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    A Word from the Author! 
 
      
 
    21 fantastic, feminization stories! Now that’s a real treat! 
 
    AND…special little treat, I have included the complete series that is the novel ‘The Long, Hot Feminization!’ 
 
    I like writing the novels, and I write them as often as I can. But the unfortunate fact is that I make money on the shorts, so I mostly write those. 
 
    Still, my shorts are usually around 10,000, which is a quarter of a novel, if you think about it. 
 
    But, don’t think, enjoy, and remember that this is number ten in the ‘21story’ collections. 
 
    Make sure you get them all! 
 
      
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “It’s right up here,” she said. “Right at the top of the stairs.” 
 
    Jason looked up the stairs and almost fell over. Backwards. He would have smashed the back of his skull on the ground, except that Kat caught him. Grabbed his arm and steadied him and he looked up the stairs. 
 
    Twenty steps. And on the edges, facing whoever climbed, were the precepts of the Church of Love. 
 
    First step: God is Love. 
 
    Second step: Give yourself to Love. 
 
    Third step:  Love all women. 
 
    And so on. Twenty steps extolling the wonders of femininity, and how men should bow down and do as they were commanded. 
 
    “Yeah, cool,” blathered Jason. He was a strong, young man, early twenties, smart, handsome, exactly what the Church of Love wanted. 
 
    Giggling, not so drunk as Jason, Kat pulled on his hand and helped him mount the precepts. 
 
    “Wow, man, what are they saying?” 
 
    The world was whizzing past him and he wavered this way and that, but…up the steps he went. 
 
    At the top he turned around and looked down. No words on the way down, just black and white tiles collidoscoping to his drunken senses. 
 
    “Wow, crazy,” he muttered. 
 
    The door opened and Kat pushed him through. 
 
    The room was small, with a figurine on a black lacquer shelf. The figurine was a woman carved of ebony, long hair and huge breasts. She was about three feet tall, and her lips were plump and sensuous.  
 
    And a big, thick dick. 
 
    “What a babe,” commented Jason. “Who is she?” 
 
    He was staggering and holding on to walls and his new girlfriend. 
 
    “That’s the Goddess Love. Bow to her, then kiss her tits and you may enter.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Kat led by example. She bent to the statue and placed a kiss right on the carved dick. She straightened up and helped him to the statue. “You do it. You’re a man so kiss her tits.” 
 
    “Yeah…cool.” 
 
    He bent, almost fell, but managed to kiss Love’s right breast. 
 
    The lighting changed every so subtly. It became soft, yellowish, like a halo. 
 
    Kat helped Jason through the next door. 
 
    They were in the church proper, and alone. 
 
    He turned to her and tried to kiss her, but she laughed and fended him off. “We’ll do that later,” she said. “First we have to meet the High Priestess Love.” 
 
    “God is…Goddess is Love? And priestess is Love. Is everybody Love around here?” 
 
    “Pretty much. We have outside world names, but in here everybody is Love.” 
 
    “Cool. Yeah, cool.” 
 
    At that moment a tall black woman stepped through some arches at the back of the room. She wore a peignoir, very short, very skimpy, and her breasts were large and pointing. the nipples were erect. Her lips looke like they had been designed for kissing. 
 
    “Come on,” Kat pulled Jason along. 
 
    “Hey! Hi!” Jason greeted the tall woman. “You must be Love.” 
 
    “I am. Would you like to be Love, too?” 
 
    “Oh, man. I would like to be loved. Right Kat?” 
 
    Kat half supported Jason and Love kissed his cheeks, then his lips, and said, “All are welcome in Love.” 
 
    Jason grinned stupidly. 
 
    “Jason works for Senator Hodgkins.” 
 
    “Wonderful. Politicians need Love.” 
 
    “I’m going to acquaint Jason with our basic catechism. Is there a room available?” 
 
    “Room three,” Love said to Kat. Kat smiled and led Jason back to the arches. 
 
    Through the arches a long hall and they walked down it to one of the rooms near the end. As they walked Jason took note of how all the doors were red. He observed the potted plants, the alcove with a sculpt of the founder, Love, which was the same as the statue with the dick and the tits that Jason had kissed. 
 
    They entered the room and Jason backed up against the wall. He leaned to keep upright and inspected the place. 
 
    It was eight by eight. A bed was in the center of the room with red, velvet covers on it. At the head of the bed was another statue of the Goddess Love.  
 
    “Whoa. Look at the donkey dick!” Jason giggled. 
 
    Kat listened to the unbeliever and smiled. Such insults didn’t bother her, for she had a higher purpose. 
 
    “Let’s sit on the bed and worship Love.” 
 
    “Cool,” Jason murmured. 
 
    Kat wasn’t wearing much, just a coat and some lingerie and heels, so she opened the coat and tossed it in a corner. 
 
    Jason grinned at the sight of her nearly nude body. Her breasts were large and almost totally exposed. He could see her pussy when she sat down in a cross legged position. 
 
    “Come on, Jason. Get naked and let’s worship Love!” 
 
    “Happily, Jason stripped off his shirt and pants. He was commando and his dick stuck out. It was big, hefty, and Kat grinned. Normally she laid down out of duty, but this time the duty was going to be most pleasurable 
 
    Jason sat down, almost fell over backwards, but Kat helped arrange him cross legged, and she sat with a hand on his thigh, very close to his erect cock, and helped him keep his balance. 
 
    “Oh, great Love. Deliver the world with your fair thighs. May all worship at your breasts. May the poor of the world find succor at your soft flesh. Help deliver us from the Godless with your tender vagina and robust tits. May you…” 
 
    The prayer went on and on, and sometimes it seemed that Kat was just sort of making it up as she went. Eventually she was done, however, and she clapped her hands gleefully and turned to Jason. “We have been blessed. Before you worship at my alter, let’s drink from the breast of Love.” 
 
    Fine with Jason. 
 
    Kat found two glasses by the side of the bed and she put them to Love’s breasts and told Jason to work the penis. 
 
    Chuckling, Jason worked the God’s penis up and down, and little dribbles of wine poured from the breasts into the cups. 
 
    “This is the milk of Love,” said Kat, handing one of the glasses to Jason. She lifted the glass to her lips and touched lip to liquid. 
 
    Jason gulped it all in one bug swoop. 
 
    Kat hugged him, and when she was talking, telling him how beautiful Love was, he spit the solution onto the carpet.  
 
    She pressed her breasts against him and hissed him. Their lips did a mamba and their tongues were like swords stabbing into each others mouths. His hands came up and felt her tits, pulled them, fondled them, searched for the nipples and brushed and flicked them. 
 
    Kat moaned and reached into his lap. She gripped his big boner and jerked it slowly. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Baby!” He pushed her on the mattress and pulled her legs apart.  
 
    Kat laughed as he bent head and aimed for her pussy. He slapped his mouth onto that delicious orifice and began sucking. 
 
    Kat held on as he ravaged her with his mouth. Her thighs gave twitches as his tongue delved into her. She moaned as he sucked and kissed and chewed on her womanhood. 
 
    Then he was climbing up her body. He lay a top her, supporting his weight so he didn’t squash her. His thick dick brushed against against her slit and his balls touched her thighs, big and full and ready to go. 
 
    His mouth found her breasts and sucked until the pleasure almost hurt. 
 
    She wrapped her arms around him and whispered in his ear. “Fuck me now.” 
 
    He slipped his penis into her, a long shaft that rubbed her nerves and caused her to gasp. 
 
    “Oh, yes…yes!” 
 
    He began to slide his cock back and forth, rubbing the walls of her vagina. She became slick with juices and anticipation, she humped against him, and they climbed the mountain towards that precipice. 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” She half shouted. 
 
    “God!” he shouted, driving, pumping, chewing salivating. 
 
    She felt the trigger click, her body started to shiver and spasm. This was enough to set him off, and his penis began to discharge long streams of white.  
 
    She grunted, feeling his warmth splash inside her. 
 
    Then, having climbed the peak, they relaxed and let themselves slide down the other side. 
 
    For a moment they lay in each others arms. They kissed tenderly, sharing the sweet afterglow of Love. It wasn’t too long, however, before his eyes closed, and shortly after that he gave a snort of a snore. He fell into a deep sleep. 
 
    Kat shook him, but he didn’t move. 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    She jumped off the bed and went out the door. A moment and she was back, her hand gripping a piece of silver. 
 
    It was about the size of a fob, but only a quarter inch thick. It was shaped like a slender, bent bit of metal. Only an inch long, but curved and possessed of very smooth surfaces. 
 
    Kat rolled Jason over onto his back and spread his legs. She moved his buttocks apart and pushed the slender metallic object into his anus. It seemed to resist being pushed in for a second, then it was like something sucked it in. 
 
    Jason mumbled something in his sleep and frowned, but didn’t wake up. 
 
    Kat lay down next to him. She had caught her mark, and now all she had to do was wait for him to awake, then let the games begin. 
 
    Jason snored regularly and lightly. 
 
      
 
    Jason awoke and looked around. He’d had a good night sleep, and Kat slumbered next to him. Truth, he had had less to drink than her, and his mind was razor sharp.  
 
    Moving quickly but silently, he reached for his pants. 
 
    “Oh, baby! You’re good!” 
 
    Crap. There went his getaway. And he was desperate for a getaway. He wanted to find out what she had put up his butt. 
 
    “Hey, baby.” He rolled to her. 
 
    “Where you going?” she clambered on to him, grabbed his penis and stroked it. His penis, though he had cum just a few hours before, rose to the occasion. 
 
    He kissed her back, faking passion and trying to figure a way out of the church.  
 
    Kat rolled him over and sat on him. She laughed, groaned and held her head, then bounced on him. “Love is good for a hang over,” she whispered, grinding her pussy on his cock. 
 
    “Oh, yeah…” he flipped her over and delved deep. His balls slapped her ass and their mouths met, fused, and their lips felt so hot and sweet. 
 
    Maybe he could be a little late reporting in. 
 
    For long minutes he gave her long strokes, and they grinned and enjoyed each other. Her breasts were truly magnificent. 
 
    As for her, she was really liking this new convert. Well, almost convert. They just had to turn him on and he would be converted. 
 
    She laughed and twisted her hips and tweaked his nipples. It was such an enjoyable job, the conversion process. 
 
    Finally, he felt himself triggering. The little ‘on’ switch that signified an oncoming orgasm. The white heat starting to rise, his cock pulsing. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” She clung to him and he began to fill her snatch with baby batter. 
 
    And he deflated, was emptied yet again. 
 
    She held on to him, enjoyed his warm flesh. She whispered, “Shall we pray for a moment before you leave?” 
 
    He exulted. A way out. 
 
    They got dressed and went out the door.  
 
    She led him down the hall to a back stairway. Down the stairs he found himself in a large worship area. There was a big statue of Love at the head of the room, and she held his hand and tugged him along. 
 
    In front of the statue she sunk to her knees and pulled on his hands. 
 
    Wanting to keep his cover, when in Rome, he knelt beside her. 
 
    “Oh, great Love! Bless this world and all sinners. Let them see the error of their ways! Let them all experience your divine Love.” 
 
    As she blathered on, speaking carefully crafted inanities, Jason began to feel funny. Not dizzy, or anything, just, funny. Down there. He had just cum, twice in a few hours, yet, he felt a virtual rumbling down there. His balls started to roil, then his whole groin area felt like it was on fire. 
 
    He found himself standing up as he lost control of his sex. His penis was so hard and sensitive that he actually began ripping his pants off. 
 
    Kat looked up at him with surprise in her eyes. A good actress, she opened her mouth in wonder. 
 
    Jason couldn’t help it. The feelings erupting from his groin were overwhelming. His cock felt like it was going to blow up! He kicked his pants off and his cock stood out, purple, pulsing, and shiny, white drool dripping from his slit. 
 
    “Jason?” 
 
    The High Priestess Love appeared. Her flesh shiny and her hair long and luscious. Her expanse of boobs obvious, her round hips and lush lips. 
 
    Then Jason exploded. Well, not Jason, but his cock. It began to spew amazing amount of semen, big gobs that shot out and splattered on the big statue of Love. 
 
    Dazed, Jason collapsed to his knees, and his penis output fell to a dribble. He looked down and was stunned. He had cum twice, a lot, but this…this… 
 
    A voice whispered through his mind. I am Love. Worship me. Do what I say and your life will be glory. 
 
    It was a whisper, so soft, but it felt like it was in his head. Then he was aware of Kat holding on to him. 
 
    And then the High Priestess. They hugged him and Kat said, “Oh, Jason! The Goddess has spoken to you! You are truly blessed.” 
 
    A gong began sounding, large sounds that shook the flesh. More worshippers of Love appeared. They ran across the big room. they hugged him, they touched him, they kissed him, they celebrated and they welcomed him to their midst.  
 
    Jason was dazed and wondered what happened. He was unaware of the fob in Kat’s pocket. He just knew that Love had turned him on. 
 
      
 
    For the next few hours Jason was indoctrinated in the inner workings of the Church of Love. Most of it was just blatherings about living the good life and seeking out the path of Love. 
 
    Some of it was specific. He should be at the church every morning to receive more instructions from the great Goddess. She tended to speak to her children at the same time as when enlightenment first struck, and that every day, 
 
    During his education Kat stayed close to him, kept her arms wrapped around him.. She was constantly kissing him and telling him how blessed he was. 
 
    The High Priestess lectured him for hours, told him how wonderful he was, and that the Goddess of Love only chose the most devout for her actions on earth. 
 
    “Listen for the voice,” she said, then she kissed each of his cheeks. “You have been blessed and she will speak again. Tomorrow morning.” She hugged him and he could feel her large breasts, so hot and heavy and filled with…with…love. 
 
    After a couple of hours they let him go, and he staggered out into the sunshine. 
 
    Dazed, he walked down the street. Even as he walked he could feel a dull, gentle, vibration inside his groin. Man, they had really done a number on him. Well, first things first, he needed to eat. That would allow him to check for a tail. 
 
    He entered a restaurant and ordered a big breakfast. He sat and ate, and as he ate he thought. 
 
    They had done something to him. He wasn’t sure how, but he was sure it had to do with whatever they had put up his butt. And it must have been triggered when he was kneeling before the Goddess of Love. 
 
    Chewing on his eggs, forking his home fries, he didn’t see anybody tailing him. 
 
    Of course, they might be able to keep track of him with a GPS. There was no telling what that thing in his butt was capable of. 
 
    Finishing breakfast he left the restaurant and went into a big pharmacy. He bought a burner, entered a number and waited while it rang. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Jason rapidly recited what had happened to him. Making contact, sleeping over, having something implanted in his ass, experiencing his ‘revelation.’ 
 
    The man on the other end listened without speaking. 
 
    Jason recited his concerns about a GPS tracker being part of his ‘new equipment.’ 
 
    The man on the other end spoke quickly and gave him a simple instruction. He was to go to the county courthouse and pay a ticket. That was it. 
 
    Jason hung up and set off for the courthouse. 
 
     
 
    He stood in line and waited to be admitted. Deputies in masks ran people through the security screening. He placed his keys and coins in a tray, stepped through the detector, and walked into the big building. 
 
    He went to the big reception area, waited in another line, was bored, and said, “Jason Thromberg here to pay a ticket.” 
 
    The big, black girl nodded, checked her computer, then slipped him a piece of paper. “Judge Smithson. Court eight.” 
 
    Jason followed signs and wandered up to the third floor. He didn’t notice anybody following him, but he wasn’t really looking. He knew that as soon as he had entered the court building agents would be all over anybody and everybody. Looking for patterns, feeding faces into facial recognition, searching for anybody with an interest in him. 
 
    Interestingly, his butt was still throbbing. It felt good. He knew it was that electrical thing in his butt. 
 
    He sat in the middle of the courtroom on an aisle seat. His ticket was called fairly quickly and he stepped up to take his punishment. 
 
    They had mocked up a speeding ticket for him. 35 in a 25. He had to pay a fifty dollar fine and that pissed him off. It would be months before they would reimburse him, and he would have to fill out paperwork up the yin yang. 
 
    He walked out of the courtroom fifty bucks lighter and saw fellow agent John Handley. He had no expression on his face as he followed John into the restroom. 
 
    It was cool in the room, and John checked all the stalls, then turned to Jason. He spoke quickly. “No signal coming from you. Don’t think there’s any GPS. There’s doesn’t seem to be anybody trailing you. Go to St. Andrew’s hospital. Go to room 413. They’ll check out your ass.” Then John grinned. “How’s it feel, buttboy?” 
 
    “Not bad. The big squirt was intense, but now it’s only a light throbbing, just enough to remind me to be devout.” 
 
    “Okay. We’re setting up a passive mike in your apartment. Just speak to your bathroom mirror. We’ll be monitoring that. You’re going to be alone in the church, buddy, so be careful.” 
 
    “Middle name.” 
 
    He walked out, didn’t notice anybody, and headed for the hospital. 
 
    He knew, all the way across town, that he was being watched by his people. 
 
    In the hospital he was X-rayed, doctors looked him over, checked everything from his blood pressure to his hearing, then turned him loose. He went home to read a book and await his next religious experience. 
 
      
 
    The day passed slowly. He read some of the Wheel of Time. He was in the 9th book and totally amazed. 
 
    He skipped lunch, he had had a late and big breakfast. 
 
    He ate a TV dinner, wondering if the microwave would nuke his butt plug and do something. He could just see himself getting an earth shattering message from God while eating his rubbery chicken. 
 
    He watched TV for a while, and fuck whoever might be watching him. He liked Fox News. It wasn’t conservative anymore, but a couple of the people were still speaking outside of the party lines. 
 
     Knock. Knock. 
 
    He tensed, forced himself to relax, and opened the door. 
 
    “Baby! I couldn’t stay away!” Kat hugged him, and then began chewing on his lips. 
 
    Jason didn’t fight this one. She was a babe and a half, and, in a strange way, their personalities were meshing. 
 
    They entered his apartment and he offered her something to eat. Nope. But if you have anything to drink… 
 
    They grinned at each other and his pecker started to stand up, and it wasn’t because of no stinkin’ butt implant. 
 
    Within minutes they went from sipping bourbon and Coke on the couch to sucking each others lips. 
 
    Clothes flew into the air. 
 
    Flesh was unveiled, and he found himself paying oral homage at her between the legs alter. 
 
    She groaned and held his head and squeezed her thighs until he couldn’t hear anything. But he didn’t need to hear anything. He just needed to feel her warm skin, to trail his fingers over her hot pussy, to kiss her nipples until she shivered and shook. 
 
    And she gave as good as she got. She deep throated him, and he felt the heaven of his penis tickling her tonsils. She hefted his balls and giggled and put one of them in her mouth. She crawled up his body like she was climbing a mountain and began sucking his nipples. 
 
    He had cum three times in the last 24. Twice with her and once with the Goddess of Love. Damned if he didn’t think he was going to be able to cum again! 
 
    He pushed her thighs apart, and knelt before her. Eye to eye, he inserted, and gasped. If there was any time in which he hated his job, that was it. She was nice, she was sexy, they were simpatico. 
 
    But she was involved with the Church of Love. 
 
    He hoped her involvement wasn’t deep, but he felt that it was, had to be. She had put an implant in his butt. Without his permission. What was she…the Church of Love…planning? 
 
    She held on to him, was unaware of his inner cogitations and turmoil. She pushed her hips up and sorrowed. That he could only be a tool, it was sad. They would use him, and…and then he would be discarded. 
 
    She liked him. He was intelligent, a hell of a lover, and they got along well together. 
 
    He humped and humped, but couldn’t make it. He was drained. Super drained because of the Goddess.  
 
    She was able to cum, though. A series of earth shattering quakes in her vagina, her hips spasming violently, then she lay there, under him, holding him, and started sobbing. 
 
    “What is it?” he asked tenderly, brushing one of her hairs back off her face. 
 
    “Nothing…nothing. I just wish…” 
 
    “Come on, tell me.” 
 
    “I just wish we could be together forever.”  
 
    She looked up at him, bit her lip, and asked, “Do you feel anything for me, Jason? Am I more than just a fuck?” 
 
    He kissed her softly, for a long time, and just held her. Then, entwined, enwrapped, he whispered. “I wish, too.” 
 
    They held each other then, and the evening turned into night and they slept. 
 
      
 
    Morning. They arose, grinned at each other, and slowly got dressed. Hand in hand, they sauntered across town to the Church. 
 
    Jason, since he had been ‘touched’ by God, didn’t have to go up the twenty steps. There was a quick entrance down an alley through which the anointed entered. 
 
    Shortly he found himself kneeling before the Goddess of Love. 
 
    He wondered how they were going to do this, and when they did he was almost disappointed. His initial cum, his ‘enlightenment’ had been slick and an overwhelming surprise.  
 
    Now, kneeling with Kat, he felt the throbbing in his groin start up, become more intense, then his penis came erect. It was slower, more gentle, and he figured they wanted him aware enough to follow directions. 
 
    “I want to take my clothes off,” he whispered. “My dick…my dick is…” 
 
    Kat didn’t hesitate. She unbuttoned, unzipped, and pulled his clothes off. He knelt then, naked, in front of the Goddess of Love. 
 
    Then a loudspeaker spoke. “You must become a woman. As a woman you will meet the president. You will tell him that God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is Love.” And his penis spurted. He groaned and Kat turned to him, waiting. 
 
    Everything up till then had been fine, intense, out of the ordinary. But a speaker? 
 
    And everybody else ignored it, didn’t respond. As if they hadn’t heard his sacred instructions. 
 
    Jason figured out what he should do. “I heard her!” 
 
    Kat leaned closer to him, the High Priestess knelt by him. A half a dozen other women were closing in. 
 
    “Did you hear?” he blurted. “Did you hear?” 
 
    “God has spoken, my child. Is it in her wishes for you to tell us what she said?” 
 
    Jason acted overwhelmed. “She said I must become a woman, then go to the President and tell him that God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is Love!” 
 
    They hugged him then. All the naked women. They held him and rejoiced and kissed his face and a few hands even scooped up his semen and put it to their lips. 
 
    Jason was taken up the stairs, past the second floor to the third floor, to the living quarters of the High Priestess herself. 
 
    She lived pretty good. The furniture was new and clean and polished. She had a kitchen, very modern, and the bathroom was to die for. 
 
    On the kitchen table were real estate pamphlets, and it looked like investments were flowing. 
 
    The High Priestess of Love led him to the living room and he was seated on a comfy couch. Kat held his hand the whole time. He was naked, and there was no sign of his clothes. The throbbing in his crotch was constant and he couldn’t ignore it. But he wasn’t supposed to ignore it. He was supposed to be distracted and make bad decisions. 
 
    “Jason, you are blessed.” 
 
    “But why me?” Jason asked. “He didn’t ask the question with intent, merely wondering, trying to act like somebody would act if they had just had a religious experience. 
 
    “Goddess works in mysterious ways.” 
 
    “But why does she want me to be a woman?’ 
 
    Now the High Priestess leaned in and began the sell job. 
 
    In truth, Jason knew why. First, as a woman it would be easier to approach the president. He could stand in line to shake his hand and the secret service would be looking for some sweaty guy trying not to look sweaty. They wold not be looking for a woman with the glow of Love in her eyes. 
 
    Second, the Pres was a notorious horn dog. He would want to shake hands, maybe even do a little hugging. The secret service was used to that. 
 
    Third, and this he figured out on his own, the Church of Love might be testing him. If he resisted being made into a woman he might resist meeting the president at the wrong time, and all their plans were for naught. 
 
    But…and this was the crux of it all: why did they want him to meet the president? Telling the President that God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is love would…what? What would it accomplish? 
 
    Yes, the Church of Love was lambasted in the press for being fake, and the politicians had jumped on the bandwagon, and the President had been unusually obnoxious about the situation. 
 
    Imagine that, a horn dog objecting to free love. 
 
    But it was all about votes, so…so what was the big plan here? 
 
    An advertising coup? Something else?  
 
    Quite honestly, he expected some sort of violence, but this made no sense. 
 
    But when he voiced this concern to the High Priestess, why would God want him to be a woman, she merely smiled and said, “You are blessed, and Goddess wishes you to walk in her own image.” 
 
    Poppycock. 
 
    But…there it was. 
 
    “Okay, so what happens now?” 
 
    Kat answered, “Now we make you into a woman. We make you into one of us, Jason, dear.” 
 
    But she didn’t look to happy about that.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    At first Jason was unnerved. Really unnerved. He had the normal heterosexual’s revulsion for such things as homosexuality, cross dressing, feminization, and so on. 
 
    On the other hand, he had spent a lot of time and effort infiltrating this bunch, and he couldn’t blow it all just because of a notion. 
 
    This in his mind, he didn’t object when the Church people took him downstairs and up the block to a small beauty salon. The salon must have been a front for the Church, or maybe a place to launder money, or maybe just a place where they got their own work done. 
 
    At any rate, he walked into the building and the closed sign was turned out, the shades drawn, and he was alone with a half a dozen women determined to make him into one of them. 
 
    “Off with your clothes, said the High Priestess.” 
 
    Slowly, he took off his pants and shirt, doffed his socks and shoes. They slathered his whole body with some cream, but were careful not to go above the neck. Then he stood around for 15 minutes. One of the girls plucked his eyebrows, and he felt here breasts pressing against him as she leaned up to do the delicate work. She finished, and almost at the same time his skin started to get hot. 
 
    “Hey! This stuff is burning!” 
 
    They put him in a shower and two of the girls climbed in with him and began washing him. He was surprised when his hair came off, but they just giggled and soaped him and prepared him. 
 
    Out of the shower he was placed in a chair that was a sort of like a dentists chair. It folded back and his head was placed in a sink and his hair was washed. Meanwhile, four women each took a limb and they began to prepare and paint his nails. He washed as they pressed cuticles and sanded, then blinked as they pressed long nails onto his hands. 
 
    Kat was sitting to one side watching him. 
 
    “Pretty kinky, eh?” 
 
    And it was. At least, his cock was standing straight up and pulsing. This being an official activity of the Church of Love, however, the girls just worked around his surging manhood. 
 
    His nails done, he was given a short break while his hair was dried. His hair wasn’t long, but it wasn’t short, either. So they put hair extensions on him, and his hair suddenly, within the space of minutes grew down past his shoulders. It was lush, wavy, and matched his own locks perfectly. 
 
    “Okay, you ready for the heavy lifting?” 
 
    Jason looked blankly at Kat. 
 
    “Make up.” 
 
    Interestingly, his cock was really throbbing. And it wasn’t just the low level grumble from the implant. He was actually getting horny. 
 
    Two girls work on his face, cleansing it, then they stepped aside and two more girls applied primer. His face lost imperfections…but it also lost color. He was a canvas ready to be painted on. 
 
    And paint they did. 
 
    Foundation, blush. Creams and brushes. It all smelled sweet, and he wondered what he looked like. One thing was sure, when the guys at the office saw him like this he would never live it down. 
 
    One girl painted his eyelids and another put on liner and mascara. They switched eyes at a certain point. Finally, his face looking like a real woman’s face, his hair long and luxurious, Kat got up and picked up a mirror. 
 
    “Would you like to see what you look like?” 
 
    He nodded, being careful not to move too fast as a girl was putting lipstick on him. 
 
    She held the mirror to him and his opened wide. He was beautiful! He was a woman, at least in the face. His eyes had color, his lips were a delicious red, and they had even pierced his ears and given him a couple of dangly strings. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” He was careful not to take the Goddess’s name in vain. “I’m…I’m…” 
 
    “You are a woman. At least in the face. We’re going to work on your body now. Are you ready?” 
 
    He gulped and said that he was. 
 
    Underwear. He was given a corset thing. It was short, just under the boobs and just over the hips, but it was tight. When they tightened it down his chest was pushed up until he had the traces of cleavage, and his hips flared out just like a woman’s. Although he could hardly breath his waist shrunk to a ladylike proportion. 
 
    A bra, with two breast forms. He was standing up now, and glances at mirror showed that he was stacked. 
 
    He wasn’t a large man, he was wiry, and he realized that must be part of the reason they had selected him for…for whatever. 
 
    They tied his cock down between his legs, then put panties on him, and the buttocks were padded to help him be more curvaceous.  
 
    Nylons with a garter belt. His baby bald legs became sleek stems. They didn’t look manlike in the slightest. 
 
    They wanted him to wear high heels, but had to settle for low heels. It was obvious that he couldn’t walk in high heels. He would be staggering and falling and breaking his neck. 
 
    Finally, a dress. Not a flowery thing, but conservative. Not a pencil skirt, but still tight. Tight enough to show his curves, tight enough to interest a president. 
 
    He stood up and looked at himself in the mirror. The girls who had worked on him stood back and grinned. They had really done their job. He was not thin, but he was voluptuous. His face had been softened, the male planes hidden and the female softness accentuated. 
 
    “Give him a scarf. Hide his Adam’s apple.” 
 
    They wrapped a scarf around his neck,  and then the lessons began. 
 
    “Walk on a straight line, let your hips move freely, but don’t be a slut.” 
 
    “Cross your legs at the knee.” 
 
    “Carry your purse like this.” 
 
    “Kat will run interference if you have to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    On and on, covering the details of moving about as a woman, how to speak like a woman, everything. 
 
    And, under it all, the throbbing in his groin. A penis held down and back by ace bandages. He could be hard, but it could only point down. And though he dripped, he had a pad under it. 
 
    Sometimes he groaned from the heavy sex of it all, but the girls just patted his arm or rubbed his back and told him everything would be all right. 
 
    And, at last, they were done. Good as could be done. The High Priestess spoke to Kat. “Stay at his apartment, then Uber to the convention hall.” 
 
    She said something else then, and Jason barely made out words that he constructed to mean, “They won’t be able to track you back here.” 
 
    Hunh. Already trying to hide from their crime. What did they plan to do? 
 
    “Georgina and Sally will stay with you until you leave. Any questions?” 
 
    Kat shook her head. She had a look in her eyes. Fear? Yet she took me by the arm and said, “Let’s go wait at your place.” 
 
    They escorted me out the door and into a Chevy SUV. Like a celebrity. But I knew I was actually a prisoner. They weren’t going to let loose of me now. Not until they succeeded in whatever they were going to do. 
 
    We drove across town, and now there wasn’t much talking. When we got to my apartment the High Priestess put her hands on the side of my face. The throbbing in my groin was getting more intense. I think they were hoping to distract me, keep me in line. 
 
    “What will you tell the President?” 
 
    “God is a Goddess, and the Goddess is love.” 
 
    She smiled, kissed me on the lips like she was blessing me. 
 
    The door opened and I slid out, and I heard the High Priestess say, “Keep him erect. Don’t let him think.” 
 
    All afternoon I had felt the throbbing, blessing me, keeping me going, but as I walked up to my apartment the throbbing grew worse. By the time I opened the door and entered my legs were shaking and threatening to give out. My cock was struggling to get out of the wrap it was in. I could feel the semen boiling, and yet held just below the threshold of cumming. 
 
    Inside the apartment the three women made themselves at home. Kat sat with me on the sofa and the other two went to the fridge and got out a couple of beers. We all sat and watched TV. They watched, I was sitting, stupefied, my mind distracted by the sexual vibrations that kept me at a fever pitch. 
 
    And it was exhausting. Sitting there at a peak, hour after hour, sometimes trying to cum, but never being able to get there. By the time we were ready to go my head was lolling on my shoulders and my thought process was shot. I just wanted to go in and lay down and sleep for a week. 
 
    They stood me up and I knew, under my addled mind, that it was my last chance. 
 
    “Bathroom,” I whispered. 
 
    Kat walked me into the bathroom, got me ready to tinkle, and watched. She was biting her lip, very nervous, and she wrung her hands. 
 
    I stood up and faced the mirror. She put my garments back together, then freshened my lipstick. 
 
    “I’m a woman,” I said to the mirror. 
 
    “Yes,” Kat answered. 
 
    My mind was fried. I couldn’t think. My cock was raging and my inside felt like they were being cooked on a barbecue. I tried to push aside my sexual fatigue. I tried to frame my words correctly. 
 
    “What’s going to happen to the president when I meet him?” 
 
    “You’ll give him our message?” 
 
    The sexual sensations were increasing. I gasped, and blurted, “Will he be hurt?” 
 
    “Why would we hurt the President?” she asked. But I could see it in her eyes. Something was going to happen. Something bad. She knew what, but I didn’t. 
 
    My last ounce of strength, “Help me.” 
 
    It was a whisper. It was a gasp. It was the last ounce of effort. 
 
    Kat hugged me, and her eyes glinted up. “Oh, Jason. I wish…I truly wish…” 
 
    Then she turned me away from the mirror and walked me out of the bathroom. 
 
    I had trouble walking down to the sidewalk, but when I got there an Uber was waiting. The other two girls, Georgina and Sally, hugged me, kissed my cheek, and the ‘Good bye’ that Georgina whispered sounded pretty final. 
 
    Kat and I sat in the back of the Uber and watched the miles while away. Five miles across town to the convention center. A half hour without traffic, 45 minutes with. We had plenty of time. 
 
    “How you doing, Jason?” She sat with her arm around me. 
 
