “And think about what dick you would like to take.” 
 
    “But I…but I…” 
 
    He finally gave up and went into the building. He came out with a small bag. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the living room and tossed my car keys on the side table. I sat down in his easy chair, flipped the lever and put my feet up. 
 
    He walked in behind me, head down. “Can’t we talk about this?” 
 
    “Sure,” I looked at him. “I want dinner. I want the dishes done. I want the laundry done. I want my feet rubbed.” 
 
    “And then you’ll forgive me?”  
 
    “Then I’ll be in a mood to fuck your ass.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But before you do anything I want you to go put on one my bras, my panties, and a dress. And bring me down some red lipstick. 
 
    “Shoo.” 
 
    He actually shoo-ed. 
 
    I watched Fox news for a while. I got up and went in and got a bourbon and Coke. I sat down again. 
 
    I wondered whether Tucker Carlson had a dick. And if he did, how big it was. He didn’t look like the kind of guy who had a big— 
 
    “Is this okay?” 
 
    I turned my head. Doug stood there in a dress. I could see the panty lines and the straps on his shoulders. 
 
    I held out my hand and he put a tube of lipstick in it. 
 
    I had him bend down and I squeezed his cheeks and rolled on the lipstick. 
 
    He stood back, flaming red, and I said, “It’s a start. You’ll need a lot of work, but it’s a start. 
 
      
 
    I often wonder whether, if Doug had just given in right away, we would have gone so far. 
 
    But he didn’t, so the days passed, and I schooled him on making his body hairless, women’s clothes, long nails, and make up. 
 
    Within a matter of weeks he was prancing around the house, often in a maid’s black outfit, but always in woman’s clothes. I bought him a wig, and high heels, and he had his own outfits and make up. He took care of the house, did all the housework, inside and out, male and female. And he did seem relatively happy. 
 
    At least, he did when he came out of the closet after a long session of watching me pleasure myself. 
 
    But there was always that one piece that resisted, that wanted breaking. 
 
    So the days passed, and the weeks, and the months. 
 
    It was actually getting close to six months, his shot was about to wear off, when he finally broke. 
 
    He entered the living room, duster in hand, quite beautiful, actually, and knelt in front of me. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes, Dougie?” 
 
    “I think…I think I’m ready to…to do what you want.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    I lifted his chin and gazed into his perfectly made up face. His hair was long now, and we kept it coiffed. “Are you sure?” 
 
    He forced himself to keep his eyes on me. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Very well. Get two drinks and bring them to the bedroom. 
 
    When he arrived in the bedroom and presented me with a glass of bourbon and Coke I was ready. I was wearing nothing but the strap on. I had placed the big, black dick in it. It jutted out like a big, huge baseball bat. 
 
    He looked at the dick, and his throat worked. 
 
    “Drink,” I said, and he did. 
 
    Then: “Do we…is that…” 
 
    “You stalled so long…I think it is necessary we use the big one.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Up we go.” 
 
    He climbed on to the bed. He didn’t often get on the bed these days. I let him eat me a bit, especially if I was feeling like the big, black dick, but then he had to sleep on the floor. I was thinking about making him sleep in the kitchen, curled up like a dog. It was a warm, nice feeling. 
 
    “On all fours, your ass towards me.” 
 
    He knelt and pointed his fanny in my direction. 
 
    I didn’t waste much time. I lubed him up, even though he wasn’t much of a man he needed lube, and I reamed his ass with my fingers. 
 
    He began groaning, and I smiled. 
 
    “You’re going to like this,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    I put the head of my dick on his brown star and began pushing.  
 
    For a moment it was difficult, and he made a sound like he was in pain, then the lube worked, the brown ring opened up, and the head of my cock slipped into his nethers. 
 
    He flattened out, just collapsed and gave way. I was prepared for that, however, and I stayed with him, riding him down to the mattress. 
 
    “Oh…” he half yelped, half screamed. 
 
    I held still and let him get used to it. 
 
    He lay there, and the pain went away. Finally, he nodded. 
 
    I began to push into him. inch by inch. 
 
    “Oh…” he groaned. 
 
    Then I was in. Balls deep. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” he whimpered. 
 
    I smiled and began to ride him. 
 
    It was quite enjoyable, actually. I felt like with every stroke I was taking over some bit of him, taking over his power and making it into my own. 
 
    He was lightly sobbing, but I don’t think it hurt. I think he liked it. At least, his fanny started pushing back at me. 
 
    For long minutes I slowly went in and out, I could feel his prostate give way, and semen slithered out of his dick. 
 
    Wasn’t that interesting? His dick was limper than a drunken noodle, but he still had semen. Will wonders never cease! 
 
    Finally, all done, I pulled it out. Tears streaming from his face, his happy face, he looked at me, nodded, and went to clean himself up. 
 
      
 
    The next day, interestingly enough, he didn’t ask to be forgiven. 
 
    But I expected him to. 
 
    So I brought it up. 
 
    He was serving me lunch, and I asked, “Would you like to be forgiven? Or take hormones? 
 
    “Hormones, ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes. I think you would look wonderful with some real breasts. those breasts forms are okay, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    “So you forgive me…and I get my erections back..or…or…” 
 
    “Or you take hormones and grow a pair.” 
 
    I expected him to say he wanted to get his erections back. I mean, it must have been torture in that closet, having a mental hard on, but to be deprived of his real hard one. I was surprised, however, when he said, “I’ll take the hormones, ma’am. If it’s all right with you. 
 
    I nodded and dismissed him. Her. I would have to get another six month pill for him, but he had chosen to stay limp. 
 
    Life is interesting. 
 
    I had started out getting a little revenge, and discovered in myself a whole new person. 
 
    And I had discovered in my husband a whole new person. 
 
    Yes. Life is interesting…and I made a mental note to write a check, to make a large donation, to the Hubby Hotline. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The first thing I noticed was her legs. Long stems made sexy by black high heels. Her toes were red and thet bobbed up and down, bouncing one heel by the sling. The legs went up, vicious curves that swooped up to milky thighs. Her black dress was short, just covering her panties. If she had on panties. I couldn’t see any lines on her beautiful, round ass. Above that spectacular ass was a thin waist in a tight fitting sheath. Her fine flesh showed through portholes on the sides of the slinky dress, and through a heart shaped cut out over her large breasts. Large, hunh! They were torpedoes, actually looked like they were in those bullet bras from the fifties, except I couldn’t see any straps. Just that deep, deep cleavage. 
 
    “Are you going to eat me with your eyeballs or buy me a drink?” 
 
    I blinked and my head jerked around. She was watching me in the mirror at the back of the bar. Her eyes were dark, smoldering, and her red lips were pursed in amusement. Her hair was done up French style, but in a sloppy manner. Wisps of her gorgeous brunette hair curled this way and that. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said, sliding onto the bar stool next to her. At the end of the bar Joe was talking to some babe, with buck teeth and moles and a tendency to giggle raspily. 
 
    “Bullshit,” she said. 
 
    I clinked on a glass to get Joe’s attention and held up two fingers. 
 
    While Joe ambled through the process of making me a Coke High, and whatever the lady was drinking, I said, “Potty mouth.” I was smiling, and so did she. 
 
    “I like the taste of soap,” she murmured, then, in a whisper I almost didn’t hear, “among other things.” 
 
    We sat and waited for Joe, and watched each other in the mirror. 
 
    She took out her compact and freshened her lipstick. Kissed at the mirror, or me, it was hard to tell, then put her compact in a small purse. 
 
    And, for a brief second, I felt nervous, and there was a voice inside me telling me to just move on. That this one was dangerous. 
 
    But who the hell ever listens to those little voices, eh? 
 
    “Todd Lundgren,” I said. And I was. And Todd Lundgren happened to be six feet tall, just let go by the Miami Dolphins, and well built. And, I wasn’t overly ugly. 
 
    “You’re an ugly fuck.” 
 
    I blinked. Potty mouth, indeed. 
 
    She placed a hand on my forearm, it felt cool, yet it made me feel warm. “Don’t mind me. I’m just pulling your dick.” 
 
    I shook my head, and Joe arrived with the libations. I tilted, took a large sip, and placed the glass on the bar. 
 
    Her drink, looked like the same as mine, sat in front of her, cold and sweaty looking, a little, skinny straw poking up. 
 
    “Lady, are you for real?” Yet there was no animosity here, just a grin. I was going to get laid. I knew it in my bones. 
 
    “No. I am the most unreal thing you have ever met. Now, drink your drink. Joe, get him another one. He’s going to need it.” 
 
    I grinned, “And why am I going to need it?” 
 
    “Because I am going to turn you inside out and upside down. I am going to fuck you till you don’t know your asshole from your chin. Furthermore, I am going to…” she leaned closer and whispered into my ear. As she poured sex into my ear I felt my cock doing the mambo in my pants. 
 
    She finished speaking. Didn’t take her hand off my forearm, I guess she liked the ownership, and sipped her drink. I watched her red lips suck that little straw and my mind was about exploding. 
 
    I just came down to watch the game on the bar big screen. I hadn’t intended on picking anybody up. And now…here…I gulped my drink down and Joe brought another one. 
 
      
 
    I was tipsy and she guided me to my car. 
 
    “Let me drive,” and she  poured me into the passenger seat. She then went around the front of the car, I watched her sexy ass bounce through the headlights, and got in behind the wheel. 
 
    “Say,” I mumbled, “I don’t even know your name.” 
 
    “Better that way.” 
 
    “You’re not married, are you?” 
 
    “No,” she laughed. “That’s one of the conditions.” 
 
    “Conditions?” I asked, “What conditions?” 
 
    “Oh, there are all sorts of conditions. You’ll find out.” 
 
    I was drunk, or I would have queried further. I mean, I didn’t want pre-nups or bastards, I just wanted a roll in the hay. But what kind of guy is going to ask those kinds of questions when a bountiful babe is driving him him down the street and has her hand on his crotch? 
 
    I directed her to my house, a two story with a garage taking up a third of the bottom. It was pretty swank, if I do say so, and I was glad I had paid it off before I retired. 
 
    We got out of the car and walked to the gate before the stairs. When she searched for the key to the gate I pulled here around to me and kissed her. 
 
    She didn’t resist, but she didn’t seem too excited, either. 
 
    I pulled back and looked at her.  
 
    “Wait till we get inside, slick.” 
 
    And I believed her because her hand was in my pants, roaming around and doing what hands in pants have been doing ever since pants were invented. 
 
    She found the key and I followed her up the steps. It didn’t look like she had panties, and I really liked the view. 
 
    “Nice place,” she said,  putting her little wrist purse down and looking around. 
 
    A large living room with a big window looking out over bay. We could see the blink of lights as midnight cabin cruisers bobbed and wallowed. 
 
    She went to the window and pulled the drapes. Curious. Most chicks liked to fuck with the whole bay watching them. 
 
    “You don’t want to watch the world?” 
 
    “I don’t want the world to see,” then she turned to me. 
 
    Now there was no reticence, now she plastered her mouth against mine, hungrily, as if trying to suck the essence right out of me. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered as she ripped my clothes off. 
 
    “That’s the idea, slick,” she was on her knees now, shoving my underwear down and gobbling on my dick. 
 
    “Fuck!” I muttered, a different tone of voice, an awe in my manner, as she stroked me and slapped my balls. 
 
    She pushed me back on the couch, it’s a wide one, designed for trysts like this. She stood up and pulled her slinky dress off. 
 
    Her breasts were perfect. No sag, but not fake. The nipples hard and erect like little penises. Pointing right into my mouth. 
 
    She arched her back and moaned as she held my head to her breasts. 
 
    I puckered and sucked and, man, they were delicious. I could feel the heat of her as she climbed onto my lap. 
 
     She was sitting on me now, and one hand was searching for my penis. She found it, held it, and sat on it. 
 
    I felt her warmth slide down over me, engulf me. She was incredibly tight, and it almost hurt, it was so good. 
 
    Then she hit bottom, and something funny happened. She connected. Like a switch had been clicked, and she didn’t rise up. There she sat, owning me, as if our flesh was connected. 
 
    “Hey!” I blurted. I tried to rise up, to get the old in and out going, but she was content to just sit there. She put a hand on my chest and pressed.  
 
    “Wait,” she said. “Let it happen.” 
 
    “Let what happen?” I was starting to sober up. Something was weird. I didn’t like this scene. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” she whispered. She kissed me again, but it was like she was kissing me to shut me up, not out of passion. 
 
    She pulled back slightly, I could feel her warm breath, and she whispered, “Oh, baby. I’m going to fuck you. I am going to fuck you up, fuck you down, fuck you all around. 
 
    “How about getting the fuck off me?” 
 
    I tried to push up, to throw her off, but it only resulted in a pain in my groin. 
 
    “OW! What the fuck!” 
 
    “Easy, slick, it takes a little time.” 
 
    “What are you…get off me!” 
 
    I managed to stand up, and it was as if she was fastened to me. I had my hands under her ass to support her, but it felt like if I let go my dick would rip off! 
 
    “Whee!” she chortled as I spun around and tried to dislodge her. 
 
    “Get off!” I growled, but it was a weak growl. In fact everything seemed to be getting weak. Suddenly my legs were weak and I couldn’t support her. I started to fall forward, I frantically turned towards the couch. My arms were now too weak to carry her, and I fell forward. 
 
    She landed on the couch, her hair bounced and my dick went slamming into her depths. 
 
    “Fuck, yeah!” she grunted, the breath forced out of her. 
 
    “Please…please…” I felt myself growing ever weaker, and then I couldn’t move. I was just a limp noodle, laying on top of her. 
 
    She, on the other hand, was getting stronger. Her female muscles, once no match for mine, now rolled me over and she assumed the mount position. 
 
    “What…what…?” Everything was dizzy and hazy. But it was like I couldn’t pass out. Something was keeping me awake, aware, and I felt things happening to my body. 
 
    I felt like I was shrinking, and my chest, it was hurting, expanding. 
 
    But the worst thing was my groin. It felt like I was being pulled inside out by the dick. I felt like my dick was getting longer, and skinnier, and my balls…my balls hurt worse than if a place kicker kicked them over the goalposts. 
 
    “Fuck!” And now I wasn’t protesting, I was just exuding the pain that was going through me. 
 
    But worse than even the worst thing, the girl was changing. Like a werewolf on one of those shitty, late night movies she was changing. Her hair retracted, was sucked right into her skull, and her head was getting big, turned more squarish, and the nose and jaw firmed up. 
 
    “Wha…” I whimpered, pushing weakly. 
 
    Then she was a man, and I felt weak and fragile, and my chest…somebody had tied pillows to my chest and they flopped all over the place. 
 