    “I turned to her. My brain scorched by dripping sexuality, and I whispered, “I wish. I wish.” 
 
    I would have cried, but I was too distracted for that. 
 
    The Uber dropped us off on 8th St. We walked across the street at a crosswalk, Kat holding my arm, and thus holding me up. It was only her firm grip that stopped me from stumbling, and tripping to my knees. 
 
    Up the sidewalk to the entrance to the convention center. We stood in a long line. We waited, me looking about with dazed eyes and wondering at the pretty lights. Her nibbling at her lip, looking worried, her arm holding my arm like a mother python would hold to her baby python. 
 
    The line moved, I was kept moving, and we entered the big building. We walked through the huge foyer, followed people excitedly talking, and made our way to the center of the auditorium. 
 
    Kat started to talk. 
 
    “We’ll wait here. It’s been arranged. People are watching us.” 
 
    Her commentary turned terse, even bitter.  
 
    “We’ll stand in line to greet the president. You’ll have a chance to deliver our message. Do you understand?” 
 
    I nodded, my head loose upon my neck. 
 
    She stood and looked at me for a long moment, then she pulled me down a row of seats. 
 
    Time passed and I wavered and looked around and wondered what was happening. I could feel my cock, but it felt like it was fragmenting. I realized, through the distraction of the throbbing thing in my butt, that I was overloading. Whatever was happening, whatever the butt thing was doing, it was burning through my nerves. I wondered when it was all going to end. I wondered when I would ever be able to think again. I wondered if I was going to be permanently damaged. 
 
    Somebody got up on the stage and started talking. The Vice President. He talked and talked, and sometimes people laughed, and sometimes they were silent. He talked and talked. Yak yak yak. I giggled. I was coming apart. 
 
    “Shush, now,” Kat whispered to me. 
 
    I tried to shush. 
 
    She was crying. Little bits of water were sparkling in the corners of her eyes. Little paths of tears trailing down her cheeks. 
 
    I put a finger to her cheek and wiped a tear. “Don’t cry,” I whispered, suddenly feeling like crying myself. 
 
    Everybody stood up then and began cheering. The President mounted steps and ‘All Hail to the Chief’ blared out. 
 
    Kat cried. 
 
    “Please,” I said. “Mustn’t be sad.” 
 
    She put her face against me then, and sobbed. But when everybody sat down she stopped. Which was good, everything went silent as the President gave his speech. 
 
    I heard later that it was one of the best speeches he had ever given. I remember little blurts of cheers, and then everybody was on their feet, screaming and throwing hats into the air. I wished I had a hat that I could throw. 
 
    Kat stood up, helped me to my feet. 
 
    I was a mess. I felt like my limbs were made out of Jello. 
 
    The crowd moved, and we moved, and somehow we ended up in a line. The line snaked around the auditorium and into a small room. Where the President would be greeting and letting people do selfies and all that nonsense. 
 
    We stood in line, me gleeful, Kat serious. 
 
    “Isn’t thish fun?” My words were slurring, my wits were up for grabs. 
 
    We wound around the auditorium, and fifty yards from an exit all the sexual hoopty do going on in my butt stopped.  Just stopped. 
 
    I looked at Kat. She had her hand in a pocket. It was pressing something. 
 
    I was sober. 
 
    I was exhausted, ready to collapse, but I could think. 
 
    “When we reach that exit we will have a chance. I don’t know if it will work, but we’re going to go through that exit and run for it. 
 
    “Why?”  
 
    She but her lip one last time and said, “We put something in your butt. It’s going to explode when you speak to the president.” 
 
    Holy fucking shit! I had a bomb up my butt? 
 
    “What…why?” 
 
    We were moving closer to the exit. 25 feet. Less than a minute at the rate we were moving. 
 
    “Assassinate the president.” She was whispering in my ear, making sure nobody near us could hear her. 
 
    “We…we wanted to get him back for disparaging our religion, but…it’s not really a religion.” 
 
    My mind was in a white hot shriek. I was understanding everything now, but there was more here. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Sponsored by Globalists. Technology passed to us by Globalists.” She mentioned some names, very rich people, people above reproach. “We take out the President, the Vice-President will declare war. Everybody makes money.” 
 
    “And nobody cares about people dying.” 
 
    She didn’t answer, just looked at the floor. 
 
    Ten feet. We would be behind a pillar. 
 
    “What sets this bomb thing off?” 
 
    I have a fob. Somebody else has a fob, too. If I fail they will…they will…” she stopped talking. 
 
    We stepped behind the pillar. 
 
    God, I was tired. I had been sexually beat to shit for two days, the last four hours I had been at a fever pitch, so sexed up I was stupid, but we had to go for it. 
 
    We simply stepped out of line and walked through the exit like two people who got tired of waiting. As soon as we were through the door we sprinted for the exit to the outer world. I kicked off my low heels and dragged Kat with me. 
 
    She was crying, she wanted me to let go and leave her. No chance. 
 
    She might be a terrorist, but I had a wish. 
 
    We burst through an outer door and crossed the sidewalk. We were on a side street. A line of cars waited for the freeway. We ran straight to a car and I opened the door. An old lady stared up at us in astonishment, then fear. 
 
    “FBI, lady. I need this car.” 
 
    She was slow, and I pulled her out. The old lady stood there, shocked, and I sat down behind the wheel. I looked up at Kat. “Get in.” 
 
    “FBI?” 
 
    “Get the fuck in.” 
 
    “You’re…” 
 
    “If you get in now I can help you. If you run you’ll get caught and go to jail for the rest of your life. The lady whose car I had taken was standing in the middle of the street, mouth open. 
 
    “Get to the sidewalk!” I yelled. To Kat I screamed, “Get in!” 
 
    She ran around the car and got into the passenger side. 
 
    “Thanks, lady,” I yelled and turned the wheel, got up on the shoulder, and started passing cars. 
 
    Honks, yells, we dove into the mess of cars heading north on the 101. I cut people off, I sounded my own horn. 
 
    Kat just sat with her back to the door, staring at me. 
 
    “Are you really…” 
 
    “Fasten your seatbelt. And give me that phone.” 
 
    The old lady had left her cellphone in the car, and it was unlocked. Excellent. I tapped a number into the thing. 
 
    “Jason. Where are you?” 
 
    “North on the 110. That thing in my butt is a bomb. They were going to kill the president,” and me, too, “What do you want me to do.” 
 
    I could feel the emotion on the other end of the phone. Panic, emergency, thoughts shooting off in all directions. Five seconds later my contact said, “USC Medical Center. They’ll be waiting. Do you need directions.” 
 
    “Nope. And…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The girl I used, Kat…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “She wasn’t in on it. She was a dupe, but she figured out what was going on and was about to come forward. She had names, lots of stuff you’ll need.” 
 
    Silence for a full ten seconds.  
 
    “That’s how you want to play it?” 
 
    Oh, Lord, he knew. But was he leaving it up to me? 
 
    “Jack,” I used his first name. “She saved my life and helped bust this thing. Take care of her.” 
 
    More silence, then, “Get to that hospital.” 
 
    “Right.” I hung up. 
 
    I drove, screeching around slower traffic. I was at the 101 and I cut off cars, nearly side swiped a truck, and arrowed out into…a mess of traffic. 
 
    Horns honking, and I was so very, very aware of what was in my butt. 
 
    Kat watched me. I turned to her. “When you give your story don’t try to lie. They’ll pick that up. Just tell how you had second thoughts and decided that this was a bad thing and you…you had to stop it. They won’t believe you, not all of it, but they’ll believe you enough that when I give my story they’ll…they’ll believe it. 
 
    “Why are you doing this?” 
 
    “Why did you tell me the truth? Why did you save my life?” 
 
    Try to save my life. I wasn’t safe yet. I wouldn’t be until they had the bomb out of my butt. 
 
    “Then we…what you feel…” 
 
    “I have a feeling built of wishes…and I hope it’s true. I want it to be true.” 
 
    I took the cut off for USC, on two wheels, and heard people screaming some very nasty things after me. 
 
    “It’s true,” her voice was soft. Her face was troubled. Her eyes were cast down. Then she looked up at me and a fierceness came into her eyes. “It’s true!” 
 
    I nodded, then I skidded into the emergency exit and slid into the ambulance circle. 
 
    They were waiting. Half a dozen agents. Some in tactical gear, all ready for world war 3. The look in their eyes, they almost frightened me, and they were on my side. 
 
    My door was ripped open and I was actually lifted out and placed—very gently—on a gurney. Jack was there. “Handle him like the big baby he is.” He patted my arm, “You’re a good looking lady, Jack.” He grinned. 
 
    It was too much for me, the day, the frantic flight, I started to sob. Two agents pushed me around the car, and as they lifted me over the curb. “Bring the woman.” Somebody said something, “No. Person of interest, that’s all.” 
 
    Good, old Jack. 
 
      
 
    Into the hospital and down the white corridors. Staring at the passing ceiling and wondering if my butt was going to explode. 
 
    A high tech bomb. How powerful was it? Was it going to blow me a fart to end all farts? Or was it going to take out a wing of USC? 
 
    Doctors joining the parade. My blood pressure. Type O. Turn him on his face. No…no X-rays. 
 
    Doctors in bomb suits joined the parade. thick gloved hands. Now how were they going to do the delicate job of cutting me open with their hands all wrapped up like that. 
 
    Into an operating room, and things got serious. Nurses, doctors, FBI agents. Machines. Anesthetics and…”You’ll be okay, Jason.” I heard the voice, I think it was Jack, and…the world faded to white. 
 
      
 
    Most people go all the way out. They don’t even dream. Some people have dreams, and some people even have memories, usually bits and pieces, of operations. I went all the way out. 
 
    And, I woke up. I was just laying there, on my belly, and realized I was awake. 
 
    In a hospital. And all the things that had happened to me. Kat. 
 
    “Well, well. How’s it hanging, Jason?” 
 
    “Like a dead man from a tree,” I answered lazily. I turned my face and saw Jack. Sitting in a chair, happy look on his face. “So I didn’t blow anybody up with a fart.” 
 
    “Not this time. Maybe next.” 
 
    “Ha!” I barked. then I groaned. I could feel sensations down there. 
 
    “How’s my asshole? Will I ever be able to shit again?” 
 
    “Can you believe it?” he stated with a tone of incredulity, “They didn’t even have to cut you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Nah. They just reached in there and pulled that sucker out.” 
 
    “I hope they chose somebody with small hands.” 
 
    “Big hands, Jason. The biggest. And I hear he lost his car keys in there.” 
 
    “Oh, ha.” I spoke drily. “So, tell me about my butt bomb.” 
 
    “High tech. Mostly in the material. They pried it off. Semtex. Enough to take out anybody in a six foot radius.” 
 
    “The president.” 
 
    “Shake and bake,” he quipped. Then he grew serious. “Jason. Tell me about the girl.” 
 
    I was silent for a moment. I couldn’t ask him anything, I had to just hope that she had followed my advice.               
 
    “She was Janey come lately to the plot, is my understanding. She grew disillusioned, looked around for an out, and there I was.” 
 
    He stared at me. He could have asked any of a dozen questions that would have put the lie to my statement. He took in his breath to speak, and I cut him off. 
 
    “She saved my life. She averted the assassination and saved the President’s life. That stopped a war and…” my thoughts leaped, “Has she been giving evidence.” 
 
    Jack sighed. “So much we don’t know what to do with it.” 
 
    “So what are you going to do?” 
 
    “Well, we can’t give her a medal, but we’ll have to keep her under wraps, then it’s the Witness Protection Plan.” 
 
    I said nothing. Witness Protection. She’d be safe…but I would never see her again. 
 
    “Jason, she keeps saying she wants to see you. Do you want to see her?” 
 
    Did I want to see her? Fuck, yes. But…where would that lead? In truth, I didn’t know her. I didn’t know who she was. We had been two survivors thrown together. 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
     
 
    A week later, all healed up and not even limping, I was out. I had a couple of weeks rehab time, which was a gift. I was ready to go back to work. 
 
    And I didn’t know if I wanted to go to work. 
 
    I could have any assignment I wanted. There was even some talk about kicking me upstairs. But…I had an emptiness inside. An emptiness left by Kat. 
 
    I wondered where she was. I hoped she was safe. She was a remarkable woman. She had saved my life. 
 
    And I hadn’t even said ‘thanks.’ 
 
     
 
    After the two weeks I went to work in the main office. Shuffled paper, thought about what I’d gone through. Missed Kat. 
 
      
 
    After four months I still wasn’t back in the field. And it wasn’t even my choice. I was undergoing counseling, and the psychs refused to stamp me fit for duty. 
 
    But I didn’t really care that much. I was marking time, wondering where Kat was. 
 
     
 
    Six months. I was being used in conjunction with the trials for the terrorists, and for the rich and powerful people who had betrayed the United States. It wasn’t hard work. Sometimes it was even interesting. But I still thought about Kat. I could see her face in my mind. I couldn't brush my teeth without seeing her in the mirror that last day. Beautiful Kat. 
 
      
 
    A year. I returned home to my apartment. My one room apartment. Familiar but empty bed. Fridge filled with TV dinners and Haagen Dazs. A big screen TV that showed a world that wasn’t much more than vacuous poop. 
 
    I put the key in the lock, turned it. Stopped. 
 
    The lock wasn’t locked. 
 
    I took out my pistol and stood to one side. I pushed the door open. Nothing. 
 
    I looked in. 
 
    At the far end of the room a figure sat. She was shadowed by the curtains, but I knew who it was. I slipped my pistol back into the holster and entered the room. 
 
    “Hello,” I said. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    Nothing for a long moment. I wanted to hug her, but I was afraid. 
 
    “I’ll leave if you want me to.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to.” 
 
    She broke down then. Sobbed like a baby. I moved forward and put my arms around her. It was like coming home. It was all the good things I dreamed of, and none of the bad.  
 
    She held on, her body racked, getting my jacket all wet. 
 
    I lifted her chin and gazed into her eyes. I kissed her. Her lips were as I remembered. Warm, soft, promises of years to come. 
 
    She touched my pants, tentatively, and hesitantly asked, “Are you all right?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    We began undressing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    epilogue 
 
      
 
    The Church of Love was busted for everything from fraud to treason. The High Priestess was put in jail, and the common opinion is that she’ll have to wait for the second coming to get parole.. 
 
    Trying to assassinate the President of the United States? My understanding is that even the convicts in jail hate her. 
 
    As for Kat, she was put in Witness Protection, but that was okay with me. I had a choice of jobs, and I opted for…Witness Protection. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Roger was careful. You had to be when you did what he did. The last thing he wanted was to be caught by the police. He didn’t want to spend the rest of his life in jail. 
 
    When he picked a target he would wait. He would go on about his business, go shopping, stop in at a bar, get to know people. 
 
    Most people who did what he did would try to stay hidden, and they would be noticed for that. He was hiding out in the open, and when his crime had been committed and everybody was aghast, he was aghast right along with them.  
 
    ‘Oh, my gosh! that happened to her?’ 
 
    ‘Why can’t they catch that guy?’ 
 
    ‘Let me catch him. I’ll show him a thing or two!’ 
 
    He would chat with people, and the bonus was what they said, almost like admiration, for the things that he was doing. 
 
    Like a guy who raped women was getting his 15 minutes of fame, and not the bad kind of fame. 
 
    Then, the deed done, his crime committed, he would slowly fade. He might take months to drop contacts, stop hanging around the neighborhood, leave. 
 
    He was a known factor, and so would never be accused. 
 
      
 
    He picked out Jane Witter in a grocery store. He was picking up frozen sausage, fifty links of Vermont maple syrup flavored. Along with some waffles.  
 
    Butter and sausages in a skillet. Pop the waffles in the toaster, slap on the butter, drench with syrup, Aunt Jemima, the politically incorrect syrup, and, voila, breakfast. A real breakfast. Not Post Toasties or some of that other crap. 
 
    She was looking at chicken tits. 
 
    He always wondered why people called them breasts. Breasts were tits, so call them tits. Then he wondered if chickens had actually mammary glands. Maybe they should be called something else entirely. 
 
    Chests. 
 
    Chicken chests. 
 
    Yeah. 
 
    She had picked up a package of chicken boobs, looked at the price and tossed them back into the freezer. Disgusted with the price. 
 
    An elegant toss of the chests, which resulted in a slight sway of her buttocks, and then his eyes had traveled upwards to the chest. The breasts. the boobs. The mammary glands that made him lick his lips and gulp. 
 
    Most men, who did the things he did, would have followed her right then. Hands in their pants. Drooling. Drawing attention to themselves by wanting not to draw attention to themselves. 
 
    Then, whether they were successful or not, they were remembered. And found. And arrested. And spend a lo-o-ong time in the hoosegow. And then be registered sex offenders. 
 
    Roger didn’t follow her. He got ahead of her, paid for his waffles and sausage, and sat in his car. 
 
    She came out, drove right past him, and he made a note of her license plate. 
 
    Why follow some one when everything is on the internet? Or, the dark net? 
 
    Jane Witter. Divorced and lived in a house on the edge of town. Perfect. He had her license plate number, her date of birth, data on her credit score, her voting record, and so on. 
 
    He even had her shoe size. 
 
    And it had taken him fifteen minutes on the dark web. Except for the shoe size. that he got by hacking Amazon, one of the easiest sites to hack in the world. 
 
    So he had all her information. He started stalking her. 
 
    NOT! 
 
    He drove by occasionally, saw her in the front yard once. Talking to some biddy. 
 
    He waited on corners, following her to work one corner at a time, one day at a time. 
 
    He went into her company and asked for a job. She didn’t walk by, but he would have ignored her if she had. Or greeted her, if appropriate. 
 
    He began to be seen in her neighborhood. He became familiar. 
 
    Talked to someone in the grocery store. Bought beer for some kids at a liquor store. Took his laundry in. Got gas. Joked with people. 
 
    Familiar. Not somebody to be suspicious of. 
 
    Then, two months later, a known factor, a harmless feature of the neighborhood, he began the serious stalking. 
 
    He parked his van, with tinted windows, a hundred yards up from her house. Stayed a couple of hours and made notes. Exact time of arrival home from work. 
 
    A week later, having changed the sign on his van from Bobby’s Electric to Hiram’s Plumbing, he parked a hundred yards in the other direction. 
 
    He took pictures, looked for places he could conduct surveillance from. 
 
    He didn’t sit in a car for a week, or hide behind a tree, or anything like that. He just did research, and then, a month later, he went black. 
 
    He had military grade night goggles, the NVG7 Night Vision goggles. He had found them in a war surplus shop and talked the owner down. 
 
    He would park the next block over, listen to his Android app ‘Scanner Radio’ for what the police were doing, and when the cops were on the far side of town he would take a quick walk. With his night vision goggles he would take note of neighbors, open windows, dogs, even cats. Sometimes he would deliberately blow on a dog whistle just to make sure no mutts would come a’howling. 
 
    He checked out Zillow and other real estate sites to get floor plans. 
 
    He would look for houses with no adjacent bedrooms. 
 
    And, when he knew everything there was to know, he would dress in black, make sure his taser was charged, and go a’calling. 
 
      
 
    Jane’s house was on a cul de sac. Behind it were the woods. Deep woods. 
 
    The lots were spacious and the neighbors were old, hard of hearing, went to bed early. 
 
    Roger walked along the rear fence, a cinder block construction, and peered into Jane’s back yard. 
 
    He took his time, watched for anything out of the ordinary.And only after a half hour or so did he creep over the wall and approach the house. 
 
    He listened to the walls with a doctor’s stethoscope. He listened to windows. Jane was sleeping in her bedroom, about six feet from the window. Her heartbeat was slow, regular, strong. He heard her sigh, give a half snore. 
 
    Finally, he moved to the kitchen door, on the other side of the house. He took out his picks and opened the door quick and easy. He snipped the chain with a small bolt cutter, he opened the door. 
 
    The house was silent. No nightlights. His night vision goggles worked perfectly. 
 
    He was wearing moccasins and he slithered through the house not making a sound. He came to the hallway down which was the bedroom. He padded noiselessly to her bedroom. The door was open and he looked at her bed. The bed was empty and… 
 
      
 
    Jane’s eyes opened. Somebody was in the house. She slid out of bed and grabbed a small baseball bat, only 28 inches long, good for small boys and girls, and stepped to the side of the door. She knew her house, and she made not a speck of noise. 
 
    She could feel him. His heart beat. His breathing. Right outside the door. her hearing was very acute and she could tell he was standing right in front of the door. 
 
    She flicked the light switch and swung for the bleachers. 
 
    “AIII!” Roger was suddenly blinded. He pulled the trigger on the taser and missed. Then the bat his hit night vision goggles and everything turned black. 
 
      
 
    The man had fallen back and was laid out across the hallway, his head tilted up against the wall. He looked like he was sleeping. Which he was. 
 
    He was wearing black pants, black hoody, even a black knit hat. His shoes were black, his face was painted black and he was wearing black gloves. 
 
    Jane was shaking. She crept around the man laying on her floor. She nudged him with her toe, the bat held ready. 
 
    He was out. 
 
    He had a sack and she opened it. Hand cuffs. Duc tape. Dildos. Butt plugs. Holy fuck! 
 
    She dragged him down the hallway. Next to the kitchen was a door to the basement and she opened the door, turned the light on, and dragged him down the steps. 
 
    He made a noise, and she pulled harder. 
 
    At the rear of the basement was a thick metal pole. She handcuffed him to the pole, and just in time. 
 
    “Huh…what?” 
 
    Jane jumped back. 
 
    Roger opened his eyes. One was bloodshot, the effects of being smacked in the grin with a baseball bat. He looked like a ferret with a bloodshot eye. 
 
    “What?” he asked, sounding a little stupid. 
 
    Jane ran around the pole and closed the basement window. It opened on the backyard, chances are nobody would hear, but she couldn’t take a chance. 
 
    She ran upstairs, grabbed a blanket she had meaning to throw out,   and ran outside. She folded it into a square and pressed the square against the basement window. The man had started yelling, and she was relieved when those lusty yells suddenly sounded like they were block away. 
 
    She went back into the house, into the kitchen, and poured herself a drink. She sat at the table and sipped, and tried to control her breathing. 
 
    She could hear the man yelling, barely. 
 
    She listened, found herself growing calmer, and she headed back to the basement. 
 
     
 
    “Hey! Let me go!” 
 
    She studied the man. Underneath the camouflage paint it seemed that he wasn’t actually bad to look at.  
 
    She sat down on a folding chair and picked up his sack.  
 
    “You can’t keep me here! This is false imprisonment!” 
 
    She emptied the sack and studied the items. Wire. Pliers. Rope. A weird thing that she finally figured out was a penis gag. 
 
    “This is against the constitution! I demand you let me go.” 
 
    She picked up a dildo and waggled it. “Really?” 
 
    “That’s a joke I picked up for a friend.” 
 
    “Hah hah,” she muttered. 
 
    “Listen, lady. You let me go now and I won’t tell the police. I’ll forget all about this. We go our separate ways and you have nothing to worry about. 
 
    “So what were you going to do with all this stuff?” 
 
    “Nothing. It’s a joke! I found it.” 
 
    “You found it, broke into my house and came back to my bedroom.” 
 
    “I didn’t break anything. The back door was open.” 
 
    Suddenly she was tired of listening to him. All that came out of his mouth were excuses and justifications. 
 
    She picked up the penis gag. She tossed it to him. He dropped it, but she knew he could pick it up. “Put it on.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You were going to have me wear it, so you wear it.” 
 
    “The fuck you say! Lady, I’m going to sue you for everything you have!” 
 
    She frowned. The problem was…he could, and doubtless would. In this modern society criminals could sue citizens for not letting them commit their crimes. 
 
    “Come on. Let me go. You know I’m right. You let me go now and—“ 
 
    She picked up the taser and shot him. 
 
    ZZZZT! The smell of burning flesh. 
 
    He writhed and jerked. 
 
    When the charge was exhausted he was unconscious. Still, she didn’t take a chance. She kicked his legs out of the way, moved in behind him and slipped put the penis gag in his mouth. She frowned. He might be able to take the gag off with his hands. She took one cuff off and turned him and cuffed his hands again, but this time behind his back and around the pole. 
 
    She nodded, was content, and went back upstairs. 
 
    Her drink was sitting on the table and she finished it off. Then she went into her bedroom and laid down. 
 
      
 
    Jane awoke and the son was shining. It was a beautiful day, and she remembered the man who was in her basement. 
 
    A stalker? A rapist? A serial killer? 
 
    She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    What was she going to do with him. 
 
    Honestly, she should have called the cops. 
 
    But she had been so flustered, so brain dazed by the actual fact of the happening, that she had missed her opportunity. If she called now  there was a super increased chance they would arrest her for battery, false imprisonment,  
 
    Frowning, she swiveled to a sitting position, rubbed her eyes, then got up. She put on her tatty, old robe and shuffled out to the kitchen. Yawning, she put on a pot and waited. 
 
    Outside the kitchen window birds were singing in the trees. She heard Mrs. Jenkins talking to what sounded like the garbage man. At least she heard the grind of the big lift going up and down, then voices from the direction of her house. 
 
    A man in her house. In the basement. Dressed in black. 
 
    She opened up her laptop and typed in ‘failure to report a crime. Several things relating to ‘crimes of omission’ popped up: 
 
      
 
    …misdemeanor and shall be punished by a sentence of not more than 6 months imprisonment or a fine of not more than $500. 
 
      
 
    …commits a felony of the third degree, punishable as provided in s. 775.082… 
 
      
 
    …A person who learns of the crime after it is committed and helps the criminal to conceal it, or aids the criminal in escaping, or simply fails to report the crime, is known as an "accessory after the fact. 
 
      
 
    Holy crap! She had already committed a felony! And all she had done was defend herself. 
 
    Well, she had cuffed him to a pole. 
 
    But, still… 
 
    She sipped coffee, thought about her chances in court and realized they were not good. 
 
    He would appear in a suit with a slick lawyer.  
 
    She couldn’t afford lawyer, let a lone a good one. 
 
    Sighing, she picked up her phone and tapped the screen. 
 
    “My God! It’s the dawn of crack! This better be good!” 
 
    Jane snickered as she looked out the window. It was nine o’clock. 
 
    “Hey Brenda. I have a slight problem.” 
 
    “Jane! My besty forever! Or at least until I find a sugar daddy. What is your problem.” 
 
    “I hit an intruder with a baseball bat then locked him in my basement.” 
 
    Dead silence. Graveyard silence. Silence after the zombie apocalypse.  
 
    “Your voice. You’re not kidding.” 
 
    “No. No. But I don’t know what to do with him.” 
 
    “You…I…” pause. “I’ll be over in ten.” 
 
    “Make it 20. I have to shower.” 
 
    Brenda made it in ten. Jane left the front door open for her and she walked in about the same time Jane stepped out of the shower. 
 
    Jane came in drying her hair and poking a bit of the towel into her ear. “Did you lock the door?” 
 
    Brenda locked the door. 
 
    “Where is this Night Stalker?” 
 
    Jane led her down to the basement. They crossed to where a slender, young man, dressed in black and wearing black face paint and now possessing two bloodshot eyes stared up at them. The penis gag muffled his voice. 
 
    Brenda stared down at him. She was wearing swears and her hair was out and about. She folded her arms under her breasts and the man looked down at her boobs and gulped. 
 
    Brenda blinked. She dropped her hands. He looked up at her eyes. She folded her arms and he looked down at her boobs. 
 
    She chuckled. 
 
    “You caught a pervert!” 
 
    “Yeah, but what do I do with him?” 
 
    “Well, if he’s too small, under the limit, you’re supposed to throw him back.” 
 
    Jane snickered. Brenda had always had the most bizarre sense of humor. Going along with it, not realizing what might happen, she said, “How do we tell if he’s too small.” 
 
    Brenda looked around. She saw the ‘tools’ the intruder had brought with him. She bent and picked up a razor knife.  
 
    She looked at the man. She grinned. 
 
    He got scared real fast. He started blubbering. 
 
    Brenda walked to him, squatted just outside of kicking range and held the knife up. 
 
    “I’m going to cut your clothes off. If you try to hit or kick me, or anything you might accidentally run into this. Do you understand?” 
 
    The man’s bloodshot eyes were wide, looked like roadmaps in a heavily traveled state. He gulped, and he nodded. He was already trying to back away. The pole, of course, stopped that. 
 
    Boldly, almost daring the man to try something, Brenda stepped forward and began cutting the man’s hoody off. Unfortunately, it was loose and stretchy material and Brenda had to saw and rip. Fortunately, she managed to cut his hoodie off without slicing his flesh off. 
 
    “I don’t think…maybe we shouldn’t…” 
 
    “Do you think this perv would have cut your clothes off?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t…but that doesn’t mean we should act like him!” 
 
    “Duly noted.” She sliced his black tee shirt, and when it was loose enough she pulled back and ripped it off, and the girls’ eyes went wide. 
 
    He had pale skin, not much muscle, was hairless, and wore  a bra. 
 
    They both started giggling. 
 
    Under the black paint the intruder turned redder than a stop sign. 
 
    Brenda stepped back, holding the remnants of the tee shirt. “Oh, my God! You really did catch a pervert!” 
 
    “What a sicko!” 
 
    They kept laughing, calming down, then laughing some more. 
 
    Roger wanted to curl up and die of shame. 
 
    Finally, Brenda calmed down enough to say, “Okay. Why don’t you get some cold cream and I’ll get my camera.” 
 
    A minute later the girls were back. 
 
    “Okay, bozo., remember the rules. You kick and I slice.” 
 
    Truth, Roger wasn’t much when it came to violence. Oh, he could tie a girl up with the best of them, once they were unconscious. But when it came to risking damage to his own person…he was cautious. Thus, he held still while Brenda used cold cream to clean up his face. 
 
    “You know,” said Brenda, “he actually isn’t ugly.” 
 
    “”No.” 
 
    “Hey, bozo, what’s your name?” 
 
    Roger said nothing. 
 
    Brenda said, “Where’s that baseball bat you used?” 
 
    Roger stiffed and tried to back away, again running right into the pole. 
 
    “Upstairs. I used the taser on him.” 
 
    Brenda went to where Jane pointed and picked up the taser gun. “Wow! I always wanted to shoot a perv with one of these.” 
 
    She aimed the gun and Roger started babbling. 
 
    “I think he’s willing to talk.” 
 
    “Why isn’t he talking then?” 
 
    “Because he’s got a penis in his mouth.” 
 
    Brenda snickered. “As usual.” 
 
    She stepped forward and pulled the penis gag out. Roger’s mouth was wet from collected saliva, and he spit on the floor. 
 
    Brenda grabbed the back of his head and forced the penis gag back in. Roger’s eyes were wide and panicky. 
 
    She stepped back and said, “As long as you’re in this house, young man, you will live by my rules. No spitting.” 
 
    Jane laughed at how Brenda was mocking being a parent. 
 
    Brenda tossed a grin at her, then looked back at Roger. “Now, if I take the penis out of your mouth agin…are you going to be so rude?” 
 
    Roger shook his head. Frantically. 
 
    Brenda smiled nicely. “Animals can be trained.” She reached for the gag and removed it again. 
 
    Roger gulped his excess saliva. 
 
    “What’s your name, perv?” 
 
    “Listen, you can let me go. I know better than to mess with you. I’ll be gone and—“ 
 
    Brenda reached for the taser again and Roger yelled, “Roger! My name is Roger!” 
 
    Brenda stepped away. “Well, Roger, my little pervert, what brings you to this neck of the woods?” 
 
    Roger had been thinking what to say. “I was…uh…curious. I wanted to see how people lived.” 
 
    “Oh, well, that’s noble. And were you planning to write a sociological report?” 
 
    “No! I just…I…” 
 
    “Maybe a study in the removal of night gowns from nubile, young ladies who didn’t want to be part of your sociological yearnings?” 
 
    Jane snickered. 
 
    “No…look…I’m serious. I’m going to be late for work. Can’t you let me go?” 
 
    For a split second the girls stared at him, then they both burst into laughter. Hard laughter. Belly busting laughter. 
 
    “He’s got to go to work!” 
 
    “He’s going to be late!” 
 
    Laughing, they headed for the stairs. 
 
    “Hey! What about me?” 
 
    At the bottom of the stairs Brenda turned back, “Why don’t you call for sociological help?” 
 
    Giggling, the girls ascended the stairs. 
 
    Roger slumped, the slid down the pole. What was going to happen to him? 
 
      
 
    Upstairs the girls fixed breakfast. Jane did the eggs while Brenda handled the sausage and waffles. Jane took a moment to pour a couple of Pepsis—she preferred soft drinks over coffee for her caffein, and they sat down and ate. 
 
    “So what you gonna do with numb nuts.” 
 
    “I don’t know. Now that I see him he looks pretty harmless.” 
 
    “Yeah, until he tasers you and ties your hands and feet.” 
 
    Jane nodded. “There is that.” 
 
    “You could call the police.” 
 
    Jane went over what she had read on the internet. 
 
    “Hunh! That’s no option.” 
 
    “So we can’t turn him loose, he might do it again. We can’t turn him in to the police, he’ll get out and do it again. What else is there?” 
 
    Brenda started thinking. Suddenly ideas were rolling over in her head. 
 
    Jane continued, “I mean, I can’t see keeping him in my basement forever.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Jane blinked. “It’s against the law?” 
 
    “Look, you already know the law doesn’t work, so maybe we should make our own law.” 
 
    “Our own law? Isn’t that against the law?” 
 
    “The law is what people make it. You’re a people, right?” 
 
    “Well, yes, but…what would I to him? Force him to read Walt Whitman?” 
 
    Brenda almost lost it on that one. She covered her mouth and managed not to spray Jane with laughter inspire Coke. 
 
    “No…no. I have something much more insidious in mind.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    And Brenda began to talk. 
 
      
 
    An hour later the girls descended to the basement. Roger stared at them. He was a completely cowed man now, but it was going to get worse. 
 
    Jane set up a camera, hooked it to her laptop, and opened a connection to the cloud. 
 
    Roger stared. What the fuck…? 
 
    Brenda sat at a work bench and wrote on a big piece of white cardboard. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Roger asked, but the girls ignored him. 
 
    Brenda looked up, smiled, turned to her friend. “Are we ready?” 
 
    “Willing and able,” responded Jane. 
 
    Jane clicked the camera on. Brenda held up the big cards. Roger squinted and read, “My name is Roger and I have begged my friends, Jane and Brenda, to help me with my perversions. I have the theory…” his speech became a mumble, his eyebrows knitted, and he looked up at them. “I’m not going to read that.” 
 
    Jane turned off the camera and Brenda put the cards down. She squatted in front of Roger. 
 
    “Easy way or hard way?” 
 
    “I ain’t—“ she tasered him. 
 
    Roger shivered and shook. He drooled. When he came back to himself he was crying. “You can’t do that to me!” 
 
    But Brenda was standing ready with the cards. Jane turned the camera on. Brenda said, “Read.” 
 
    Now Roger was caught. He didn’t want to be tased again. But he didn’t want to read the card. If he read the card they could whip him, beat him, do anything they wanted to him, and it would like like he had asked for it. 
 
    “Wait! Can’t we talk this through?” 
 
    Brenda knelt in front of him, the taser held loosely, but the barrel pointed at his naked chest. “Easy way or hard way?” 
 
    “Wai—“ 
 
    She shot him. 
 
    When Roger was able to talk again Jane was ready and Brenda held the cards. 
 
    “You know, I heard that if you tase a guy enough times he turns into a blithering idiot. His brain is fiend. Can’t think. Has a hard time even finding his mouth with a spoon.” 
 
    “Roger doesn’t have to worry about that, though. His scrawny body will have a heart attack before he turns into a moron.” 
 
    “Wait!” he croaked. He was dizzy, his thoughts were forming slowly. 
 
    “Can you still read? Pervert?” 
 
    “Uh…” he was confused, “Yeah, but…” 
 
    “Then read.” 
 
    Jane turned on the camera and Roger read. Haltingly. Sounding out words. It was obvious he needed to recover. 
 
    Brenda sighed and Jane turned off the camera. 
 
    “I suppose he needs to eat.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    So the girls went up and fixed a bowl of mush. Jane plopped a little square of butter on it and squirted it with honey, and they took it back down to Roger. 
 
    Roger was starting to recover, intelligence was returning to his eyes. He took the bowl and started spooning the oatmeal. 
 
    “Sheesh,” muttered Jane, watching him. “He’s already eating more than he’s worth.” 
 
    Interestingly, Roger was gulping down the oatmeal like it was going out of style. “What is this?” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, then Jane blurted, “You don’t know what oatmeal is?” 
 
    “I usually go to McDonalds. This is oatmeal? Wow. You’re a good cook.” 
 
    Jane blinked. Brenda smothered a laugh, then turned to Jane. “A moron.” 
 
     
 
    They got the video on the eighth take. They had to taser him twice more, wait a bit for him to recover, but when they did get it it was good. He figured out the words, didn’t stumble much, and actually seemed happy. 
 
    Happy that he wasn’t getting shocked. 
 
    But, happy. 
 
    Upstairs, the girls watched the video. 
 
    “You know, he looks sort of like a weasel.” 
 
    “That’s good. He’s type cast.” 
 
    “But it’s sad. That a human being could be this…obscure. Faded. Less.” 
 
    “Sick, perverted, criminal, a danger to girls everywhere.” 
 
    Jane couldn’t argue. 
 
    “Look, girlfriend, don’t weaken on me.” 
 
    “Oh, I won’t. Tell the truth, I’m interested in what we can make him. 
 
    They took a break then. Jane took Roger a couple of Granola bars and a sippy cup, and they went shopping. 
 
    Downstairs, in the basement, Roger thought about escape. If he could just get these cuffs off. At least they weren’t making him wear the penis gag. 
 
    He thought about what they had made him say: 
 
    My name is Roger and I have begged my friends, Jane and Brenda, to help me with my perversions. I have the theory that if I am abused enough I will be cured of my desire for such things. Jane and Brenda didn’t want to do this, but I threatened them with bodily harm, and they finally came around. They are going to abuse me, beat me, do all sorts of nasty things to me, and I feel sure this will cure me of my preversions…He knew that was the wrong word, but when he said it that way Brenda just left it in…so I want them to do this, this aversion therapy, and I hope it works because I don’t want to be a danger to women everywhere. 
 
    He had said it, and now he wondered what they were really going to do to him? They couldn’t really be meaning to whip him, could they? They look like nice girls! Not the kind of people who would do—and his brain sort of choked a bit here—the kinds of things that he did when he had…people at…women…his mercy. 
 
      
 
    Downtown, apparently not bothered by the idea that they had imprisoned a man in Jane’s basement, the girls blew out their credit cards. 
 
    They tried on outfits, giggled and made fun of each other and had a joyous time. 
 
    Sure. They had a guy locked up in Jane’s basement. A pervert. And he could sue them for everything they had. 
 
    If he could get loose, and if he could persuade a jury that he had made his ‘request for services’ under duress. 
 
    It was a big ‘if,’ and the girls continued with their shopping. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Roger sat on the hard cement and wished he had a cushion. His buns felt like they had been spanked. 
 
    He heard a dull click, the slam of a door upstairs, and realized that the girls had been out and were back. 
 
    The girls. He thought they were beautiful. He wished he could have just tieed one up and ravaged her. But…but that hadn’t happened. 
 
    The other one, Brenda, she was good looking, too. And she had big tits. But she was edgy, not the kind of girl you messed around with. 
 
    The truth of the matter was that Roger didn’t do well with women. He had always been awkward, always said the wrong thing, and had only been on two dates in his life. Both were disasters. 
 
    This condition had made him what he was. He felt like women laughed at him, and that had pushed him into making the decisions he had made. 
 
    He didn’t hurt girls. He tied them up and pleasured them. 
 
    Sure, they screamed sometimes in the beginning, but in the end they loved him. And that was all he wanted. To be loved. 
 
    CLICK! The door to the hallway opened and the two girls came down the stairs, and Roger’s bloodshot eyes near came out of the sockets. 
 
    One of them, Jane, wore mesh stockings, a corset, and her boobs were big and overflowing in the tight cups. She had on red lipstick and her hair was pulled back in a top pony tail. Her face was obscured by a Lone Ranger mask. 
 
    The other one, Brenda, was wearing black leather. All over. Except for her tits. Her tits had a porthole and he could see nothing but the inner slopes of those beautiful mammaries. Her dark hair was loose and tumbling like an avalanche of sexuality. She, too, was wearing a Lone Ranger mask. 
 
    The girls strode across the floor, their tall spikes clicking on the floor sharply. They were grinning, and they took note of Roger’s dropped jaw. 
 
    Jane opened up the computer and turned on the camera 
 
    Roger stared from one to the other. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    Brenda stepped up to him. He realized that she had a whip coiled over her shoulder. The camera caught her voluptuous figure. Her bountiful breasts, the legs that were curvy all the way up to her world class ass. 
 
    “Curing you, Roger, just like you asked. Take off your pants.” 
 
    Roger looked down at his black pants. Inside those pants he had a sudden boner. He looked up and licked his lips. 
 
    “Come on, Roger, you know there’s nobody here except you and me.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Don’t you want to get undressed and have a little fun?” 
 
    “I…can’t get my hands loose.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s too bad. She uncoiled the whip. It wasn’t big, only six feet long, but it made a loud crack. He jumped when she cracked it. “Would you like me to undo your pants?” 
 
    He nodded. Couldn’t breath. 
 
    “Let your big, fat boner out.” 
 
    His head went up and down rapidly. He was licking his lips and gulping. 
 
    “But I have to tell you, Roger. If your boner is small we’re going to laugh at it.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    Truth, though he had watched porn for years, he didn’t really know how he stacked up in the boner department. He didn’t know if he was small, average, or large. He thought he might be average, but he just didn’t know. 
 
    “Are you willing to risk that? Jane and I laughing our asses off just because you’ve got a teeny weeny? A small, little thing,” she held up a pinkie, “that’s not good for anything?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “A wee pee pee that squirts a drop and leaves a woman unsatisfied?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Have you ever left a woman unsatisfied? Roger?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    It would be fair to say that Roger was quite speechless. 
 
    “Well, stretch your legs out and I will let that pecker loose. Mighty or mighty small, we’re going to find out.” 
 
    Roger’s legs were already stretched out. 
 
    “Remember, if you try to do anything, kick me or anything, I’m going to whip you until this whip breaks.” 
 
    That remark made Roger’s pecker press against his pants even harder. 
 
    Brenda, being careful, watching Roger, unbuckled his belt and undid his zipper. She moved back and began tugged on his pant legs. 
 
    The pants came off easily, and Roger was left in panties. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Jane blurted, getting a close up with her camera. 
 
    Brenda grinned. First a bra, then panties. Tell me, any more secrets? Maybe a Tampon up your ass.” 
 
    His face near red enough to bust blood cells, he shook his head. 
 
    “Well, it looks like you might have a package under those panties. Shall we find out?” 
 
    Roger looked absolutely terrified, and yet he was totally excited. His cock could be seen poking at the material, throbbing, and there was a big wet spot where he had leaked pre-cum. 
 
    “Roger, take off your panties.” 
 
    His eyes gleaming, he shook his head. “I…I can’t!” 
 
    “Would you like me to take off your panties? 
 
    “Yes…yes…” His voice cracked with desperation. 
 
    “Well, I suppose I could. But you better not try to kick me or…or spit your dirty semen on me.” 
 
    “I…I won’t.” 
 
    Being careful, she reached out and pulled his panties down. His cock sprang up hard and almost struck her arm. 
 
    He had a nicely shaped cock. It was about eight inches, which made it actually on the large side, and it was stiff and straight. His balls were pulled up tight at the moment. 
 
    “Well, look at this! Rog has got a boner! And his cock isn’t the minuscule, little piece of meat we were afraid it would be!” 
 
    The camera focused on his erection. 
 
    “Now, Roger, this is really important, and I want you to think carefully before answering. With such a nice hunk of meat between your legs, why aren’t you going out on dates, meeting girls, and acting like a real human being? Why are you being a pervert, Roger?” 
 
    Roger was caught, and for the simple reason that…he didn’t know! 
 
    So he blithered and blathered, tried to figure out what to say, and the truth finally burst out of him. “I…I don’t know.” 
 
    Brenda faced the camera and Jane captured her standing so statuesque, with those amazing boobs, standing the foreground. 
 
    “There you go, kids. Roger doesn’t know why he’s a pervert. Will he ever know? Will he ever grow up and become a worthwhile human being? Or will he simply travel through life with his hands in his pants and thinking that he’s dangerous? Tune in next time when we’ll have Roger play with himself. This is Brenda signing off.” 
 
    Jane turned off the equipment and she and Brenda took off their masks. They smiled, grinned, and headed up the stairs. 
 
    “Hey, uh…” 
 
    Brenda was behind Jane and she turned, “Yes, Rog?” 
 
    “Can I…uh…” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I need to go.” 
 
    “Hey, Jane, come back.” 
 
    They came back down the stairs and Brenda had her turn the equipment back on. “Got a little addendum. Just focus on him.” 
 
    The camera was rolling and Brenda said, “What was that, Roger?” 
 
    Roger entered new depths of humiliation. He looked down. he looked away. He mumbled. 
 
    “What was that, Roger?” 
 
    He whispered, and Jane hoped the mike would pick it up. They were going to have to hang a real microphone and not just use the built in mike. 
 
    “What? I didn’t hear you.” 
 
    “Can I go?” His voice was low, like the squeak of a mouse. 
 
    “I’m sorry. Go where?” 
 
    “Go to the bathroom.” His face was actually writhing, he was so mortified. 
 
    “You want to take a bath?” 
 
    “No…” 
 
    “You want to brush your teeth?” 
 
    “What…no?” His voice was low, but it could be heard. 
 
    “So why do you want to go to the bathroom?” 
 
    “To…to go.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Roger. you’re just going to have to make more sense than that.” 
 
    Roger broke, his face twisted in shame and little tears leaked out of his eyes. He said, “I have to go pee pee.” 
 
    God, it was good. The pervert broken down. The whiny face begging, but Brenda wasn’t done. 
 
    “You have to go pee pee?” 
 
    He looked hopeful as he nodded. 
 
    “But where do you usually go when you’re out stalking women? When you’re creeping around their houses and peeking in windows…where do you go pee pee then?” 
 
    It took a while, he whispered indistinguishably again, but he finally admitted, “I just go in the bushes.” 
 
    “You just go wherever you are?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Do you pee on their houses?” 
 
    Roger hid his face. His bladder felt like it was going to bust, and these questions…they were so shaming. 
 
    “Tell me, Roger, do you ever let out that nice, old cock of yours and splatter your pee on the houses of your victims?” 
 
    Roger nodded. 
 
    And that was all it took. they had their footage. But Brenda had yet one more thing. 
 
    “Well, Roger, you have my permission to pee right there. On yourself.” 
 
    Roger’s head snapped up. “On…myself?” 
 
    “What? You don’t like to give yourself golden showers?” 
 
    “But I…can’t you…I don’t…” 
 
    Brenda sighed. “Okay, Roger, I’ll tell you what. Do you see that drain on the floor?” 
 
    The drain was a small circular grate six feet away. He looked at it. The camera went back and forth between the grate and his face, which kept looking from the grate back to the girls. 
 
    “You can piss in that. Can you reach it, Roger? Can you pee in the grate?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Go on, Roger. Pee. And if you can get your pee in the grate I’ll give you a Three Musketeers bar.” 
 
    Roger’s head kept swiveling back and forth, but he started to stand up against the pole.  
 
    “Do it, Roger, and soon you’ll have a big, dark chocolate bar in your mouth.” 
 
    Roger stood, arched away from the pole as well as he could, and tried to pee. His cock stuck out, his legs trembled, but he couldn’t pee. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Roger? Cat got your pecker?” 
 
    “No…no…I can…” 
 
    “Think about that candy bar, Rog. Mmm. Down your perverted, little throat. Now…pee.” 
 
    Roger tried, he turned purple for grunting, but he had a hard on, and sometimes it’s hard to pee when you’ve got a stiffie. 
 
    Brenda turned to Jane. “I don’t know, Jane. I think our little pervert has run out of juice.” 
 
    A drop spurted out of Roger’s cock. “UNNN!” he groaned, and then he peed. The pee made it out of his hard cock and the stream arched across the basement. It overshot the drain, but he quickly adjusted and the yellow stream splattered on the grate. For a long half a minute he peed, then he sagged back, and slid down the pole. 
 
    “Good boy. Roger. I’ll bring you your candy bar later.” 
 
    The girls turned off the equipment and left the basement. 
 
    Roger slumped, exhausted, and…his pecker didn’t go down. After the short slump from peeing it just rose up harder than ever. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs the girls got to work. 
 
    Jane fixed lunch and Brenda started working on the computer.  
 
    Brenda was tech savvy, and shortly she had a website up and had uploaded the footage they already had. They framed it as free samples, and she used Roger’s face, begging to go pee pee, in the titles. 
 
    “You know, are you sure we’re doing the right thing?” 
 
    “Of course not,” Brenda acknowledged. “But what’s the alternative? Jail? For him maybe, for us certainly?” 
 
    “But we’re degrading another human being.” 
 
    “Heck, he degraded himself. We’re just taking advantage of it.” 
 
    Jane sighed. 
 
    Brenda looked up from the computer. “What?” 
 
    “We’re exploiting the worst in a man.” 
 
    Brenda sat back and nibbled on a thumb and regarded her friend. Finally, “So what would he have done if he had managed to knock you out and tie you up?” 
 
    Jane was silent. 
 
    “How many times do you think he’s done this?” 
 
    Jane frowned. 
 
    “If we let him go do you think he’d go right out and do it again? Rape, murder, jack off?” 
 
    “Well, I—“ 
 
    “Listen, girlfriend. If you really have moral qualms about this I’ll let him loose. I’ll give him ten bucks and a bus ticket out of town and wait for him to bounce back to us. And he will. You can bet last month’s used Tampon he will come back. And next time you might not be so lucky. But let me tell you this…what we’re doing will let people know that there are dangerous people out there, people who will do anything. Maybe one of these people we reach will buy a home security system, or take a class in karate, or just buy a big, fucking pit bull. And that means all his filthy, little perversions, filmed by us, will save a life. Measure that against maybe being caught by the police, or maybe against having a jury not buy his statement that he wants us to do this. Then…then…” Brenda ran out of words, made a soughing sound, and turned back to the computer. 
 
    Jane sat for a long minute. She thought about what Brenda had said. Then she got up and poured a couple of drinks. She sat down and pushed a glass in front of Brenda. 
 
    Brenda looked up, a question in her eyes.  
 
    Jane lifted her glass. “Here’s to public service announcements.” 
 
    Brenda laughed, and the girls sipped their whiskey, qualms abated. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, Roger.” 
 
    “Hello,” he said, speaking dourly. 
 
    “We’d like you to jack off for us.” 
 
    Roger stared. Now he understood why they had changed the way his hands were handcuffed. He was handcuffed with his hands in front, around the pole. 
 
    “So, come on. Start choking the chicken.” 
 
    “I…don’t…” 
 
    Jane was doing the speaking, and Brenda was working the camera. Roger was once again acting all embarrassed. 
 
    “Come on, Roger. You’ve got a nice, big pecker. Let’s put that puppy to work. Show us what you’ve got.” 
 
    “But…please…can’t you let me go?” 
 
    “Now, Roger, you know you asked us for this, didn’t you?” 
 
    Now Roger was caught. If he told the truth they would delete the video, whip him, and do it again. 
 
    Of course, they hadn’t really whipped him yet, but…they would. He knew they would. And the thought that he knew they would whip him was fervid, almost a desire. 
 
    “Roger? Tell me. You asked for this, didn’t you?” 
 
    He lowered his head and nodded. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I said yes!” he blurted, a shade of anger in his whining voice. 
 
    “Excellent. And the next step in your rehabilitation is to jack off. You’ve already peed. Wouldn't you like to have a nice cum? Feel that sperm shoot up your cock and…and maybe you could make it to the drain. Wouldn’t you like that? Roger? To cum in the drain?” 
 
    Roger didn’t want to answer. He shook his head, but Jane kept talking, speaking low and pleasant, selling him on the idea, yet cracking the whip that hung from her hand. 
 
    “Come on, Roger. Start flying solo. Stroke the snake. You know you want to.” 
 
    Roger was almost crying, but his hand moved down to his erect cock. His body was slightly to the side of the pole and one hand reached around and he grabbed himself. Truth, it was exciting him. The way she kept talking about his penis, the idea of finally getting off. He had been primed to get off on her, to jack off on her face the other night, but that had fallen through and he still had a full load. 
 
    “Come on, Rogie!” 
 
    Roger put his hand around his cock and took a stroke. A single stroke. 
 
    “Good boy, Rogie. Pump, pump, pump, pump…” she created a breathy chant that would soon become popular in modern culture, once this episode his the internet. 
 
    Roger felt it. He felt the excitement moving his hand, and he began to stroke himself. Back and forth his hand moved, picking up speed. In a short while it was flying, a blur, and he was grunting and trying to cum. 
 
    Brenda and Jane said nothing, Jane stepped back out of the light and all that was left was the camera focusing on Roger’s pathetic efforts to cum. 
 
    But he couldn’t. With a sob he let go and slumped down into himself. 
 
    Jane stepped back into the picture. “What’s the matter, Roger? Why can’t our little pervert shoot his rocks off?” 
 
    Roger shook his head.  
 
    “Do you need some porn?” 
 
    Roger looked up. 
 
    “That’s it, isn’t it. You need some good, old, juicy porn to look at. Does our little pervert need porn?” 
 
    Roger whispered, “Yes.” 
 
    Jane put her hands under her breasts and hefted them. “How about these? Are they porn enough for you?” 
 
    Roger stared at her tits and a bit of drool actually seeped out of his mouth, then he shook his head. 
 
    “What?” Jane mocked up outrage. “You don’t like my tits? And you call yourself a pervert. Honestly, I—“ 
 
    “Her.” 
 
    Jane was frozen. He was pointing at Brenda. 
 
    “I need to see her tits.” 
 
    Brenda stood up and walked around the computer table and into the picture. She put her hands under her big globes. “You think you can squirt your seed if I show you my tits?” 
 
    Roger nodded. 
 
    Brenda turned to the camera. “When we have one thousand followers I will show my breasts and Roger will be given a chance to finally satisfy himself. Tell your friends.” 
 
    She walked out of the scene and killed the camera. 
 
    Jane: “Turn it back on again.” 
 
    Brenda clicked the camera and the green light of operation shown. 
 
    “Roger?” 
 
    Roger looked up. 
 
    “I promised you a candy bar. Would you like a Three Musketeers?” 
 
    Roger moved towards the camera, stretched his body against the handcuffs and pole. His eager expression was answer enough. 
 
    Jane stepped forward and stripped the silvery wrapping off a Three Musketeers bar. “Here you go.” 
 
    Roger stared at the bar, his drooled, and Jane said, “Go ahead. Take it.” 
 
    But Roger couldn’t. His hands were cuffed behind him again. 
 
    “Well, if you don’t want it…” 
 
    “Wait?” Roger begged. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “My hands…my hands…” 
 
    “Oh, I forgot! Your hands are handcuffed. Would you like me to feed you this bar?” 
 
    “Y..yes.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She put it in front of his mouth, he stretched his neck forward, but couldn’t reach it.  
 
    “Please…please…” it was another shot of debauched begging worthy of titles and advertising. 
 
    “Okay, Roger, but you have to pretend it’s a dick.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “I’m going to put it in your mouth, but don’t bite down. You wouldn't’ bite a real dick, would you? So don’t bite this. Just suck it, like you would a dick. Can you do that? Rogie? Can you suck my Three Musketeers dick?” 
 
    Roger couldn’t help himself. It was so close, his mouth was salivating. He nodded. 
 
    Jane put it in his mouth and moved it back and forth. Soon his lips were coated with chocolate and he was moaning. He wanted to bite down, but he followed instructions and it looked he liked sucking on the bar. 
 
    “Go ahead, Rogie. Cum. Bite down and get that sperm. Do it!” 
 
    He did, he tasted that sweet chocolate and his eyes actually rolled back in their sockets. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Brenda chortled. “I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’m a mix between victory and disgust.” 
 
    Brenda didn’t bother trying to argue her friend out of her feelings. She just poured a whiskey and the two friends drank in silence. 
 
      
 
    Getting started was difficult, but not difficult. 
 
    On one hand, they couldn’t advertise on Facebutt, or one of the other social media. No way they could fly their material past the censors. 
 
    Jane snorted in disgust. “What happened to free speech.” 
 
    “It’s only free if you pay for it, quipped Brenda. 
 
    On the other hand, they went to chat room after chat room and dropped hints. They were trying to leave no clue as to who they were, so they went down to a local computer store and used a computer to leave their hints. 
 
    Soon, the groundswell began. 
 
    Drips and drabbles, people began visiting their sight. It was free, and the people all watched the free videos to the end, and they watched again. And they came back, ostensibly with friends, and…they signed up. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, people, I promised, you voted, and here we go!” Brenda pushed her leather outfit down and her tits flopped out. 
 
    Brenda’s boobs were world class. They were big, the nipples stiff and erect. In spite of being big they didn’t sag; they stood right up in a quite perky manner. 
 
    Jane focused the camera on her nips. She shifted to Roger’s face. Avid. Desperate. Down to his cock, dripping, his hand already starting to stroke. 
 
    “What do you think, Roger? Will these do?” 
 
    Not only was Roger stroking, but a thousand horny viewers were probably also stroking. 
 
    “Oh…” Roger groaned. He was horny, and she was only a couple of feet away from him. 
 
    “Feeling his excitement, knowing the rabid enthusiasm he was creating across the dark web, Brenda stepped closer and said, “Would you like to lick them.” 
 
    Roger’s eyes were big, his head moved up and down faster than his hand stroked his cock. 
 
    “Well, since you asked so nicely.” Brenda stepped closer. 
 
    Roger stuck out his tongue, leaned forward, his face contorted, his tongue stretching…stretching. 
 
    “Come on, Roger, I know you want me.” 
 
    Closer, closer, and his tongue finally, finally… “OHH…”FUUU…”GAHHH!” He came hard, shooting his sperm all over her leg. 
 
    Brenda stood there, Roger’s tongue flicking in the air a bare hair away from her excited nipple. On one hand she was grossed out, but on the other hand…she knew this was good movie making. The way his face was twisted, desperate with desire…this was good stuff. So what if he got a little cum on her. She had had cum on her before, but this time she was going to make money off it. 
 
    Roger finally stopped squirting, and Brenda moved away She turned to the camera and pointed to her leg. “I sure wish somebody would lick this sperm off my sexy legs.” 
 
    Click. Jane shut the camera off. 
 
      
 
    They were at ten thousand views, and growing by thousands each day, and requests were cumming in. They were also getting enough footage that they had a members section. Ten bucks and you could see the pervert do his thing. 
 
    “We need to dress him.” said Brenda. “His bra is getting shabby, and people are asking…” 
 
    “What are they asking for? Specifically?” 
 
    “They want him feminized.” 
 
    Jane sat back and pondered. “Feminized.” 
 
    “Isn’t that weird? I thought people would want us to really whip him. Maybe put him on a rack or something. But what they really want is to see a softer, more pink boy.” 
 
    “The buying pubic is a mystery. How’s our money situation?” 
 
    Brenda snorted. “We’re at a hundred thousand viewers. Over ten thousand members.” 
 
    “Ten thousand? That’s…that’s…” Jane was boggled. 
 
    “A hundred thousand. I was going to talk to you about investments. We’re going to get slammed come tax time.” 
 
    “Okay. So clothes are a write off. And we’re going to have to change the dungeon. We need to arrange it so he can put on clothes, lingerie, that sort of stuff.” 
 
    “We could do a chain from the top of the pole to his neck. Or maybe even some sort of a track so he could walk back and forth.” 
 
    “And how are we going to do that? We can’t have workers down there.” 
 
    “My ex-boyfriend will do it. He’s seen the show,” she snickered, “he even wants to get back with me. Says I’m getting famous.” 
 
    Jane laughed. “It’s Roger that’s getting famous. We’ve still got masks on.” 
 
    “You know that…and I know that…” 
 
    They both were silent for a second, then Jane said, “Yes. Let’s do a neck chain. And we’re going to go get a few write offs.” 
 
    “And for us, too. We need clothes for the show.” 
 
    “Of course we do.” 
 
    They high fived and headed out. 
 
      
 
    Brenda’s ex-boyfriend, Brad, showed up that week end and welded a chain to the top of the pole. It wasn't difficult, but it was awkward. He had to make sure sparks didn’t get on Roger. 
 
    While he worked Roger watched, and they started talking. 
 
    “You’re the pervert, Roger, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” Roger was embarrassed, but Brad’s next words ended that.  
 
    “Man, you are so cool. How does it feel having two beautiful bitches waiting on you?” 
 
    “Waiting on me?” 
 
    “Sure. They feed you. They’re going to clothe you. Man, you are living the life of Riley here. What’s your secret?” 
 
    Roger didn’t have any secret. He was just a pervert. But Brad ignored that and kept admiring him. 
 
    When the new chain was attached to a new collar Roger was very quiet. But it wasn’t a bad quiet. It was a good quiet. 
 
      
 
    “Can I have a TV down here?” 
 
    “What?” Jane shrieked. The cameras were rolling. 
 
    “A TV. I haven’t seen the news for months.” 
 
    “News? Don’t you mean porn?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I guess I watch that, too. But I can’t watch anything if I don’t have a TV.” 
 
    Jane was non plussed, and she heard Brenda giggling off camera. 
 
    Making up her mind, she turned to the camera. “What about it, kiddies, Should our favorite pervert get a TV?” 
 
    They were closing in on a hundred thousand members. Millions of people were watching. And they all had an opinion on whether Roger should get a TV or not. 
 
    “No!” screamed a fan in New York. “Let the pervert rot!” 
 
    “Yes,” a fan club voted. Twenty members and they got together every night a new video was released. “Roger Dodger is a human being!” 
 
    “Ah guh deedle wa wa,” emailed a fan from Scranton. They weren’t sure what he was saying. 
 
    But the majority of votes were for Roger to get a TV set, but with all sorts of conditions attached. He could only watch Sex and the City. The TV should only be on for one hour a day. Yes for gaming, nothing else. No, and Jane and Brenda should be ashamed of themselves. 
 
    In the end, they bought him a sixty inch screen and mounted it on the far wall. He was allowed only one hour a day, but he could watch porn for that one hour. 
 
    And he had to wear lingerie when he watched. 
 
      
 
    “What?” he squeaked. 
 
    “Lingerie, Roger. Skimpy female underwear.” 
 
    I know what lingerie is, but why do I have to wear it when I watch TV?” 
 
    Jane sighed. “Because that is what the viewing audience wants.” 
 
    “So what!” he stated. 
 
    “Look, Roger. We’re getting a lot of views, and that’s what the public wants. To be truthful, there’s a big groundswell wanting you to get feminized.  
 
    “Feminized? Like…made into a girl?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Oh,” Roger frowned. “Well…” 
 
    “It’s not like you have a choice.” 
 
    “Of course I do. what are you going to do? Tase me?” 
 
    Brenda blinked. “Well, yes.” 
 
    “Yeah, and how many people are going to like seeing you be cruel to me, hurting me.” 
 
    That stopped Brenda. the curse of it was that he was right. Roger, filthy minded little pervert that he was, was becoming a star. A pervert diva. 
 
    Of course they did have a solid base of  S&M viewers, but that was only ten per cent of their audience. They certainly didn’t want to lose 90% of their viewers. 
 
    Jane: “What do you want, Roger.” 
 
    “I want a fold out bed.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    Roger held his ground. “I’m sleeping on cold stone. You try that and see if you like it!” 
 
    “This is not a hotel, Roger. And if you would please remember that you are the pervert that was going to conk Jane on the head and molest her.” 
 
    “Yeah, but I’ve been cured.” 
 
    “Bullshit!” Brenda exploded. 
 
    Jane wanted to explode, but being the more gentle of the partnership, she asked, “Why do you say you’ve been cured?” 
 
    “I haven’t stalked anybody or molested anybody or anything for months now. I don’t even have the desire. Heck, I’ve probably passed the statue of limitations,” he sniffed and lifted his chin. 
 
    Jane was glad they were talking off camera. 
 
    “So we should cut you loose? Let you go?” 
 
    Roger back pedaled, “Well, I might backslide.” 
 
    And the girls got it. 
 
    Jane nudged Brenda, they would talk upstairs, but for right now: “Okay, Roger. We’ll get you a futon. It’ll look like you’re still in a dungeon, but it will be comfortable. But we get to pull out the stops and feminize you.” 
 
    “What do you mean…pull out the stops?” 
 
    “Complete underwear. I don’t think we need to get you a dress.” 
 
    Brenda shook her head. 
 
    “But underwear and make up. Full make up?” 
 
    After some argument Roger agreed to lipstick and some eye shadow. 
 
    Then, because she knew she had to push it, and because some of the audience had actually brought this up, she said, “And there’s the matter of implants.” 
 
    Roger blinked. “No fucking way.” 
 
    But Jane had gauged him. The little pimp’s cock had surged. Bounced. Got excited at the idea. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs: “The fuck is playing us.” 
 
    “He’s been different since he talked to your ex.” 
 
    “I know. He thinks he’s a star.” 
 
    “So what do we do? We can’t go catering to this slime ball.” 
 
    Jane sighed. “Is he a slime ball anymore?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Think about it. He hears your ex, he listens to us talking about the size of the audience and membership and fees and stuff, he might not even be a pervert anymore, and he’s not stupid.” 
 
    Brenda: “He’s stupid, but he’s canny. And he knows he’s got us. We’ve never really abused him. It’s all been threats and stuff, and he bends because he’s scared. but now he’s not scared. 
 
    “So…what do we do?” 
 
    The girls thought about it, tossed ideas around, but it was Brenda who came up with the solution. It was a dicey solution, but it was the only one they had. 
 