    “Almost done, slick. And, man, it feels good.” 
 
    And, finally, I felt that weird, almost clicking sensation that I had felt when I had gone balls deep…and he slid out of me. 
 
    He…slid out? Of me? WTF! WTF! WTF! 
 
    He stood up, a husky man with a day’s growth on his firmly shaped face. His chest was broad and looked like a rack of nothing but muscles. Worse, however, was the big swinging dick sprouting out from his hairy groin. 
 
    “What…happened?” I got up on my elbows, and this brought my attention down to my chest. I had breasts. And further down…my dick was gone. I had…I had…a pussy! 
 
    I would have shrieked and fainted, should have shrieked and fainted, but, again, it was like there was something stopping me. Some big awareness sitting behind mine, saying, stay there, watch…watch… 
 
    The guy grinned. “Man, it feels good to be back.” He looked around. “Man, this is nice. You used to play football, eh?” 
 
    “What did you do to me?” My voice was higher, girlish, and, at the moment, a little shrill. 
 
    He walked around the living room, looked at the furniture, the pictures on the wall. “Oh, yeah, here’s a team picture. I remember that year. That was before I changed.” 
 
    “Changed? What change?” 
 
    He opened the drapes and turned to me. “You’ve already done the change. You know what happened.” 
 
    “But why? Why me?” 
 
    “Why not you?” He shrugged. Then: “Let’s have a drink, and I’ll tell you what I know, before you leave.” 
 
    “Leave? I’m not leaving!” 
 
    He just smiled and went into the kitchen and began looking for the makings. 
 
    I stood up, and saw myself in the big glass window. 
 
    I was shorter, maybe five foot two. I was probably 120 pounds, and 20 of those pounds were on my chest. 
 
    And the longer I stood there the more it seemed that I was looking like…like her, who I had just fucked but…but what the fuck was happening? 
 
    “What did you do to me?” I whispered. 
 
    I had long, brunette hair. My eyes were my own, but…feminized. Softer, and, dare I say it, sexier! 
 
      
 
    And I realized that with this body I wouldn’t have any trouble getting men. 
 
    Men! I didn’t want men! I was a man! I was in top top shape, had money, a successful life! How could this… 
 
    He came back into the room, the ice cubes clinking in the glasses he carried. He put one on the coffee table, then sat down in my easy chair. 
 
    “Sit down. I’ll tell you what happened.” 
 
    “Wha…what…” 
 
    “You’re in shock now. I know, ‘cause I was in shock when it happened to me. But if you just sit down, take a sip, we’ll have a nice, polite conversation.” 
 
    “Before I leave.” 
 
    “Before you leave,” he nodded. 
 
    I stood there, and suddenly felt awkward. My nakedness was starting to effect me. Naked people have less power than clothed people. 
 
    I looked around. 
 
    “You can put on my dress, if it’ll help.” He watched me almost negligently. 
 
    “What about…I can…” I started towards my bedroom. 
 
    “Your own clothes won’t fit. Believe me, you’ll be glad for the dress in a while.” 
 
    I didn’t have any choice. I had to wear something. I put on the dress. 
 
    It didn’t smell like him, like a man. It smelled like a woman, the sexy perfume of the woman I had brought here. 
 
    “Weird, eh? And it’ll get a lot weirder until you embrace it, go with it.” 
 
    “What did you do?” I stood in the dress. I saw myself in the window glass. Wearing clothes I was even sexier. It totally emphasized my boobs. 
 
    He sipped, sighed, and said, “I picked up a girl…what year is this?” 
 
    What year? What the fuck? I told him. 
 
    “Hunh! Three years ago. I picked up a girl, man, she was a looker. Amazing babe. Big jugs, round ass, a face to die for…sort of like the babe I was when you picked me up. Sort of like you…right now.” 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    “So I picked her up, and she did to me what I did to you. Then she kicked me out.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “I don’t know exactly what happened. I just know that I changed into her, she changed and became me. I was a weight lifter, world class, had endorsements and everything. I wasn’t living as good as this, but I was doing okay. Then she had it all. 
 
    “But she…how could she take it? People would see that she wasn’t you!” 
 
    “Do I look like you?” 
 
    And…he did! He was shifting, changing, and taking on my features. 
 
    “But…this is crazy!” 
 
    “It is, isn’t it?” And he mused, “I should probably forget about weight lifting. I’m older now, and this body is built for other things. Pretty good body, eh?” 
 
    He lifted his arms and looked at them, smacked his fist into a palm a couple of times. 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    “Like I said, I don’t know. I just know that somebody changed me, and I changed you, and the guy who changed me…it looked like he was changed by somebody.” He shrugged. “So your guess is as good as mine. An ancient curse? Witches? Demons? Maybe God just doesn’t like us.” 
 
    “But what’ll happen to me?” 
 
    “You’ll go fuck a bunch of guys. And, don’t worry, you’ll get over your revulsion and you’ll start to enjoy it. And, I think this is what happens, after a while you build up a head of steam and…you change back. 
 
    “Honestly, I felt it coming. So I made sure I picked out a handsome fellow who looked well off, and…” He shrugged. 
 
    “This is not fair,” I hissed. “It’s evil.” 
 
    “Evil spelled backwards is live. Now, if you don’t mind, I’d like to be alone.” 
 
    “But you can’t…” 
 
    But he could. He stood up, grabbed me by the upper arm and marched me to the front door. Down the steps. Through the gate, and the gate clanked…with me on the wrong side. 
 
    I turned and looked at him. He pushed his purse, now my purse, through the bars. 
 
    He smiled. “If you try to break in I’ll punch you in the nose. It’ll hurt, but your body seems to heal pretty good, and then I’ll call the police.” 
 
    “But you…you can’t…can’t I live here until I…I…” 
 
    “Not a chance. You’ll probably be looney for a while. I can’t take a chance on fucking you, it might reverse everything, and I sure don’t want to wake up some morning with my nuts in the kitchen sink.” 
 
    “You fucker!” I yelled. “You son of a bitch! You can’t do this to me!” 
 
    “See?” he said, and he trotted up the stairs. My stairs, to my house. 
 
    He closed the door and I stopped ranting. I stood there, wanting to scream. But, once again, it was like something was in the back of my mind, watching me watch. 
 
    I turned around. Chuck Nelson, my neighbor, was standing in his doorway, watching me. 
 
    “Can I help you, miss?” 
 
    Could he help me. Yeah, hold down the fucker who was in my house so I could have sex with him. Watch me turn into myself…maybe you can fuck the girl, whichever one of us she ended up being, yourself. 
 
    I waved a hand and trudged, as well as my high heels would allow me. 
 
    And, walking down the street, I looked at my high heels. And I looked at the dress. They felt…natural, a part of me. When I had changed…had the high heels suddenly appeared? I had a feeling they would have. And I had a feeling the dress would have somehow found its way on my body. 
 
    How odd, I felt like I had a secret knowledge, a woman’s intuition, if you will, about such things. 
 
    I looked at the purse dangling from my wrist. I stopped, and looked inside. A driver’s license with my picture on it. Florida. Would it change to Georgia if I went to Georgia? 
 
    I had a feeling it would. 
 
    A tube of lipstick. Probably replenish itself. And I unscrewed the base and coated my lips. Naturally, as if I had been painting my lips all my life. 
 
    I knew then that I was changed on the inside. That I had feelings and knowledge that I didn’t have before. Something to help me survive, no doubt. At least that was what I intuited. 
 
    I walked, and cars slowed down, no doubt to stare at my sexy ass, then continued. But it was early. I had a feeling I was going to be a magnet for assholes within a short time. 
 
    Assholes. Guys like me when I had been a man. 
 
    I walked, and marveled at how cool and sexy it was to walk in high heels. It made my ass sway, and my boobs quivered with every step. 
 
    A car came to a stop next me, “Need a ride?” 
 
    A horny, old goat. White mustache and goatee, doubtless married and anxious to get out and about. 
 
    “No thanks.” Though there was a piece of me that wanted a ride. A ride on his dick. 
 
    But I hated the thought! I was revolted by the idea of a man’s dick being…inserted…shoved into my…I hated the idea. 
 
    But something, way back where I was being watched, liked the idea. 
 
    Liked the idea of eyes on my caboose, lust for my mounds, an erect pecker for my…my pussy. 
 
    I kept walking. I had no destination…I was just thinking, absorbed in my tragedy. 
 
    Another car pulled up. 
 
    “Hey, senorita…I’d like to eat ya.” A bunch of teenagers laughed hysterically, then the car jetted off. 
 
    Assholes. Young they were assholes, old they were assholes. Could I ever find a man that… 
 
    But I didn’t want a man! I wanted my body back! 
 
    Or did I? I was feeling pretty good, the shiver of my boobs as I walked, it was exciting. And the way my ass swayed, it made me feel moist, ready. 
 
    Now how could this be? I was revolted by men, even the thought of myself as being a man, and yet…I was horny…and yet I wanted to be me again. 
 
    I felt like I was being dragged in eight different directions, and I wasn’t sure what I wanted. 
 
    I had walked at least two miles, I was back near the bar I had been at, and traffic picked up. 
 
    Oddly, my feet didn’t hurt. I had heard all the whining about women wearing heels for 15 minutes and then feeling like their feet were falling apart. 
 
    Heels. Dress. Nothing else. Not even any underwear. A part of me. 
 
    A car slowed down. “You all right?” 
 
    It was a pair of cops. I knew, immediately, that they thought I was a hooker. Hell, I didn’t want to spend time in jail. 
 
    I leaned down to the window and gave them a full view of my cleavage. “My asshole boyfriend dumped me. I’m just walking up to that bar,” I pointed at the bar I had been in earlier that night. “I’m going to call an Uber.” 
 
    The cops stared at my cleavage. I let them. The longer they stared the less inclined they would be to arrest me. 
 
    Now how did I know that? 
 
    And then I knew. It was that feeling in the back of my skull. That watcher feeling. Somebody was prompting me, helping me along. I guess there wasn't much fun in watching me spend the night in jail. 
 
    No, the watching thing wanted something more from me. This watcher thing wanted to watch me have sex. It was a pervert. A filthy, fucking pervert. 
 
    Okay,” the cop finally said, bringing his eyes up to me. 
 
    I walked on, and the cops sat there and watched me. Asshole men. 
 
    The name of the bar was the Wild Mustang. It was a sports bar, but the owner, Joe, hired big-titted women to wait on the tables and the place got wild at night. 
 
    I entered the Wild Mustang just as the cop car zoomed off, and walked through the short foyer and into the bar proper. 
 
    When I had been there—what, an hour ago?—men had been scarce. Just a few eating a late lunch, or an early dinner. Only a lone girl had been on the pole, and the music was low. I had been planning on having a drink, then heading into the back room to have dinner and watch the big screen TV. 
 
    A sports bar during the day, a stripper club at night. The best of both worlds. 
 
    I walked up to the bar, and suddenly realized I had no money. Oh, fuck! I opened up the purse and looked for something, a credit card, a fold of bills, anything. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “How’d it go? Did that one work?” 
 
    Joe placed a Coke High in front of me. I stared at him. 
 
    He froze, then grinned. Oh, fuck, you changed. You’re the new one.” 
 
    “You…how did you…” 
 
    Joe flopped a bar towel over his shoulder and leaned on the bar. He showed me his teeth. “I’ve seen you girls…or girl…whatever…come and go.” 
 
    “You know about the change!” 
 
    “Hey, they change, they stagger in her in shock, and they talk. I know pretty much everything.” 
 
    “Then why did this happen to me?” 
 
    “First, what’s your name?” 
 
    “Todd! I’m Tod Lundgren!” 
 
    “Sure. I know you.” 
 
    I gulped the glass down. 
 
    “It always amazes me how you girls can drink like a fish and it never effects you.” 
 
    Magic,” I blurted, not having any real reason. “Now tell me what is happening.” 
 
    “Well,” he looked around, the other two bar men had come on. He looked back at me. “You want some dinner? We can sit and talk.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” 
 
    Funny, I was starved, I hadn’t had dinner before I had been picked up—I didn’t think of it as me picking up the girl—but I was just hungry. Not weak. I had a feeling I could try to starve myself to death and get nothing but hungry. 
 
    Yippee. I really was magic. So fucking what. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We sat in Joe’s office chewing on steaks. Joe was drinking from a big bottle of Coke and I was sipping from a big bottle of bourbon. The bourbon made me feel good, but didn’t give me any real drunkenness. 
 
    “Okay, so give.” 
 
    “Well, here’s the deal. The girl stays the same, they fuck a lot of guys, and eventually they change into them, and then thee’s a new guy in the girl. If that makes sense.” 
 
    Oh, baby, it made sense, all right. 
 
    “But why?” 
 
    “Nobody knows. You just fuck, some sort of mind swap or something happens, and business as usual. Speaking of which…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You want to keep going with our arrangement?” 
 
    “What arrangement?” 
 
    Without embarrassment or hesitation he went on. “You use my bar for your base of operations. Guys come in to see you. You’re sort of like a magnet. I’ll warn you off if a cop comes in, I’ll send you guys who are handsome and have money. You pay me $300 a week and a fuck. Oh, and Jimmy, on the bar, he gives you free drinks, but all he wants is a fuck every week.” 
 
    I stared at Joe. I had never thought he was a bad guy. He was handsome, smart, and fun to talk to. But this…this… 
 
    “I understand if you want to figure things out first. We don’t have to restart our deal for a week. I know it takes you guys that long to get used to everything.” 
 
    “So I’m supposed to whore for you.” 
 
    “Look, don’t get mad. I know you pull in at least ten grand a week. So I’m not ripping you off, just providing a service. Take your time. Free drinks while you think and…and adapt.” 
 
    Okay, I could put him on hold. “Where do I usually sleep?” 
 
    That’s your trailer in the back. Your key is under the third red, brick from the left in the planter box back there. That’s actually what the $300 is for, parking in my lot.” 
 
    I was finished with my steak. I didn’t feel full, but I wasn’t hungry. I had a feeling that food wasn’t going to be my thing. I knew what my thing was going to be. I was already feeling an itchy, warm sort of sensation in my groin. But I didn’t want to fuck men. 
 
    “Look,” Joe said, putting his knife and fork down. “I’m not trying to hustle you, I’ve been down this road with you before, and I know how bitchy you can get. So I leave you strictly alone. The most I’ll do is remind you when to pay or fuck. And sometimes you’ll put me off for a while. But you always come around, and you bring in business, and, I’ll admit it, you’re a fine piece of ass. No offense. So you go on about your business, get used to things, and we can talk later, or whenever you want.” 
 
    And we left it there. 
 