      
 
    “Hello, kiddies, it’s time for the Pervert Show with our favorite Roger!” 
 
    Cue the canned clapping. 
 
    “Now then,” Brenda stood in front of the camera, posing in her sexiest dom outfit, “We are coming to the end of our first season, and we need your input as to the direction we are going in.” 
 
    Roger was frowning in the background. He was wearing his chemise and he was lightly made up. Over the months his hair had grown long and it was styled in waves. 
 
    “What’s going on?” he asked, sounding a little stupid, which the viewing audience apparently loved. 
 
    “We are of the mind that Roger has learned his lesson, and it may be time we turned him loose.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “So send us your emails. Let us know what you think. Should we cut Roger loose? Turn him out into the cold, cruel, harsh world? Or should we keep him in chains and beat him? Your choice.” Brenda paused, smiled, then said, “Cut.” 
 
    Roger was on his feet, his neck straining at the collar, “What are you bitches talking about?” 
 
    Unbeknownst to Roger the camera was still running. The green light was covered by a small square of duc tape. 
 
    Brenda turned to Roger, Jane came up and stood next to her. They left a clear shot of Roger and moved so that he turned and was perfectly framed. 
 
    “It’s simple, Roger. We know you’ve been playing us. So we think we should set you free, maybe look for another pervert.” 
 
    “What? But…no! You can’t find a better pervert than me! You can look anywhere! But you won’t find anybody that…that is as perverted as me!” 
 
    “Yes, Roger, but you like it here. Let’s face it, you’re eating better than you ever have in your life. Jane and I fix you dinner. You get to wear sexy clothes and make up.” 
 
    “Yeah…but I’m still sick! I’m dangerous!” 
 
    “Not only that, but you bargain for everything. You think you’re the star. No, Roger. I think we’re coming to a parting of the ways. 
 
    Roger was pleading now. His face had that desperate look that it had had in the beginning. 
 
    “Wait…wait. You can’t do this to me! I’ll sue you! You owe me wages!  What about severance pay? You can’t…” 
 
    Roger went on and on, and Jane and Brenda listened patiently, but were obviously not convinced. Finally, Brenda said, “Look Roger. The sad fact of the matter is that you’ve shot your wad. You’re yesterday’s trash. Nobody wants you around?” 
 
    Now he was crying. “But…wait a minute…there’s got to be…okay…what do you want me to do? Tell me what you want me to do, but you can’t let me go! I don’t know what I’d do out there. I ain’t got no education or training! I’d have to go back to breaking into houses and…and…” 
 
    Jane turned to Brenda. “I don’t know. Is there anything Roger can do for us?” 
 
    “I don’t think so, unless…maybe…” 
 
    “What? Anything! Just tell me what you want!” 
 
    “Well, we’ve got some people who want some far out things. But I don’t think you can deliver. Like—“ 
 
    “Oh, Roger can’t do that! He’s not perverted enough.” 
 
    “Of course I am! I’m the biggest pervert you got! Just tell me what you want. I’ll do it. Anything!” 
 
    Brenda and Jane faced each other. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know.” 
 
    “It is a hassle finding another pervert.” 
 
    “Yeah, but if he balks and refuses…” 
 
    “I don’t think he will. Look at him.” 
 
    They turned and looked at Roger. Simpering, begging, a pleading look on his face. 
 
    “Well, we could try.” 
 
    “Try, hell. He’s got to do it before we risk anything on him!” Brenda stared at Roger, and then threw up her hands.”Okay. It’s on you.” 
 
    Brenda walked up the stairs. 
 
    Jane turned to Roger and smiled. “Okay, Roger, here’s what you’re going to have to do.” She talked, at length, and Roger listened. And, in the end, he agreed. He even shook hands with Jane to seal the deal. 
 
    And Jane said, “Okay. I’ll go talk to Brenda, maybe she’ll come around.” 
 
    “Okay, please…yeah!” 
 
    “And you’re sure?” 
 
    “I’m sure. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    And Jane went up the stairs. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hurry, she’ll be here tomorrow,” Tabby ran past Hank with a handful of rags. 
 
    Hank groaned and scrubbed the sink harder. He was using steel wool and Comet, and his hands were raw from the day’s work. “I don’t see what the big deal is.” 
 
    “You will,” shouted his wife. 
 
    Hank put his weight on the steel pad and scoured the sink. It was already shiny, but his wife wanted it to be super shiny. 
 
    He heard the washing machine start up. They had washed every drape, every sheet, and it sounded like Tabby wanted to wash everything twice. 
 
    Several hours later, it was eleven at night, Tabby called a halt. Hank sank onto the couch in the living room. He was dead tired, and he still didn’t know what the big deal was. 
 
    “Why is your mother visiting such a big deal.” 
 
    Tabby sank down next to him, patted his leg and said, “Honey, you’ll find out tomorrow. But let me tell you, we’re doing this for you, you, and only you.” 
 
    He sighed. His muscles were sore and he stretched his arms. “Look, I’ve heard all the Mother-in-Law stories, how they’re ogres, how they eat their son-in-laws for breakfast, but she surely can’t be that bad.” 
 
    “Hank. Mom took a dislike to my sister Jenny’s husband, and when she was done with him…” she shook her head sadly. 
 
    “Oh, come on. I’m a nice guy, I get along with everybody. I’ll just dazzle her with wit and charm and she’ll be fine. 
 
    She looked at him. “Honey, that is the worst thing you could do. She doesn’t like men who laugh. She despises men who don’t follow directions. And if you get on her bad side…” 
 
    “What? You’ll leave me?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, no. But I don’t want to see you hurt.” 
 
    “Oh, come on,” he scoffed. 
 
    “Look, it’s only two weeks, then I’ll be home. But if you don’t toe the line for those two weeks…” 
 
    “Okay, okay. I’ll toe the line.” 
 
    “Good. Now, come on. This is going to be our last night for a couple of weeks.  
 
    They turned off the lights and headed for bed. 
 
    In the bedroom they divested themselves of clothes and popped into the shower. A quick back and forth scrub a dub and they were refreshed and ready to go. Hank jumped into bed and lay with his member shooting for the stars. 
 
    Tabby lay down next to him and grabbed his tool. “Nice. Does it do any tricks?” 
 
    “Roll over? Play dead?” he offered. 
 
    “Stand up? Squirt?” countered Tabby. 
 
    Hank rolled over on his wife, pinned her and tongued her boobs. 
 
    “Get off me you bully,” she pushed him. 
 
    He laughed and rolled over. She immediately grabbed his cock and squeezed it. “Sucker!” 
 
    “Aiee!” he yelped. 
 
    Then she was down between his legs, slapping his balls and sucking on the head of his penis like it was a lollipop. For long minutes they tantalized each other, playing with each other’s sex organs until they were at a fever pitch. Finally, he slipped it into her hole and she gasped and grabbed him and hung on. 
 
    “Take it, baby. Take it!” He rammed it in and jerked it out. He twisted his hips in a corkscrew and ran his pecker along the edges of her pussy. 
 
    Tabby took it, and gave it back. And she gave it back good. “Give me those balls!” she managed to get a ball in each hand, and it felt like she was bouncing them on the floor. Or her ass. 
 
    Hank groaned and felt that deep down surge of urge that presaged a massive cum. 
 
    Tabby felt him go over the edge. She wrapped her legs around his back and squeezed. 
 
    “Gah! Gah!” he gurgled as semen shot up his shaft. 
 
    “Gahhhh!” 
 
    Tabby held on and waited. 
 
    Hank came down. He was breathing hard and his penis was shrinking. “God, you’re good. Did you cum?” 
 
    “Not necessary.” 
 
    “Honey! You know I like it when you cum, too!” 
 
    “Sorry, but I’m too worried about you and Mom.” 
 
    He rolled on his side and propped an elbow under his ear. 
 
    “Look. I’ve met an old lady or two in my life. I’ve got a mother and aunts and…I know my way around an old biddy.” 
 
    Tabby groaned at his language. He better not say that to her mother. 
 
    “I guarantee, by the time you get back I’ll have her eating out of my hand.” 
 
    “Hank,” she got up and grabbed a towel to wipe his goo from her snatch. “There’s something you don’t know about Mother.” 
 
    “And what’s that?” 
 
    “She uses sex.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She uses sex to cow men.” 
 
    “Are you saying she’s going to fuck me?” His voice rose. He was incredulous. 
 
    “No. Well, maybe. Look, my cousin, Ronnie. He sassed off to her once, and she took him away for a week. When she brought him back he was a changed boy.” 
 
    “But I’m not a boy.” 
 
    “But she’s not just any old kind of Mother…or Mother-in-law. And—“ 
 
    “Honey, I’ll handle her.” 
 
    He was certain, he wouldn’t listen to her, and Tabby gave up and laid back. He would have to learn for himself. 
 
      
 
    They awoke early and got ready to go to the airport. Tabby dressed in the nines. Her best dress, nylons, a full job of make up, her highest heels. 
 
    Hank just chuckled, and he came out of the bedroom wearing cargo pants. And they weren’t even pressed. 
 
    “Oh, Hank! You can’t…you have to put on some slacks! And a jacket!” 
 
    “I’m not getting dressed up at seven in the morning on a Saturday.” 
 
    “But Mother expects certain standards and—“ 
 
    “This is my house, and she’ll have to go along with my standards.” 
 
    Tabby groaned and put her face in her hands. She looked up and made a final effort. “Hank. My Mother is a very powerful woman. If she starts in on you—“ 
 
    “Then I’ll handle her. Now, are you all packed?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Then I’ll go get your suitcases and let’s get gone.” He grinned. “We don’t want to keep your mommy waiting.” 
 
    “Oh, God! Hank! Don’t you ever even think of her as ‘Mommy!’ She is a strict person and insists on proper address. You can, once I’ve introduced you, call her Mrs. Dumont. Or, if she prefers, which means if you have earned it…Sally. It may take years before you earn the privilege of calling her Mother.” 
 
    Hank scoffed. Mrs. Dumont. Mother. Hunh!” 
 
    Tabby shook her head and Hank loaded her suitcases. 
 
    Tabby’s Mother was flying in, and two hours later Tabby would be flying out. They would have an hour to sit in a restaurant and get to know each other. It wasn’t ideal, but that’s just how the flights worked out. 
 
    Tabby picked up her cell phone, her charger, and looked around the house. There’s was a nice house in the suburbs. And Hank was a good person, though a little bit too familiar with people for his own good. 
 
    Oh, he never said anything deliberately offensive, but he certainly raised eyebrows and could even put people on edge with his free wheeling conversation. One time he asked a liberal if Bill Clinton really wore a dress. That was a rough one to get past. And then there was the time he was talking with a group of Republicans and mentioned that he had it, on good authority, that Trump cheated at golf. She had worried that the Republicans would pull out their pistols and pistol whip her husband for that one. 
 
    He was a nice guy, a wonderful provider, but…his mouth. It got him in trouble. 
 
    Sighing, she closed the door and headed for the car. 
 
    Hank was already in the buggy, warming it up, and she was afraid this two week visit by her mother was going to turn into a disaster. 
 
      
 
    Hank and Tabby strode through the airport. Tabby had one small suitcase, a carry on, and Hank pulled two rolling suitcases. 
 
    They hurried past kiosks and through the crowds, and Tabby worried the whole way. “I hope, I hope, I hope…” she virtually chanted. 
 
    They arrived…late. Sally Dumont was sitting in a chair and glaring. 
 
    She was a matron if ever there was one. She wore a tight dress, buttoned to the top and skirted to the bottom. She had a heavy chest, grey hair, and a piercing gaze. Her hair was in a bun, she was holding an umbrella, had a big cloth purse next to her, and she wore, Hank couldn’t believe it, short high heels that looked like the witch’s shoes in the Wizard of Oz. 
 
    Hank hung back while Tabby greeted her mother. 
 
    “Mother, I am so sorry for making you wait. No excuse, traffic was rough, but we should have left earlier. 
 
    The older woman sniffed, touched her cheek to her daughter’s and glared at Hank. 
 
    Hank didn’t feel like smiling at he old biddy, but he plastered a big one on his face and stepped forward. 
 
    “This is my husband, Henry, whom we call Hank.” 
 
    Hank allowed slight shift of the eyes at his wife over the ‘Henry’ comment, but quickly returned them to his mother-in-law. 
 
    His mother-in-law had noted the shift of eyes, however, and her chin rose a fraction. It was now as if she was looking done her nose at him. 
 
    Holy crap, thought Hank. I’m going to have to put up with this? 
 
    He said, “I’ve been looking forward to meting you,” and he held out his hand. 
 
    His hand might as well have been a week old fish. The older lady looked at it, sniffed, and turned to her daughter. “We should sit and talk.” 
 
    There was a restaurant across the way and they headed for it, and then commenced a difficult hour for Hank. 
 
    First, his mother-in-law, insisted upon a booth far from the entrance. Second, she insisted Hank and Tabby sat next to each other, across from her. Third, it was like talking to a disciplinarian from the German army of 1870. She had clipped speech, she offered little demanded much, and she stared at Hank like he was a week old fish. A rotten, week old fish. 
 
    Still, Hank tried. “As Tabby said, I go by Hank. What would you prefer? Sally? Mom? Something else?” 
 
    She took a long time before answering, and then it was as if the words were coins and she was a miser. “Mrs. Dumont in a social setting. Ma’am will suffice when we are alone.” 
 
    Tabby gave an almost inaudible groan. Things weren’t going the way she wanted.. 
 
    Hank blinked, and he couldn’t let it alone. “We’re going to be living together for the next couple of weeks. Wouldn’t it be easier if I called you Sally?” 
 
    For a long moment it felt like ice cubes were exuding from the woman’s eyes. Hank thought she might be waiting for him to freeze, then the waitress arrived and took their orders for coffee, and tea for Mrs. Dumont. 
 
    From that point on everything was downhill. 
 
    Oh, Mrs. Dumont and her daughter had a good conversation, but Hank might as well have been out the door and in the backyard. 
 
    “Terrible flight. No courtesy. The young people these days…” 
 
    “That’s awful, Mother. But Hank has been working hard to fix up a room for you. I’m sure you’ll be comfortable, and… 
 
    Hank quickly learned that efforts at speech would not be tolerated. By the third time he had been frosted over he knew he was going to need a lot of alcohol over the next few weeks. This old hen was a real rooster. 
 
    The hour came to a close, eventually, and they exited the restaurant and escorted Tabby to her flight. At the check in counter Tabby again touched cheeks with her mother and said, “I am so glad you decided to visit. You’ll get to know Hank as I have, and you’ll have a wonderful time.” 
 
    Mrs. Dumont sniffed, and gave a wan smile that might have been a grimace, then Tabby was past check in and disappearing down the tunnel. 
 
    Hank turned to his Mother-in-Law. “We should see to your luggage.” 
 
    Mrs. Dumont held out a handful of tickets abruptly and Hank instinctively brought his hand up. 
 
    “Bring the car up first.” 
 
    Not much else to do about it, Hank escorted her to the front walk, then headed into the parking lot for his car. The whole way he was wondering what he had let himself in for. 
 
    She had four bags, and they were all heavy. Hank made multiple trips, managed to squeeze three suitcases into the trunk, and went to put the fourth in the back seat, but Mrs. Dumont was already sitting there. Her lips were tight and she stared straight ahead. 
 
    Sighing, Hank put the fourth suitcase in the front seat, hopped behind the wheel and headed for home. 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Dumont said virtually nothing the whole way home. She stared out the window, or at the back of Hank’s head, and…waited. That was the only word for her attitude. Waiting. 
 
    They arrived home and Hank escorted her in, showed her the guest bedroom, then began bringing suitcases in. When he rolled the first of the big suitcases in she was not in her room. 
 
    “Uh, Mo…Mrs. Dumont?” 
 
    “Bring the suitcases down here.” 
 
    She was in his bedroom. 
 
    “But this is my room!” 
 
    “It will do. Put the suitcase right there.” 
 
    Hank stood, dumfounded, and stared at the old harridan. 
 
    “Well?” she snapped. 
 
    “But… I don’t think you understand. This is my room. You’ll be sleeping in the guest room. Me live here. You guest. Do you understand?” 
 
    Mrs. Dumont gave a slight snort, opened her big handbag and pulled out a gun. She shot him. 
 
      
 
    Hank’s body began to shake, his cock went erect. He couldn’t move, and his penis started to pulse. He felt that white hot ignition in his groin and his cock began to spew out sperm. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined, falling to his knees and grabbing his groin. He kept cumming and cumming and his pants turned dark in front. Then he was on his side, moaning. 
 
    It was crazy, insane, and the most severe orgasm he had ever had. He lay on his side and just looked out of his eyes and tried to figure out what had happened. 
 
    Mrs. Sally Dumont, Ma’am, his mother-in-law, ignored him. She  put the gun on the bed and opened her big purse again. This time she lifted out a large cat. It must have been twenty pounds, a round ball of striped fur and the most evil eyes that Hank had ever seen. She placed the cat on the bed, then sat down on the bed and petted the cat and waited for Hank to recover. 
 
    Hank struggled to his feet. He looked down at the mess in his lap in disgust. 
 
    “You may fetch my bags, then clean yourself up. As you haven’t moved your rsonals yet you may use this bathroom,” she indicated the bathroom to the side. “But there had better not be so much as a hair left behind. I will not tolerate a begrimed individual.” 
 
    “What…what did you do?” He was holding on to a dresser. His knees were shaking and he didn’t have the strength to stand on his own. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont held up the pistol. It wasn’t large, but it was black, and it didn’t have the features of a normal gun. It was sleeker, like a pocket .22, but futuristic in design. 
 
    “This is my orgasm gun. I expect you to be polite and attend to me with enthusiasm. If not…” she leveled the pistol at him and made a  silent ‘pow!’ with her mouth. 
 
    “An orgasm…what? You’ve got to be kidding. We don’t allow guns in our house, and—“ 
 
    She shot him again. A quick pull of the trigger and his legs gave out. His penis went erect, he lay on the floor and cum spurted from him. He already had a mess in his pants, and it got even messier. 
 
    “Gah! Gah!” He ejected semen and his hips jerked and his eyes rolled back in his skull. If anything, he produced more semen than the first time. 
 
    She waited patiently while he recovered. At last he rolled over and struggled to his knees. He was directly in front of her, and she motioned with the pistol at him. “Just stay where you are while we have our little chat.” 
 
    Chat? Oh, fuck! What the fuck! But he stayed on his knees, and actually sank back tot he zen position. 
 
    “My husband, God bless his soul, invented the Orgasm Gun before he died. You have already experienced its effects. If you would not experience the ‘bullets’ it shoots, then you will follow my instructions at all times. You will, very shortly, learn to anticipate my wishes. Once you have done that we can have a wonderful visit.” 
 
    Hank wanted to say something, but he was still weak. Mrs. Dumont saved him the trouble of responding by continuing. “The gun will not result in lasting harm. However, just aa a real orgasm, induced by flesh, leaves one in a weakened state of lassitude, the Orgasm Gun drains a bit of your life force from you. The most amazing thing is that you will not be drained completely, and you will produce prodigious amounts of semen. Repeated use of the gun will leave you in a more and more weakened state until you slip into a temporary coma. IQ tests have revealed that should you require such administration of orgasmic force you will lose approximately one IQ point for each coma. Do you understand what I am saying? Say ‘yes, ma’am’ if you do.” 
 
    Hank did not want to say yes, ma’am. He would rather have been in a room full of gays saying ‘fuck me up the butt,’ but his mouth moved, he couldn’t take a chance on being made to cum again, and a ‘yes, ma’am’ squeaked out of him. 
 
    “Excellent. Then fetch my bags and clean yourself up. We have a lot to do.” 
 
    Hank struggled to his feet and staggered towards the door. His head was throbbing with a very slight dose of pain. He retrieved her bags. 
 
      
 
    Mrs. Dumont sat on the side of the bed and stroked her big cat, whose name was Mr. Khan. Mr. Khan purred, a raspy thing worthy of a mountain lion, and watched Hank with gleaming, yellow eyes. 
 
    When Hank had the rest of her luggage lined up against one wall in a very precise and prescribed position, he said, “I need to clean myself off.” 
 
    She raised her eyes to him, “Say ‘ma’am. when you address me.” 
 
    Oh, it galled, but he gritted his teeth and said, “Ma’am, I need to clean up now.” 
 
    “So clean up.” 
 
    “But…I will be getting naked.” 
 
    “I have seen a penis before. Probably not one as small as yours, but get on with your ablutions. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I know. I’ll see you. I don’t care, and I suggest you stop blathering before my patience wears out.” She placed a hand on the butt of her orgasm gun. 
 
    Hank turned to leave the room. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” 
 
    He turned, “To use the other bathroom.” 
 
    “You will use this one. And remember, not one, single hair.” She actually waggled a finger at him. 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    She picked up her gun and pointed it at him. “Strip.” 
 
    Quickly, he stripped off his clothes, and was surprised to find out that he had a hard on. He looked at it and his mouth opened. 
 
    “You will find that repeated uses of the Orgsm Gun will leave you in a priapic state. Your penis will shrivel by this evening. Maybe.” 
 
    “You, but…” 
 
    She pointed at the bathroom with her chin, and he quickly scampered towards the little room. 
 
    Hank soaped and sighed. The water felt good. He wondered about the orgasms he had just suffered. 
 
    He liked a good orgasm. Of course, he did, but these orgasms were so much more intense that the pleasure quickly ratcheted into…not exactly pain…but a pleasure too much. 
 
    And the second one had, in spite of him being ‘drained’ seconds before, had been even worse. Bad enough that he had no desire to suffer a third orgasm. 
 
    He looked down at his prick. It was stiff and red, and it was, incredibly enough, dripping. As if his body didn’t agree with him and wanted those intense orgasms. 
 
    He tried stroking it. Though it was dripping he didn’t feel he could rub one off. 
 
    Sighing, he rinsed, and then inspected the shower stall for ‘not so much as a hair.’ Finally, he got out and dried himself off. Halfway through rubbing his body Mrs. Dumont stepped into the doorway. 
 
    “We do not need wet floors. You will dry off in the shower, and make sure you dry your feet off before you place them outside the shower. I trust you can managed to stand on one foot?” She spoke drily, and it embarrassed him. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    She smiled a tight smile. “Yes, Henry?” 
 
    “By what right do you come into my house and…and shoot me with that thing?” 
 
    “By right of marriage. You have a marital contract with my daughter. I am here to see that you adhere to the spirit of that contract, that you become well behaved and deserving of her attentions. I have placed your uniform on the bed. Make sure the floor is dry before you come out. I will be in the kitchen making a small repast.” 
 
    Hank’s mouth opened and closed. But she was gone. 
 
    Feeling like he had just lost a war, and not just a battle, Hank turned to clean up the bathroom. As he used the towel to wipe and blot water, he considered his options. 
 
    He could leave. He could go live in a hotel for two weeks. That didn’t sit well with him because, dammit, this was his house. 
 
    He could call the police. Heck, what could she do? Shoot them with an orgasm gun? Thinking about it, she realized that was actually a possibility. She was that insane. 
 
    No, he was going to have to go through this…this assault on his person. He would survive the two weeks and Tabby would return and everything would be fine. Once she was back by his side, a witness to the old battle ax’s atrocities, he could boot that bitch out. And, man, did he want to plant a size ten on her fat ass and watch her sail! 
 
    Mentally fortified, Hank stepped out of the bathroom and crossed to the bed. A uniform, eh? He stopped, blinked, and stared at the clothes he was expected to wear. 
 
    A maid’s outfit. Complete with bra and panties and…and a corset! And high heels! And even mesh nylons! What the… 
 
    Hank turned and headed for the kitchen. It was time to have this out. 
 
    He stomped into the kitchen, naked, his penis out thrust and dripping, and snarled, “I’m not going to wear that…that thing! Those things! I’m a man! Dammit! And—“ 
 
    She pointed the gun and pulled the trigger. 
 
    Hank started to spew semen before he hit the floor. His mind was a maze of white hot explosions. He lay and his body kept jerking and twitching. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont picked up the sandwich she had been cutting the crust off of and sat down at the table. 
 
    Hank lay on his side, quivering, his eyes rolled back, a big puddle of squirtem on the floor by his crotch. 
 
    She ate in a most tidy fashion. Touching a prim tongue to her fingers when required, taking small, ladylike bites.  
 
    When Hank had recovered enough, which meant that his eyeballs had stopped rolling and his hips had stopped jerking and only the slightest bit of drool was seeping from his still erect and now even more red and pulsing cock, she said, “I will not suffer such rudeness. Especially from the likes of you. Stomping in here like your penis is a threat,” Hank didn’t really understand that remark, but he was listening. Oh, baby, was he listening. “Now, if you wish to leave you may. Right now. As you are. Everything in this house is your wife’s property, and you will take none of her property with you. If you wish to return in two weeks and beg for re-entry, that is your prerogative. But if you leave I will likely overstay my visit to console my poor daughter. Married to such a wastrel. Humph! 
 
    “Now then, you will accouter yourself properly, or I will shoot you until you are a blithering idiot. Your decision.” 
 
    Hank rolled over, looked at the ceiling, breathed, and gathered what little strength he had left. He rolled again and got to his hands and knees. Mrs. Dumont continued to take little nibbles of her sandwich. 
 
    He managed to gain his feet, one hand was on the counter, the other one was on his waist. He sank a little bit, as if collapsing, turned, and then sprang for her. It was a good try. He flew through the air, but he hadn’t counted on Mrs. Dumont’s lightening reflexes. She flipped the gun out faster than Billy the Kid and shot him.  
 
    Hank crumpled mid flight, and slid on the floor. He came to a rest with his nose at her witchy high heels. 
 
    She continued eating. 
 
    He had just enough awareness left to hear her say, “Very well. You wish to do this the hard way.” She shot him again. 
 
    He groaned, semen poured out, and his body was incapable of any action. 
 
    A minute later he looked around in a daze, realized where he was. Looked up at her and…she shot him again. 
 
    He barely moaned as the surges started in his groin. It felt like his balls were exploding and even more semen poured forth. He was aware of his body jerking back and forth, spasms, as he emptied his fourth load in an hour. 
 
    …came to…in kitchen…her shoes at his nose…he turned and looked up and remembered, and…she shot him. 
 
    Blink…aware…bang! A silent bang, but a bang in his mind. A gun shooting him, and white hot pleasure overwhelmed him and he felt like he was swirling down a drain. 
 
    Bang. 
 
    A moment of understanding. 
 
    Bang. 
 
    And bang and bang! 
 
      
 
    Hank awoke on his own bed. His eyes opened and he stared at the ceiling. It was a nice ceiling. He remembered watching it when Tabby sat on him. Tabby. A nice memory. 
 
    He moved a hand, and realized he was wearing something. Something restrictive. 
 
    He moved his head, which caused somebody somewhere to moan, and looked at his body. 
 
    The uniform. The short dress with the chiffon underskirt. Mesh nylons. High heels, and the high heels were locked onto his feet with little padlocks. And he was wearing a bodice with…with…tits! 
 
    She had dragged him up here and dressed him! 
 
    He sat up and bent his head and was stunned to see that above the bodice he was wearing a puffy blouse, and the blouse was thrusting out with…with tits! 
 
    He put his hands on his new boobs and blinked. Not real. Falsies. What the fuck? 
 
    He started to get off the bed, but found that his waist was not very bendable and he slid onto the floor. 
 
    A corset. He was wearing a corset! 
 
    He rolled over, got his hands and knees under himself and stood. And wavered and almost fell. The high heels! 
 
    He grabbed one of the bed posts and held himself up. 
 
    The bodice, which was almost like another corset, was fastened in the back. He contorted and tried to reach the back to pull on a lace or something, and touched…a padlock! 
 
    He was locked into the fucking clothes! 
 
    And under his clothes his penis was even harder than before! It throbbed in the most insistent manner and he could feel a long drool of semen touch his legs, then adhere. 
 
    He staggered around, then moved out of the bedroom. down the hall, down the stairs, which was an adventure and a half in high heels, and to the kitchen.  
 
    “Henry.” 
 
    He stopped and turned. She wasn’t in the kitchen, she was in the living room. She was sitting in a chair, quite prim, Mr. Khan purring in her lap. The big cat opened its eyes and sneered at Hank. 
 
    “What have you…” 
 
    “Say ma’am.” 
 
    “Ma’am, what have you done to me.” 
 
    “I have prepared you for your chores. I suggest you get to them, as you won’t be allowed sleep until you are done.” 
 
    He realized then that she was a strong woman. She had lugged his unconscious body through the house, up the stairs, and lifted him onto his bed. Then she had managed to dress him. Completely. 
 
    “You may start in the kitchen, clean up the mess you made, and report back to me for further instructions.” 
 
    His mouth opened and closed like a talkative fish. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Henry, you are already down one IQ point. You will find yourself struggling to remember certain words for the next week or so. Then you will stabilize, but you will be stupider. I suggest you not go for a second IQ point. It is very possible for you to end up as a blithering idiot. I don’t believe my daughter would want to stay married in that circumstance. 
 
    Hank turned slowly. Half way through the turn he heard Mrs. Dumont say, “You really must learn to curtsy.” 
 
    But his mind wasn’t working all that well. He walked towards the kitchen. 
 
    “And straighten your back. You don’t want to appear slovenly. 
 
    In the kitchen he found a couple of rags, it took an effort to remember where they were, and he managed to get get down on his hands and knees and start scrubbing.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Hank worked until 12 that night. He cleaned the kitchen, not just his mess, but everything in the kitchen. The dishes and silverware, the cupboards, under the sink, everywhere. 
 
    “But we just cleaned everything yesterday! For your visit!” 
 
    “There was a mess on the floor. If there was a mess in one place, there is likely a mess in another place.” 
 
    “But I just made that mess!” 
 
    “Don’t quibble.” 
 
    And he cleaned. And he didn’t just clean, he scrubbed, with a scouring pad and cleanser, and rinsed, and wiped, and if she saw so much as a waterspot he had to do it again. 
 
    Finally, at midnight Mrs. Dumont yawned, fanned her face, and said, “Come along, Henry. Time to tuck you in.” 
 
    Exhausted, he had been scrubbing the kitchen since they got home at eleven, he dragged himself through the hallway and down to his new bedroom. Thirteen hours of elbow grease with no respite. Gad! 
 
    Mrs. Dumont disappeared into his old bedroom. 
 
    He started to get undressed, got the bodice off, then realized that he couldn’t continue. He quickly trotted down the hall and tapped on Mrs. Dumont’s door. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “I, uh…I can’t get undressed.” 
 
    There was a sigh, then the sound of her crossing the room. She opened the door and Hank blinked. 
 
    She had taken off her dress and was standing there in a slip. 
 
    She was thick, but not fat. Her breasts were amazingly large. Her nipples were the biggest he had ever seen, and they poked out through the thin material. 
 
    “Really,” she said in disgust. “You should have thought of this before I retired.” 
 
    “But I…you just…” 
 
    “Yes?” She glared at him. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said. He couldn't take his eyes off her boobs. Tabby had world class tits, but these were super world class. 
 
    “Well, let’s get this over with.” She went to the dresser and picked up a key. She returned and handed it to him. “I trust you can undress yourself?” Like he was a child. A not very intelligent child. 
 
    “Well, the, uh…corset…I might need help.” 
 
    “Oh, Lord!” She brushed past him, went down the hall and into his room. He trailed along, staring at her ass. She was middle aged, but he had never seen an ass so toned and well formed. A super world class ass. 
 
    She turned him around and unlocked the padlocks. She turned him back to the front, and took the garment off him. 
 
    He was inches from her, and she was half undressed. Just the thin slip and those incredible boobs. Because of the orgasm gun he was horny and his dick was sticking up under the dress. In fact, it had been rubbed by the dress material all day. Standing up, kneeling, his dick was stimulated, dripping, and…it shot through his mind…she didn’t have her orgasm gun. 
 
    But there was a contradiction here. He wanted to pick her up and throw her down, but his cock was ripe, dripping, pointing right at her half clad figure. 
 
    She looked up at him and got it right away. The look in his eyes, the change in his breathing pattern. 
 
    It didn’t bother her at all. She just snorted and said, “Men!” 
 
    She dropped the corset on the floor. He stared at her and she turned around and left the room. 
 
    He couldn’t believe the lust building in him. He realized it was the orgasm gun. It was making him orgasm, but it was also making him horny. Every time she shot him he drooled and dribbled and came his brains out, and wound up hornier than before! 
 
    So horny…would he reach the point where he would force his attentions on her? It was a stunning thought, and a real possibility. 
 
    Her voice came down the hall. “Put your clothes away. Straighten up before you sleep.” 
 
    Dazed by the thoughts in his head he finished undressing. He took off the dress, unlocked the shoes and peeled off the nylons. 
 
    He dropped everything on the floor and he was so tired that he didn’t bother picking anything up. He just fell on the bed and conked out. 
 
      
 
    He was walking down the aisle of a plane. The plane was moving, and he was looking for Tabby. He saw her several rows ahead.  
 
    “Ma’am? Is this seat taken?” 
 
    Tabby looked up and grinned, “You decided to come with me!” 
 
    “Hey, anything to get away from Mommy.” 
 
    Tabby frowned. “Don’t call her that, Hank.” 
 
    “Mommy, Mommy, Mommy!” he chanted, putting his carry on in the overhead. 
 
    “Don’t! You don’t know about mother. She’ll get you back.” 
 
    “Not 30,000 feet up she won’t.” 
 
    He plopped down into the seat and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Somebody left a tack on the seat!” 
 
    But they didn’t see anything. 
 
    Hank plopped down and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Somebody left a tack on the seat!” 
 
    But they didn’t see anything. 
 
    Hank plopped down and— “OW!” He leaped up and rubbed his butt. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Somebody left a tack on the seat!” 
 
    But they didn’t see anything. 
 
    And he kept sitting down and jumping up and rubbing his butt, and then it hurt! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” he yelped, coming awake. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He rolled over, scrambled away. Mrs. Dumont was standing next to the bed in her slip. She was holding a thick belt and spanking him with it.  Her large breasts jounced with every stroke. 
 
    “Awake, eh? Good! You didn’t pick up your clothes!” 
 
    Him out of reach, and her done, she stood back and folded her arms under her monster tits, the belt hung over her forearm. 
 
    He broke. He leaped for her. 
 
    She drew her pistol faster than Wyatt Earp and…POW! 
 
    Well, it was silent, but his head translated it as a ‘pow.’ 
 
    His outstretched arms turned rubbery and dropped, his trajectory turned into a nose dive and he burrowed into the floor. His hips were jerking back and forth and his penis began squirting semen wildly. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered, as he slowly came back to himself. 
 
    Dimly, he wondered why he hadn’t tried to jump her the night before, when she hadn’t had that stupid orgasm gun. 
 
    “Now that that foolishness is done,” she announced. “Clean up your room. I will be preparing breakfast in the kitchen.” 
 
    She strolled out of the room. 
 
    He gathered his clothes of the day before and stuffed them into drawers and hampers, then realized he better be careful and fold items that went into drawers. Man, he really didn’t want to get shocked again. 
 
    Finally, not knowing what to wear, he walked out to the kitchen. “Ma’am? Am I supposed to wear something.” 
 
    She sniffed. “Such a silly question. But eat now and we’ll dress you after.” 
 
    She was sitting at the table. She had a big plate with bacon and eggs, waffles with a big cube of butter on them and drenched in syrup. A big glass of orange juice sat next to her plate. 
 
    She ate delicately, small forkfuls. 
 
    He was self conscious, being naked, but she was only wearing a slip, and so what if his cock was big and red and dripping? 
 
    “May I sit here?” He indicated the seat across from her. 
 
    “Please,” she responded politely. 
 
    He sat down, and confronted an orange and a hard boiled egg. 
 
    “You carry much too much weight on you,” she explained. 
 
    Hank stared at the egg. Not even any salt. He picked it up and nibbled at it. He couldn’t take his eyes off her plate. Then his eyes raised to her bosom, and he couldn’t take his eyes off that. 
 
    She was watching him. she shook her head and muttered, “So predictable.” 
 
    Then he saw it. Her gun. Laying on the side of the table. 
 
    She saw him see it and said nothing. 
 
    He was frozen. The orgasm gun. If he could get a hold of that her hold on him would be broken! Heck, he could shoot her and see how she liked it! 
 
    “Do you feel lucky? Punk?” she quoted Clint Eastwood with a smile. 
 
    He did. He snatched for the gun, and she didn’t even try to beat him. He pointed it at her, his finger on the trigger. 
 
    She watched him with no expression, continued eating her breakfast. 
 
    “Now, you bitch!” he snarled, and he pulled the trigger.               
 
    His body spasmed so hard his hips hit the table and he twisted over and sprawled on the floor. It was the worst, or best, orgasm he had had yet. His body was racked and shivers ran up and down his spine. It felt like he had sat on the San Francisco earthquake, and he was aware of a smell. He had shat himself. He had cum so hard he had lost control of his bowels. And in spite of the rupturing rapture shivering through his body he was squirting. His penis stiffened so hard pain shot back into him, and big globs of cum spewed out. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont continued eating. When he was back to himself, as much back as he could be considering what had just happened to him, she leaned down and pried the gun out of his fingers. “It is calibrated only to my hand.” She placed a fork of syrupy waffle into her prim mouth and chewed, then: “Best eat while you can. We might not have time later on. 
 
    He moved his body, groaned, sat back on his ass, bent over on all fours, struggled to his shaky legs. He sat down and looked at his boiled egg and orange. Moving slowly, like an old man, he began to eat. 
 
    He cleaned his room that day. He cleaned it because, as Mrs. Dumont said, ‘If there is a mess somewhere there is likely to be more mess elsewhere.” 
 
    He scrubbed all the furniture. He vacuumed the rugs. He lugged the mattress out and stood them on side and beat them with a tennis racket. 
 
    Some of the time Mrs. Dumont watched him. 
 
    Some of the time she ignored him.  
 
    Noon passed. No lunch. 
 
    He washed the bedding. Twice. He cleaned the uniform from the day before. 
 
    He worked naked until the uniform was done, then she locked him into it again. 
 
    “You are such a lucky man, to have clothes. You are fortunate.” 
 
    Yeah. Fortunate. With an orgasm gun ready to blast him into stupifying squirts and long, drawn out, shivering orgasms. 
 
    His real lessons started that evening, however. 
 
    Dinner was a small turkey patty and a salad. She ate a mouth watering steak with a giant baked potato. The potato was split into four and had a cube of butter in it and was smothered in steak drippings. 
 
    As they ate she began his lectures. 
 
    “Men are inconsiderate creatures. They do a little work and then think they have the right to impregnate the world. Have you read the newspapers lately?” 
 
    He hadn’t. 
 
    “War in the mideast. Murders in the cities. Rape on colleges. Assault and battery. Thievery. All the evils of mankind, and the great majority of this hooliganism is perpetuated by men.” 
 
    “I never hurt anybody,” he muttered. 
 
    “You hurt your wife with your inconsiderate behavior. You are an uncouth lout with no manners. Your very existence is a bane upon civilized woman folk everywhere.” 
 
    He would have complained, but she was holding the orgasm gun. 
 
    “The cure, of course, is to educate you, and that is what I intend to do. For the next couple of weeks you will learn to behave yourself, act properly, and be a credit to your race.” 
 
    He wanted to say something,. He wanted to object, but he had had enough of being orgasmed. 
 
    Mrs. Dumont nodded. “Excellent. You’re learning to control that silly thing you call a tongue. She sipped a bit of wine and said, “There are far better uses for that implement of destruction you call a mouth.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She got up, “Do the dishes and report to me in the bedroom.” 
 
    He stared after her, finished his last forkful of salad, and began to clear the table. Fifteen minutes later the kitchen sparkling, he walked down the hall to what he thought was going to be the next lowest level of hell. 
 
    When he opened the door, however, he didn’t see whips and chains. He saw his bed, and reclining on the bed, odalisque fashion, was Mrs. Dumont. 
 
    His jaw dropped. 
 
    She was wearing a half bra, which didn’t support so much as show off her mammoth mammaries. A peignoir draped her frame, hanging open so that he could see her immense cleavage. Her pussy was front and center, shaved, a thin pink line with lips. 
 
    “What?” He blurted. 
 
    She patted the side of the bed. “Come here, Henry.” 
 
    Dazed worse than if he had been shot with the orgasm gun, he stumbled towards the bed. 
 
    “Sit down.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “I said sit!” 
 
    “But my wife!” 
 
    “Your wife knows what I am doing. Now sit down before I have to rob you of an IQ point. 
 
    He sat. Far away from her. 
 
    “Come closer.” 
 
    He edged slowly closer to the abundant woman. 
 
    Finally, he was close enough and she reached forward and placed a hand around his cock. 
 
    “Men think, just because they have a cock, that they know all there is to know about pleasing women.” 
 
    She stroked him, and his hands flailed a bit and wanted to brush her away, but he didn’t dare. 
 
    “If you wish to remain married you will have to learn how to please a woman. No longer can you be a slacker with a penis. You must earn the right to be a penis holder.” 
 
    “I want to stay true to my wife,” he burbled. “I don’t want to fuck you.” 
 
    “Oh, dear boy. And you think I wish to fuck you? To have your sad and inexperienced cock within the folds of my pleasure palace. Puh-lease!” 
 
    While she talked her hand was going up and down. On the down stroke her fist was slapping into his balls and he was grunting with each stroke. 
 
    “Now then, one of the things that you should be aware of is that, because you have been shot with the orgasm gun you won’t be able to squirt your pathetic semen. It is one of the anomalies of the gun. When shot you cum, doesn’t matter if you just came, the body is forced to manufacture and you squirt. That is probably why you are so weak after being shot. Your body has had vital essence ripped out of it. At any rate, you are empty, unless I choose to shoot you again. I think you will agree that stroking and being frustrated is more pleasurable than suffering another induced orgasm.” 
 
    That was the truth. but he couldn’t help but grit his teeth and try to push down there. Hopeless, but there it was. 
 
    “Now, the first to learn about eating a lady is anticipation. You don’t want to dive in and push your male face into the most delicate flower in the universe. You must not. You must take your time and perform adequately. Her pleasure depends upon your patience. Do you understand?” 
 
    He said he did. 
 
    “Okay, show me.” 
 
    He blinked and stared at her. 
 
    Moment of truth. 
 
    Talk the talk turned into walk the walk. 
 
    She laid on her back and opened her thighs. Two pillows were under her head so she could elevate her head sufficient to inspect his efforts. 
 
    “But, I…” 
 
    “Eat,” she warned him. 
 
    But he couldn’t. 
 
    And, she didn’t have the gun. He glanced around and saw the gun on the dresser. Maybe he couldn’t touch it, but at least she couldn’t touch it. She couldn’t shoot him. 
 
    She saw where he was looking and smiled. 
 
    “Very well.” She got off the bed and faced him. 
 
    He got up. Oddly, she was now closer to the orgasm gun than he, and she could have grabbed it and shot him. Instead, she merely stood where she was her arms slightly raised, as if she was holding a heavy bowl of fruit. 
 
    He started to edge towards the door. 
 
    She edged with him, and he saw that she would be able to cut him off. He was trapped. She smiled. 
 
    “Let me go,” he whispered. 
 
    “Through me, you pussy.” 
 
    He took a deep breath and moved towards the door. 
 
    She round kicked him in the belly and he oofed, the air left him, and he found himself sitting down on the floor. 
 
    Still, she didn’t head for the gun. She just waited for him. 
 
    He rubbed his belly and stood up. Okay. She knew some moves, but she was only a woman. She didn’t have his strength, his muscles, and now that she had struck him he could feel the mental gloves coming off in his mind. He was now willing to hit her. 
 
    He held his hands up, edged forward, towards the door, then shifted and threw a sizzling hook to her jaw. 
 
    She ducked, swatted the blow past, and punched him in the gut. 
 
    Fuck! He backed up, then, with a roar he rushed her. 
 
    She kicked him in the balls. Not hard, more to scare him than maim him. When he went down she threw herself on him, wrapped her legs around his neck and tightened her thighs. 
 
    She had one arm stretched out, and the other one tried to pry her legs off his throat. That arm batted ineffectually, and Mrs Dumont said, “The deadliest art in the world is one fashioned by grandmothers.  Generations of women dedicated to self defense. If a woman somewhere is abused the grandmothers seek her out and find out how she was abused. They discuss tactics and strategy, and develop the most vicious and effective way to deal with male attacks.” We sometimes call it ‘Granny Kung fu.’ 
 
    She punched the side of his face, and when he reacted she let go of his throat and slipped a leg over. He was in an armlock and she was leaning back. He could feel his arm being stretched, the ligaments starting to creak and come loose. 
 
    Suddenly, just when he was sure his arm was going to break into little pieces, she let go and spun around to a cross legged sitting position in front of him. 
 
    He was in tears now, and he rubbed his arm and tried to make it work. Very slowly he managed to move around, to sit up.  
 
    She sat, watching him, smiling and ready for whatever came next. the most amazing thing was that in her cross legged position her pussy was totally exposed.  
 
    Here it is. Come and get it! But he knew not just logically but in his heart of hearts, he better not try a damned thing. 
 
    “Now then,” she asked him. “Would you rather fight or fuck?” 
 
    Thoroughly beaten, Hank answered, “Fuck.” 
 
      
 
    He spent hours with his face in her cunt. He licked, he poked, he learned to use his fingers. She educated him as to which spot did what, what amount of pressure to apply, when to back off and when tp charge. 
 
    Through it all Mrs. Dumont maintained a professional face. When the pleasure became great she kept a lid on it. She complimented, she chastised, and on one occasion she spanked. 
 
    Hank was done resisting. He listened, and he tried to please. He felt terrible about having his face in his mother-in-law’s pussy, but he had no choice. 
 
    And she did explain to him that technically, no matter how much he might enjoy it, he was performing under duress. She didn’t call it rape, not outright, but they both knew what was happening. 
 
    Finally, the day done, she led the way out to the kitchen and had him prepare dinner. 
 
    He was so beaten, and, oddly, filled with energy, that he didn’t object, just made dinner as if in making dinner he was just following her lessons on how to eat pussy. 
 
    He cooked two steaks. Rib eye. And she showed him how to pound and salt, how to slice the tops, how to gauge the pink of the meat. 
 
    In between she had him peel and slice potatoes, and he spread them in a buttered pan and learned about heat and how to put a light brown to them. 
 
    Then she prepared a pair of drinks, good bourbon and Coke, and they sat and ate and drank, and it was almost companionable. 
 
    Oh, she didn’t deign speak to him, except for light instruction, and he was okay with that. He was starting to learn that there were things on earth that were not in his philosophy.” 
 
    After dinner she laid in front of the TV and had him give her a long back rub. She spoke to him of pressure points, of lines of energy, of thumbs and pressure and other matters that healed the body even as it excited it. 
 
    Then she had him lay down and she showed him. 
 
    Then she laid down and he received more instruction. 
 
    Finally, at eleven, she gave a ladylike yawn and bid him good night. 
 
    He politely asked for help in getting undressed, then he hung up his clothes and lay on his bed.. 
 
    His eyes were open. He had been abused of the superiority of males on this day. And he had learned. And, of course, his penis was erect and wet at the head. 
 
    What a day. And he was just about asleep when he heard Mrs. Dumont call. 
 
    “Henry.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am?” 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    He rose and padded down the hall, his penis leading the way, his balls chunky full and ready to be unloaded. 
 
    The bedroom was dark, but he could make out her form on the bed. Naked. Sheets pulled back. 
 
    “Show me.” 
 
    He did. He bent his head down and explored her vagina. He used his tongue as he had been taught. He licked the labia and sucked the clitoris. He held her buns and applied exactly the right amount of pleasure. 
 
    She began to moan. All day long she had held the pleasure back, but now it was time to let it go. She began to respond to his ministrations. She pushed her hips into his face. 
 
    He adjusted hold and pressure and laved her with his tongue. He lapped like a dog, licked like a kitten, and she crept up the scale of pleasure until it was obvious she was about to pop. 
 
    “Do it!” she cried. “Do me!” 
 
    He used his fingers for the finale, playing her pussy like it was a piano and he was the maestro. All her lessons paid off, and she began to cry out as the orgasm hit her. 
 
    “Oh…yes…yes! Please…God! Ohhh!” 
 
    Her pussy trembled under his lips, her thighs squeezed his face, but he kept at it, didn’t let off until he was sure she was done and coming down. Then he moved his face gently back. 
 
    “Oh…yes,” she sighed. 
 
    He slid out from his position. 
 
    “You may go now.” 
 
    Had he expected to fuck her? 
 
    But that hadn’t been in his lessons. 
 
    So he rose and slipped out of the room. 
 
    His cock was so hard he couldn’t lay on it. It was so hard he was afraid that if he bent it it would snap off. 
 
    So he lay on his back, his cock reaching for the ceiling, and waited for sleep. It was a long time in coming, he was so horny, but come it did. 
 
      
 
    He spent the next morning cleaning.Well, doing yard work. Dressed in his maid outfit he mowed, he trimmed, he sculpted bushes. 
 
    He prepared lunch, grilled cheese sandwiches with slices of bologna. Absolutely delicious, and he wondered why he had never developed a taste for these before, but the answer was obvious. He hadn’t known how to make them. 
 
    And everything tasted even better because he had, in some fashion, earned it. He was paying attention to detail, learning, and this enhanced his appreciation and made everything taste so delicious. 
 
      
 
    After lunch he reported to the bedroom. Mrs. Dumont was waiting, but she had a strict expression on her face. 
 
    “You must learn to come into a woman, but not come in her.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    “It takes more to make a woman cum, and you must be willing to make that happen. Furthermore, it is very impolite of you to leave a mess in her without permission. 
 
    Respectfully, he pointed out, “I’m sorry. But men cum too easy. It’s hard not to cum. I don’t think I can do what you say.” Hurriedly, he added, “Not that I won’t try! I will, but…I don’t think I can.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I will assist you.” 
 
    She then proceeded to put him on the bed, and she kissed him. She was quite accomplished with her mouth. She had him gulping within minutes. Then she sat on him, impaled herself, and sank down. 
 
    He groaned with the pleasure. Her passage was velvety, soft and moist, a true stairway to heaven. 
 
    She watched him closely and slowly went up and down, corkscrewing, and she held his balls in her hands. 
 
    “I don’t…please…I’ve had enough. I’m going to …AHHHH!” 
 
    He shrieked as she twisted his nuts. He tried to throw her off, but she clung to him like a rodeo rider clings to a bucking bronco. 
 
    His erection, though it was on edge, immediately backed off, and without losing any length or girth. It stayed stiff, became even stiffer, and he went away from the edge. 
 
    “You see?” she smiled. “It’s easy. You just need a little discouragement. Let’s try again.” 
 
    He didn’t want to. He didn’t want his nuts twisted half off, but he couldn’t say no. And not just because she knew Granny Kung Fu and had an orgasm gun. Something in him had awoken and was telling him he’d better behave. 
 
    Again, she began to writhe and twist, rubbing his cock with her very tight pussy. He lasted longer that time, not by much, but it was progress. When she twisted his testicles he grunted and was able to back down easier. 
 
    And the next time was even easier. By the time the lesson was over and they were ready for dinner he was able to fuck her without cumming. No accidents, just a firm control over his own prick. 
 
    That night she called him into her bedroom again. She fucked him for a while, made sure he was able to control himself, then she turned herself over to his mouth manipulations. He ate voraciously and with abandon, finding a new sense of freedom, and even pride, in his new abilities. 
 
    She came, and she hugged his head to her pussy and groaned and told him what a wonderful pussy eater he was. 
 
    For the rest of the week, and the next, they worked on his skills. He never came. That would be untrue to his wife. But he made sure Mrs Dumont came. A lot. It gave him such a proud feeling to be a good lover, even at the cost of his own squirt. 
 
    Especially at the cost of his own squirt. 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I missed you!” Tabby hugged him, kissed his face, and turned to her mother. “Mother, thank you for visiting. It was so nice of you to help Hank hold the fort. 
 
    Her mother actually gave a wan smile. “Henry did fine.” 
 
    In mother speak that was a high compliment, and Tabby glanced at Hank. 
 
    Hank just gave a wan smile, and carried his mother-in-laws bags to her terminal. A half hour later Mrs. Dumont was sailing through the blue sky, and Hank and Tabby were returning home. 
 
    Tabby sighed, and couldn’t keep her eyes off her husband. He seemed different. A little cowed, which she expected, but also imbued with a sense of confidence. 
 
    That night, in bed, Hank went to work. First he spent an inordinate amount of time down between Tabby’s legs. He ate her to a cum, cuddled with her for the appropriate amount of time, then opened her up with his penis.  
 
    Masterfully, he brought her to peak after peak, and she began to have orgasm after orgasm. 
 
    Afterwards, her exhausted and him wide-eyed and happy, she asked, “Was it okay? My mother I mean?” 
 
    “It was wonderful,” he answered, then. “When do you think she’ll be able to visit us again?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But I’ll ask her. If it’s all right with you.” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She watched her husband for a long minute, then asked, “You’re different. And you didn’t cum. Don’t you want to cum?” 
 
    He smiled in the darkness and said, “Spank me when I’m bad, but don’t ever let me cum. 
 
    She hugged him and said, “Okay.” 
 
    And they slept. 
 
      
 
    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 
 
      
 
    “Why can’t I just stay home,” Ken whined. 
 
    “Because you’re a boy, and boys always get in trouble.” 
 
    “But I promise not to get in trouble!” 
 
    His mother, Zelda, gave him a look that said, ‘Yeah, right.’ 
 
    Zelda was a beautiful woman. A real MILF, though her son never thought of her that way. Well, not too much, anyway. She had dark hair that flowed over her shoulders, emerald green eyes, and a body that begged to be looked at. Her chest was high and tight and perky. Her boobs bounced from the slightest motion, and her ass swayed when she walked. 
 
    Ken tried not to notice her voluptuousness. “But I don’t want to go to Aunt Zoe’s house.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because Cyndi is a brat. And she teases me. For that matter, so does Aunt Zoe.” 
 
    “I’m sure you can put up with a little teasing,” his mother spoke drily. 
 
    The trouble was, he couldn’t. The teasing seemed like it was always sexual, and it was humiliating. They’d be watching TV and some girl would cross the screen and Aunt Zoe would ask if that made his penis hard. Or Cyndi would get him alone and keep bumping her hand into his crotch. 
 
    Heck, if it was his girlfriend he wouldn’t mind it. But his own Aunt? And his cousin? That was rough. 
 
    And what made it worse was that his aunt was even more stacked than his mother, and Cyndi was starting to get some big ones, too. And they knew it and flaunted their charms. Winking at him and making remarks about nice it would be if he was all grown up. 
 
    Grown up what? To be sexually assaulted by his own family members? 
 
    “Okay,” his mouther said. “I’m going to drop your suitcase off on the way to the airport tomorrow. You make sure you do everything Zoe asks you to do. And you mind Cyndi, too. I don’t want to come home to any bad reports.” 
 
    Ken just hung his head and went to bed. 
 
     
 
    In his room, Ken laid down. He was naked under the sheets, and like any boy his age he had a big erection. He tried to ignore his dick and thought about the coming week. It was only a week, and if he just ignored his aunt and cousin maybe he could make it through the week. 
 
    And he had the errant thought, If only they weren’t so sexy! 
 
    His penis throbbed. 
 
    He tried to get the images of his aunt and cousin out of his mind, but he couldn’t, and finally he let his hand slip down under the sheets. He grabbed his penis and began to gently stroke it. His testicles felt like they were over full, his cock was hot to the touch, and he started breathing harder. 
 
    If only Zoe and Cyndi weren’t so sexy. 
 
    He closed his eyes as he ran his hand up and down his member, thinking about how their tits were so out thrust. 
 
    His cock got harder and he could he feel the semen boiling in his balls. A little bit more and he would erupt. 
 
    He stroked, his penis head felt the slither of the sheet material and he got closer and closer. He was almost…almost… 
 
    “Ken?” A gasp. “Ken! Are you masturbating?” 
 
    His mother had come to the door to tell hims something, and he was caught. The sheet was shivering, and when he pulled his hand away his cock was still poking the material up. 
 
    “Oh, Ken. You know you’re not supposed to be masturbating.” She came in and sat on the side of his bed. 
 
    He made a sound of frustration deep in his throat. His pecker was quivering, getting ready to shoot. 
 
    His mother reached down and grabbed his penis. Hard. “None of that, young man.” 
 
    Ken shook, but the feeling of release started to wane. 
 
    Masturbation is a sin. You waste semen. Semen you should be saving for your wife. Furthermore, there are all sorts of things that can happen. 
 
    “I’m not going to go blind,” he muttered, wishing his mother would let go of him.” 
 
    “Not for lack of trying,” she snickered, embarrassing him even more. 
 
    Finally, she let go and stood up. “Now, remember, Ken. Masturbation is bad for you.” Then she leaned down and kissed him, right on the lips, and her breasts brushed agains his arm, and she squeezed his dick again. 
 
    She sighed. “You remind me of your father.” She kissed him again and left his room. 
 
    Ken was still hard, but he was discouraged. Being caught like that, and then squeezed so he couldn’t cum. It took all the joy out of his jacking off. 
 
    Finally, he fluffed his pillow, forced himself not to touch his penis, and went to sleep. 
 
      
 
    The next day, after school, he headed over to his Aunt Zoe’s house. He was really not looking forward to spending a week in the presence of his aunt and her brat. 
 
    Heck, if he was home he could play video games, but his aunt made it plain that no games were allowed in her house. 
 
    If he was home he could ask a couple of friends over, drink some beer, and listen to music. Maybe they could even get a couple of girls to come over. 
 
    His aunt was definitely anti-alcohol, and the idea of having a small party in her house…sheesh! 
 
    So he walked up to her front door, gave a few knocks, then opened it. “Aunt Zoe?” 
 
    “Back here, Ken. Come on back.” 
 
    He walked through the house, the immaculate palace, more like it, and turned into the sewing room. And stopped. 
 
    Aunt Zoe was voluptuous, like his mother, and she was leaning over a table wearing just a black bra and black panties. 
 
    Ken’s mouth dropped open and he gulped. And his penis, of course, shot right up. 
 
    “Hi, Ken,” she didn’t even look up at him. She was intent on a dress pattern. 
 
    Ken stared at her milky white boobs. They were a soft expanse of jiggly flesh. He could see her erect nipples outlined in the bra cups. 
 
    Her pussy…her pussy was a real camel toe. 
 
    He broke out in a sweat and tried not to look, but it was too late. Aunt Zoe raised her head, saw him checking her out, and a smile flitted across her face. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you’re embarrassed by my lack of clothing?” 
 
    “Uh, well, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, Ken. We need to talk.” She came around the table her dress pattern was on and approached him. Her bosoms were jiggling with every step, and there seemed to be a bit of humor in her eye. 
 
    She linked her arms through his and turned him and walked him back into the living room. Her breasts were pressed up against his arm and he could feel his penis starting to wiggle up. 
 
    “Your mother and I have different viewpoints on certain things, and you’re going to have to get used to seeing me like this.” 
 
    She sat him down on the sofa, sat down next to him, still hugging his arm with her amazing mammaries, and said, “When we were growing up your mother and I took two different paths. She became intrigued by religion. She even stayed at a nunnery for a while. She was thinking about a life of religious devotion, but then you were born, one of those nasty monks, no doubt,” she laughed. “Anyway, you were born and she has always been disappointed that she couldn’t be a nun. 
 
    “I, on the other hand, was enamored of sex. I even worked in the porn industry for a while. You can see how that would result in my daughter.” She chuckled. “But the point is that I can be very strict, I have seen all the BDSM movies, and my punishments tend to be…sexual. So if you’re going to live here for a week, get used to naked, and make sure you follow my instructions. I would hate to have whip your ass, or dress you up like a girl, or worse.” 
 
    Ken was dazed, and he fixated on her last word. What would ‘worse’ be? 
 
    At that moment the front door opened and closed and Cyndi entered the house. She was a younger version of her mother. She had all the curves and they were growing curvier every day. 
 
    “Hey, mother. Oh, is that Kenny?” 
 
    “He likes be called Ken, dear.” 
 
    “Did he bring his dick?” 
 
    Ken choked and started to turn red. Zoe patted him on the back, which made her breasts jiggle against him even harder. 
 
    “Now, Cyndi. I’ve warned you about teasing Ken.” To Ken she lowered her voice and said, “Don’t worry, Ken. I’ve warned her about the dangers of making love to a first cousin. You know, the possibility of children having tails, or six fingers, or just being morons. I don’t think she wants to risk that. Besides, you know the one real rule in this house, no fucking my daughter!” 
 
    Ken was coughing, trying to regain composure, but it was tough. He was surrounded by two buxom babes who insisted on talking dirty to him. 
 
    Cyndi put her books on a side table and came behind the couch. She lean forward and  to kiss her mother on the cheek, but her mother turned her head at the last second and they kissed right on the lips. 
 
    Ken blinked. Maybe it wasn’t an accident. It looked like they were really moving their lips around. 
 
    Then Cyndi backed off, reached a hand around and pinched Ken’s nipple. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Cyndi just laughed. “See ya later, big dick,” and she headed up stairs. 
 
      
 
    Ken’s room was at the end of the hall, and it was…pink! Pink walls with white trim. White enamel dresser and bed. White curtains. And…a closet full of dresses. 
 
    When Aunt Zoe had shown him the room she had said, “We store old dresses here, old lingerie. Some of it is even your mothers. You would be shocked at the naughty things she used to wear. Hey, you know, she’s about your size. So if you want to try anything on it’s perfectly fine.” She giggled, told him his suitcase, that his mother had dropped off, was under the bed. 
 
    Then she had kissed him, on the lips! And left him to sort through his new room on his own. 
 
    The first thing he did was throw himself on the pink bed, fold his legs, put his arms behind his head, and wish he had a video game. Man, what he would have given for a good, old sniper game. Or maybe a run as a gorilla through GTA5. 
 
    Instead, he had nothing. Not even his computer….wait a minute! He had packed his computer in his suitcase! 
 
    He sprang from the bed and pulled his suitcase out. Oh, baby! Oh, baby! Time to snipe and blow up and break the law! All on digital, of course. 
 
    He clicked the snaps on the suitcase, flipped up the lid and..OH, NO! No computer. And, worse, no clothes! It was his mother’s suitcase! He picked up one of the bras and held it up on one finger. Big cups, wispy material Crap! 
 
    Yet, feeling the material, realizing that he was putting his hands where his mother’s boobs went, it gave him a thrill. 
 
    He rubbed the cups, imagined that he was copping a feel, and off his own mother! Which gave him an extra thrill and made his cock all the harder. 
 
    Still, he couldn’t wear just one pair of pants all week! He headed down stairs. 
 
    Aunt Zoe was still working on a dress pattern, and her boobs were still abundant and delicious looking. He tried not to look at them, tried to keep his eyes on her eyes. Even though his face was turning bright red. 
 
    “Aunt Zoe? I’m going to have to go home for a short while.” 
 
    “Sorry, Ken, but you can’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” And he explained about the mix up of the suitcases. 
 
    She straightened up, which made her breasts thrust forward, and when he was done, “I guess you didn’t know that your mother is having the house fumigated. It’s in a big tent right about now, and they are pumping bug poison into it.” 
 
    “Oh, no! What am I going to do?” 
 
    “Oh, honey,” She came around the table to him and once again linked her arms in his. “It’s no problem. We can just wash your pants every day. Take them off right now and I’ll have Cyndi put them in with her clothes.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I can’t…not right now?” 
 
    She stopped and looked at his face. She was uncomfortably close. Her lips were so red and inviting, and her green eyes were wide and…and looking right at him. “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I need to go upstairs and…uh…” 
 
    “Now, Ken! You talk to me right now. Why can’t you take off your pants?” 
 
    He managed to whisper, “I don’t have any underwear on.” 
 
    Aunt Zoe started to laugh. “Is that all? Don’t you remember what I said? You’re going to have to get used to seeing naked in this house. Now, off with your pants.” 
 
    “No…no…” he shrunk away and gripped his belt when she reached for it. 
 
    “Ken? Why on earth not?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I…uh…” 
 
    “Speak up, young man. Why can’t you take off your pants now!?” 
 
    “Because I have a…a…an erection.” His voice lowered to a whispery whimper and he looked down at the floor. Except that Aunt Zoe’s large boobs were right in front of him. So he looked up. 
 
    “Oh, Ken! You’re so cute!” She grabbed his head and hugged him, which brought his face right down to the top of her chest. He made a gurking sort of sound, didn’t know what to do with his hands, and his cock got even harder. 
 
    She put her hands on both sides of his face, held his face in place, looked at him for a long moment. Then she kissed him, right on the lips, very tenderly. 
 
    “Ken, Ken. Take off your pants, right now.” 
 
    Almost sobbing, he unbuckled and lowered his pants. His cock shot right out. 
 
    She felt it hit her in the midsection and she looked down. “Oh, that’s sweet. And it’s big, too. I’ll bet the girls are going to love you.” 
 
    His face was so red it would have made a fire engine look pale. 
 
    “But, remember. No fucking Cyndi!” 
 
    She took his pants. “You go on upstairs. Shower, and try on some of those nice panties in your dresser.” 
 
    “I…I…” he stuttered and backed away, then turned around and headed for the stairs. 
 
    “And, Ken?” 
 
    He stopped, was afraid to turn around and show her his penis.  
 
    “It’s okay if you look at my tits. Tits are a woman’s blessing, and they are fun to look at and play with.” 
 
    He was frozen. 
 
    “Go on now.” 
 
    He scampered up the stairs, and met Cyndi at the top. 
 
    “Hey, Mom! He does have a big one!” 
 
    Ken ran past her, dying of embarrassment, and went into his room. 
 
    He stood in the center of the pink room for long minutes. His flushed face slowly recovered, and he stopped trembling. He hadn’t even known he had been trembling, but…he was recovering. 
 