      
 
    I went out to the trailer, found the key, and let myself in. 
 
    It was a 1940 30 foot airstream Classic. And it was in primo condition. Apparently I spared no expense on making sure I was comfortable. 
 
    There was a big screen TV at one end. The bathroom was small, but modern. In one corner of the living room was a stand of plastic storage bins. 
 
    I opened up one of the storage bins and gaped. It was filled with money. Nice neat money. Stacks of twenties. Rubber banded. Tightly wrapped. I counted bills in a stack and the number of stacks in the storage bin. 100 bills in a stack, $2000. 20 stacks. $40,000. Fuck. And five bins high. An easy $200,000. And there was more money in a closet, and in a dresser. In fact, there were no clothes, just a few toiletries in the bathroom. Nothing but money. 
 
    So the guy, the girl who I was now, didn’t eat, didn’t wear anything but this black dress and heels, and had a never ending supply of red lipstick. 
 
    That gave me pause to think. 
 
    She probably ate at Joe’s Wild Mustang. Or, hell, I hated to think this, maybe she sucked so many guys off that that was how she got her nourishment. 
 
    And outside of that, when she wasn't fucking, or sucking, what? Watch the big screen TV in the trailer? Count money? 
 
    Thinking of the money made me think of the guy who had stolen my life. He didn’t care about the money in the trailer. Sure, I had lots of money, and he could no doubt learn to forge, use my credit cards, he wouldn’t be hurting. but to leave a million dollars in the trailer? To just walk away? 
 
    And that made realize something: he wanted to be gone from…from this female body so bad that he just up and ran away. Fuck the money. 
 
    So his life was that miserable. 
 
    Of course, he wouldn’t hurting, living off my stash, but, still… 
 
    Then I started thinking about him. I couldn’t complain to the cops. I could, however, have a few home boys beat the living crap out of him. 
 
    Oddly, though that thought crossed my mind, I didn’t have any real motivation in that direction. 
 
    Having him beat to a pulp would’t get me my life back. 
 
    And, sitting there thinking all these thought, I became aware that my pussy was feeling…hot. Like dripping hot. 
 
    I groaned and reached a hand to my pussy. 
 
    Fuck, I was wet down there. If the black dress hadn’t been black there would have been a wet spot on my dress. 
 
    I turned on the big screen TV to take my mind off my situation. I had intended to watch the Dolphins earlier, so why not now…the game was still on…but a porn channel came up. 
 
    Fuck! I started to hit the clicker, then stopped. I was caught by the bounce of flesh on the screen. A woman with big tits was getting railed by two guys. I watched, suddenly fascinated as one big dick rammed down her mouth, then withdrew as the other big dick rammed down her pussy, and back, and the other dick…and her tits were hanging down, big, enormous jugs, swaying back and forth in time to the robust fuck they were giving her. 
 
    She moaned, one hand reaching down between her legs and feeling the rear man’s balls. The other hand was reaching up to grab the front man’s balls. 
 
    The guys moaned. They pumped in and out. They slapped her ass and pulled her hair, and she loved it. 
 
    I adjust my position, and suddenly found that my dress had ridden up and my hand was down there…exploring. 
 
    How many times had I done this to a woman, used my hands and fingers to get her off? And now I was doing it to myself. 
 
    I felt my labia, ran a finger up the slit and shivered. On the screen the men flipped the woman over. One man sat down and the woman sat on him. Facing him. The other man moved up behind her and aimed for her asshole. 
 
    I had my fingers in my snatch now, and I was exploring, experiencing all the sensations I gave women, but now was giving myself. I was moaning, my mouth was open, and I started drooling. Actually drooling. 
 
    “Oh, baby,” one of the men said. 
 
    “Ride my rocket,” blurted the other one. 
 
    The woman groaned and writhed and said, “I need more. Give me more.” 
 
    My fingers were in me, my skull was on fire. I felt white heat coming for me, welling up out of some secret sex pit in my body, then it burst over me. I orgasmed with a drawn out sort of yelp. 
 
    On the screen the woman yelled that she was cumming. The men were grunting like broken trains. 
 
    I laid back and tried to control my breathing. 
 
    More fucking sounds filled the little trailer. I grabbed the clicker and turned the TV off. 
 
    And lay there. 
 
    And…was horny. 
 
    Fuck! I had just cum! I didn’t need to cum again! 
 
    But I did. 
 
    I stood up, straightened my dress. I got up and went for a glass of water. I opened the cupboards and…more money. fuck! I almost didn’t want to see any more money! 
 
    I held my hair back and drank from the faucet. I straightened up, wiped my mouth. I turned around and leaned my butt against the sink. To one side was a little drawer. Not thinking, I opened it. 
 
    Bank books. And the accounts were filled with money. There were numbers on the books, so I knew I could simply get on a computer and transfer money. Which was good because the books had different names. 
 
    Sheila Bester. Tina Walkson. Annie Garret. Alyce Thorndyke. And on and on and on. 
 
    How many women had worn this body? 
 
    And, heysoos, the last one had REALLY wanted to get out of it. 
 
    Tell the truth, just thinking about it was making me want to get out of it.               
 
    In my male body I went and had a few drinks with friends, met an occasional lady, and had a good time. 
 
    In this body I was…I could feel it…I was committed to sex. 
 
    I was horny all the time, a growing, gnawing horniness. And jacking off, pardon me, jilling off, didn’t cut it. 
 
    Restless, I stomped out of the trailer, locked the door, and put the key under the brick. 
 
    I went to the back entrance of the Wild Mustang and entered. 
 
    The place was in full roar now. Hundreds of horny men swaggered around, packed the area in front of the stage with the pole on it. 
 
    A girl twirling around the pole waved at me and I waved back. I guess I knew her. 
 
    The bartender saw me. He popped a drink down in front of me. His nameplate said, ‘Jimmy.’ 
 
    I raised a hand in thanks and picked it up and drank a couple of big gulps. 
 
    Jimmy was off pouring beers and mixing drinks, so I slowed down and watched the crowd. 
 
    Men whooping as the girl on the pole flashed her boobs. Men laughing and telling raucous jokes. Men, with their hands in their pockets, wearing tight jeans and swaggering about like they had big dicks. 
 
    Asshole men. And my pussy physically hurt for sex. 
 
    I sauntered through the crowd, searching the faces. 
 
    Kids. Old men. Drunks. Guys looking for fights. Guys conversing importantly. 
 
    Bing! A guy caught my eye. 
 
    He was wearing an expensive suit, looking at his wristwatch. I started towards him and felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned, and Joe mouthed, ‘cop.’ 
 
    I nodded, and went in another direction. My eyes searching the crowd, my hot vagina forcing me on. I needed…I needed… some relief down there. My reluctance to be with a man faded in the face of this compulsion. 
 
    I went back to the bar, and Jimmy placed another drink in front of me and grinned. 
 
    I was going to have to fuck Jimmy. 
 
    Well, okay. He wasn’t ugly. But, Geez, he was paying for my pussy with Joe’s liquor. 
 
    Oh, well. No skin off my back. 
 
    “This seat taken?” 
 
    I turned, and my heart stopped. He was a few inches taller than me, handsome as all get out, and obviously had money. He oozed of money. 
 
    I looked past him to Joe, who gave me a thumbs up. Okay. Joe approved. Not a cop. 
 
    “Take a load off,” I sighed, actually relieved that a man had come to me. 
 
    “Name’s Emmet.” 
 
    “I’m me,” I said, my pussy twitching uncontrollably. “Do you want to bother with small talk or get right down to it?” 
 
    His mouth opened slightly and he blinked. “Maybe I could get a drink first?” He was disconcerted, but he wasn’t leaving. Good. God, I needed my hole filled with man meat. And this guy would do till the next one came alone. 
 
    I waved to Jimmy and quickly the order was filled. 
 
    “Well, Me,” he said, as he sipped, “How are you doing?” 
 
    “I am so fucking horny I can’t believe it. And I’m wet down there. I didn’t know a girl could get so wet. Are you still drinking? Come on!” 
 
    I grabbed his hand. I couldn’t wait to get him out of there. I needed him in me. 
 
    He allowed himself to be pulled, sucking his drink down and placing it on a passing table. Then we were out the door.  
 
    “You got a car?” 
 
    “Over—“ 
 
    I jerked him in the direction his head had started to turn in. 
 
    He drove a Tesla. 
 
    “Heysoos forked a dork,” I whispered. “An electric car for an electric fuck. Shall we just do it here?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    I scrambled into the car, laid over the front seat and pulled my dress up. 
 
    I can only imagine what he was thinking. Running into a nympho maniac. Being dragged out to his expensive car and fucked like a teenager. 
 
    But, whatever he was thinking, it was heaven when I felt his body lean on mine, and his dick poked against my thighs. 
 
    I edged up a little, gave him more access, then he plugged me. Stuffed his fat sausage right into my little pleasure palace and wiggled it. 
 
    Oh, God, it felt so good. It felt like heaven, and yet…there was something wrong. And I immediately knew what it was. That watcher thing. I felt like I was being shoved aside and whatever, whoever, was watching me was taking my place, accepting the dick that I wanted, getting his jollies off the act that  I had earned and instigated and craved. 
 
    I was still there, I could move my arms and legs, I could twist my hips and push back and I could feel that cock splitting me in two. I could feel the hands groping my fine tits. 
 
    But somebody else was feeling the thrill. 
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, and I almost wanted to cry. 
 
    So this was why the other girls had wanted to get out of this body. Or…or…they had been turned in! For a new model.  
 
    Whatever it was that watched wanted to experience new sensations, new reluctance, new horniness, new shivers of excitement and disgust. 
 
    So fuck a few hundreds times, it got tired, and…zingo bingo, I was the new model. 
 
    I lay there, getting nothing out of the fuck, and I knew that I would come out of this damned Tesla as horny as I went in. 
 
    And the money…it wasn’t mine…it belonged to the thing that watched, that yelped and screamed in my mind. 
 
    No wonder the other girls didn’t want it. They didn’t want to be reminded of all the times they had fucked…and been robbed. 
 
    It must have felt like somebody was manipulating their lives and sucking the sap right out of their soul. 
 
    I suddenly didn’t blame the asshole who had given me this body. 
 
    But, no matter what I felt, Emmet what’shisname was fine with the arrangement. In fact, he acted like it was the best fuck in his life. 
 
    I stood there and he took out his wallet and shoved twenties in my hands. 
 
    “Thank you. Thank you.” He bubbled. “That was incredible.” 
 
    I took the money and held it in my mitts as he wheeled out of the parking lot. Semen was running down my legs and splattering on my heels. 
 
    I went back into the bar, placed all the money in the tip jar on the bar and headed for the girl’s room. I noticed Joe watching from the side, a sad expression on his face. How many women had he seen act like this, fuck and end up with self loathing and self hate. I had only seen one, and it was already too much. 
 
    The girl’s room, it was labeled ‘Fillies,’ was filthy. Not because it was that kind of bar, but because it had seen so much action. 
 
    I went into the stall and wiped the gizz off my legs. Tears dropped on my thighs and I used that to help wash myself. 
 
    “Come on, baby!” The door banged open and a couple barged in. They couldn’t see me in the stall, and they locked the door and he hoisted her up on the sink. She giggled and wiggled out of her panties. 
 
    “Ooh,” she gasped. “You’re so big…” 
 
    I watched through a crack in the door their reflections in a mirror. 
 
    He stood between her legs, shoving his hips forward. 
 
    She held on to him, clung to him, and they fucked mindlessly, joyfully, and without some hidden creature watching from inside their minds. 
 
    They were drunk, probably just getting a quickie, but I envied them. I envied their…aloneness. Just them, no other, porking away. Pretending their lust was love…but that was okay. Anything was better than what I had experienced. 
 
    I was being whored out by something that made me sexy and resilient and horny, then I was being tossed aside and ignored, and my love, even if it was just lust, was betrayed. 
 
    Fuck. As they groaned and grunted a couple of feet from me I cried silent tears. 
 
    Finally, they finished. I dried my eyes, and left the bathroom. And my induced sexuality was already coming to the fore. My eyes were sparkling, in spite of how I felt on the inside. My body absorbed lipstick smeared outside the lines, my eyes looked like they were naturally mascaraed and shadowed. 
 
    I was on the hunt again. 
 
    I stepped up to the bar and Joe poured me a drink. He handed it to me, touched my hand for a moment. 
 
    “I know how tough it is the first time, and I’m sorry. I tried to talk it up all cheerful, but I know what you’re going through. If you need to talk, later, no sex or nothin’, I’ll be around.” 
 
    I nodded, stifled a sniff, and thanked him, then I turned to the big room. 
 
    Flesh. Men with bulges in their pants. Women laughing shrilly. 
 
    Normally I would have judged it to be a party, and it probably still was, but my frame of mind…it was a dirge. A screaming clown factory. A terrible place with mattresses on the walls and dicks in all the glasses. 
 
    I wandered on to the floor. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” 
 
    I danced with a tall fellow who wanted more, but wasn’t up to my standards, which is to say he didn’t interest the demon within. 
 
    Demon. That’s what it was. I was in a demon body. 
 
    But it wasn't, really. And I didn’t know what it was. 
 
    I didn’t know what was driving me, nor how, nor how to stop it. 
 
    I just felt the urge grinding away at my groin, and I had to forcefully stop myself from grinding my pussy into the fellow I was dancing with. 
 
    He wanted to dance some more, but I sadly pushed him away, a bright smile on my face, as if I was prick teasing. 
 
    Another fellow wanted to dance. I walked away. 
 
    “Want to dance?” 
 
    He was six foot, but slender. Not weak, he was one of those wiry ones. But he didn’t look rich. But he did. 
 
    Was he dressing down? 
 
    “What kind of car do you drive?” asked a voice that watched from behind and put the words into my mouth. 
 
    He blinked a slow blink, then, Maserati.” 
 
    I nodded, and stepped into his arms. 
 
    We danced, and I felt the heat growing in my crotch. I ground my pelvis into his and felt his big boner. 
 
    “Come on,” I said, halfway through the dance. 
 
    I led him towards the front door. 
 
    Joe watching. A sad look on his face. 
 
    Joe. 
 
    Joe was in love. 
 
    Of course. 
 
    How often had he fucked this body? 
 
    How often had he seen his desire go out the door with another? 
 
    Many different people, but the same body, and the same terrible tragedy roiling inside. 
 
    He was compassionate. He ran a damned bar and he felt for other people. What a guy. 
 
    Then I exited the front door and pulled the man I had picked out and headed for the parking lot. 
 
    The Maserati was a dream. Handled like a race car, accelerated nicely, and my target attempted small talk. 
 
    “My name is Charley,” he said, as he shifted down for a traffic light. 
 
    Alyce,” I answered, choosing one of the names I had seen on a bank book. Sounded slutty enough for the way I felt. 
 
    “Nice name,” he commented. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    I turned to him. He was just a guy, looking for a good time. And he was about to get the fuck of his life. I knew that, though I would be relegated to the role of a watcher in my own body, and the watcher would be getting the real thrill, Charley was going to be shortly screaming in ecstasy.  
 
    “Do you pick up girls often?” 
 
    He suddenly looked uncomfortable. 
 
    Shit. I suddenly felt sorry for him. He had a compulsion, he needed love. Maybe he was a local, maybe he was a sailor in a strange port, but he just needed what we all need, and what I wasn’t going to be getting. Love. 
 
    No, there might not be a lot of love in lust, but it was enough to keep us going, to keep us hoping. 
 
    “So this is a cool car!” I blurted cheerfully, and he relaxed and smiled. Let me be the airhead. So much mean was being done to me that I didn’t want to do any mean to anybody else. 
 
    “I paid almost. a $100,000 for this baby.” He spoke proudly, as he had given birth to it himself. 
 
    “Wow! What a lot of money! You must be rich!” 
 
    Oh, the self satisfied chuckle. I had twice what he had in my trailer alone, and probably millions in bank accounts. 
 
    “Well, I got lucky in the stock market.” False humility is so endearing. Not. 
 
    He took me to the Hyatt and we walked up to his room. Now he was silent, proud of the girl on his arm, but a little ashamed, too. After all, I was…what was I? A hooker? A whore? Whatever, he would end up so totally fucked he threw money at me. But my drawers and cabinets were full of money, I didn’t want money.  
 
    And I finally started thinking. 
 
    So many people get problems but don’t want to think about them. 
 
    Oh, I’ll ignore it and maybe it will go away. 
 
    That wasn’t my modus operandi in life, and certainly wasn’t that in this new body. 
 
    So we entered his room, I turned to him and we began to kiss. Long, lush, juicy melding of mouths. Tongues twining and the heat growing, and I began to get shoved out. 
 
    Whatever was possessing me was doing the shoving, but I didn’t get all upset now. Now I watched, and I thought. I observed, and hoped I would see something, anything, that would get me out of this mess. 
 
    He put me on the bed, I was a little girl and he was a big man, and he lifted me up and laid me out. He started to take off my shoes, and I blurted, “No.” 
 
    He blinked, shrugged, and I pulled up my dress and gave him access. 
 
    He lay on top of me, fit his penis to my hole, and pushed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He blurted, as I began to go to work. My pussy rippled and rustled. I held his cock with my vagina and overpowered it. I humped and pumped, and he began to groan in happiness. 
 
    “Fuck!” He kept whispering. 
 
    I watched from a distance. 
 
    Something else was fucking him. I was along as baggage, a spare tire. 
 
    My hips rolled and writhed, went up and down. I wrung his cock out, and he began to cry out as the orgasm hit him. 
 
    “Fuck!…Fuck!…Fuck…” An endless ejaculation of the phrase, followed by a heaping helping of baby batter. 
 
    Then he was done. Sobbing. Unable to understand what had happened. 
 
    I came back into my body. I sat up. He lay there, unable to move. He had been totally fucked out. 
 
    I went into the bathroom and washed his slime out. 
 
    I went back into the bedroom. “Take me back.” 
 
    “Oh…my…I…can I call you an Uber?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He got up, made a call, then dug through his wallet. He had a lot of money in there, and he wanted to give it all to me. 
 
    I took a fistful, pushed the rest away, and walked out the door. 
 
    He sat on the bed, staring after me, wondering what the hell had just happened. 
 
    I knew what happened. I had been used. And I had an idea. I had seen something, and…and maybe… 
 
      
 
    The Uber took me back to the Wild Mustang, and the whole time I sat in the corner of the rear seat and thought. 
 
    “How’s the night?” asked the Uber driver. 
 
    I ignored him. 
 
    “Nice perfume you have on.” 
 
    That wasn’t perfume, that was my inspired body aroma. Whatever was using me to fuck made me smell like that, a natural pheromone to draw in the suckers. Pardon me, the fuckers. 
 
    I walked into the Wild Mustang, and I was immediately in the thick of things. 
 
    Frenzied, drunken masses, coupling desperately, looking for lov ein all the wrong places. 
 
    I went to Joe’s office and sat down. My pussy was burning. It was on fire. I wanted more. 
 
    Joe came in, I was bent over, holding my fist to my snatch and crying. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Yet I knew that he knew what was going on. 
 
    “I don’t want to fuck anymore.” 
 
    “I know.” He poured me a drink, put it in my hand. “I know.” 
 
    I looked up at him, “Joe, will you help me?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’m going to…I need to…later tonight I’ll tell you.” 
 
    He left, and I grabbed the bottle he had poured my drink from and glugged. 
 
    Cool liquid stoked a hot fire in my gut, and I glugged some more. I wouldn’t get drunk, but I would get happy, and my mind would be off my problems for a short while, at least until whatever it was that was in me burned out the alcohol. 
 
    And, while my hand held the bottle high, while the fiery liquid gurgled down my throat, I wrote a message. There was a blank tablet on Joe’s desk. There was a pen, and I wrote without seeing. 
 
    The thing in me that watched, that bullied me and made me do things let me drink. It didn’t mind the drinking. It could fix the drinking. 
 
    But, my eyes closed and my head tilted upward, it didn’t see what I wrote. 
 
    I swiveled the chair and got up. I put the bottle down without looking at Joe’s desk. I walked out of the room. 
 
    That was the worst night of my life. 
 
    I didn’t want to fuck, and whatever it was that was in me turned up the heat. My crotch was on fire, my pussy was burning. I had an urge to fuck like you wouldn’t believe. 
 
    Yet I withheld myself. I walked through the bar, through the mass of drunken celebrators, and out to my trailer. 
 
    ‘My trailer,’ I thought. ‘Not his!’ Whatever ‘his’ was. 
 
    I turned on the TV. I turned off the porn and watched a game. I don’t know what game, but I watched, and I drank, and I fended off the desire to get back into that bar and fuck another man. 
 
    I wound up on the floor, rolling over, crying as my hand punched my groin. I didn’t want to fuck…I didn’t want to fuck…I didn’t want to… 
 
      
 
    Two hours later Joe knocked on the door. Jimmy was with him. 
 
    I opened the door and launched myself at him. 
 
    “Fuck me!” I snarled. “I need a fuck!” 
 
    But he had read my note. 
 
    “Jimmy!” He called out, because I was swarming him, winning the battle for sex. I had my hand almost into his pants and Jimmy grabbed me and pulled me off. 
 
    I turned to Jimmy and tried to bite him, to kiss him, to get my lips on his dick. 
 
    Joe snatched at my dress, he began pulling it off. 
 
    Then I began struggling. I wanted to keep that dress on. And the shoes…I needed them on! 
 
    But he got the dress off. Jimmy held me tightly, used his whole body weight. 
 
    Joe threw the dress to one side and Jimmy managed to get me down on the ground. He used his body weight and kept me pressed flat. 
 
    Joe pulled at my high heels. He grabbed them, he was a big, strong man, and he pulled. 
 
    For a long minute it felt like the shoes wouldn’t leave my feet It felt like the skin had been fused to my very soles, then one popped off. 
 
    I screamed in rage and frustration. 
 
    He pulled the other shoe off. 
 
    I tried to kick, to get loose, to do something. 
 
    Slowly, as the other shoe began to come loose, to ‘de-fuse’ from my flesh, I felt myself being pushed back. Away from the struggle. Then I was watching, watching as if from afar, and the other shoe popped off. 
 
    I watched myself  ranting and raving like an insane asylum patient. I clawed at the ground, shredding my nails, and tried to crawl after Joe. 
 
    Joe picked up my dress and shoes and ran into the bar. 
 
    I crawled, inhuman strength, Jimmy trying to hold me back, using all his weight and strength. 
 
    I made it into the back of the kitchen. 
 
    Joe opened an oven and threw my garments into it. He turned the dial and I heard the fire go ‘whooosh!’ 
 
    I screamed and clawed and pounded on the earth. I made dire insult, promised to kill anybody and everybody. My voice turned hoarse and guttural. 
 
    Joe watched me, and I felt it start to leave. 
 
    That which watched was being consumed in the oven. 
 
    The clothes which had bound me as a slave turned to flame, and that which had occupied the clothes turned into a wisp. 
 
    My screams became less. 
 
    The clothes burned more, and a foul, oily smell filled the kitchen. 
 
    I stopped screaming. 
 
    Jimmy managed to get fully on top of me. 
 
    I lay, naked, under him, and sobbed, and somewhere in there the sobs turned from rage to gratitude. 
 
    I lay, and cried, and Jimmy realized I wasn’t trying to hurt him or get away anymore. 
 
    “You can get off her,” Joe said. 
 
    He got off, and I came to a sitting position. I hugged my knees and sobbed as if the world would end. 
 
    And, in a way, it had.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Whatever it was that was watching me, manipulating me, and a string of men before me for who knows how long, was in the heels and the dress. 
 
    What was it? Exactly? I don’t know. 
 
    A demon? A devil? A Djinn? Who knows. 
 
    But whatever it was, when the oven flames burned the dress and high heels the thing, whatever it was, had nothing to hold on to, and it couldn’t stay in this world. 
 
    And it couldn’t hold on to me any longer. 
 
    I was free. 
 
    I was still a woman, but that was okay. There’s nothing bad about being a woman. It’s what you do as a woman that’s good or bad. 
 
    I stayed in the trailer and played with money. I made deposits, shifted accounts, and eventually had over ten million dollars all to myself. 
 
    More than what I had made playing football. 
 
    And I visited my old house. Went right up to the gate and rang the bell. The guy who had started me down this path came out to the door and looked down, then he descended the stairs and faced me. 
 
    “I figured it out. I’m free now. I got free.” 
 
    “I felt something,” he said. “Months ago, and it felt like somebody had lifted a yoke.” 
 
    “It was in the clothes, and I burned them.” 
 
    He nodded. “Well, thank you.” Then: “I’m sorry. I’m not going to give you back your money and house and all, but I’m sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay. The money in the trailer.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” and his eyes started to marvel. 
 
    We parted on good terms, and agreed to walk across the street if we ever saw each other again. 
 
    Not because we hated each other, but because we reminded each other of that terrible blot of blackness in our lives. That thing that made us fuck mindlessly, and stole our souls. 
 
    So I was free. 
 
    And rich. 
 
    And, better, I was in love. 
 
    Joe had saved me. He had followed the directions I had written on the note. He had burned the clothes. 
 
    Sweet, compassionate Joe, who understood what the people in this body of mine had been going through. 
 
    Who could not fall in love with a man that compassionate? 
 
    And Jimmy, he looks at me every once in a while, and I know what he’s thinking. He’s thinking that I was the best piece of ass in the universe, and that he was not going to get to tap me any more. 
 
    Hah! 
 
      
 
    END 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: sisridebook cov use.jpg] 
 
    THE classic of feminization. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Feminized Man 
 
    He is maid to serve! 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I just pulled in the greatest job in the world.” 
 
    I stared at my wife. Look, I love her, but sometimes she comes up with crazy ideas. Like the time she tried to start a business that…well…she introduced a low current to furry dogs that was supposed to make their hair stand on end. The idea was that she could then clip their fur easier. 
 
    Unfortunately, it just made the dogs pee. 
 
    Then there was the time she was going to combine dog food with grass trimmings to make the ultimate superfood.  
 
    She tried it out on me and I had the ultimate runs for a week. 
 
    So, I love her, she’s gorgeous, and she’s smart in her own way, but sometimes she just gets these crazy ideas that were better left unthought. 
 
    “What job is this?” 
 
    We were sitting in our house and I was going over spread sheets. Good money in spread sheets. 
 
    “I saw an advertisement on youtube and I answered it.” 
 
    “Youtube, eh?” Yikes! 
 
    “Yes, Isn’t Youtube wonderful? The whole internet is wonderful. There are so many great ideas on the internet. 
 
    At that point I probably should have let her go on about the greatness of the internet. She might distracted herself and gone off on some new tangent. Instead, like a fool (I was working on those spreadsheets) I said, “Okay, give me a quick rundown so I can get back to work.” 
 
    “Well,” she plopped down on the sofa across from me. I was sitting on an ottoman and the spreadsheets were spread out on the coffee table. I looked over the paper and blinked. 
 
    She was naked. 
 
    Oh, man. I was trying to work and she was naked. 
 
    “I was slurfing the net…” 
 
    “Surfing the net,” I offered. 
 
    “Yeah, that, slurfing, and I came across this stuff called ASMR. And right below it was the advertisement.” 
 
    She was sitting naked, her legs crossed Indian style, which gave me a full view of…of… 
 
    “Are listening to me?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I raised my eyes to her chest. Oh, fuck. My wife has the nicest set of boobs in the world. Big and pointy, the nipples are always erect. 
 
    “Up here, bozo, this is important.” 
 
    I lifted my eyeballs to her sweet face, and almost fainted. She was made up, and I loved it when her eyes were all smokey and her lips were plump and red and moist and juicy and…you get the idea. 
 
    “Yeah, LSPD.” 
 
    “No, silly, ASMR.” 
 
    “Oh, of course. It just slipped my mind.” I licked my lips. That’s just how my wife effects me. She gets nekkid and then I have an involuntary response of the tale wagging variety but it’s in my crotch and not on top of my ass and then I want to… 
 
    “ASMR stands for Autonomous Sensory Meridian Response. It’s the latest rage. People get on the internet and they whisper and they make sounds like it’s raining or the wind blowing and it sounds so cool and then people relax and get better.” 
 
    “Get better?” 
 
    “Yes, aren’t you listening?” 
 
    “But get better from what? I mean, do they have dread diseases or something?” 
 
    “No, no. Nothing like that.” She frowned, licked her red lips, which made my pants very uncomfortable. “It’s more like if people have trouble sleeping, then they can sleep. Or if they have anxiety then they can get….I don’t know, unanxious?” 
 
    “So it has a calming effect!” 
 
    “Yes!” She said brightly, clapping her hands. 
 
    “And you want to do this, this SDFG thing.” 
 
    “Exactly, she gave a little bounce, which became a big bounce on her chest, and I started folding up spread sheets. I was about to have an emergency of the trousers. Mainly, I needed to take them off and… 
 
    “So I don’t need much equipment, but I might need some help with things like my wardrobe.” 
 