    But…what was he going to do? He had to have clothes! 
 
    Finally, hearing Cyndi coming back up the stairs, he went to the door and stuck his head out, careful to keep his body hidden. “Psst! Cyndi?” 
 
    Cyndi had just entered her room, but she stuck her head out. “What you need?” She was grinning. She was really getting off on his mortification. 
 
    “How long till the wash is done?” 
 
    “An hour. Why?” 
 
    “Can you bring me up my pants?” 
 
    She sighed. “You are such a nerd.” 
 
    “Please. I’m…embarrassed.” 
 
    She gave a big sigh. “All right. But you’ll owe me.” 
 
    “Thanks,” and he squeezed his head back into his room. 
 
    For an hour he sat on the bed and contemplated his boner. He thought about stroking off, but he wasn’t really all that horny. He was just…embarrassed. 
 
    But for a kid who wasn’t horny his cock was starting to drip.  
 
    Crap! 
 
    Finally, an hour passed, and Ken got up and paced. Cyndi had said she would bring his pants up, so where was she. 
 
    A half hour later he heard her coming down the hallway. He ran to the door and cracked it. When she arrived at his room, however, she had a sad expression on her face. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ken, but I must have used too much bleach.” 
 
    His pants were white, and they had big holes in them. They were totally ruined! His eyes grew large as he looked at the worthless pants. He looked up at her. “You did this on purpose!” 
 
    “Maybe, cuz. And maybe you should get over it and come on out and show us your cock. I like to look at penises, and yours looks like a beaut.” 
 
    “You…you…” 
 
    “Oh, by the way, Mother said dinner is ready.” She turned and sauntered down the hallway. “Don’t be late now.” 
 
    Ken closed the door and examined his pants. Ruined. The crotch was eaten out, the legs were hanging by threads. She had really done a job on them. He threw them aside, then went and stared out the window. What a disaster this  visit was turning out to be. 
 
    Ten minutes later he heard a knock on his door. He was naked, there wasn’t much he could do about it, so he just stood with his back to the door. 
 
    “Ken? Why aren’t you coming down to dinner? 
 
    “Those,” he pointed at the pants on the floor. 
 
    Zoe picked up the disintegrated pants and stared at them. “Lord, she really did a job on them.” She put the pants on the dresser and came to him. She put am arm around him, “Ken, I know you’re having a rough time, but you can’t starve yourself. You can’t go without food for a week.” 
 
    “Watch me,” he muttered. 
 
    “So you’re going to have to man up and put on some panties and a dress.” 
 
    He turned to her, his boner swinging and grazing her arm, which caused new heights of embarrassment. “I can’t!” 
 
    “Ken. Never say can’t. Can’t is for men without dicks and women without tits. Now, I am going to pick out some panties and a dress for you, and I’ll help you put them on. Is that clear?” 
 
    He shook his head, nodded, shook, nodded, and didn’t move. 
 
    Aunt Zoe opened a dresser drawer and took out a pair of panties. They were black and stretchy, and she handed them to him. 
 
    He looked at them but didn’t move while she went into the closet. A moment later she stepped out with a handful of black fabric. “This will do…Ken? Why aren’t you putting your panties on?” 
 
    “I…I…I…” 
 
    She put the dress on the dresser and came to him. She placed her hands on his cheeks and she kissed him. And it wasn’t a motherly type of kiss. It was a scorching, kiss that made his lips steam. Her tongue darted into his mouth, and she made a groaning sound. Then she moved back. “Ken, for me. Please put the panties on for me.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    She reached down and placed her hand on his cock, encircled it. His legs shuddered and he moaned. She kissed again. Longer, with even more passion. 
 
    “Ken. Please put on the panties.” 
 
    His cock was throbbing in her hand. 
 
    He was embarrassed, and his heart was pounding. 
 
    “I’m going to kiss you until you do.” 
 
    She moved forward and backed up her words. 
 
    Ken was growing faint, and he found his hands moving. She broke the kiss, held him up by the cock as he balanced on one foot, and he slipped the panties on. 
 
    She stepped back and put her hands on her hips, which made her breasts look like they were jumping out at him, and inspected his new garment. “That’s fine.” She reached down and tried to adjust the material around his cock. “We need to get you some sissy panties. They have a pouch for your dick. But these will do for a week. Now, the dress.” 
 
    He was broken now, no resistance, and he stood unmoving while she pulled the dress down over his head. 
 
    It was black, stretchy material sort of like the panties, and it totally hid the panties with its matching color. It came to his neck, but there was a porthole for boobs. Which he didn’t have. Glancing at the mirror on the dresser he actually had the thought, too bad, The dress was the kind that would look incredibly sexy on a boobed person. 
 
    “A perfect fit,” Aunt Zoe smiled as she smoothed material out and adjusted the bottom around his waist. Then she grinned, “Of course we need to get you a push up bra, and you definitely need to do something about that,” she reached down and tugged on his cock and he moaned. “Now, let’s go have dinner.” 
 
    She linked her arms with his and guided him out of the room. 
 
      
 
    “Wow! He’s a looker,” gushed Cyndi. 
 
    “Yes, he is. But you, young lady, have a problem.” 
 
    Aunt Zoe put him in a chair and ladled out some Rice a Roni and a lamb chop. 
 
    “What’d I do?” 
 
    “You ruined his only pair of pants.” 
 
    “But, mom—“ 
 
    “No. Don’t even start with me. You ruined his only pair of pants, and you are going to have to be punished.” 
 
    “But, mother…” 
 
    Aunt Zoe glared at her daughter, and in that glare was a force that made Cyndi shut right up. Then she said something that shocked Ken. 
 
    “Please, Mother, will you spank me?” 
 
    Ken stared at his cousin, his mouth open. 
 
    “Of course, dear,” answered Aunt Zoe. 
 
    But the most surprising thing of all, to Ken at least, was that his cock really throbbed! 
 
      
 
    The rest of the dinner went well. Aunt Zoe asked them how school was going. She enquired as to sports in Ken’s life, which weren’t much. But then she asked him about gaming and he had a lot to say about that. 
 
    And even though there was a spanking looming for Cyndi she acted like there wasn’t. She talked, teased, and was a brat, but it was all normal. For her. 
 
    After dinner Aunt Zoe asked Ken if he would do the dishes. He said yes and she accoutered him with a pink apron, GAH! and took Cyndi upstairs. 
 
    There weren’t many dishes, and Ken hurried through them. He knew Aunt Zoe was going to spank Cyndi, and he was totally astonished, and he wanted to see what it was like. Of course he didn’t think he would really see anything, but he could listen at a door, right? 
 
    He finished the dishes within minutes and trotted for the stairs. He went up quickly, being as silent as he could, and walked down the hallway. 
 
    Zoe’s room was the second to the last on the left, and as he approached he could hear them talking. There was no anger, it was matter of fact, and he tried to distinguish words. But as he approached Cyndi’s bedroom the voices stopped. 
 
    Ken was going to put his ear to the door, then he realized the door wasn’t all the way closed. He could see through a little crack, and what he saw took his breath away. 
 
    Aunt Zoe was sitting on Cyndi’s bed…and she was naked! Her boobs were out, and though they were big they were not saggy. And her bush was exposed! Though it was more of a landing strip, just a little tuft of wispy hair over Aunt Zoe’s slit. 
 
    Cyndi was naked, too. Her breasts weren’t as big, but they were perkier. It wouldn’t be long before she rivaled Aunt Zoe in size. 
 
    Both women’s nipples were stiff and erect, and Aunt Zoe held Cyndi’s wrist and pulled her across her lap. 
 
    Cyndi lay across Aunt Zoe’s thighs and closed her eyes. 
 
    Aunt Zoe raised her hand, she had a big, thick hairbrush in it, and she brought it down. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Ken was stunned at how hard Aunt Zoe spanked her daughter. He got down on his knees for a better viewpoint. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And Ken felt his cock hit high C. It thrust out so hard it hurt, and he quickly lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. Ah! There. It didn’t hurt now. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    In fact, it felt pretty good. His cock was waving in the cool air, bobbing and throbbing, and he gripped it with his hand, ostensibly to stop it from pulsing. The effect, however, was the opposite. His cock felt even harder, and it pulsed, and Ken started to stroke. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His cock pulsed so hard he thought it was going to explode. He was sure that just a few strokes and he could cum. He hadn’t cum the other day,  and his juices were already boiling. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He tried to slow down a little. It was coming too fast. He wanted to enjoy this. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He figured that right before he came he could leap to his feet and run down to his room and squirt in his hand. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Aunt Zoe’s breasts were bouncing with each smack of the hairbrush. She was breathing hard and her eyes were glistening with pleasure. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Cyndi was whimpering and little tears were falling from her eyes, but she was also writhing, as if pressing her pussy onto Aunt Zoe’s thighs. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Ken misjudged the degree of his horniness. The semen boiled up from his balls, pushed through his shaft so hard he felt faint, and… 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He fell against the door, put his hand out to catch himself on the jamb, but missed. He twisted as he fell, the door burst open and he sprawled on the floor. He was on his side, holding his cock, and his cock was spewing madly. 
 
    Aunt Zoe froze, stared. 
 
    Cyndi turned her head, her eyes were filled with water, but shocked. 
 
    “Ah…Gah…Oh!” 
 
    Ken tried to stop his squirt, and all he succeeded in doing was robbing himself of a full cum, and only shooting half his jizm. It was a perfect ‘ruined orgasm.’ 
 
    He lay there, panting, dazed, trying to figure out a way out of this mess. But there was no way. 
 
    Cyndi rolled off Aunt Zoe’s thighs and rubbed her ass. She stared at Ken reproachfully. Like he had ruined something for her. 
 
    Ken groaned, came back to himself, and got to his knees. “I’m sorry!” And he was. Sorry that he had been caught. He was fucked now. 
 
    He got to his feet and started to leave. 
 
    “Freeze, mister!” 
 
    Ken actually jerked, her voice was so commanding. 
 
    “You just stand there and I will deal with you when I am done with Cyndi.” 
 
    Ken’s shoulders were stiff, but he had no choice. He turned around and waited for the other shoe to drop. When it did, though, it blew his mind. 
 
    Aunt Zoe turned to Cyndi, who was still rubbing her ass. “Go get the liniment, dear.” 
 
    Cyndi went to her dresser and opened it. She took out a big bottle of  liniment. Ken realized that for her to have such a big bottle at hand she must get lots of spankings. 
 
    “Lie down, dear.” 
 
    Cyndi laid back down and sighed. 
 
    Aunt Zoe undid the bottle and began massaging the oil into Cyndi’s ass. As she gave relief to her daughter she lectured Ken. 
 
    “I had no idea you were such a nasty, little Peeping Tom. You realize, of course, that you could have knocked and asked to watch. We have no secrets here.” 
 
    Aunt Zoe was rubbing in slow swirls and Cyndi started to moan. Her hips began to twist under the sensation of pleasure and pain. It looked like she was trying to rub her pussy on her mothers legs. 
 
    “Since you have chosen to be less than trustworthy, you will have to have a spanking. Your indiscretion is deserving of more, much more, but I think ten strokes tomorrow morning will suffice. 
 
    “Mother,” gulped Cyndi he hands were holding her tits. No, they were pulling on her tits and rubbing the nipples. 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “He won’t be able to go to school if you spank him. He won’t be able to sit down.” 
 
    Aunt Zoe sighed. “I know. But, since he doesn’t have any clothes for the outside world, I thought I will just keep him home. He is woefully untrained, and he needs a firm hand.” 
 
    “Oh, mother!” 
 
    Whether Cyndi was responding to her mother’s statement, or her mother’s hand on her ass, or perhaps to her own coming orgasm, was unclear. 
 
    Aunt Zoe detected that her daughter was getting close. “Sit up, daughter.” 
 
    Cyndi crawled off her mother’s lap. Zoe spread her knees, and Cyndi sat back down. Her knees were over her mother’s thighs and her sore butt was hanging in the air. 
 
    Zoe leaned forward and kissed her daughter. It was a lush, sensuous kiss, red lips meeting red lips, hot breath rising. 
 
    Zoe put her hands under Cyndi’s tits and heft them, and her thumbs rubbed over the turgid nipples. 
 
    Cyndi moaned into her mother’s mouth. 
 
    Then Zoe reached down with one hand and began to play with her daughter’s pussy. 
 
    Ken stood, open mouthed, and stared. 
 
    The two women went into a hug, groping each other, Frenching, and then Cyndi began to shake and quiver. 
 
    “Oh…Oh…Mother!” 
 
    “Go ahead, dear. Have a good cum. 
 
    For a long minute Cyndi hung on to her mother and just...hung on. Her back was rippling with spasms. She kept mumbling little half words of appreciation and satisfaction. 
 
    “There, there, dear. All done.” 
 
    Cyndi stood up and said, “Thank you for spanking me, Mother.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” 
 
    Aunt Zoe stood up and looked at Ken. “Okay, young man, let’s go talk about your behavior.” 
 
    “You can talk right here, Mother.” 
 
    Zoe considered her daughter. “I suppose you are old enough to learn how to administer spankings. Very well.” 
 
    She turned to Ken. “In this house, if you misbehave you are punished. Once the punishment is done you are totally forgiven, and we will help you with any pain or bad feelings. Do you understand?” 
 
    Ken nodded. He was trying to come to grips with the idea that he was going to get a spanking. An honest to God, real spanking. 
 
    “I’m not going to spank you tonight. I want to spank you with a fresh arm. I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding concerning the severity of what we do here. So tomorrow morning, before Cyndi goes to school, we will meet in my bedroom and I will administer your spanking. Because I am doing you a favor, making you a better person, you will have to ask me for your spanking, and when it is done you will have to thank me. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “When I am administering punishment you should address me as ‘Ma’am.’ 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Very well. I left a peignoir on your bed for you to wear. So put it on and I will be along to tuck you in.” 
 
    Ken stood there. 
 
    “You may go now.” 
 
    “Oh.” He turned and left the room. He walked down the hallway, totally mind blasted, and, the strange thing, just before he reached his room he could sweat he heard Zoe and Cyndi giggling. 
 
      
 
    Ken entered his room and just stood for a minute. On the bed was a pink peignoir. Very flimsy, see through. He was supposed to put that on? 
 
    Well, it was better than a dress. 
 
    Sighing, he took off the dress, folded it and put it on the dresser, then he slipped out of his black panties. 
 
    He held up the peignoir, gave a little shudder, and slipped into it. 
 
    It fit perfectly, and it felt…sexy. The material rubbed his nipples and his cock, and his cock was already starting to get hard again. 
 
    Of course, he hadn’t had a full cum, he still had a big half a load of semen in his balls, but, still…he was getting hard. 
 
    He laid down on the bed and pulled the covers over. It felt so weird to be wearing something in bed. Thank God it was kinky. 
 
    He sighed. What a day. Seeing his Aunt’s boobs, the things Cyndi was saying to him, having no clothes, and falling into his sister’s room with his cock spewing. 
 
    How the hell had he gotten into this mess. 
 
    Suddenly his door opened and his Aunt crept in. “Hi Ken.” 
 
    “Hi, Aunt Zoe.” 
 
    She sat down on his bed and pulled his covers back. His cock was at full mast, once again throbbing. 
 
    She reached for his cock, held it in the material and began to stroke him. 
 
    “I know this must all seem quite the shock,” Aunt Zoe said. “And you really are doing well handling it.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. His eyes were wide at the sensations pulsating in his penis. 
 
    “So just stick with it, you’ll learn, and everything will make sense. Okay?” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m not lecturing you now,” she giggled. “You can call me Auntie, or Zoey, or even Mother, if that makes you comfortable.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Her hand was stroking him firmly and he felt his hips starting to rise up. 
 
    Suddenly she stopped. She leaned over him and her breasts fell on his chest. She stayed there for a long moment, just looking him in the eye, then she leaned further and touched her lips to his. She kissed him, long and passionate, and he groaned as she resumed pumping him. 
 
    She straightened up, stopped pumping him, “You really are a dear boy.” 
 
    She rose and left the room.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Ken awoke at seven in the morning. He slid out of bed and looked down at himself. His cock pushed out the peignoir and he felt…horny. Well, what else was new? 
 
    But…what to wear? 
 
    He looked at the black panties and the black dress. He could wear that again.It covered him up and he was used to it. So he did. 
 
    He opened the door and stopped. Cyndi was standing right there. 
 
    “Mom wants you. Now.” Cyndi was grinning. “You’re gonna get a spanking!” She teased. 
 
    Oh, fuck.  
 
    “She’s in her bedroom waiting.” 
 
    Ken headed down the hallway. 
 
    Zoe’s bedroom was large, spacious, and the bed was super king size. It had four posters and there were leather strips around each poster. Aunt Zoe was waiting for him, and she had a belt laying on the bed next to her. She was wearing a peignoir, and her big boobs were bare underneath. 
 
    Ken gulped. 
 
    “Good morning, Ken. Did you want something?” 
 
    Cyndi was right behind him. “Ask her,” she nudged him. 
 
    He gave her a look, then stuttered, “Can I please have a spanking?” 
 
    “Of course you may, dear.” She glanced at his penis and smiled. “Already getting excited, eh?” 
 
    “Uh,” he said. 
 
    “Now then,” she turned businesslike. As I said last night, Cyndi is at an age where she should be learning the ins and outs of a good spanking. Is it okay if she helps me administer your punishment? I’ll be right here, and it would really help me out.” 
 
    Now he was stuck. Truth, he didn’t want Cyndi watching him getting spanked. But…his mother had said he had to do everything his Aunt asked, and, double truth, there was a spot of fascination in his soul. “I guess so.” 
 
    “Wonderful, honey. Lay down on the bed. On your belly.” 
 
    He lay down, and his pecker pushed into the mattress so his butt was pooched up. 
 
    “Here, put a couple of pillows under him so his cock isn’t squashed. 
 
    They put pillows at his waist. 
 
    “Go ahead and grab his penis and arrange it pointing downward under the pillow. Is that alright with you? Ken?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    Cyndi grabbed his penis. She was surprisingly gentle when she fit it under the pillow. “Is that comfortable?” 
 
    Her hand almost made him shoot his sperm and he nodded and gulped. 
 
    “Now, we don’t usually tie a spankee to the bed, but I want to start from scratch, so, Cyndi, here’s how you tie your knots. 
 
    They discussed how much a knot would slip, whether the spankee needed something to grip when the pain got too much. 
 
    “If it’s that much pain you’re probably spanking too hard,” Zoe advised. 
 
    “Yes, mother.” 
 
    Finally, Ken was set. His butt poked up a but from the pillows. His hair, which he preferred a little long, was hanging over his face. 
 
    Zoe ran a hand over his butt and soothed him. “Don’t worry, Ken. I’m right here, and it will be over before you know it. Then we’ll make you feel good. Now, Cyndi, here’s how you grip the belt. Note that this is good leather, and it has been worked with oil to make it more flexible. Are you ready to start?” 
 
    “Yes, Mother.” 
 
    “Are you ready, Ken?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    Ken thought he was ready. He thought, how much strength can a girl have? 
 
    SMACK! Right on the butt. His mouth opened but he suddenly couldn’t breath. That hurt! 
 
    “Very good. But turn your shoulder this way. It will help you put more weight into the stroke. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Very good. Another.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Ken was trying to talk, and trying not to talk. He wanted to beg her to stop, but he didn’t want to be weak. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Don’t let the belt twist. Keep it straight.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Tears began to form in Ken’s eyes. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He began to cry, small sobs with a lot of feeling. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Very good, honey. Allow a little more time. Without anticipation a spanking loses meaning.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Okay, let’s break for a moment. Two things. One, is he crying too much? Or do you have more leeway? And, two, is he pushing his peeny into the pillows? He should be. He should be receiving sexual pleasure by this point.” 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Ken began saying something, but he wasn’t sure what. He was just blubbering. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “How are you doing, Ken? Only one more. Can you take it?” 
 
    Ken nodded, he was crying opening now. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Excellent. A wonderful first time. Undo his knots, quickly now. He needs a little love.” 
 
    Ken’s ass was in dreadful pain. It felt like it was on fire. 
 
    “Sit right there. Get on her lap, Ken. She’s going to make you feel good.” 
 
    Ken crawled, and was helped, and then he was on Cyndi’s lap. His penis poked down between her thighs. She began to rub liniment into his buns. She was very gentle and the relief was instant. It felt like the fire was getting doused on the spot, and he just lay there and sobbed. 
 
    For long minutes Cyndi soothed him, spoke softly and told him everything was all right, that he did good. He found himself nodding. 
 
    “All right, honey. You should be off to school pretty soon. Let me take over, and you have a good day.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mother.” 
 
    Ken lay there, and raised up so Cyndi could get her lap out from under him. Then Zoe sat down and pulled him on to her lap. As she began to massage his ass he immediately felt the difference. Zoe was soft, and thorough, and she really meant it. Cyndi did, too, but young people don’t have the depth of emotion that older people have. 
 
    “You were wonderful, Ken, and you really helped Cyndi out.” 
 
    He nodded.  
 
    “Okay, sit up, careful, on your knees, you aren’t going to be wanting to sit on your ass for a while, and give me a hug. 
 
    She held him, and suddenly he started crying again. Big, racking sobs that shook him all the way to the core. 
 
    “There, there.” 
 
    He could feel her big breasts pressing against him. He buried his face in her neck and cried all over her. 
 
    “That’s a boy. Let it all out.” 
 
    Then: “Boys usually cry harder than girls. They have further to fall to submit.” 
 
    Ken could see the truth of this, and he held on and just buried himself in her flesh until she finally said. “I think we’re about done, Ken. Would you like an orgasm?” 
 
    Ken was stunned, but he manage to nod. 
 
    She reached into his lap and began stroking his penis. “I know you didn’t really have a good one last night, and most boys are horny all the time…but you can’t expect this all the time. Do you understand?” 
 
    Her hands were soft and educated. They slithered up and down his pole and he started to gasp. 
 
    “Now, just to let you know, when you cum you’re going to make a mess, and you have to be responsible for your mess. This means you’re going to have to lick your spunk off my hand, and you’re going to have to wash my bedding. Do you understand?” 
 
    Normally, he would have objected. The idea of eating his own sperm was gross. But he was so shattered by his spanking, and he was so desperately cuddling, he just nodded his head. 
 
    “All right. Whenever you’re ready you just go ahead and cum.” 
 
    Her hands were squeezing, stroking. Then she reached her other hand down and palpated his balls. 
 
    He groaned and held on to her. 
 
    “That’s a boy. Come on. Give mama your precious seed.” 
 
    He felt it ignite deep in his groin, then his cock was rippling and he began to spew. He sobbed and filled her hand. Even though he only  had a half a load, he was young, and a half a load can be a bit much. 
 
    For a long minute he sprayed, and. She simply held him and let him squirt all over her hand. 
 
    Finally, he was done. Nothing left but the hazy after glow. 
 
    “Very good, honey. Here.” She raised her goo drenched hand to him. He stared at her, and found his head moving forward. He began to lick her palm and suck her fingers. 
 
    She patted his back and encouraged him. “That’s a boy. Get it all.” 
 
    When her hand was clean she smiled and helped him up. His ass was sore, but he could walk. 
 
    “Now take all the bedding off and take it to the garage. I’ll show you how to load the machine right after breakfast.” 
 
    She kissed his mouth, and he hungered for more, but she left and went down to the kitchen. By the time he passed the kitchen with a load of bedding she had the bacon and eggs cooking. 
 
      
 
    Ken spent the day with Aunt Zoe, and, once he got used to having to sit gingerly, it was a pleasant day. 
 
    Yes, she oversaw him taking a shower, and insisted that he use Nair, which got rid of all his hair. but being young he didn’t have much hair anyway. 
 
    Then she washed his hair and gave him a more feminine look. Nothing overwhelming, just a bit of a bob. 
 
    And she plucked his eyebrows a little. 
 
    But she was so nice and it was fun, the way she talked to him and took him under her wing. 
 
    And the things she was saying, about being a more kind and gentle person, he could live with that.  
 
    So the day passed and he was happy, and he didn’t have to go to school. He should have known that there is a calm before a storm. 
 
     
 
    He was sitting in his room, literally twiddling his thumbs, when Cyndi got home. Aunt Zoe had gone to the store and it was nice and pleasant in his room. He could look out the window and he had a radio that was on nice and low. 
 
    “Hey?” 
 
    He looked over to the door. 
 
    Cyndi was there. She had gotten home from school and was leaning against the doorjamb. 
 
    He was reminded that she had spanked him, and then had massaged his ass and made it feel better, and that he had cried like a baby. There was an embarrassment, but also an intimacy that he shared with her. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. 
 
    She sauntered into his room. She was wearing leggings and a dress. She had put some make up on and was looking sultry. She sat down at the little, white desk and stared at him. 
 
    “What?” he asked. 
 
    “You owe me.” 
 
    “I owe you? What for?” 
 
    “For spanking you.” 
 
    “I…no. Punishment is done.” 
 
    “It’s done when I say it’s done. Did Mom hug you and kiss you?” 
 
    He turned a little red. “Yes.” 
 
    “Well, we never did that.” 
 
    “But I did it with Aunt Zoe.” 
 
    “You never did it with me, and I’m the one that spanked you. I repeat, you owe me, and we have to finish this or it’s not done.” 
 
    Ken understood what she said. what was more important was that under his black dress and black panties his boner was starting up again. Yes, he had been jacked off. But he was young, and young men recharge quickly. 
 
    “So do I have to spank you again?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She stood up and came and sat on the edge of the bed. He was electric with the feel of her young flesh against his thigh. She placed a hand on his belly. She didn’t say anything, she just looked hungrily at him. 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    Her hand snaked down his belly, felt his hard penis under the dress. 
 
    “Wow. That’s what I’d call a stiff one.” 
 
    “I don’t think…” 
 
    Before he could finish the sentence was was turned and kneeling next to him. She lifted his dress and snaked her hand down into his panties. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he gasped. 
 
    “That’s the idea,” she started jacking him off. 
 
    “Wait a minute!” he begged. 
 
    “For what?” She squeezed his balls to the point of pain. 
 
    “Fuck!” he wheezed, trying to get his hands into gear, trying to stop her assault. 
 
    “What’s the matter?” she asked, pulling his panties down and off. 
 
    “No!” He put his hands down and tried to keep her from reaching up under his dress. “But Aunt Zoe told me that first cousins can’t do it. You get pregnant and the kid will have six fingers, or a tail, or just be a moron.” 
 
    “That’s bullshit. She just says that stuff to everybody. Any boy I bring over she says I have genetic deficiencies just to scare them off. She just wants to rain on my parade.” 
 
    She managed to pull his dress up and was lying on him now. Her hands were groping, fondling, rubbing. His ass hurt, but under the pleasure she was trying to give that didn’t seem to matter much. 
 
    “But…please…I don’t think…” 
 
    But cock was hard, and sticking straight up, and Cyndi knelt over him, then squatted, held his penis in a deathlike grip, and she slid down his pole. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Ken whined. He knew it was wrong, but it was happening and there was nothing he cold do about it! 
 
    “That’s…the…idea…” Cyndi’s face was contorted in pleasure. She began slithering up and down his hard shaft.  
 
    He stopped fighting and gripped her hips and began shoving his pole into and out of her. 
 
    She grabbed her nipples and pulled and whined happily. Her face was twisted in ecstasy. 
 
    They humped and they pumped and their bones jumped and Ken was getting close. He thrust up, burying his shaft right to the balls in Cyndi’s luscious, young pussy. He was close, just another thrust or two and— 
 
    “What are you doing!” 
 
    Cyndi exploded off Ken like she had been shot from a cannon. She stood next to the window and held her hands over herself like she was suddenly embarrassed. “He made me!” 
 
    Ken was open mouthed, his senses blasted. 
 
    Aunt Zoe stood at the door, and she was no longer the kind and caring aunt. She was pissed with a capital P. She looked ready to rip his arms and legs off, or maybe his pecker off, and then, amazingly, she calmed down. Her face just smoothed over and she smiled. “Cyndi, I believe you have something to ask me.” 
 
    “No, Mother! Please.” 
 
    Zoe just looked at her daughter and waited. 
 
    Cyndi’s shoulders slumped and she looked down. “Please, Mother, would you spank me?” 
 
    But Aunt Zoe surprised her. “No.” 
 
    Zoe looked up, then her face grew frantic. “Oh, Mother, please. I’m sorry, not…not the…dungeon.” 
 
    “Cyndi, go downstairs and wait for me.” 
 
    Cyndi was actually crying when she left the room. When she was gone Zoe urned to Ken. She came into the room and sat down on his bed. Her soft, hand went out and took hold of his penis. “I asked you not to fuck my daughter. I told you what might happen.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Aunt, Zoe. Can you spank me, or something?” 
 
    “Or something,” Aunt Zoe nodded, stroking his cock. He had been right on the verge of exploding into Cyndi, and his cock was purple and dripping. 
 
    Suddenly Aunt Zoe stood up and looked down on him. “I will come for you in an hour. Until then, please try to rest.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    She knelt and placed a hand on his chest, the palm rubbed the excited nipple, and she said, “Hush, now. Mama will make it all better.” 
 
    Then she was out the door. 
 
    Ken stayed on his bed for a few seconds, then leaped up and went to the door. He opened it and stuck his head out, and heard voices, the sound of Aunt Zoe and Cyndi talking. It sounded like Cyndi was pleading, and that Aunt Zoe was hearing none of it. He couldn’t make out what they were saying, though. 
 
    Then he heard a door shut and their voices were cut off. 
 
    Frowning, he returned to his bed and lay down again. Man, he had really messed up. The funny thing was that he really was trying to be a good boy, but Cyndi had really thrown him under the bus. And he wondered, what the hell is this ‘dungeon’ thing? 
 
      
 
    An hour passed, then a few minutes more, and he heard Aunt Zoe coming down the hall. She put her head into the room, smiled, and said, “I’m ready for you, Ken.” 
 
    Ken got up and followed her. 
 
    She had changed from street clothes and was wearing a long, black night gown. It was tied across the waist, which emphasized her boobs, and her hair was wet with sweat. The nightgown stuck to her in places and she was breathing hard, as if she had just been engaged in heavy exertions. 
 
    They walked down the steps and into the kitchen, and Zoe suddenly turned to him. He stopped, and she moved closer to him. She put her hands on his biceps, she was so close he could feel her bust pressing lightly against him, the nipples rigid with excitement. 
 
    “Now, Ken, you know you’ve been a bad boy.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “And you do have to be punished.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “It is the mark of a man how much punishment he can take. You did a very bad thing. Can you take the amount of punishment you deserve?” 
 
    “I…yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Excellent. Now, remember, even if the flesh grows weak, the spirit must be strong.” 
 
    She reached up and pulled his head to her. She kissed him. Her body was pressed against him. Instinctively he reached his hands up and fondled her breasts. She let him, just kept her lips to his, as if she was sucking and couldn’t stop. 
 
    Then she backed away. “Come, Ken. Learn to take it like a man.” 
 
    She led him by the hand across the kitchen. 
 
    There was a short hallway to the garage, and there was a door on each side of the hallway. One of the doors was to a large pantry. Ken knew this. But he had never been through the other door. 
 
    She opened that other door to reveal a long flight of stairs. The lighting was dim and she cautioned him to watch his step, and led him down the stairs. 
 
    They came out in a long basement. She led him down the length of the basement to a wall. She attached chains to his wrists and legs, and he stood, spread out, his face to the wall. 
 
    He heard a groan and looked to the side. There was a small coal room to the right, and it had been fixed up as a cell. The door was open, however, and Cyndi lay on a military style bed with a thin mattress. 
 
    “Cyndi?” 
 
    Cyndi looked around at him, and he was shocked. Her flesh was marked with red stripes. No blood, but it was obvious her skin had been scored right to the point of breaking. 
 
    “Aunt Zoe?” He looked over his shoulder. 
 
    Aunt Zoe had taken off her gown and was uncoiling a whip. She snapped it and the crack was loud in the basement. 
 
    “Don’t worry, Ken. I won’t hurt you. I will just give you pain until it feels good. Are you ready?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    CRACK! 
 
    Amazingly, the strikes weren’t as hard as the belting he had received the night before, but they were consistent, and he could tell that it was taking less effort for Aunt Zoe to whip him, which meant that she could go longer. 
 
    CRACK! became the only sound in his universe.  
 
    CRACK! he cried and his frame shook. 
 
    CRACK! and every once in a while Zoe would stop, would put the whip aside and come to him and sooth him.               
 
    “You’re doing fine,” she said in a soft voice, and she ran her hand over his flesh, his stripes, and he realized, as she alternated these actions, the whipping and the soothing, that it was becoming more and more exciting. 
 
    CRACK! and he stopped differentiating between the pain and the soothing, and the whipping became soothing. 
 
    CRACK! “Those are endorphins kicking in. Oh, yes, I could whip you and hurt you, but that’s not the point of real punishment, is it?” 
 
    He babbled something in return. 
 
    She kissed his cheek, reached down and stroked his erect penis. 
 
    CRACK! he became aware of Cyndi watching him from the little coal room. 
 
    CRACK! on and on and on. 
 
    How long is long? How short is short? All time is subjective to the person undergoing his trials. Time became a vapid thing, loose in definition, and he began to moan with the strikes, looking forward to them. He knew, vaguely, that he would be sore for days, and that he would never forget this sublime experience. 
 
    Aunt Zoe, however, had one last thing in mind that would insure he never forgot this day, the day that he had tried to sully her daughter. 
 
    Then the crack didn’t happen, and he wondered why. What had happened? Where gone was the wonderful excitation of nerves and flesh? What was happening to him? 
 
    Who was he? 
 
    He heard the sound of something being dragged across the floor. He turned his head, it felt like somebody else’s head, and saw Zoe and Cyndi pulling a weird looking horse across the floor. 
 
    Then his chains were being undone. He almost fell, but the women supported him and moved him back, turned him, and he lay down on the horse. 
 
    A horse. He smiled. He liked horses. 
 
    They fastened his arms and legs to the feet of the horse and he lay there, unable to move, able only to feel the vast pleasure of being taken to extremes he had not even imagined could exist. 
 
    Then Cyndi sat in front of him, cross legged, and he looked down at her open pussy. 
 
    “Oh, Ken. I’m sorry I forced you to fuck me.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” he smiled happily, “I liked it.” 
 
    She kissed him then, and he realized that where she had lacked passion the night before, she now possessed passion. Passion had been instilled in her. 
 
    Aunt Zoe walked in front of him. She was wearing the night gown again. Long folds of sinuous, slithering, flimsy clothe. Sexy. But between the folds, held onto her waist by an arrangement of straps, was a penis. 
 
    She knelt down and kissed Ken on the face. Kissed him on the mouth, and Cyndi moved back to watch, to listen, to learn. 
 
    He tasted her lips, loved her scent, wanted to kiss her forever. 
 
    “You were a bad boy, you know that, don’t you? Ken?” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Then it’s time to let the punishment fit the crime. Are you ready.” 
 
    “Yep,” he was in the throes of his endorphins, made happy through his whipping. 
 
    He lay there and she walked behind him, the big penis waggling in front of her. Cyndi went with him. 
 
    “Use lots of lube,” she said, and Ken felt her fingers soothing his rectum. It felt good, the way she circled his ring. Circling, and every once in a while testing him with a poke. 
 
    He was relaxed, he was happy, and he groaned when she finally had her finger in him and began reaming him. 
 
    “Oh, please,” he whispered, his voice alone in the dungeon. “Please!” 
 
    One at a time she inserted more fingers, until almost her whole hand was moving in and out of his hole. 
 
    He began moving his hips, trying to find the rhythm, trying to help this delightful fucking. 
 
    So this is what girls feel like. No wonder they like it so much. 
 
    Then she pulled her hand out, said something to Cyndi, and he could feel her stepping up behind him. He felt the material of her gown. He could feel her soft flesh pressed against the backs of legs, then she pushed into him. 
 
    “Oh!” he moaned. He had never felt anything so good in his life. The long shafted pushed through his ring and rippled against his walls. He felt the plastic balls against his own hanging balls, and he screwed his hips back and tried to get more. 
 
    Zoe said something he couldn’t make out, then the penis was drawn out of him. 
 
    “Hey?” he called out weakly, missing the intrusion. 
 
    “Be patient, Ken.” 
 
    Then he felt the penis again, and it moved back into him and started stroking his insides. He pushed back, rose up, swallowed the penis with his man pussy, and felt so good. It was like a white hot heat was swallowing his brain, one cell at a time. Time stopped having any meaning and there was only himself, his asshole, and the penis. 
 
    Hands took his face, kissed his lips. He realized that Zoe was sitting in front of him. “You don’t mind if Cyndi fucks you for a while? She has to learn.” 
 
    “No…no…” he sobbed. It’s just so…so…” 
 
    “I know, and she kissed him again, and again and again. 
 
      
 
    Zoe and Cyndi undid the leather straps and helped him up. He  was exhausted, and yet sublimely happy.  He felt glowing, satisfied, and he looked at the horse. 
 
    “What’s that?” He pointed at a puddle of liquid under where his cock had hung down.  
 
    “That’s your semen. Do you see how much we got out of you?” 
 
    “How did….I didn’t feel any orgasm.” 
 
    “The dildo presses against your prostate and the sperm is forced out of you. It’s called draining.” 
 
    Cyndi put in, “You came a couple of times over the last few days, but look how much was left in you.” 
 
    Ken was impressed. 
 
    “Okay, Ken, it’s time we had a little chat?” 
 
    He gave her his attention. 
 
    She held out a little tube with some rings. “This is going on your penis.” 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube. I’m sorry to say, but as a young man you can’t be trusted. It’s not just you, every young man is the same. This will stop you from abusing your cock, or getting some girl pregnant.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “For the rest of the week we’ll keep you locked up. It will be frustrating, especially since you just got milked, but time will pass and you’ll get used to it.” 
 
    “What about when I go home.” 
 
    “I’ll give the key to your mother. As a religious person she is quite aware of the benefits of chastity for young men.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He thought about it, he thought about not being able to jack off any time he wanted, and it was a sad thought. But he also recognized that he had been totally out of control, putting his penis inside Cyndi like he had. 
 
    “Okay. But…” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “Well, will you still…will you…” 
 
    She knew exactly what he was asking. “Honey, I will hug you and kiss you, I’ll spank you when you need it, and I’ll even use the strap on to drain you. I’m sure your mother will be quite happy when we put you on a regular schedule of milking.” 
 
    So he nodded and agreed. 
 
    Zoe smiled and helped him put the device on. 
 
      
 
    He was in the car on the way home. His mother was driving, and occasionally handling the little key hanging on a chain between her breasts. 
 
    “So how was your visit?” 
 
    “It was…pretty good.” 
 
    “I’m sorry about the mix up with the suitcases.” 
 
    “That’s all right, I learned to wear some other clothes.” 
 
    His mother thought about the extra suitcase she had in the trunk. It was full of lingerie and dresses. She sighed, her boy was growing up so fast. 
 
    Ken said, “Mom?” 
 
    “Yes, dear?” 
 
    “Do you know how to give me a spanking?” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    The Feminization Games

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Feminized for His Sister! 
 
    A boy becomes a girl to make it in the music world. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Grace Mansfield

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    He stepped off the bus in New York City and was immediately sorry. It was such a drab place, and he had traveled two days to get there. It was the big city, and dirty buildings and everybody honking their horns.. 
 
    “Jimmy!” Junie came out of the crowd and hugged him, kissed him all over the face and lips. 
 
    Jimmy laughed and hugged back. He hadn’t seen his sister in months, and now…now things were all right.  
 
    The city could be glum, but not while he was with his sister. 
 
    They hugged and kissed and ignored the rest of the world for the touch of each other, and for a while, at least, it was Christmas. 
 
     
 
    They took a bus to Junie’s apartment in the Bronx, and Jimmy stared out at a world that was so very different from the world he had grown up in. 
 
    Bricks and cement vs farmlands and flowers. He would have preferred the farmlands, but there was no way he could live in the farmland. 
 
    “So how’s Father?” Junie was standing next to him, they each held the bus pole and each other as the bus swayed. The smell of humanity was ripe in the bus, but the smell of each other was the cure. 
 
    Jimmy shrugged. “He kicked me out.” 
 
    “I figured he did. He kicked me out, then you…man wants to be alone.” 
 
    “The lonelier he gets the meaner he gets, the meaner he gets the lonelier he gets. So what’s this job you said you. might have?” 
 
    “I have it. Guaranteed. Starts in three days.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. Pay is good, short hours, and it’s a dream. But I do have a problem. I need a girl to sing with me.” 
 
    “You’re singing?” He ignored her implication. She hadn’t asked outright, and he hated to just refuse her. 
 
    “All I’ve ever wanted to do.” 
 
    Jimmy smiled at his sister. She was a beauty. She had long blonde hair, pale blue eyes that saw right through you, and, then, of course, there was her body. 
 
    Thin waist, large boobs, round hips, when she strolled out on the stage the crowd went silent. She had everything a star could ever want, except for one thing…her voice was thin. 
 
    She could sing, hit those notes, go high, go low, but her voice just lacked resonance. It was thin and reedy. Which was why she had always opted for singing with partners. As part of a duo her thin voice could be easily bolstered by a partner. 
 
    They hopped off the bus and headed for a shabby apartment building. As they came to the front door two thugs slunk along the front of the building and intercepted them. They wore jeans and black jackets, their hair was slicked back and they smoked cigarettes like they thought they were tough. As if ingesting smoke into one’s lungs suddenly gave them muscles, or the knowledge of a prize fighter. 
 
    “Hey, Junie. Baby.” His name was Biff and he was a stiff. He was a mutt from downtown and she wished he’d stayed there. The other punk was named Ace, and she wished he’d just shrivel up and blow away. 
 
    “Who’s your girlfriend, Junie.” 
 
    Jimmy turned red. 
 
    “That’s my brother, Biff.” 
 
    “That’s her brother,” laughed Ace. 
 
    “Looks more like your sister,” they snickered like they had made the biggest joke in the circus. 
 
    Junie pushed past the duo and led Jimmy up the stairs.  
 
    Inside the apartment was clean. The furniture was old, and generations of paint had hidden wallboards, but it was home. 
 
    “Have a seat. You still like bourbon?” 
 
    “Does the pope shit in the woods?” 
 
    They both laughed. One of the few joys they had had growing up was filching liquor from their father’s ever present but cheap assed bourbon. 
 
    Junie poured, added a bit of Coke and they toasted each other. After they had taken their first Sip Junie placed her hand on Jimmy’s  and said, “So, what gives. I’ve been trying to get you out here for months, and then you pop in out of the blue, no notice. What really happened at home? 
 
    Jimmy sighed. “Pop got drunk and beat me.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “So I left. Don’t have anything but this toothbrush in my pocket,” he touched his breast pocket. 
 
    “Well,” Junie spoke wryly, “I doubt if he’s called missing persons on you.” 
 
    Jimmy laughed. “So tell me about this job?” 
 
    “It’s a coffeehouse over in Manhattan. Lots of rich people there, a real step up. Agents and producers hang out there, and I know a guy, he got me an audition, and…well, I got the gig.” 
 
    “Fantastic!” 
 
    “But…I have a problem.” 
 
    “You said that. So…what’s the prob?” 
 
    “The guy, his name is Chuck Johnson, wasn’t all the impressed with my voice. He liked the guitar, and he liked my looks, but he was about to pass ‘cause my voice isn’t the strongest, then Alyce, that’s my roomie, she put on a tape.” 
 
    “Oh, shit, not that tape!” 
 
    “Yup. You and me. Me singing normal, and you in falsetto. Alyce played it and Chuck thought it was sick, and…now I have to come up with a partner.” 
 
    “Oh, no.” he said. 
 
    She looked at him. 
 
    “I don’t want to.” 
 
    “Do you have a job here?” 
 
    “You know I don’t.” 
 
    “Then what’s the harm in a few weeks of being my partner?” 
 
    “You know what the problem is.” 
 
    They stared each other, and it was an impasse. And finally Junie clutched his hand with both of hers and said, “Jimmie, it won’t be long. Just until I get another partner, and—“ 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    And he said it: “I don’t want to be a girl again.” 
 
    His statement filled up the space between them, an impenetrable barrier, and the only thing they had ever really disagreed on. 
 
      
 
    “Alyce, this is my little brother, Jimmy.” 
 
    “Hey, Jimmy, glad to meet you.” She shook hands like a man, but she sure didn’t look like a man. Her chestnut hair framed an oval face of perfect angles and penetrating, brown eyes. He couldn’t tell about her body, though. She wore man clothes. Boot jeans and a Levi jacket. Her chest was thick, but…there was something strange about it. 
 
    “You the one on the tape?” 
 
    “Guilty.” 
 
    “Man, that is sweet stuff. You guys compliment each other like…well, like a brother and sister.” 
 
    “Have a seat and some bourbon.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    Shortly all three of the were drinking, and Jimmy was fascinated. Alyce like a spark plug. She filled the room with her presence, and her laugh was totally infectious. 
 
    “So you gonna sing with my sweetheart here?” 
 
    And Jimmy got it. Lesbian. 
 
    “No,” said Junie. 
 
    “Why not? You guys are killer! You could make million seller records right now!” 
 
    “Jimmy doesn’t want to be a girl.” 
 
    Alyce snorted. “Me neither.” Then she grew serious, “Even for a mill? Not even to help Junie here?” 
 
    Alyce had sat next to Junie and had an arm on the back of her chair. Jimmy could see the attempt to possess, but he could also see that his sister was not interested. The magnetism just wasn’t there. Poor Alyce, he thought. 
 
    “It’s more complicated than that.” 
 
    “What’s complicated? You put on a dress, cash your check, zippity do dah.” 
 
    “Jimmy was…discouraged from such things.” 
 
    “How do you discourage a guy from wearing a dress,” Alyce laughed. She was aware of the twisted nature of her comment. 
 
    Jimmy, having had just enough to drink, blurted, “Mom used to dress me up like a girl, like when I was real young. Pop didn’t like it, and the older I got the more he resented it. 
 
    To Junie Alyce remarked, “I thought your old man was a preacher?” 
 
    Both Junie and Jimmy nodded. 
 
    “Holy crap! So the son of the preacher man wears dresses when he’s a kid. Couldn’t he get over it?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    Alyce shook her head. “Man. What a fuck up.” She contemplated the brother and sister for a moment, her eyes taking on a narrow expression. “So what’s the deal then. You spend a few nights here? Then move on?” 
 
    “Just until he gets a job,” Junie blurted. 
 
    Alyce smiled a wicked sort of smile. “So brother dear won’t help you but you have to help him.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “I’ll go,” said Jimmy. Though he had no idea where he would go to. 
 
    “It’s okay. I’m just kidding.” But there was something in her eyes that said she wasn’t. “So where’s your luggage?” 
 
    “Uh, turns out I have a slight problem, too.” The girls looked askance and he said, “My bag was stolen.” 
 
    “On the bus?” 
 
    “Yup. I went to check on it at the last stop, get a book out of it, and it was gone. Turned the bus upside down, but somebody somewhere is reading my copy of ‘Femwood Mansion’ as we speak.” 
 
    “You read Grace Mansfield?” 
 
    “Who doesn’t” Jimmy responded. “I wasn’t through with the book, so I’m going to have to buy it twice.” 
 
    “Heck, I got a copy.” 
 
    Jimmy studied Alyce. She was an inch taller than him, and with her big chest she probably outweighed him and…crap! She had bound her chest! That’s why it looked bulky! She was trying to hide boobies! 
 
    “That would be great,” Jimmy tried to hide his surprise. 
 
    “I also have some clothes that would fit you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Sure.” But Alyce was snickering on the inside. It wasn’t going to be any of her male clothes that she shared. She watched Jimmy, and liked what she saw. In fact, she felt an instant connection. She might fascinate Jimmy, but the fascination was reciprocated. 
 
    “Come, on, let’s have some more bourbon and call it a party.” And nobody noticed that Alyce had taken her hand off the back of Junie’s chair and put it on the back of Jimmy’s. 
 
      
 
    Several hours later the bourbon was gone, the hour was late, and the  party was waning. 
 
    Junie did the dishes and straightened up, Alyce  sat at the kitchen table and contemplated the brother and sister. They were so similar in appearance.  For months she had been trying to get into Junie’s pants, with no luck. She wasn’t hurt, she knew the spark wasn’t there, but she sure wanted it to be. 
 
    Her eyes went to Jimmy, who was drying the dishes. Pity. There was spark there, but he was a guy, and she just wasn’t into guys. 
 
    “So where do we put Jimmy?” Junie turned from the sink.  
 
    “I can just sleep on the couch, if that’s all right.” 
 
    “Nah. That’s cave man. I got the big bed, I’ll share.” 
 
    “I couldn’t…” 
 
    “You don’t have to…” 
 
    But the objections were waved on by Alyce. “It’s a done deal. You get the right side of the bed because you’re all right. I get the left because I left my senses…a lo-o-ong time ago.” 
 
    All a little high, they chuckled. 
 
    Alyce’s bedroom was the master bedroom. The bed was as big as advertised, and Alyce showed him where he could put his stuff, when he got some stuff, and he was assigned a shelf in the bathroom cabinet. Then it was undressing time. 
 
    “I guess you figured out I’m not into guys.” She unbuttoned her shirt and took it off. She was wearing a compression vest to hide her boobs, and Jimmy tried to act nonchalant. She might be into guys, but he was into girls, and he didn’t want to weird her out with a big boner sticking out on the first night. 
 
    “It’s obvious.” 
 
    “Good. Just so there’s no misunderstanding.” 
 
    Jimmy took off his shirt. His body was slender. His chest wasn’t very wide, and, in fact, if it hadn’t been for the tits on Junie’s chest they would have been physical twins. 
 
    Alyce’s compression vest had hooks and she undid each one and sighed as the pressure released. Finally, she slipped the garment off and Jimmy had a look at what she was hiding. 
 
    She was as large as any woman Jimmy had ever seen. Double Ds easy. Little mountains with pink rips, and the pink tips, now that they were also released, stood up stiff and rigid.” 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Alyce as she rubbed her boobs and pulled on her nipples. 
 
    “That must get tiring.” 
 
    “Oh, it downright hurts, sometimes.” 
 
    Jimmy was sitting on the edge of the bed, waiting for lights to go out before he took his pants off. 
 
    Alyce took off her pants, and then panties. She slept in the raw, and she wasn’t about to change her methods just because little brother had come a’callin’. 
 
    She stretched briefly, waiting for Jimmy to finish undressing. When she saw he wasn’t, she asked, “You sleeping in your jeans?” 
 
    “Ah, no.” 
 
    Busted, a little embarrassed, a little shy, he kept his back to her and pulled down his pants. 
 
    Alyce laughed. “You got to be kidding. We’re going to room together and you’re all shy and embarrassed on me?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I’m sorry. I’m not used to roomies.” 
 
    “Well, I showed you mine, so you got to show me yours.” 
 
    Normally she wouldn’t have been so free in her speech, but there was something about Jimmy that opened her up, made her want to talk to him. 
 
    He sighed, shrugged, and turned around. 
 
    “Fuck! Are you serious?” 
 
    “What?” He looked down, afraid there was something wrong. 
 
    “That’s a serious weapon of ass destruction. 
 
    Jimmy was a shower, and he hung an easy six inches slack, and when he was erect it was an easy eight inches. And he was erect right then. 
 
    “I…uh…” he started turning red and didn’t know what to say.” 
 
    “You can use the bathroom if you want to take care of that.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Feeling a bit shamed he trotted into the bathroom. In reality he was just trying to get away. Alyce seemed to be able to get under his skin as easily as his sister. 
 
    He sat on the toilet and stroked himself for a couple of minutes. The lights went out in the bedroom just about the time he realized that he couldn’t quite get over the edge. 
 
    Sighing. He flushed the toilet and slunk back into the bedroom. 
 
    “Everything come out all right?” Alyce laughed. 
 
    “Har dee har har,” responded Jimmy, slipping. onto his side of the bed. He wiggled a bit, found a good position, and laid with his eyes open. 
 
    “Just joking.” Then, “I didn’t hear the big grunt, so I figured you got the first night blues. It’s hard around strangers.” 
 
    “Actually, it’s hard all the time.” 
 
    Alyce laughed. “You’re all right, Jimmy.” 
 
    They both lay quietly then. But they weren’t sleepy. In spite of the alcohol, and the yawns before retiring, neither of them felt like sleeping. 
 
    After a while Alyce whispered, “How could a preacher man justify beating his child?” 
 
    “He’s quite the contradiction. He was okay while Mom was alive, but after she died he started drinking, and that changes a guy. Then the bible isn’t too friendly with gays. Sodom and Gomorrah. 
 
    “Ah, yes.” Alyce flipped onto her other side, faced Jimmy. “So you have to help your sister.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t like dressing up as a girl, and when we sing, the way our voices work, I have to.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I sing falsetto, and people have a rough time with a guy singing in a high key.” 
 
    “The Beach Boys sing in falsetto, there’s lot of guys sing that way.” 
 
    “In the studio. Go on tour, go in front of a live audience and people want the image to match the reality.” 
 
    “The image being what you look like, the reality being your voice.” 
 
    “Bingo.” 
 
    Alyce was quiet for a while. Jimmy thought she might be going to sleep when she suddenly blurted, “I don’t care. You’re going to help your sister.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I think I know the real reason.” 
 
    Jimmy said nothing. 
 
    “Your father beat you for being a girl. That is discouragement enough for anybody.” 
 
    “That has nothing to do with it.” 
 
    “Your voice says otherwise.” 
 
    “I think I want to go to sleep now.” 
 
    He felt her hand on his arm. “I’m not normally a bully, but I’m going to make you do this.” 
 
    Jimmy felt a jolt of excitement shoot through him. His cock suddenly perked up, was hard as a fire poker. He tried not to get excited, but…Alyce and he had such a connection, he couldn’t deny it, and what she was saying… 
 
    She was suddenly on her side, on an elbow, looking down on him. “You’re going to do it.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She reached right down and grabbed his cock. He gasped. 
 
    “You agree or I’ll rip this right off.” 
 
    “You can’t do this to me.” He was stuttering. 
 
    “Or what? You’ll sue me?” She laughed. 
 
    He grabbed her tit. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What? you can grab me but I can’t grab you.” 
 
    She let go, so he let go. But it was obvious they weren’t done. There was tension in the room, thick and heady. 
 
    Suddenly she threw a leg over him. It was fast, and she was sitting on his belly and pinning his arms down with her weight, 
 
    “Hey! Get off!” 
 
    “Not till you agree.” 
 
    He was aware of his cock rubbing up against her crack. 
 
    She just laughed. “Got you all excited, eh?” 
 
    He struggled, but she was surprisingly strong and he couldn’t get loose. His mind was in turmoil. He was a guy and she was a girl, and he should be stronger. But he wasn’t. She held him down, her large breasts hung over his chest, and he felt his cock getting harder and harder. 
 
    “Come on,” he tried to reason with her.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Then I’ll go to sleep like this.” 
 
    She lifted her weight and dropped it. Her buttocks landed on his belly. 
 
    “Oof! Fuck!” 
 
    “Say you’ll do it.” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    She jounced again, and her tits bounced off his chest. 
 
    “Come on!” he begged. 
 
    “Look, bozo. Your sister works part time as a waitress. She puts in long hours for being part time, and she comes home beat to shit and the look in her eyes…she’s hurting. You come along and you have a solution, but you’re afraid somebody will boo or something. So you let your sister suffer because you’re a coward.” 
 
    Jimmy was silent. 
 
    “Give me a reason, a real reason, and I’ll let you up. I’ll back off.” 
 
    Jimmy turned his face away. He could feel all that old emotion coming up. He didn’t want that. 
 
    She leaned down, put her face in front of his. “Tell me why you won’t help your sister.” 
 
    He turned his face the other way, but she moved her head and kept her face in front of his. “Tell me.” 
 
    “Let me go!” He gritted and tensed his muscles and tried to wiggle out.” 
 
    She held him, and she ignored his hard cock, and she snarled, “Tell me why!” 
 
    And he broke. It had been so long ago, but…her bullying him, his physical helplessness…he started to cry. 
 
    Alyce blinked She was just trying to help. She didn’t want to hurt anybody. She released his wrists, then she rolled off him. 
 
    They were inches apart, her on her side, watching him cry in the gloom. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean…I don’t want to hurt anybody.” 
 
    And Jimmy told his story. 
 
      
 
    “Mom saw a picture of Franklin Delano Roosevelt as a child. His mother dressed him as a girl until he was six years old. That was common back then, People would raise their sons as daughters for the first few years. 
 
    “Mom coldn’t do it with Junie, she was a girl already, but she did it with me. I wore bloomers and little dresses and she mothered me. I was her little sissy boy. And she did this past six, until I was nearly ten. I was a mommie’s boy. 
 
    “It drove my father insane. He may have been a preacher, but he was a manly man, and the idea of his son being a sissy boy…he began to be abusive. 
 
    “At first it was just verbal. He’d call me a sissy and laugh at me. But as time went on Mom died, and he tried to remake me as a man. He burned all my dresses, discouraged make up, and bullied me constantly. 
 
    “I wasn’t strong. I hadn’t spent my youth running in the hills and climbing trees and wrestling with other boys. The result was that I could never be as manly as he wanted. No matter what I did, he would look at me and see a sissy.” 
 
    That’s terrible,” Alyce muttered in the dark. 
 
    “That wasn’t the worst of it. The worst was that word was out. People knew I had been raised as a girl, and everybody in town looked down on me. I was constantly called names. Queer, faggot, gay, and those were the polite names. Buttsuck and Dicklick were popular, and I was constantly being teased, asked to perform sexual services.” 
 
    “But you weren’t gay? I mean, you’re not gay, are you?” 
 
    “I’ve always loved girls. Even when they would have nothing to do with me. But try telling a bunch of redneck louts that you’re not gay, that you want women. Hah” His laugh was bitter in the darkness. 
 
    “Okay. So you got mistreated. that’s still no reason. Not a good enough one, anyway.” 
 
    “One summer I met a girl. She was beautiful. And she didn’t care that I was a little…soft. She was the sister of one of the bigger bullies in town, but I thought she was different. 
 
    “We went out a couple of times, I even kissed her. I thought things were changing. I asked her to come to a church social and she agreed. I wanted to show my father that I wasn’t gay, that I could have a girlfriend. 
 
    “He was surprised, I don’t know if he was happy, after all, his pre-conceived notions were pretty strongly embedded.  
 
    “Anyway, we went for a walk, holding hands, out along the edge of the field behind the church. We could hear children playing games. We cold smell hamburgers and hot dogs. Rita, that was her name, pulled me into the woods. I thought she was trying to get me alone so we could make out, then I was tackled by her brother and two of his friends. It turns out she was trying to get me alone, all right, but for her brother and his friends. The whole idea of us being friends was a charade. She laughed when they threw me over a log. She thought it was funny when they…Jimmy dissolved into tears. 
 
    Alyce found herself holding him. He head was buried in her chest, right over her big boobs, and he sobbed. 
 
    Such a lot of baggage to be carried around. To be fooled and mistreated in such fashion. She felt a deep anger, she wished she had been there. She would have defended him, she would have shown those assholes what it was all about. 
 
    Jimmy just cried and held on. He released tons of emotion, and it was cathartic. All the trauma of that incident was being released. 
 
    Finally, he stopped crying. They lay in each others arms, and she felt his prick dance against her belly. She laughed. And he giggled. 
 
    “Sorry, Charlie, no tuna for you tonight.” 
 
    “Too bad.” He mumbled into her flesh. 
 
    It was silent then. A little bit of light came in the window from the streetlight up the street, and they could hear her clock ticking, but it was…quiet. It was a space in which decisions were made. 
 
    She kissed his hair, brushed her hand down the side of his face. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. 
 
    Alyce knew exactly what he meant, and she exulted. 
 
      
 
    They had three days to get ready. Three days in which to make him a woman, and three days to get their act together. Three days in which to perform a modern miracle. 
 
    Junie, of course, was delighted that Jimmy would help her. She was delighted that they would do what they loved doing. That first day she brought out her guitar, tuned it up, and they started putting together their act. 
 
    Alyce sat in the kitchen and watched them and offered criticisms. Light criticisms that made them laugh as much as think.  
 
    “Have you decided what your stage name is going to be?” she asked at one point. 
 
    “We used to do it as Junie and Junior.” 
 
    “But we figured out that some people take exception to me as a girl, so we called ourselves Junie and Moonie.” 
 
    Alyce laughed. “Which one of you was Moonie?” 
 
    “Whoever wanted to be.” 
 
    Junie trickled her fingers over the guitar strings, and while her voice might be thin, her guitar playing wasn’t. Alyce was instantly silent as her emotion came out in just a simple run of notes. 
 
    “Damn, sister, you’re good,” she mumbled. 
 
    “You should hear Jimmy.” 
 
    “What? You play, too?” 
 
    “A little.” 
 
    “A lot,” Junie scoffed. “I just flick the strings. He makes magic.” 
 
    “Wait here,” Alyce ran out of the apartment. 
 
    Junie and Jimmy looked at each other and shrugged, then went over choices for their show. 
 
    “I want to do ‘The Sound of Silence.’ “ 
 
    “Old classics, can’t go wrong. But I draw the line at Virgil Caine.” 
 
    “Argh. Okay. But what about Everybody Knows?” 
 
    “Everybody expects that to be deep, a Leonard Cohen bass.” 
 
    “Okay, we can think about it. What about,” Jimmy hesitated. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Walk on the Wild Side.” 
 
    Junie was silent for a moment. She could hear his falsetto sliding through her notes, they could even do a round robin in a couple of places, really make that song pop. “Good, let’s try that. I can feel it.” 
 
    “Me, too. what about…” 
 
    The door burst open and Alyce stood victorious. She had a guitar in her fist. 
 
    “Where’d you get that?” 
 
    “I borrowed it from Frankie, downstairs.” 
 
    She crossed the room and handed the guitar to Jimmy. 
 
    “I didn’t know Frankie played.” 
 
    “He used to. when he heard what you’re doing he wanted to help. He’s gonna come up and listen, if that’s all right.” 
 
    “Hell, yeah. We need to play in front of people.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Jimmy was examining the guitar. It was a good one, a little old, but sometimes that just makes the sound richer. 
 
    He started tuning it up, but the strings were old and every time he thought he had it the sound would flatten out. He listened, and started sinking into the moment. 
 
    Jimmy had spent hours every day playing the guitar. No friends, a pariah, he had nothing else to do, and he had spent all his time practicing. He ran his fingers along the strings and the apartment filled with pure honey. 
 
    “It needs strings,” he said. “But the sound is really good.” 
 
    Junie and Alyce were silent now, just watching him, and Junie winked at Alyce in victory. 
 
    Finally, the guitar tuned, he started to run through slow rifts. His fingers were authoritative but his sound was carefully soft. It created a curious blend that made Alyce want more. She could feel the hints of his soul starting to come through the strings. 
 
    “He’s just getting warmed up, “ Junie whispered. “Wait.” 
 
    “Wait? Heck! She could already feel it. He was surrounding each note with clean space. There was no squeak as he ran his hand up and down the neck. 
 
    Suddenly he drew out a chord, then ripped through a savage cluster of notes. It was classical, she recognized it as a riff from ‘Stairway to Heaven.’ It near took her breath away. Then he paused, tweaked a string, and began to play. 
 
    Alyce would later speak of that first five minutes of listening to Jimmy play as life changing. Simply, before that five minutes there was rock and roll on the scratchy, old radio. Afterwards there was an appreciation for classical rock and roll that she had never suspected could exist. Every note he played it felt like the very air was shivering. Goosebumps ran up her spine and her hair stood on end. 
 
    The most amazing thing, however, was the effect the music had on her physical person. For the first time in her life she suddenly felt her pussy. She just became aware that it was hot. Hell, it was wet, and she tried to ignore it. But it was like trying to ignore a car crashing into you. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The next day they spent all day practicing. Alyce had to go out for a while, but when she came back they were sitting in the same places, playing, discussing notes and harmony, exchanging ideas. 
 
    Frankie came up in the early afternoon. He was an older black man, scrawny as a chicken, missing a front tooth, and he tapped his foot and clapped his hands when appropriate. At one point, after Jimmy had played a Beatles song, he shook his head and said, “That ain’t my guitar. My guitar doesn’t sound like that. 
 
    Other people in the apartment, hearing the sounds, came by and peered in. Junie always waved them in and told them to have a seat. 
 
    Jimmy needed the audience. He was rusty, and to just be appreciated…he needed it. Appreciation always builds confidence. 
 
    At five o’clock they called a halt for dinner. Alyce’s treat, they went down to the local diner and ordered burgers. They sat around and just talked, and even just talking was helping Jimmy get back in the groove. At one point the waitress was hanging with them in between orders, and she tilted her head when Alyce told her that Jimmy and Junie played guitar and sang. 
 
    “No! Really?” 
 
    Junie grinned, she knew the waitress. Jimmy just sort of hung back. Alyce noticed that Jimmy was being introverted, and she said, “You want them to play for you?” 
 
    “Here? Now?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “We’ve been playing all day, and…” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    And it would have ended there, but Alyce wasn’t about to let it. “Tomorrow.” 
 
    Jimmy and Junie looked at her. “Tomorrow they’ll rest up in the afternoon. You’ll be here?” 
 
    “Heck, yeah! I’ll be here.” 
 
    “What about the boss?” Jimmy blurted. 
 
    “Harold is cool. Heck, if you don’t bring us some business we’ll just ask for our money back, right?” 
 
    They all chuckled at that. 
 
    Later, when Jimmy went to the bathroom, Junie turned to Alyce and said, “You bring out something in Jimmy.” 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    “No, I mean it. He’s shy, and you can figure out why, but when you push it gives him confidence.” 
 
    Alyce thought about that. She did seem to be able to manipulate Jimmy a little. Heck, she had gotten him to agree to play, and he had sure sounded determined not to. 
 