    Uh oh. My shopaholic wife was going to go shopping. I was about to have an emergency of the insufficient wallet kind. 
 
    So I cleared the spreadsheets off the table and came around and sat on the table and and asked her how much. 
 
    Little lines appeared on her forehead. “Well, I don’t know exactly, yet. I’m going to talk to a woman at ASMR, Inc. today. He’ll tell me what I need.” 
 
    “So you want unlimited funds so you can dress right so you can whisper to people and make them relax.” I said, slipping my pants off, then my underwear. I was now sitting on the coffee table and pointing at her. And I think you know what I was using for a pointer. 
 
    “Exactly!” She bounced again and I almost fainted. 
 
    “Well,” I said, sagely, “I can commit to waiting until you know how much, I guess.” 
 
    She blinked and turned her head slightly to the side. “I don’t…” 
 
    “Honey, congratulations on your new job. I think you’re going to do wonderful. The world is in better hands already.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really.” I moved over to the couch and sat next to her. I put my hand on her knee and eyed her breasts. 
 
    She was ecstatic. Wiggling all around, all excited, and she hugged me. 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” 
 
    “Think nothing of it,” I said, lowering my head to her breasts. 
 
    She clasped my head and pulled it down and I began sucking on her nipples. 
 
    “Oh! Oh! I am so happy!” 
 
    “Me, too.” I gargled over a mouthful of tit. 
 
    “I’m going to make so much money, and the world is going to be so relaxed…” 
 
    I pushed her back on the couch. She went with me, holding my head, and I managed to keep sucking her nipples. Pulling them with my teeth, licking them, making them more and more erect. 
 
    “Ooh, that feels good,” she blurted, suddenly noticing what I was doing. 
 
    I put one hand on her pussy and searched for her hole. 
 
    “Right here, baby,” she muttered, helping me get my hand just right, and I inserted several fingers into her snatch and began hooking and rubbing. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” I said. My boner was pressed up against one of her legs and my mouth went up to hers. I pressed my lips onto hers and she groaned and tilted her pelvic to help my hands invade her pussy. 
 
    She reached down and grabbed my pecker. 
 
    “Easy, girl.” 
 
    She giggled and fit me to her. I brought my hands up to her tits and  my dick began sliding into her love canal. 
 
    “Oh,” she gasped. 
 
    “P,” I responded. 
 
    She stopped moving and looked at me. “You always say P. Why do you say that?” 
 
    “You said O,” I grunted and pulled out, “the next letter is P,” I groaned and pushed in, “after that is Q. Go-o-od is that good!” I pulled out slowly, “You want to say Q?” I pushed in. “Uhuhuh!” 
 
    She giggled, and moaned, and said, “You’re so smart!” 
 
    “Uhhh…yeah…” I agreed as I pulled outward again. 
 
    “Ooh…ooh!” She moaned. 
 
    “Wh-a-a-at?” I asked as I swirled my hips and drove in as hard I could, the tip of my dick scouring her innards, and it was driving me cra-a-azy. 
 
    “I’m going to…I’m going to…AHHHHH!” 
 
    That’s the thing about Misty, she cums quicker and faster than any woman I have ever met. And sometimes it leaves me high and dry. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she purred, and she collapsed, went slack, and she pulled her hips back and I fell out. Stiff and hard and almost there…I was out. 
 
    “Uh, honey?” I tried to scoot back in, thrusting my hips and edging up on my knees. 
 
    “What? Oh, you poor boy. Well, maybe next time.” 
 
    She hopped up and went to make her plans to conquer the world with ASMR. 
 
    I turned over and lay there, my dick looking like a rocket about to take off. 
 
    Crap. 
 
    Most couples have the problem of the man cumming too fast and leaving the woman high and dry. With us it’s just the opposite. She has her orgasm and then it’s all done, and I’m…left. 
 
    Left to wander through life with a tent in my pants and an urge that is distracting to say the least. 
 
    Which is weird. Because I’m distracted, and to take my mind off my horniness I work harder, and then I get more work done, and make more money. 
 
    But I’d rather be broke. 
 
    I got up and headed for the shower. Maybe I could get together with Madam Palm and her five daughters. Maybe— 
 
    “And don’t you go playing with yourself,” Misty called from the kitchen. 
 
    Fuck! Busted before I could even try. 
 
    So I went to the shower, turned it on cold for a while, and let my amorousness slip away. 
 
    And dressed and got ready for work and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    “How’s my big, strong man?” cooed Misty, kissing my cheek. 
 
    “Fine,” I grumped. 
 
    She patted my crotch then, and I groaned. 
 
    She giggled. “I like it when you are horny.” 
 
    “You have a lot to like then, because I’m a lot horny.” 
 
    She giggled again and put out my breakfast. 
 
    A hard boiled egg. A piece of bacon. A single piece of toast. Gah. 
 
    “Can I—“ 
 
    “No more for you, baby. You’re on a diet.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to be on a diet!” 
 
    She ignored me and quipped, “We have to watch your girlish figure.” 
 
    “I’m already too skinny!” 
 
    “Nonsense. One can’t be too skinny. Look at me!” 
 
    She was wearing just a negligee now. Under it her body was a rail, but she was a well endowed girl. 
 
    She held up her breasts and complained, “I’m just a fat cow!” 
 
    Oh…my…fucking…my boner sprang up again. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whined, putting my hand over my crotch.  
 
    She giggled. “I see that. You’ve got a boner.” 
 
    She came and kissed me again, pressed that stacked body against mine and near swallowed my mouth, then she backed off and smiled, “I like it when you’re hard. It shows me that you love me.” 
 
    “Then I must love you a lot…” I picked up the one piece of bacon and headed for the garage.  
 
    “Honey! Your breakfast!” 
 
    “It’s okay,” I kissed her cheek as I passed her, “I’m on a diet.” Then I was out the door and on my way to work. 
 
    I stopped on the way to work for a bag of donuts. 
 
      
 
    I worked really hard that day. I really needed to forget about my pants. I forgot all about Misty and her job, and I was pleasantly surprised when I got home. 
 
    “Honey! I got the job!” 
 
    “You did? That’s wonderful. How much are they going to pay you.” 
 
    “”Oh,” frown, little lines between her eyes. “I’m not sure.” 
 
    “You’re not?” I hung up my jacket and turned to her. 
 
    She was wearing clothes. Damn. Sometimes I get home and she’s not. I sighed. 
 
    “No. They were going to pay me a salary, but then they had me do the audition and they offered me my own channel.” 
 
    “What? Really?” 
 
    “Is that good?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know. I mean, if you get your own channel I think it’s good, but…but I would think there would be a guarantee of some kind.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So when do you start?” 
 
    “I started. I went to work right after the audition. I did ASMR for two hours. I just got home.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Would you like to see it?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” see my wife whisper like the rain? Or snow falling? Or some such? It sounded about as exciting as watching paint dry. Besides, I watch my wife every day. 
 
    “Oh, you don’t want to. Well, I guess ASMR is not for everybody.” 
 
    She flounced away. Not exactly mad, but not happy. Crap. There went my opportunity to get rid of my boner. Now that I was off work and in the presence of my sexy wife my boner was back. And bonier than ever. 
 
    So we had dinner, and watched TV, then she wanted to try out a script on me. 
 
    “A script?” 
 
    “Sure. I’ve got my own channel, and I have my own script.” 
 
    “But…I thought you just whispered and went ‘woooOOOooo,’” I made a sound like the wind. 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Oh, you silly! That’s for the beginners.” 
 
    “Well…uh, it is? What do the more advanced ASMR people do?” 
 
    “If you’d watched my channel you’d know.” 
 
    “Well, let’s watch it.” 
 
    “It’s getting late, and I need to practice my script on you.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    We went into the living room and she had me sit on the couch. She sat across from me in the easy chair. She took off her clothes. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Silly, I’m putting on my work uniform.” 
 
    “Your work uniform?” My voice squeaked a little. 
 
    “Sure. Everybody has a work uniform.” 
 
    “Does everybody’s work uniform look like yours?” 
 
    “Gosh, no. I’m the star, so I have a special uniform.” 
 
    She sat before me in all her nekkid glory. Nothing but her bare flesh. Her enormous globes pointing at me. Sitting Indian style and giving me a mouth watering view of…you know. 
 
    I was blinking, trying to figure this out, and she picked up her script and began reading. 
 
    “Puuuuleeeeeeze fuuuuck meeee! IIIII ammmm hoooornnnny. IIIII waaaant toooo suuuck yooooour coooock.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. 
 
    “Wait! What?” 
 
    “Oh, you made me lose my place. I’ll start again. Puuuuleeeeeeze fuuuuck meeee!” 
 
    “Wait! Wait!” I rubbed my face and looked down. I looked up. “And this is what you say?” 
 
    “Oh, I say all sorts of things. This is just one script. I have lots of scripts. Want to hear another script?” 
 
    “Uh, sure,” I was flabbergasted, not sure what to say. 
 
    “IIII neeeeed iiiit uuuuup myyyyy aaaaassssshoooole. Giiiive meeeee yooooour coooock!” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” I put my hand up. 
 
    She looked at me quizzically, “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “They have you say that stuff? And you’re naked?” 
 
    “Well, of course! Don’t you like it when I say I want to suck your cock? Or fuck? And I’m nude?” She started giggling. “You wouldn’t like it if I was wearing clothes when I said those things.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I don’t…” the problem was…she was right! 
 
    “But, honey, this is not you and me! This is you and…and total strangers out on the net!” 
 
    “But that’s the fun part! I get to talk dirty and make everybody all horny and they never actually see…uh, meet me.” 
 
    “Well, yeah, but…” 
 
    We didn’t get much scripting done then. We had a looooong talk about her job. And I lost. 
 
    How could I lose, you ask? How could I fail to enforce morality and decency and all that stuff. 
 
    Because, towards the end she took off her clothes. 
 
    I don’t know why you’re so upset,” she said, as she unbuttoned her blouse. My eyes focused down. 
 
    “It’s not like I’m really out there fucking anybody…” she undid her bra. I was gone at that point. I gave up talking for licking my lips. 
 
    “If I was letting somebody put their penis in my vagina I could understand,” she slithered out of her pants. Or if I was actually putting my mouth around their cocks…” there went the panties. “I just want you to be more understanding.” 
 
    “I’m understanding,” I wheezed. 
 
    “You don’t look like it. You look all upset and everything, and just because I’m going to bring home money.” 
 
    “Honey, it’s not that…” 
 
    “Well, come over here and tell me what it is…” 
 
    I started to rise and she held a hand out. 
 
    “No. You’re being so unreasonable that I don’t want to.” 
 
    “What?” I squeaked. 
 
    She folded her arms, which just made her chest bounce, and looked away from me, to the side. “No. If you’re going to be this way then I’m not going to make love to you.” 
 
    “Honey, please.” I was falling forward, on my knees, and pulling my shirt apart. 
 
    She giggled. “You did it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You said, ‘puuuuleeeeze.’ Just like I do.” 
 
    “But I…but…” 
 
    “Well,” she said, getting to her feet. I was still on my knees and she looked down on me. “I’ve got a long day tomorrow. I still didn’t memorize the script. Maybe i can get up early tomorrow and…” she continued on with her thoughts. 
 
    She had to memorize the script? All she had to do was whisper obscenities, and what did it matter what order she whispered it in? 
 
    “…so let’s go to bed. I’m not going to make love, I’m a little tired, but we can cuddle. Can’t we?” 
 
    “We…what…I…” 
 
    She patted my cheek and led the way to the bedroom. 
 
    I followed, dumbstruck, my cock hurting in my pants.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t get much sleep that night. Of course not, I was too horny. So I got up at about two in the morning and went to the computer. I fired it up and searched for Misty. 
 
    Nothing. Of course not. Nobody would know who Misty Johnson was. I chuckled at my silliness. Nobody knew who she was and nobody would see her and that was that. 
 
    I gave a big sigh of relief. 
 
    Then I decided to find out more about this ASMR thing. 
 
    I checked it out on the net. Soft, whispering sounds, like rain, or leaves falling, or something. Huh. No big deal. Relieved stress, relaxed people. Okay. 
 
    I sat and mused. No big deal. 
 
    Still, they were asking her to do it naked. 
 
    I expanded my search to include ASMR and sex. 
 
    Bingo: ‘The feeling isn't usually sexual. Although some people are triggered by videos that appear sexual…’ 
 
    So that’s why they wanted her to wear no clothes. Not the whispering, but the naked flesh. That’s what they were looking for…visual stimulation. 
 
    And I knew that Misty was about as visually stimulating as they got. 
 
    Still, nobody know. So what if a few freaks got a look at my wife’s boobs. There are worse things…I meandered my thoughts along, and absently put in ASMR in the youtube search engine. Might just as well see what this crap looks like…MISTY JOHNSON! 
 
    Fuck! The very first listing in the ASMR category was my wife! 
 
    But her tits were blurred out. 
 
    Good, no tits allowed. Good…oh, you have to sign up for the adult channel. 
 
    I clicked the box that certified I was an adult. 
 
    My eyes bulged and my cock went SPROING! 
 
    Misty Johnson, my wife, stared out from the big computer screen, took up the big computer screen In fact you couldn’t see the computer screen, all you could see was her! 
 
    Her face was gorgeous, with red, red lipstick and shadowy eyes, her breasts filled the lower portion of the screen. Her nipples were obviously rigid. And she spoke: 
 
    “Puuuuleeeeze suuuuck myyyy puuuuusssssyyyy. Puuuuleeeeze fuuuuck meeeee! IIIII neeeed yoooour coooock innnn myyyy vaaaaagiiiinaaaaa!” 
 
    I stared, helpless, and…instantly enraptured. 
 
    Well, of course I was. I hadn’t cum for a few days, and she had gotten off on my dick and left me high and dry, and…and here she was. Talking dirty to me, and…and she just pulled her nipple! And fondled her chest! What the…oh, my God! 
 
    But my hand was in my groin, stroking. 
 
    And she was whispering, sometimes I couldn’t tell what she was saying, but her lips were moving, and it was like I was getting the world’s biggest blow job, and even though I am a slow cummer, I was  getting close. I was starting to feel it. I could feel the switch in my balls click to the on position and sperm started roiling around down there, and it was actually starting to shoot up my shaft. I was going to…I was going to… 
 
    “JOSHUA!” 
 
    Oh, fuck! I stuffed my rock hard cock, dripping and starting to drool, back into…into what? I was naked! And Misty was standing at the door, her arms folded across her beautiful chest, an angry look in her eyes. 
 
    “Josh,” she strode into the room. “You know how I feel about you playing with yourself!” She actually leaned down and slapped my hand, which was on my dick, so it was like she was slapping me on the dick. 
 
    I cringed, at the pain and the humiliation. 
 
    She grabbed my ear and literally lifted me out of the chair. I took my hands away from my cock and it bounced up, red and ready to shoot. 
 
    “Look at you! Just like a bad, little boy! Can’t keep your hands off yourself!” 
 
    “But…but…honey!” 
 
    “But nothing! You come back to bed this instant.” 
 
    “But…but it was you? I was doing it to you! I found your channel! I was…it was like I was making love to you!” 
 
    “Oh! You are making me angrier and angrier! To think you are doing that filthy thing to…to me!” 
 
    “Wait a minute! Wait!” 
 
    I managed to loosen her grip on my ear and I stopped. She whirled around and face me, and her boobs went back and forth. 
 
    “What’s the difference between me jacking off to you…and everybody on the internet jacking off to you?” 
 
    She had an answer, of course. “I don’t know that anybody is masturbating to me. But I do know that you are masturbating, and it is a vile and evil thing sexual relations should be between a man and a woman not a man and his hand it’s like you’re cheating on me and…” 
 
    She went on and on. There was no end to her anger. 
 
    I finally managed to insert, “But I wanted to make love to you…but…you wouldn’t…” 
 
    “I wouldn’t because you are too slow. You’re not a premature ejaculator…you’re a postponed ejaculator! Maybe if you’d spend a little more time appreciating your wife then maybe…”and she was off again. 
 
    Feeling hang dog, I stood there and listened, and, finally, when she ran down, she grabbed my dick and pulled. 
 
    “Now get in that bed and don’t move until you wake up!” 
 
    She pulled me into bed then climbed in after me. She spooned me, put her arms around me, one hand still gripping my aching, throbbing cock. 
 
    “Now I’m not going to let go until you wake up. So go to sleep.” 
 
    I lay there, feeling her large breasts pressing against me, her hand holding my cock. And I was supposed to sleep? Hell! A dead man couldn’t sleep if she was wrapped up against him like this. And I certainly wasn’t dead! 
 
      
 
    Morning, and I yawned and felt like crap. I needed more hours of sleep. And I needed to get off. My dick was still hard. And her hand, though not closed, was resting on it. 
 
    Her hand. I was close. Maybe…maybe…I tilted my hips slightly. 
 
    Oh, fuck! Her hand closed! And it felt so fucking good! It felt like a vagina! I tilted my hips again and again, slowly pushing my cock into the circlet of her fingers, felt the warm flesh of her palm against my bulging veins. 
 
    “Good morning.” 
 
    I froze. 
 
    She yawned and stretched, then hugged me again, and her hand ran into my iron cock. She giggled. 
 
    “Oh, that’s nice. You wake up like this and I know you love me.” 
 
    She began to stroke me, and pinch my nipples, and I groaned. I was going to get off…I was close…almost…almost…and… 
 
    RING RING! 
 
    The phone! At this time of the morning! Who the fuck… 
 
    The only thing Misty loves better than shopping is talking on the phone. She leaped over me and grabbed for her cell. 
 
    “Hello?” Was it my imagination? Or was she trying to sound a little…whispery? A little sexy, drawing her vowels out and… 
 
    “Oh, sure. I’ll be there in a half hour. Bye!” She put her phone down. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That was the company. They need me for a photo shoot.” 
 
    “This early in the morning?” 
 
    “Apparently my channel is taking off and they want to do some publicity photos. Isn’t that great?” 
 
    “Uh…can we, uh…finish?” 
 
    “Oh, honey! I’m sorry, but I’ve got to go! I don’t want to be late for fame and fortune, right?” 
 
    And, a few minutes later, as she went out the door, “You can watch my channel today, but remember…no yankie yankie!” 
 
    Oh, crap in a toaster. I NEEDED to whack off! 
 
    I went to work, and it hurt all day long, and I kept trying to focus on work, but it was hard! Hard working. Because of my hard. You get it. 
 
    But it was Friday, so I took off a little early and went home to watch Misty’s channel. 
 
     
 
    I sat down and powered up the computer and tuned into the youtube channel. Misty’s channel. And there she was. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    She was so beautiful, and her tits were so big, and I couldn’t take my eyes off her lips, her red lips, whispering into the camera. 
 
    “Fuuuuck….IIII neeeeed yooooouuu! Myyyyy tiiits arrrre hoooot!” 
 
    They did a close up of her lips and I leaned up tot he screen. I stared at those lips that i knew so well. I stared at the redness, of the plumpness. I imagined kissing them, licking them, plastering my own lips against them. My dick was like a rod in my pants and I unconsciously divested myself of them. I sat there, naked from the waist down and lusted after my wife. I needed her. I wanted her. My ball sack felt full and tight. My balls were full of unexpended semen, and I needed to expend. 
 
    I found myself stroking. Stroking. God, she was beautiful. I wanted to hold her, feel those beautiful breasts. I wanted to…and I was getting close…my cock was rigid, hard, little bits of pre-cum flicked off the tip. I was almost there. I licked my own lips and gasped for breath and I was almost…almost… 
 
    “JOSHUA!” 
 
    Fuck! I jerked back and let go, and one, single drop of semen came to the slit and hung there. 
 
    She was home, Misty was home, and I almost sobbed. 
 
    She grabbed the back of my swivel chair and turned me around. My culprit dick stuck out, and she gasped and pointed at it. “What do you call that?” 
 
    I looked down at the single drop of sperm hanging, elongating, ready to drop. “A start?” My voice was choked up. 
 
    “You bad boy!” She slapped my dick. I yelped and it bounced up and down and the little drop of semen flew off. It didn’t fly downwards, though, it flew upwards, and back, and hit me right in the mouth. 
 
    “Gah!” I blurted. 
 
    Misty stepped back in shock. “And you’re eating it! You’re eating your own…your own…” 
 
    “No!” I was starting to panic and I wiped my mouth off. “It just flew up and hit me! I don’t do that!” 
 
    She took another step back, was outside the room. Her eyes were wide. “You really are a pervert.” 
 
    “Honey! I’m not!” 
 
    But she turned and fled down the hallway. I followed her, and was just close enough to hear the bedroom lock click. 
 
    “Misty?” I tapped on the door.  
 
    “Go away!” I heard her crying. “Just go away and…and jack off!” 
 
    Fuck. Now I couldn’t jack off. I was in trouble for jacking off. No way I was going to get in more trouble. 
 
    I finally left the bedroom door. I got out some blankets and prepared for a long night on the couch. At least she wouldn’t be pressing her glorious body against me. (Sob!) 
 
    I settled in to watch some TV. I wanted to watch Misty’s channel, I was feeling really horny after that, but I was afraid to. I was afraid I’d lose control and masturbate. 
 
    It was about nine o’clock when I finally heard the bedroom door open. I sat up and watched the hallway, and she came out of the hallway and entered the room. 
 
    She was naked—oh God!—and she came around the couch, grabbed the clicker and turned the TV off and sat down on the other side of the coffee table. Her eyes looked red, and her mascara had run. I had made her cry. 
 
    “Honey,” I began. “I am—“ 
 
    She held up a hand to stop me. 
 
    I stopped, but it was difficult looking at her in the eyes. She was naked. I think I mentioned that. But I was getting frazzled and unable to think. 
 
    “Joshua, we’ve got a problem.” 
 
    “Yes, I know. I—“ 
 
    “Please let me finish speaking.” 
 
    I closed my mouth and listened. Sometimes this was good. She would talk for a while, get over her upset, and then we would have wonderful make up sex. 
 
    I wasn’t prepared for what she was about to tell me, however. 
 
    “Joshua. You are a masturbator. And…I saw you with semen on your lips.” 
 
    I started to protest but she held up her hand again. Which made her boobs bounce, and that certainly shut me up. 
 
    “Obviously I can’t be married to a masturbator. I’ve got standards. I’m a public figure with a large following. I’ve got murals.” 
 
    I started to tell her the word was morals, but stopped myself in time. 
 
    “I talked to the company, to my bosses, and they offered me a solution. I think the solution will work.” 
 
    “Of course. Sure.” 
 
    She frowned, I shut, and she continued. 
 
    “First, we need to do something about your penis. It is entirely out of control. All you want to do is play with it. That has to stop…” 
 
    “Of course. I promise—“ 
 
    “…with a chastity belt.” 
 
    My jaw dropped. My eyes blinked. My heart went ‘what the fuck?’ 
 
    “With a chastity belt we can stop you from abusing yourself, and you will be able to watch all the programming of me you want. In fact, my bosses have said you should watch all my programming. It is the best way for you to get over your preversions,” I didn’t correct her, “and they’ve even agreed to do special programming just for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “They are preparing scripts for me to read that will address your problems specifically. 
 
    “Isn’t that wonderful, Joshua? Isn’t that kind of them? They will create programming that will specifically help people who have the jacking off problem, starting with you!” 
 
    “I…I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “You don’t have to know what to say. You simply agree, or we will not stay married.” 
 
    I think, at that point, my mind broke into a thousand pieces, and the thousand pieces all got lost in some terrible hurricanic wind. 
 
    I loved my wife. 
 
    I was horny. 
 
    I needed my wife. 
 
    I was horny. 
 
    If I wanted my wife I had to wear this…this chastity thing. 
 
    But I was horny. 
 
    So, what can I say, I had no choice but to agree.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I was able to spend the night in the bedroom, which was a mixed blessing. On one hand I was forgiven, sort of, but on the other hand she had her arm around me and held my weenie. 
 
    I don’t think I slept at all. 
 
    But Misty slept wonderfully. She even made sucking sounds, like she was chomping on my dick. 
 
    She awoke at 6 in the morning. Fresh and rested and ready for her youtube show. 
 
    I had big bags under my eyes. 
 
    She got up and fixed a big breakfast. Of mush and orange juice. Gah. 
 
    I had a couple of spoons of the glop, then got ready for work. Tying my shoes I was thinking about stopping off for a bag of donuts on the way to work, when… 
 
    DING DONG! 
 
    6:30 in the AM? Who the fuck could that be. 
 
    I opened the door, one shoe off and one shoe on. My fly down. “Yeah?” 
 
    “Special overnight delivery. Sign here.” 
 
    Blinking, hardly awake, my eyes not awake enough to even read the return address, I signed, then brought the small box into the house. 
 
    “Who is it, hon?” 
 
    “I don’t know?” I started opening the box and Misty entered the room. 
 
    Inside the box was another box, and inside that box was a black, velvet bag. And inside the black velvet bag were…I poured the contents out on the coffee table. 
 
    A banana shaped piece of plastic, several rings. A lock. “What the hell—“ 
 
    “It’s your chastity belt!” 
 
    “That’s not a belt.” 
 
    “It’s a tube. Wasn’t that nice of my bosses to overnight us a chastity tube?” 
 
    “I…” I thought they were king-sized assholes, but what could I say? “I think…yeah. It was nice of them.” 
 
    “Take your pants down.” 
 
    I did, and my boner was right there, saluting Misty like a private salutes a general. 
 
    “So much for that,” I tried to hide my glee. 
 
    Misty frowned, then went into the kitchen. She came back with two bags of frozen peas. She placed the bags on each side of my penis and held them there. 
 
    “Ow! What the fuck!” 
 
    “Language, Joshua. Now take these and hold them. I’m not going to work until you have the chastity tube on. And you don’t want to make me late.” 
 
    I sat there, almost crying, as the peas froze my pecker. Slowly my boner shrunk, then shriveled, and shortly I had one of those little dingers that you get after swimming in cold water all day. Shriveled like a raisin. 
 
    “Excellent,” crowed Misty. She picked up the tube and fit it over my cock. It slid on easy, lots of room. Then she put a ring around my package. A couple of tries and she had the right size. Meanwhile, my cock was starting to grow. 
 
    She fit the ring and the tube together, inserted the lock and snapped it shut, and, voila, I was rendered incapable. 
 
    In capable of fucking. In capable of jacking off. And, truth be known, incapable of even getting a hard on. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, as my cock filled the tube. Soon it was pressing almost painfully against the sides of the thing. 
 
    “Ooh, look how it’s trying to squeeze through the little air slits. It looks all angry.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you be angry if somebody tried to stuff you in a cigar box?” 
 
    She giggled. “You silly, that doesn’t look anything like a cigar box. Besides, that tube is smaller than a cigar box.” 
 
    “You’re telling me,” I scrunched over and held myself and willed the pain to go away. 
 
    “Now then, you go to work, and make sure you come home early enough to watch my show. Remember, it is aimed at preverts who masturbate too much. 
 
    “I can’t jack off at all in this,” I whimpered. 
 
    She smiled. “That’s the point. Now, I’ll see you tonight, don’t wait up I might be late, and make sure you don’t abuse your little peeny.” 
 
    She walked out the door and I was left all alone. To whimper and cry. To feel my cock trying to grow big, getting hornier for trying to grow big, and then trying even harder to grow big. 
 
    Sadly, I went to work. 
 
      
 
    Work was half disaster, and half…something else. 
 
    The something else was that I threw myself into my work, tried to force myself to forget about my ever struggling cock. 
 
    The not something else, was that mid morning Bill Saunders came up to me and glanced down and whispered. “Looks like you’re springing a leak.” 
 
    I looked down at my pants. Sure enough, I was leaking. I was so horny the pre-cum was oozing out and soaking through my pants. 
 
    Now came one of the most embarrassing moments of my life. 
 
    I snuck into the ladies’ room and stole a tampon. I wanted a kotex, but they only had a stack of free tampons. 
 
    I then went into the mens’ room, and into a stall, and pulled the tampon apart, and stuffed it into my underpants. 
 
    It worked, the spread out tampon soaked up my juices, but…it felt weird. 
 
    Needless to say I spent the rest of the day hunkered down at my desk, my pants out of sight, and focused on work. And there’s the good side again, I got a LOT of work done. 
 
    I was leaving when Chuck Evers called me into his office. 
 
    I sat down, put one leg over the other, realized that showed a bit of a wet spot, so I sat straight and took off my jacket and put it on my lap. 
 
    Chuck watched me for a moment, seemed a little confused by my goings on. 
 
    “What you need, Chuck?” 
 
    He focused on me, took the puzzlement off his face. “Oh, I just wanted to compliment you on your production, you’re working really hard, but I noticed you’re taking off a bit early. Any problems at home?” 
 
    Problems? Oh, fuck yes there were problems. My wife is on a sex channel and I’m wearing a chastity tube and I haven’t had a cum in…in…I didn’t know how long. 
 
    “No…no. I just…” I dwindled out. 
 
    “You’re sure, because if there’s anything we can do…” 
 
    “Well, I am sort of scrunched about something, would it be possible for me to do some of my work from home?” I had to get out of here. I felt like my pants were probably soaked through by now. 
 
    “Well, sure. We can try that. Company actually has a whole program designed for that. The Covid thing, you know.” 
 
    “Oh, great.” 
 
    “Tell you what, you have a good week end, relax, and I’ll give you a call Sunday night and let you know.” 
 
    “Oh, that would be great,” my relief was evident. 
 
    “Excellent. Anything else we can do?” 
 
    “I think that’s it, it sure would be a big help. Thanks.” 
 
    “No guarantees yet, but…” he shrugged with a grin. 
 
      
 
    I got out of the car and looked down at the car seat. It was wet. I had actually dripped so much that I was leaving damp spots wherever I sat. NowI knew how women felt when they had their periods. 
 
    I walked into the house, changed clothes, and looked down at my prisoner. Mr. Happy squirmed within its cage. He was sort of multi-colored. Purple for the most part, but white where he was trying to sneak out the little openings on the sides of the cage. 
 
    And my balls hurt. Not bad, sort of like they had been kicked, but only by a midget. I could walk straight up, but I felt like I wanted to bend over and hold my balls all the time. 
 
    I went into the computer room and called up Misty’s program, and my eyes bulged. 
 
    Yesterday she had had a few thousand followers for her channel. Now she had…A FEW HUNDRED THOUSAND! 
 
    Fuck! The world was tuning in to see my wife’s body, to see her whisper obscenities and show off her boobs. But what could I do? I tuned in the program itself. 
 
    There was my wife, and she was in a new realm of excitement. She was talking into the camera, but her eyes gleamed with…with sexuality, almost like she was going to orgasm. 
 
    And her lips, so many close ups of them opening and closing, and looking like they were sucking on a dick, just from the simple act of talking. 
 
    And her tits were actually pink! They were glowing. 
 
    I watched, helplessly enraptured, as she said, “Fuuuck myyyy juuuuuicy hooooole. Eeeeeat meeee oooout! Stiiiick yoooour tooonguuue iiiintoooo meeee.” 
 
    Suddenly I felt like the hairs at the back of my head were standing up. It felt weird, but powerful, and…and good. It was a nice sensation, and I felt my dick trying to erect even harder. 
 
    Oh, shit! This was supposed to be a program about not masturbating? It was making it harder and harder and…and if I didn’t have the stupid cock cage on I knew I would be pounding my pud frantically. 
 
    I watched her beautiful lips kiss more words at me. 
 
    “Jaaaack ooooff. Preeeeteeeend yooour haaand iiiis myyy puuuussyyy! Preeeeteeeend IIIII aaaaaam suuuuckiiiiing yooou. 
 
    The feeling at the base of my scalp grew worse. I felt a delightful shiver shoot up into my skull, making my head feel light and airy and filled with glowy good feelings. 
 
    “IIIII waaant tooo loooove yoooou wiiith theeeese tiiitss.” She cupped her breasts and held them up to the camera. “Suuuuck theeem. Leeeet meeee fuuuuck yooou wiiith theeem.” 
 
    The feeling of shivers crept down my spine and I suddenly felt like my back was expanding. 
 
    I found myself sitting, helpless, and I felt a big splotch of water splatter on my caged cock. 
 
    I looked down, I was drooling. I was actually slack jawed, I had lost control of myself, and I was drooling like a baby that didn’t know what its mouth was for. 
 
    Misty’s lips moved, her breasts were on fire, her words went into my ears and caused a great soothing to enter my brain. 
 
    DON’T JACK OFF! The words appeared inside my cranium, flashed there as if made of neon. I should masturbate. I shouldn’t…and my cock was so hard, struggling to be heard…and I had the feeling that my cock was screaming out that it didn’t want to be masturbated. 
 
    What? But my cock always wanted to be masturbated! 
 
    “No, I don’t,” a voice said. 
 
    I blinked and looked up. I was no longer sitting in front of my computer. I was in a small, grey room. It looked like one of those interrogation rooms you see on cop shows. I was sitting at a table, my hands inside big chastity tubes, and the tubes fastened together by a length of chain at the tips. The chain went under a ring in the center of the table. I shook my arms, but the chain just rattled. 
 
    “Don’t bother,” somebody was speaking to me. I squinted my eyes. Who.  was…who was…and I saw, on the far side of the table, sitting in a chair, my cock. 
 
    I know it was my penis. I recognized the shape of it. Hell, I had stroked it so often that I should recognize it. 
 
    “What…who…” 
 
    “I am your penis, Joshua…” the skull bent towards me and the slit turned into a mouth. A mouth with red, red lipstick. Lipstick the color of Misty’s. And the lips looked like Misty’s. It had two eyes, and the eyes looked like Misty’s. “You’ve been a bad boy, Joshua. You’ve been abusing yourself. You’ve been abusing me.” 
 
    “What? No! I…you…” 
 
    I was looking around frantically. this had to be a dream, a nightmare! 
 
    “Don’t struggle Joshua, or I will make you cum.” 
 
    The big penis sitting opposite me  had a hand, and in the hand was a remote. The finger pressed the remote and I shivered and had an orgasm. 
 
    “Oh…oh…!” I looked down, semen was oozing out of the end of my cock cage. Just drooling out, never ending. “What is happening?” I sobbed. 
 
    “You’ve been bad, Joshua, and if you don’t stop cuming I will go away. Your penis will go away, and there will be nothing left down there.” 
 
    “This is crazy…this is insane…I can’t…” 
 
    My dick pressed the button on the remote again. 
 
    I felt a fresh batch of goo slither out of the end of my cock. I looked down. It was a massive amount, and it ran down my legs and pooled on the floor. 
 
    “Stop cumming, Joshua. Stop being bad.” 
 
    I was sobbing, and my hips were jerking, and the semen wouldn’t stop pouring from my dick. 
 
    “If you don’t stop I will go away. No more me. You will be left with nothing.” 
 
    Again with the button, and more and more semen emitted from my caged cock. The floor was awash with my spunk. The floor was a shiny pool of white sperm. 
 
    “Stop, Joshua…stop…” 
 
    I kept crying, and she kept pressing the button… 
 
      
 
    “Joshua.” My shoulder was shaking. “Joshua, wake up.” 
 
    My eyes opened and I stared around wildly. The computer was off. No more Misty whispering her kisses at me. Telling me to stop masturbating…telling me I was going to lose my penis. 
 
    I turned, and there she was. In the flesh. I sobbed and grabbed for her. I put my arms around her waist and sobbed like a little baby. 
 
    “There, there…” she stroked my hair and held my face against her boobs. “You’ve been bad, but it’s over. It’s over now, Joshua.” 
 
    I couldn’t stop crying, and I held her. She let me, for a while, then she pried my arms loose. “Hush now, Joshua. Go fix dinner.” 
 
    She left the room and I quickly followed her, my arms out, wanting her touch to reassure me. Oddly, my cock didn’t hurt. I didn’t even look down at it. But I was aware, in a vague, back of the mind way, that it wasn’t struggling anymore. 
 
    She turned around and face me. She pointed towards the kitchen. “Dinner. Now. Then you must clean the dishes and do the laundry. This house is a mess, and you can make up for being bad by cleaning it. Now, go.” 
 
    Refused her touch, I found myself following her orders. I went into the kitchen and began fixing dinner. I chopped vegetables and mashed potatoes. I put on a couple of lamb chops. 
 
    As I worked I looked at myself in the reflection in the window. 
 
    My hair was long, longer than it had been, and it hung half way down my face. I brushed it out of the way and continued preparing dinner. 
 
    And my face was softer. And my eyes were somehow doe-like, innocent. 
 
    I blinked, and perceived my body…my body…I lifted my tee shirt. I had little mounds on my chest, over the pectorals. And my nipples, they were bigger, and they were erect. 
 
    What was happening? But I automatically knew what was happening to me. 
 
    That dream…my penis talking to me…it…it was doing something to me. Something physical. 
 
    “Joshua, you have to control yourself.” 
 
    Misty was standing int he doorway. She had showered and changed into a sexy dress. Funny, I wanted to see her naked, like on her youtube channel, but…but… 
 
    “Can you take off your clothes?” 
 
    “No, you silly.” Then the strangest thing happened, she was standing there, arms folded, watching me, but it was like there was another one of her, bigger, behind her, over imposing on reality. And this bigger one said, “If you don’t stop having those bad thoughts your penis is going to fall off.” 
 
    I shook my head and the other Misty disappeared. 
 
    “What is it, Joshua.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “You can talk. Tell me what is wrong.” 
 
    “I saw two of you…and the other one told me my penis was going to fall off.” 
 
    “Well, it will, silly Joshua, if you don’t stop having those silly thoughts.” 
 
    “What silly thoughts…” I was so confused…nothing made sense. 
 
    “Finish preparing dinner and I’ll tell you. I’ll be waiting to be served in the dining room.” 
 
    I blinked, the dining room. I had to prepare a setting for her. 
 
    While the food cooked I took plate and cutlery out to the dining area. I poured a glass of water with a lemon wedge on the lip and took it out to her. 
 
    “Thank you, Joshua.” She looked so gorgeous sitting there, at the head of the table, rolling her red, red lipstick on to her most perfect and plump lips. 
 
    I served dinner, and stood by the side and waited to make sure everything was perfect. 
 
    “This is delicious, Joshua. Thank you.” 
 
    I glowed inside. I had never felt so happy. 
 
    She ate, finished, sighed and pushed her chair back. “Sit down, Joshua, it’s time we had a talk.” 
 
    Grateful, and feeling so proud to be allowed to sit in her presence, I took the chair she had indicated. 
 
    She sighed again, and watched me. “Joshua, Joshua, Joshua.” Each word was like a benediction, and made me want to please her more and more. 
 
    “I should tell you about my new company.” 
 
    I adored her. 
 
    “ASMR is designed to change men. These are implant programs, but they work on a physical level. You will have noticed that you are physically changing. And there are other programs which are designed to change women. That first day they had me watch a program, and I started waking up. 
 
    “I had been living a life to please men. The clothes I wore, the way I acted, it was all for men. I fixed you dinner and did the laundry, and it was all for you. Nothing for me. 
 
    “And while I slept in servitude the world went to hell. In a hand basket. Literally.” 
 
    God, did I love her. 
 
    “So I watched a special ASMR for women and I awoke to who I was, what my true potential was. I was no longer the air-headed, big-titted bimbo living just to wait on my shallow husband, to suck his cock and lay down so he could cum in my pussy. 
 
    “And I found that I was not just a woman, but a special woman. I had talents which could be utilized to help change the world, to rid it of male enslavement, to right civilization, to resurrect a women ruled world, as it should be. 
 
    “The good news, I know that, you are happy to find yourself part of this new world order. You are loving the certainty of knowing your place. 
 
    “You like to serve women, you like it so much that you are becoming a woman. It’s all in the ASMR implantation. You will change. You will grow large breasts and begin to color your lips. Your penis will disappear and you will live to serve me. You will make my life easier as I make the lives of the men and women of the world easier.” 
 
    I wished she would let me slide out of this chair, crawl to her and suck her beautiful, red toes. 
 
    “Now then, Joshua…there will be many changes in the coming days, but all you have to do is keep watching the ASMR. Receive my message, and you will be happy. Is that understood?” 
 
    I wanted to kiss her red toes, and stroke my dick until I squirted all over them. 
 
    “Is that understood?” 
 
    Oh, with a shock I realized I was supposed to respond. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    She smiled, and I about swooned. 
 
    “Then you may cum.” 
 
    She snapped her fingers and I fell on my side, right out of the chair and onto the floor, and cum started pouring out of my little penis. I didn’t have an orgasm, but i did release a large amount of spunk. 
 
    I stared in surprise at my penis. It was now so little it didn’t really fill the cage. And my breasts. They were small, but they hung sideways on my chest, and I knew they were growing. And I felt so happy. 
 
    I looked up and Misty was still smiling down on me. She patted my long hair and said, “You won’t need that chastity tube for long, but you will enjoy it. And it is necessary that you lose the ability to jerk off…the implantation program will work better if we control your juices.” 
 
    I smiled, I loved the feeling of being deprived! But…but…”I’m cumming…but I’m not…there’s no feeling…no orgasm.” 
 
    She shook her head, “Joshua, Joshua. Don’t you understand? Those days are over. You will have an orgasm, eventually, but not until we tell you to. You may go now.” 
 
    I struggled to a kneeling position and started to stand up. 
 
    “Like that. Leave like that.” 
 
    I knew what she meant. I might be allowed to walk upright later, but right now, in this moment of servitude being enforced, I was required to crawl. Like a dog. Like a pet. Like a person who, if they didn’t serve well, might well end up in the back yard, in a doghouse, chained to a pole and allowed only to bark at intruders. 
 
      
 
    A MONTH LATER… 
 
    I scurried through the house checking myself. 
 
    My nails were done, long and red and quite perfectly polished. 
 
    My make up was done to perfection, and my long, lush hair was coiffed in the French style. Only a few wisps allowed to dangle about the ears. 
 
    I caught a glimpse of myself in the hall mirror. 
 
    My breasts were large and jutting, perfectly presented by my maid uniform. The maid uniform was tight about my waist, and the top was a  thin, puffy blouse. My boobs jutted forth most deliciously. 
 
    The neatest thing, however, was my high heels. My heels were tall,  my red toes peeking out the end, and my freshly shaved calves were curvy and woman powerful. 
 
    It had been such a hard month, not because I struggled against the changes, but because I tried to hard to keep up with the changes. 
 
    I was a woman now. My vagina had finished forming, my dick was no more, and I lived to serve. 
 
    “Josie!” Misty called. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I hurried down the hall, my high heels clicking on the wood floor that I had lavished so much attention on. 
 
    I had lavished attention on everything. The grass was cut so that all blades were a scant half inch. It looked more like a carpet than a lawn out there. 
 
    The floors were washed and polished to a glossy shine. 
 
    The windows were sparkling clean. The drapes had been brushed, the furniture polished, and…and everything was perfect. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am,” I stepped into the living room and stood at attention. 
 
    “Is everything prepared?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. The kitchen has been cleaned. The shrubs have been trimmed, the…” I ticked off items on my fingers. 
 
    Misty listened, and I marveled at how she had changed. 
 
    She was a bit taller now, actually taller than me, and I knew this trend would continue. Her hair positively glowed with health. Her eyes possessed a sparkle that warmed the world. Certainly warmed me. 
 
    And her body, already amazing, was even more amazing. Her skin was glowing, her muscles had shifted and she was totally statuesque. Really an amazing example of womanhood. 
 
    And there was not even the slightest hint of the air-head she had once been. Not in looks, nor in speech, nor in action. 
 
    “Excellent,” she said, when I was finished with recounting the tasks I had completed. “Remember, best behavior. My visitors are very important, and I wish to make a good impression.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    KNOCK KNOCK. 
 
    She motioned with her head and I ran for the door. Through the living room window I caught a glimpse of the large, black truck parked in front of the house. A bevy of security vehicles surrounded it. Out of the security vehicles poured a veritable army of women.  
 
    Tall women in strict uniforms. Tall women with large breasts, long hair tied back, body armor that couldn’t conceal their robust charms. 
 
    I opened the door and four of the women entered. Glanced at me, and one frisked me, which gave me quite a thrill, then they spread out through the house, and more women entered. 
 
      
 
    I stood to one side and watched the women sitting in the garden. We had a large backyard, and a suitable house, so we had been chosen for this meeting. 
 
    Among the women sitting was my wife, looking so incredibly beautiful Surrounding her were more women like her. Leaders of industry, celebrities, all stunningly beautiful. 
 
    At points around the yard the ladies of the security detail held their posts, watching over everything. 
 
    Suddenly there was a stir, a few heads turned, and excitement ratcheted up. 
 
    “She’s coming!” 
 
    “She’s here!” 
 
    Oddly, I didn’t know who was coming. Just that she was a very important person. I had been working too hard to even think about who our illustrious visitor would be. 
 
    Four security guards entered through the side yard, took places, and then she walked into the backyard. 
 
    She was eight feet tall. Maybe taller, and a more gorgeous specimen of womanhood I had never seen. 
 
    She must have weighed 400 pounds, but she was perfectly formed. A 6 foot woman might be 36 by 24 by 36. She was at least 48 by 36 by 48. 
 
    Her face was large, her lips huge, but merely perfectly shaped and appropriate for her size. 
 
    Her hair was long, golden, almost glowing with health and goodness. 
 
    Most amazing of all, however, was her presence, her ambience. She exuded a glow that touched all, elevated all. Just to be around her was to feel her uniqueness, her goodness. 
 
    I found that my legs were trembling and my hands were shaking. I felt her goodness reach out and touch my heart. I would have collapsed, except…she wouldn’t let me. Her presence required that I stay and remain aware. Fully aware. More aware than I had ever been. 
 
    There were a few handclaps, soft things, but more mutterings, soft whispers of appreciation. 
 
    The giant woman walked past the gathered women and stood in front of them. She needed no dais as she was head and shoulders taller than all. 
 
    She smiled, and I felt, as no doubt every woman in the backyard felt, that the smile was directed solely at me. 
 
    “Good afternoon,” her voice was a pleasing symphony of nuances and  bells. 
 
    “I am Silithia, and I welcome you all to our new world. 
 
    “You have already experienced the world that is coming, and our progress will be magnificent in the coming months. 
 
    “Men are being transformed, and worthy men, the true Alphas, are being herded for service.” 
 
    There was a quick murmur, and Silithia smiled. 
 
    “I know, it is so discouraging to have to make love to a beta man, but we will shortly have large dicked men at your service. 
 
    “Now then, the purpose of this meeting is to acquaint you with certain factors that will aid in the transition of the world. ASMR is only one of our magnificent programs, and… 
 
    She went on and on, and her words were a blessing. She explained about herself, and how we should respond to the coming changes. I began to understand that I wasn’t just a beta, but was even above an Alpha. I was being allowed to transform into the highest form of life…a woman. 
 
    A world where everybody knew their place, and were content with it. 
 
    Beta men to serve in the fields and factories. Alpha men to provide the real needs of love and sexuality. And people like me, allowed to ascend to womanhood. 
 
    Eventually I would be a real woman, and I might even be allowed access to the path that Silithia was laying out, to become a giantess, like her. 
 
    It was an amazing future, and I couldn’t wait for it. I couldn’t…Silithia stopped talking. The meeting was over and she was taking the time to do a meet and greet. 
 
    I moved to accommodate the flow of the crowd, to serve drinks and treats. 
 
    Silithia didn’t move much, at first. She was the center and the crowd crushed in on her. I was aware of her security forces taking a powerful stand, protecting her at all costs. 
 
    I kept returning to the kitchen for tray after tray of champagne. I stepped out of the kitchen at one point and froze. 
 
    Silithia was standing right in front of me, her back to me, and I started to back up…except I was frozen by her goodness. 
 
    She turned and smiled down on me. “And here we have a fine example of a New Woman.” Everybody was silent as she touched me with her presence. “Tell me, dear, how do you like being a woman.” 
 
    I began to cry, deep sobs of gratitude. 
 
    Silithia nodded. She reached out and touched me in the center of my chest with one finger. 
 
    “You have worked so hard, you deserve your first female orgasm.” 
 
    A burst of white hot heat through my chest, expanding outward, flowing through my limbs. I didn’t have a dick anymore, but I did have female plumbing, and it began to convulse. My pelvis shimmied and quaked, my knees gave way and I collapsed. I lay on the ground, a puddle of an earthquake of orgasm. I couldn’t move, I could just gasp as the massive sensation had its way with me. 
 
    “And that is how we treat the New Woman,” Silithia chuckled and stepped over me. 
 
    Other woman passed over me, around me, and I lay on the ground, helpless in the throes of the ultimate sexual experience. I hadn’t just had an orgasm…I WAS an orgasm. 
 
    Time passed, and I slowly came to myself. Dazed, I sat up and leaned against the wall. 
 
    Silithia was gone, along with her security guards and all the women. The backyard was empty.  
 
    Misty was sitting in a nearby chair, watching me. 
 
    “Oh…” I said. 
 
    She grinned. 
 
    “How was it?” 
 
    “I never…I never…” 
 
    “Well good. You did a good job, and you should be rewarded. And now you know your true place in the New World Order.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I struggled to stand up. 
 
    Misty stood up and came to me, helped me stand on my own two feet. “Who knows,” she mused. “They might even allot you time with one of the Alpha men.” 
 
    Slowly, I stopped shaking. 
 
    “Would you like that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. And you may address me as Misty. You’ve changed, and while you are still in servitude, you have earned the right to address another woman by name.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am. Misty.” 
 
    She patted my cheek, “Now clean up this mess.” 
 
    She turned and walked away, and I stared at her form, her curves, her large breasts and round hips. And I could feel her goodness emanating, touching all reality with the unique wonderful essence that is the spirit of an enlightened and transformed woman. 
 
    I was lucky. Once I had been a man. A sniveling, creepy perversion of masturbation and self satisfaction. Now I had a chance to be a woman, a real woman, and all that that entailed. 
 
    The world would now be a better place. 
 
    I turned to the backyard and began cleaning up. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy. 
 
    Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.  
 
    “What do you have to say for yourself, young man?” 
 
    “Uh…” Danny replied. 
 
    Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well. 
 
    His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house. 
 
    “Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games. 
 
    “Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.” 
 
    Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end. 
 
    “What am I going to do with you?” 
 
    Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize. 
 
    Danny and his mother both turned their heads. 
 
    “What did you say?” 
 
    Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.” 
 
    “And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?” 
 
    “You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother. 
 
    Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.” 
 
    “Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused. 
 
    “Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.  
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize. 
 
    Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“ 
 
    “What?” asked Danny? 
 
    “Obstinate!” snapped his mother. 
 
    Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided. 
 
    “Go on, Elize.” 
 
    Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.  
 
    Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling. 
 
    Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes. 
 
    Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats. 
 
    Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?” 
 
    “Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.” 
 
    “What’s a hooligan.” 
 
    Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary. 
 
    “Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room. 
 
    “Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.” 
 
    “Oh, crap.” 
 
    “Language,” Elize stated haughtily. 
 
    They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things. 
 
    “I cook, you wash.” 
 
    Danny growled at her. 
 
    “Okay, give Mom more ammunition.” 
 
    “What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged. 
 
    “You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room. 
 
    Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell? 
 
    He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom. 
 
    “Danny?” 
 
    Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.” 
 
    “I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?” 
 
    “When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.” 
 
    “What are petticoats.” 
 
    “Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.” 
 
    “Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head. 
 
    “That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him. 
 
    “I…I think I should go to my room.” 
 
    He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses. 
 
    Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought— 
 
    “Ahem.” 
 
    He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face. 
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.” 
 
    “It was your idea. How could you do this to me.” 
 
    “Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming. 
 
    “You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.” 
 
    “What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty. 
 
    “Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.” 
 
    “Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left. 
 
    Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class. 
 
    Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued. 
 
    “What’s going on, man?” 
 
    “My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided. 
 
    “Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.” 
 
    Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.  
 
    “You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?” 
 
    “I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.” 
 
    “Oh, man. That’s crazy.” 
 
    “You’re telling me.” 
 
    Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man. 
 
    Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.” 
 
    Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up. 
 
    She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression. 
 
    Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head. 
 
    “Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways. 
 
    Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that! 
 
    “I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.” 
 
      
 
    Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t. 
 
    “I’m not going to school anymore.” 
 
    Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined. 
 
    Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity. 
 
    Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up. 
 
    “I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.” 
 
    Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.” 
 
    Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings. 
 
    “You can’t do that.” 
 
    Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition. 
 
    “Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.” 
 
    Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.” 
 
    “Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house. 
 
    Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long. 
 
    He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer. 
 
    “You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.” 
 
    “Now? Can’t you do it later?” 
 
    She turned on the machine for an answer. 
 
    “Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now? 
 
      
 
    Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor. 
 
    The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew. 
 
    His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed. 
 
    She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door. 
 
    The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades. 
 
    Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League. 
 
    Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags. 
 
    She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing. 
 
    And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job. 
 
    She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb. 
 
    Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room. 
 
    She put bras and panties into the top drawer. 
 
    Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them. 
 
     She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl. 
 
    She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts. 
 
    She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful. 
 
    Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions. 
 
    Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year. 
 
    She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength. 
 
     
 
    Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her. 
 
    “Daughter, sit.” 
 
    Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her. 
 
    Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.” 
 
    “Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?” 
 
    Elizabeth smiled and told her. 
 
    Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling. 
 
    “So I need your help.” 
 
    “It’s liable to get rough.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s got to be done.” 
 
    Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned. 
 
    “He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room. 
 
    Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front. 
 
    Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch. 
 
    Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side. 
 
    “Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him. 
 
    Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them. 
 
    Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work. 
 
    “Hey! Stop!” 
 
    “Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.” 
 
    Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits. 
 
    “Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed. 
 
    “Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.” 
 
    Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped. 
 
    Danny was getting an erection! 
 
    Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined. 
 
    Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard! 
 
    “Get off me!” 
 
    His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs. 
 
    His dick was getting harder. 
 
    “Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked. 
 
    “What’s he doing!” 
 
    She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize. 
 
    “He’s having a physical reaction.” 
 
    Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!” 
 
    Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that. 
 
    She sliced through his pants, then his underpants. 
 
    Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear. 
 
    Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked! 
 
    “I need to get his shirt.” 
 
    Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son? 
 
    “Let’s just rip it off.” 
 
    “No!” screamed Danny. 
 
    “We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck. 
 
    Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing. 
 
    Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood. 
 
    “Teeny weeny,” said Elize. 
 
    “Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible. 
 
    “It’s not that small,” said his mother.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion. 
 
    “Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed. 
 
    “Elize?” 
 
    “Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen. 
 
    Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple. 
 
    Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires. 
 
    Not for my son! she thought. 
 
    But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking. 
 
    She turned redder. 
 
    Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.  
 
    Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time! 
 
    She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing. 
 
    Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles. 
 
    The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it. 
 
    “Heysoos, Mother.” 
 
    “That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed. 
 
    Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.” 
 
    Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.” 
 
    Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk. 
 
    “FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!” 
 
    “I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize. 
 
    “I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded. 
 
    Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face. 
 
    “Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl. 
 
    “Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.” 
 
    “I’m not wearing that shit!” 
 
    Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up. 
 
    Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop. 
 
    Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.” 
 
    His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again. 
 
    “If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.” 
 
    “Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity. 
 
    Mother and daughter stared at his door. 
 
    “What’s for dinner, Mother?” 
 
    Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.” 
 
    So they did. 
 
      
 
    Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk. 
 
    This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police! 
 
    But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him. 
 
    He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away. 
 
    His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him. 
 
    Fuck! Who was left? 
 
    His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom. 
 
    He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans. 
 
      
 
    “Can you bring over some clothes?” 
 
    “I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.” 
 
    The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line. 
 
    “Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…” 
 
    “What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events. 
 
    “She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!” 
 
    “She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked! 
 
    “I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.” 
 
    Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now. 
 
    Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.  
 
    He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes! 
 
    He walked and walked, his mind going crazy. 
 
    He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed. 
 
    He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end. 
 
    His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath. 
 
    “I know you’re awake.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed. 
 
    “I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed. 
 
    “Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties. 
 
    “You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.” 
 
    “I’m going to live in my bed.” 
 
    “Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?” 
 
    “He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?” 
 
    “It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t,” he breathed. 
 
    “Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.” 
 
    Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!” 
 
    “Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room. 
 
    Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection. 
 
    Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like. 
 
    He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself. 
 
    Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room. 
 
    He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment. 
 
    He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed. 
 
    He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again. 
 
    He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly. 
 
    When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material. 
 
    “Hello, brother dear.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock. 
 
    She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.” 
 
    “Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!” 
 
    “Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.” 
 
    “You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection. 
 
    “Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.” 
 
    He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one. 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “About what?” he snarled. 
 
    “About wearing girly clothes and make up.” 
 
    He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.” 
 
    Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.” 
 
    “Neither am I.” 
 
    Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.” 
 
    “And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich. 
 
    Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.” 
 
    He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again. 
 
    “Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.” 
 
    “My penis,” he blurted. 
 
    “Yes. Your penis.” 
 
    For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?” 
 
    Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.” 
 
    That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed. 
 
    “You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.” 
 
    Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man? 
 
    “The true measure of a man is how kind he is.” 
 
    “No,” blurted Danny, instantly. 
 
    Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.” 
 
    He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened. 
 
    “Was Hitler a man?” 
 
    He shrugged. 
 
    “He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted. 
 
    “Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest. 
 
    Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “What about Dad?” 
 
    Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.” 
 
    She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.” 
 
    “How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?” 
 
    “Guy was cool.” 
 
    “You want to be like Chuck or Dad?” 
 
    Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them. 
 
    “Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.” 
 
    Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult. 
 
    “Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.” 
 
    He did know that. 
 
    “So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.” 
 
    “I don’t…” 
 
    She held up a hand to forestall his objection. 
 
    “You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.” 
 
    Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this. 
 
    “And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.” 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.               
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
      
 
    Girlism! 
 
      
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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