    “Well, maybe. But he’s the kind of guy that shines, anyway. Especially when you put a guitar in his hands.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you’re the spark plug. He brightens up whenever he so much as looks at you.” 
 
    Alyce was almost embarrassed at that high praise. 
 
      
 
    That night they started working on Jimmy’s outfit. 
 
    “He needs to wear a dress…” 
 
    “Yeah, but not matching. We look like twins and…” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “We need to keep our distinctive personalities.” 
 
    Alyce didn’t fully understand that, but she was smart enough to know when to stand her ground and when to give in. 
 
    “Okay, hats?” 
 
    Jimmy yes and Junie no. Alyce knew that Jimmy wanted to hide under something and that was okay, as long as he didn’t hide those hands of his. 
 
    “Jackets?” Neither wanted to wear jackets, but Alyce said to Jimmy, “Look, you’re going en femme. What are you going to do about tits…and a jacket might help hide your boobs, or lack thereof.” 
 
    Jimmy frowned. “We could use water balloons.” 
 
    “You have got to be kidding me!” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” Jimmy admitted. 
 
    “Let me check the thrift shops,” Junie offered. 
 
    “No way a thrift shop is going to carry boobs.” 
 
    “They might.” 
 
    “No, but…I might know somebody.” 
 
    “How much are falsies?” 
 
    “Too expensive. Let me check with a girl I know.” 
 
    They moved to the next item. 
 
    “High heels?” 
 
    They both agreed to that. Jimmy liked wearing heels, it had been some time since he had worn any and he was looking forward to it. 
 
    After an hour they were pretty sure what they had and what they needed. They would have a dress rehearsal the next day and make sure everything fit. But for now, they were fine, and they went back to rehearsing. 
 
     
 
    One in the morning Alyce was beat and she headed for bed. Jimmy and Junie were fine. They were stoked. They were good for another couple of hours. But that’s the way it is with musicians. They get used to the late hours, can’t sleep after a performance, get high on what they’re doing, and they don’t call it a day until the sun is nearly up. 
 
    At three in the morning Alyce was sound asleep when the bed jostled slightly. 
 
    “That you?” She mumbled. 
 
    “Nope,” 
 
    She was asleep, but she couldn’t help it. She giggled. 
 
    Jimmy stretched out and lay looking up at the dark. He hadn’t wanted to do this, but now that it was happening he was glad. 
 
    After a minute he heard Alyce: “Fuck.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Now I’m awake.” 
 
    “Good. Keep watch. I’m going to sleep.” 
 
    But…he wasn’t. A few minutes later he sighed. 
 
    Alyce whispered, “I know.” 
 
    They lay there for a few more minutes, then Alyce turned and moved up against Jimmy. She threw a leg over his and nuzzled her face against his shoulder. 
 
    He was electric. His cock was harder than it had been all night, and it was stretching the blankets towards the roof. 
 
    “I sure wish you were a girl.” 
 
    “I will be tomorrow.” 
 
    “Hunh,” and Alyce reached out and touched his penis. “Why haven’t you taken care of this?” 
 
    “When? We’ve been practicing all night.” 
 
    “Oh.” Then: “You want some help?” 
 
    She didn’t wait for an answer, just started stroking him. Her hand was soft and lazy and it took his breath away. His cock started to pulse. “Have you ever done it with a guy before?” 
 
    She stopped stroking. Just held him. “Twice. At least I tried it. First guy was an asshole. It hurt, didn’t feel good, and he squirted in me and went home. Asshole actually called me up a week later and asked if I wanted to do it again. As if I had had a good experience with him.” 
 
    “And the other one?” 
 
    “One of my gay friends. We tried. Lord, how we tried. But he had a hard time getting it up, and when he got in me it wouldn’t stay hard. We ended up laughing and getting drunk. How many girls you been with?” 
 
    “Not many.” 
 
    “Oh, ho! How many.” 
 
    His voice was a shy whisper. “One.” 
 
    “One, eh. And was she a hook—oh fuck.” 
 
    Jimmy didn’t say anything. 
 
    “I’m sorry. She was, wasn’t she?” 
 
    “I guess,” Jimmy’s voice was soft in the gloom. 
 
    “Well, so what,” she muttered. She began to stroke his cock again. And this time he could feel that she was getting into it. He knew that she was sorry for her ‘hooker’ remark and wanted to make up for it. 
 
    Jimmy didn’t say anything. Her hand was feeling mighty good, and he could feel his breathing quicken. 
 
    “I’m going to cum in your hand.” 
 
    “That’s what it’s for.” She kept moving her fist up and down, and she reached down with her other hand and grabbed his balls. He gasped, because she was a little rough. 
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” he was starting to move his hips, to fuck her hand. 
 
    They were silent then, nothing but the sound of her hand fapping and his breathing getting heavier. 
 
    She reached up and pinched his nipple. “Come on, stud.” 
 
    “Unh!…Fuck!…Unh!” 
 
    His balls tightened up and semen shot through his shaft to fill her hand. It had been a while for him, and he kept shooting for a long time. Finally, he slackened off. 
 
    “Damn!” she said. “What are you? A horse?” 
 
    He chuckled, felt lassitude assail him, and relaxed. 
 
    Alyce got out of bed and padded into the bathroom. A moment of water running and she came back and hopped unto bed. 
 
    They lay there, silent, and now he wasn’t so wired. Now he was starting to drift, and he murmured, “Thanks.” 
 
    “No prob.” 
 
    “If you want me to get you off…” his voice drifted. 
 
    Alyce thought about it for a while. She hadn’t cum in a long time. It would be nice to have an orgasm. She turned to him and opened her mouth to say, “yeah,’ but…he snored. 
 
      
 
    They slept late, as musicians are wont to do, but by eleven they were moving around, fixing breakfast, stretching the yawns out, and blinking themselves into a semblance of awareness. 
 
    After breakfast, at noon, Junie picked up her guitar and started strumming. 
 
    Jimmy went into his room and came out…in a dress. With a little make up. Alyce was stunned by how his eyes sparkled. 
 
    Jimmy acted like nothing was out of the norm, but he sure felt good. He missed his female self, and to be allowed to be comfortable like this…he really needed this. 
 
    And they played. Hour after hour. Intense, not even aware of people coming into the apartment, listening for a while, and leaving. And they started singing. 
 
    The day before they had sort of mumbled, worked on their guitar playing, got in synch and just sort of felt each out. Today they were actually singing. 
 
    Jimmy’s voice was deeper than Junie’s, but his falsetto was higher. Between the two of them they had a magnificent four and a half octave range. And when they sang together it was a tangle of harmony that shivered the spine. 
 
    Some songs Junie could sing okay. If she kept her voice in a certain range nobody could tell she lacked resonance. Some songs she desperately needed help, and whenever she started to stretch Jimmy slid into his falsetto and the notes soared. And the odd thing was that Jimmy’s only weakness was a gap in his range that Junie filled perfectly. 
 
    Through the afternoon they honed songs, meshed their voices, and achieved that rare intimacy that singers must have. 
 
    Five o’clock Alyce showed up, and she had the goods. 
 
    They put their instruments aside and went through the stuff that Alyce had brought. 
 
    Junie already had most of what she would need, but Jimmy needed a few things. One of the things he needed was boobs. 
 
    “Come on, sweet cheeks,” teased Alyce, let’s go see how you look.” 
 
    They went into their room and Alyce laid out the clothes while he Naired himself. Twenty minutes later he was dry and standing in the bedroom. His cock was a chub, not hard and not soft, but some delicious and indefinable place in between. 
 
    Jimmy was excited, his heart was pounding, it had been so long. He picked up panties and slipped into them. 
 
    “Are you going to have trouble with that dick?” 
 
    “I shouldn’t. Not after last night. Thanks.” 
 
    “Any time.” 
 
    He wanted to say ‘How about now?’ But he held himself back. 
 
    He put on a bra and Alyce stuff the breast forms into his cups. 
 
    “Jeez, these are big!” 
 
    “Good. I like my bitches well endowed.” She pinched his ass and he jumped, and laughed. 
 
    Nylons to garters, slipped a summer dress on, and his cock was suddenly a problem. 
 
    “No prob,” said Alyce, bringing out a chiffon underskirt. 
 
    Jimmy looked in the mirror. Perfect. The dress stood out and no matter how hard his cock got nobody would be able to see it. Not unless they sat on his lap. 
 
    Then, make up. 
 
    Jimmy knew all about make up, but he let Alyce work on him. She really wanted to, and he loved the feel of her soft hands as she cleansed his pores, primed him and prepared him. As she worked he would occasionally brush his hair out. By the time she was done his hair was flip and ready for hairspray. 
 
    Finally, he stood up, she put on his lipstick, and they stepped back and looked at each other and grinned. 
 
    “You ready for this?” 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    They giggled and went into the other room. 
 
    When Jimmy stepped into the living room all sound stopped. Everybody knew he was transforming, but to actually see it, it was breathtaking. Junie hugged him and kissed his cheek, and smoothed away a bit of lipstick. Frankie whistled and slapped his knee with a gnarled, old hand. And others, people who lived in the building and had come by for the music, all offered their compliments. 
 
    The biggest surprise to Alyce, however, was herself. She was into girls, and Jimmy wasn’t a girl. But now he was. She felt something turning over inside her. She felt a shortness of breath every time she looked at him. 
 
    And she was even wet. Actually moist in the pussy. Her juices flowing. And it bothered her. 
 
    But to feel this way about somebody who was a man…it wasn’t right! 
 
    But, right or not, they had an appointment at the corner diner. So Jimmy and Junie..correction, Junie and Moonie…picked up their guitars and headed out. They were walking together, arms linked, sauntering like sisters. 
 
    And Alyce walked behind them, with Frankie, and while she laughed and joked with Frankie she couldn’t take her eyes off Jimmy’s…Moonie’s…round ass, her swaying walk, the way her calves popped on the high heels. 
 
    And she hurt. 
 
      
 
    It was a slow night at the diner, and the waitress, Patty, put them at a back table. There was plenty of room there, and if anybody didn’t want to listen they could sit on the other side of the restaurant. 
 
    As they tuned up their guitars Alyce sat at the end of the counter to watch. Junie and Moonie talked low, chuckled, and Moonie spent a long time playing with his strings because they were brand new. Not an ideal choice for a public offering, but that was the way it was. 
 
    Harold Hansen, the owner, came out from behind the counter and stood with an elbow on the counter. When the waitress saw him and came over Harold said, “I thought it was a brother sister act?” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    Harold stared at Junie and Moonie for a long minute, then soughed, “Well, which one is the guy?” 
 
    The waitress squeezed his forearm and leaned up and whispered, “They aren’t telling.  
 
    Alyce started to snicker, suppressed herself, and it came out like a cough. 
 
    Harold had seen Alyce around, but didn’t know her, or that she was connected to Junie and Moonie. He narrowed his eyes. “You got a problem with that?” 
 
    Alyce blinked, then said, “No prob.” 
 
    Harold sniffed, and would have said more, but Patty said, “She’s with them.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Sorry.” 
 
    “Again, no prob. Not at all.” 
 
    “Patty get her a Coke.” 
 
    `So Alyce sat next to the owner and drank a free Coke, and the music started. 
 
    This wasn’t the start and stop and endless discussion of rehearsal. This was the real thing. This was a professional duo that knew what they were doing. 
 
    Moonie laid down a carnivalesque beat and June trickled through a slow riff. It was an old Doors song, and they did it proud. 
 
      
 
    Let's swim to the moon, uh huh 
 
    Let's climb through the tide 
 
      
 
    Their voices meshed, climbed over each other, and it was a perfect way to grab the audience. 
 
    The audience consisted of one couple on the other side of the diner. One verse in and the couple picked up their plates and sauntered across to listen. 
 
    Junie and Moonie finished the song, and when they were done the girl whispered loudly, “They’re good.” 
 
    Then they played I Need a Man to Love, and they shouldn’t have. Halfway through Junie started mocking her own lines, and they cut it off. 
 
    Junie looked up and said, “We’re trying things out.” 
 
    Then one Junie’s favorites, The Sound of Silence, and that one was gold.  
 
    By the time they hit: 
 
      
 
    Because a vision softly creeping 
 
    Left its seeds while I was sleeping 
 
      
 
    Everybody was stunned. Junie used her reedy voice, and Moonie overlaid it with falsetto, and suddenly it was like the moon was singing in a tunnel. 
 
    Alyce caught her breath and thought her heart had stopped. 
 
    When they crooned the final ‘whispered in the sounds of silence’ the diner was quiet as a church, and four customers had come in and just stood and listened, forgetting about eating. 
 
    And so the night went. A few clinkers, which they wouldn’t play again, a few that needed work, and a few that stunned and overwhelmed and were complete magic. 
 
    Afterwards they put away their instruments and had a free dinner, and several people dropped by to say thanks. Harold presented them with a couple of ice cream sundaes and said they could come back any time.  
 
    Junie took it in stride, and Moonie was surprised. 
 
    “Why you act so surprised, Jimmy?” Alyce asked. 
 
    Jimmy said nothing, but Junie laughed. “We sang together, but even without a dress the bad boys in town lined up to give him a rough time. I remember the first time we played in church. In church, mind you, it was a gospel song, and later that week Jimmy came home with a black eye.” 
 
    Harold was listening and he observed, “Well, you don’t have to worry about that here. This neighborhood might be rough, but it ain’t unfair.” 
 
    Unfair. What a strange way to describe bigotry. 
 
    A short while later Jimmy and Junie and Alyce and Frankie headed for home. They walked down the street, and when they got close to home Frankie detected…Biff and Ace. The duo were coming up behind them. They were drunk, which put together with stupid, didn’t feel good. 
 
    “Junie and Moonie, we heard you play in the diner.” 
 
    Neither said anything, which was probably the wrong thing to do. 
 
    “You heard us?” Biff shoved Moonie and Ace slid in between Biff and Moonie and the others. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “We don’t like fucking fairies,” and Biff punched Jimmy in the stomach. 
 
    Jimmy wasn’t prepared, but it wouldn’t have mattered if he was. Biff was half a foot taller and had muscles on his muscles. 
 
    Frankie yelled, “Hey!” Junie screamed, but it was Alyce that did something. 
 
    Biff pushed Jimmy and he lost his balance and fell down on all fours…and Alyce kicked Ace right in the crotch. One kick, with high heels, and Ace screeched and dropped like a rock. 
 
    Biff turned and yelled, “Hey!” But in turning he stepped on Jimmy’s hand. 
 
    Alyce kicked him in the groin. 
 
    Biff turning, her foot missed, but hurt the larger boy. He pulled his hand back to punch, and Alyce punched him in the throat. One quick half fist, and the fight was done. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” said Jimmy, cradling his hand. 
 
    Alyce helped him up. 
 
    The skin wasn’t broken, but his hand was already starting to swell. 
 
    Everyone gathered around Jimmy and looked at his hand, everyone understood the magnitude of this tragedy. This was a guitar playing hand. 
 
    “Is it broken?” 
 
    Jimmy knew it wasn’t broken, it just hurt. 
 
    “We should get you to a hospital!” 
 
    But Jimmy, nor Junie nor Alyce, had the bucks for a hospital. 
 
    They quickly left the two punks groaning on the ground and headed for the apartment. 
 
    Upstairs Jimmy soaked his hand. Alyce carefully felt each bone, and while Jimmy winced, she was pretty sure he was right. Nothing broken. 
 
    But it hurt, and hurt bad. And he had to play the next night. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” asked Alyce. 
 
    “Wait and see,” Jimmy responded. It was obvious he was feeling very, very low. 
 
    Later that night Jimmy lay in bed, his hand slightly elevated, his mood totally ruined. 
 
    He whispered, “I shouldn’t have done it.” 
 
    “What?” asked Alyce? 
 
    “I shouldn’t be playing. I shouldn’t.” 
 
    Alyce didn’t hesitate. Just as she had not hesitated to kick Ace in the balls, she literally attacked Jimmy. She rolled up and sat on him. “I don’t ever want to hear you say that again. Ever.” 
 
    “If I didn’t play I wouldn’t be pushed around! I wouldn’t have assholes punching me for fun.” 
 
    “So you’re going to let bullies run your life? You’re going to shut up the most awesome talent I have ever heard just because some asshole got dropped on his head when he was a baby?” 
 
    They argued for a while, but Jimmy was on the losing end. Simply, Alyce wouldn’t let him win in an argument that degraded him. 
 
    Finally, Jimmy almost afraid to say anything further, Alyce lay down on him. Her breasts were heavy on his chest. She whispered something into his throat. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I said I wish you were a girl.” 
 
    “I was, tonight.” 
 
    “And you were beautiful.” 
 
    She slid off him, but kept ahold of him. She was aware that his cock was hard, but she just wanted to lay with him, to feel him, to cuddle. 
 
    And he said, “I’m glad you’re a girl.” 
 
    She laughed. “You don’t want a boy?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    And they slept. 
 
      
 
    The next day dawned, and the most immediate concern was Jimmy’s hand. 
 
    The swelling had gone down. It was stiff, but he could move it with only a bit of pain. When he tried to play the guitar, however, it hurt. 
 
    “Let it rest.” 
 
    “We should cancel tonight.” 
 
    Junie looked stricken, but Alyce dug in her heels. “No fucking way. You get up and there and play, and I don’t care if you sound like shit. You don’t let the assholes win!” 
 
    So the day passed, and Jimmy watched TV, soaked his hand, every once in a while he held it up and flexed it. 
 
    A light lunch, which was really breakfast, and later a light dinner, and then it was time to go. 
 
    Junie and Alyce helped Jimmy get dressed and put his make up on. Jimmy was very silent, just lost in his own thoughts, and Junie took Alyce aside, “Is he going to be okay?” 
 
    “He is if I have to kick his ass,” Alyce spoken vehemently. 
 
     
 
    They entered the coffee house. It managed to be large enough for a crowd, but still retain a certain intimacy. The audience was packed into little tables and close enough to touch the performers. Some of the audience spoke right up, and Junie smiled and talked back. Jimmy…now Moonie…just kept fiddling with his guitar. Every once in a while he would look at his hand and mumble something. He looked a little off, but Alyce knew what he was doing. She was close enough to him to know the way he thought, and she read his lips. 
 
    Do it! Fucking do it! Over and over and over. 
 
    Alyce prayed that his hand had ears. 
 
    Enough warm up time the brother and sistere looked at each other, and they began to play. 
 
    Their strength was not in popular covers, but in doing minor hits, B sides, and letting their talent have sway. 
 
    After the first few songs they shifted into more bluesy numbers. They did Black Velvet, and people in the audience suddenly swiveled their heads and took notice. Then they pulled their seats around and were sucked in. 
 
    Then they tried Hallelujah. And it was too much. It was going bad. Moonie was having trouble with his hand, which took his attention off his voice, and that took away from Junie. 
 
    Alyce was sitting to the side, and she suddenly wanted to cry, to go hold Jimmy, and then, on top of everything, Jimmy flubbed. Totally flubbed. And stopped playing. 
 
    Junie stopped and half turned, and Alyce could see the anguish on her face. 
 
    Jimmy stared down at his hand. 
 
    Somebody in the audience coughed. 
 
    A chair scraped. 
 
    And Alyce felt it. She felt Jimmy just…change. It was like he had been pushed too far, and had decided to push back. His head rose, he held up his hand and stared at it and he said, “Do it. Now.” 
 
    He began to play. Not with Junie, just a scream of defiance, and it came out in a strange, baroque kind of shred. Then he slid down the scales, into the chords of Hallelujah, and he looked at his sister. 
 
    Alyce got it then. Junie had been the motivating force. She had been the one pushing, taking charge, but she had only been marking time for the real force. 
 
    Junie joined in, and instead of him following her, she followed him, and he began to take that guitar apart, to rip that song apart, and he threw it into the face of the audience like a bomb. 
 
    With an educated thumb he played a bass beat, and his fingers tapped the counter melody. Junie swooped in and they mingled, slapped at each other, and began to sing. 
 
      
 
    Your faith was strong but you needed proof 
 
    You saw her bathing on the roof 
 
      
 
    Junie challenged him. And he answered, 
 
      
 
    all I've ever learned from love 
 
    Is how to shoot somebody who outdrew you 
 
     
 
    Back and forth, fighting and making love at the same time. One then the other, and then they began crooning 
 
      
 
    Hallelujah 
 
    HallelujahHallelujahHallelujah 
 
    HallelujahHallelujah 
 
    Hallelujah 
 
     
 
    Him, then her, then him, then her, climbing over the backs of each other, trying to outdo each other in perfect harmony, and it was working. 
 
    Lord, was it working. 
 
    Hallelujah, it was working. 
 
    When they finished the audience was utterly silent. Shocked into silence. Beaten into silence, and in the best possible way. 
 
    A lone handclap started it. Then another, and another, until the room was all standing on their feet, cheering. 
 
    Junie beamed at Moonie. And Moonie…he gripped Junie’s hand, then he looked over at Alyce. Alyce’s face was awash with glistening tears. 
 
      
 
    They lay on bed and listened. There wasn’t much to hear, but they listened.  
 
    Far away horn honk. 
 
    A door closing. 
 
    A murmur of passing conversation. 
 
    “You did it,” said Alyce. 
 
    “Thank’s to you,” said Moonie. He was wearing his female clothes. They had just come in and laid down, too wired to sleep, and they would slip out of their clothes later, when they started to come down. 
 
    “You did it.” 
 
    “With a little help from my friends.” He turned to her and put his hand right square on her boob. It was sexual, and she gasped. 
 
    “Now I need something else.” 
 
    “You’re a guy. I’m not into guys.” 
 
    “Funny, I don’t look like a guy. And if it doesn’t walk like a guy, or talk like a guy, then it’s not a guy.” 
 
    Alyce’s eyes were wide open. Her mind was wide open and she was vulnerable. A lifetime of conditioning and behavior was at risk. 
 
    Jinny turned on his side and threw leg over her. “We’ll start, and when you can’t take any more we’ll stop.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    But as she had bullied him, now he was going to bully her. He moved closer. He reached for her face and turned it towards him. He kissed her softly, gently, on the lips. 
 
    She was having trouble breathing.  
 
    He backed away and waited. A minute later he kissed he again. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whimpered. “This isn’t right.” 
 
    He waited, his hand unmoving on her breast. He kissed her again. 
 
    And she kissed back. 
 
    Then she flipped over on him, pinned his wrists, leaned down on him. 
 
    “This is all wrong. This isn’t who I am.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    She leaned down, paused, her breasts were touching his chest, and she kissed him. It was a good, hard kiss, lots of passion, and then she backed off. “Fuck,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt like this before.” 
 
    He waited. 
 
    She leaned down cradled his head with her forearms and chewed on his mouth. For a long, passionate minute their lips worked, then she straightened up, reached behind herself and grabbed his cock. “What are we supposed to do with this?” 
 
    “Whatever you want.” 
 
    They were breathing hard, watching each other.  
 
    She went up in a squat, positioned his penis at her pussy. “Fuck,” she said. “If this doesn’t work…” she left the threat unfinished. 
 
    “Take your time. This isn’t a race.” 
 
    She scowled at him, then wiggled her hips, and rubbed her pussy on the tip of his dick. 
 
    “Am I supposed to feel this hot?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    A pause, then: “Fast bandage or slow?” 
 
    “I’ve always preferred fast, but you have to make up your own mind.” 
 
    She stared at him hungrily, then blurted, “Fuck it!” And she sank down his shaft. 
 
    He jerked, it felt so good being embedded in her. 
 
    She froze. She had had dildos before, but this was different. This was…human. It was a connection like plastic could never give. 
 
    He had his hands on her hips, not holding, just resting, and he waited. He wasn’t any kind of accomplished lover, but he knew that he had to let her control this thing. 
 
    “Okay, okay…” she bit her lip. “I’m gonna move.” 
 
    She leaned forward, then back. It seemed pretty simple, and it felt pretty good, so she tilted her hips one way, then the other. 
 
    Jimmy groaned. 
 
    She reached down and cupped his fake boob. “I wish these were real.” 
 
    “It’d be easier for me if they were real. If I’m going to be a woman on stage…” he didn’t finish, his meaning was implied. 
 
    Alyce worked her hips in a corkscrew, moaned, and said, “You can get tits, but I want you to keep this joy stick.” 
 
    “No prob. Would you like me to try being on top?” 
 
    “No. Not this time. Next time.” 
 
    She had figured it all out, and her hips were moving smoothly and rhythmically. He grunted with pleasure, and she giggled and waggled her chest, slapping him in the f ace with her big tits. 
 
    He snagged a nipple with his mouth and began sucking. She gasped, let go of one arm and held his head to her boob. 
 
    They began picking up speed, figuring it out, letting themselves move, doing what, in truth, was the most natural of acts. 
 
    The feeling began to build. Jimmy felt his trigger itching, and he tried to relax and let it happen. Alyce just knew if she could rub her pussy on his penis enough times she was going to orgasm 
 
    So, kissing, hugging, humping and bumping, they approached take off. 
 
    Jimmy started cumming, unable to hold himself back, then Alyce. Muttering grunts and dirty words, they climaxed, and fell deeply into each other. 
 
    Afterwards, exhausted, but in the best possible way, they lay in each other’s arms. Sleep was still slow in coming, but that was okay. They had each other. 
 
      
 
    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. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “It’s your turn to do the dishes!” 
 
    “No, it’s not. I did them last night.” 
 
    “Bull puckey!” 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    Gena walked into the kitchen and sighed. Her twins were at it again. “Ann! Ricky! Are you telling me that you can’t remember from one night to the next who did the dishes?” 
 
    The twins looked at each angrily. 
 
    “I did the dishes last night. We had meat loaf and I…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    At the same time  Ricky started talking. “I did the dishes! We had spaghetti and…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    “That’s it!” Gena yelled. “I’ve had enough of this foolishness. Both of you, to your rooms! Now!” 
 
    Grumbled, casting dirty looks at each other, the twins left the room. 
 
    Gena sighed and looked at the sink full of dishes. She was going to have to do them. Those kids…! 
 
    She slipped on a pair of yellow gloves and tied an apron and began scrubbing. Her hands were protected, they wouldn’t get rough, but when she was done she found she had broken two nails. The index finger on one hand and the middle finger on her other hand. Disgusted, she held up her middle finger and said, “This is what you get for letting those kids have their way. It’s going to stop now!” 
 
    She went to their doors, knocked, and summoned them to the living room. 
 
    “Yes, mom?” They were the picture of innocence. Brats. 
 
    “Okay, you two, I’ve had enough. Look at this!” She held up her hands. Ann got it right away. Being a girl she knew about nails and she groaned. “Sorry, Mom.” 
 
    Ricky didn’t understand and he frowned. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “My nails, Ricky. I work all day, I have to look nice, and then I have to do your job, and then have to put up with this…” she held up the index finger with the broken nail. “…I’ve had it. I don’t want to hear anymore about it not being your turn. You figure it out and grow up!” 
 
    Ann tilted her head slightly and asked, “So we shouldn’t do the dishes if we’re going to break our fingernails?” 
 
    Ricky didn’t see the sneaky, little thought Ann was having. 
 
    Gena just growled and said, “Out of here. Go do your homework or something. And I don’t want any more of this guff!” 
 
    Ann and Ricky left the room and Gena sat down on the couch and started to repair her broken nails. 
 
      
 
    “It’s your turn to do the dishes!” 
 
    “No, it’s not. I did them last night.” 
 
    “Bull puckey!” 
 
    It was just a few days later and they were at it again. Gena stomped in, “That’s it!” 
 
    Both kids were silent. 
 
    “Now, I told you that this won’t be allowed anymore and—“ 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “What?” Gena snapped. 
 
    Ann held out her hands. “I’m sorry, but I can’t do the dishes tonight.” 
 
    Gena blinked and stared at Ann’s fingers. They were freshly painted. 
 
    “Wait! Wait a minute! She can’t—“ 
 
    Gena held her hand up. She frowned. 
 
    “You said we shouldn’t do the dishes if it might break our nails.” 
 
    Now, for whatever reason, Gena didn’t think it through. She didn’t considered the implications, she was just so tired of the nightly battle, and said. “All right. Ricky, do the dishes.” 
 
    “Now wait a gosh darn minute!” Ricky yelled. “She’s always got nails on! That’s not fair to me!” 
 
    But Gena had been pushed over the edge. “Do those dishes or you’re grounded for a week.” 
 
    Ricky shut. He could see the writing on the wall. The look in his mother’s eyes, she was like a tiger about to bust out of the cage and start chewing on anybody who happened to be in front of her. 
 
    Gena turned and walked out. 
 
    Ricky stared at Ann. 
 
    Ann smirked and lorded it over him. “Too bad, brother dear. But you have to be all prettied up to get out of doing the dishes.” 
 
    “You just wait,” he snarled. 
 
    “La la,” she teased. “I’m still waiting.” 
 
    “ARGH!” he turned and started doing the dishes. 
 
     
 
    The next night was Ann’s turn, but after dinner, when Ricky smirked at her and told her to do a good job, she simply yelled, “Mom!” 
 
    Gena groaned. Not again! She came into the kitchen. “What is it?” 
 
    Gena held up her hands. Long nails. 
 
    “Mom! That’s not fair!” 
 
    “You said, mother, dear. You said that long nails shouldn’t be used to do the dishes.” 
 
    Gena was caught. She had said that, and even though she knew it was unfair, she also had an appreciation for Ann’s ingenuity. She pointed at her son, pointed at the dishes, and left. 
 
    Ricky howled his outrage. This was two nights in a row! This was so grossly unfair that…that…he was talking to himself the whole time he washed dishes. And he wasn’t saying nice things! 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Gena started painting her toes and the aroma of polish filled the room. She chuckled. That was clever of Ann. No, it wasn’t fair to Ricky, but she’d fix that tomorrow. She’d tell Ann to lose the nails or go ahead and crack them, but…she shook her head, it was funny, and she focused on her nails. 
 
      
 
    Ricky went to school the next day, and he was still angry about the dirty trick Ann had played. Getting out of her chores just because she wore fingernails. Heck, who did she think she—“ 
 
    “Hey, Ricky.” Ricky turned and smiled. He was instantly in a good mood because it was Shania.  
 
    “Hi, Shania. What’s happening?” 
 
    “Nothing. But why were you growling like that? You sounded like an animal ready to eat a hunter!” 
 
    “Oh, it’s my sister again.” 
 
    “Again, eh? What’d she do this time?” 
 
    So Ricky explained about the dishes and Ann having fingernails. Shania held in her chuckle because of the look on Ricky’s face. 
 
    “I mean…is it fair for girls to get out of things just because they’re girls? Oh, I suppose I shouldn’t be asking you that.” 
 
    “Why? Because I’m a girl?” 
 
    “Well, yeah. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have—“ 
 
    “You want to get her back?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You want to get your sister back? I like her, she’s cool, but I like punking people, too. You want to get her back?” 
 
    “Well, sure.” 
 
    “Okay, then here’s what we do.” 
 
      
 
    That night Shania came home from school with Ricky and they went directly into his room.  Ostensibly to study. Ann could hear them giggling away, but she didn’t think much of it. She was pleased with herself, and she intended to pull the nail gambit that night again. 
 
    “Dinner!” Gena called out. 
 
    Ann trotted down the stairs. Shania and Ricky came out of his room behind her, and they giggled all the way down the stairs. Then Shania kissed Ricky’s cheek and went out the front door. 
 
    As soon as Ricky walked into the kitchen Gena said, “Children, the nails were very clever, but I don’t think—“ 
 
    “It’s okay, Mom,” interrupted Ricky. 
 
    He leaned against the door jamb, hands in his pockets, and smiled. 
 
    “What?” asked Gena. 
 
    “I understand about the nails thing. Girls have to be pretty. Got to have the long nails, and I wouldn’t want to be the cause of any nail breakage.” 
 
    “Well, that’s very grown up of you, Ricky, but—“ 
 
    “He said it’s okay, Mom,” Ann blurted. She knew she had a good thing going and she wanted to milk it. And if Ricky was so dumb that he let her…that was just too bad. 
 
    “But you should—“ 
 
    “It’s okay, Mom.” 
 
    “But I think—“ 
 
    “He said it’s okay.” 
 
    Gena looked from one child to the next. She didn’t understand what was going on, but it looked like she was going to have no more fights, and that was all she really wanted. 
 
    “Well, okay. Come sit down and let’s eat.” 
 
    Hamburger and mashed potatoes was on the menu this evening. And when Ann and Ricky both sat down she started serving, plopping big spoonfuls of mashed potatoes on their plates. 
 
    “I’m glad to see you children are acting so mature. I was really tired of the constant squabbling.” 
 
    “We’re sorry, mother. We really should have been more respectful. You work all day and…well, we’re sorry.” 
 
    Ricky watched as Ann kissed ass, and kept his smirking inside. 
 
    “Aren’t we, Ricky?” 
 
    “Yep,” said Ricky, and he took his hands out of pockets and grabbed a spoon. 
 
    In a house normally filled with fun and laughter there was a dead silence. Dead except for the poke of fork and saw of knife. 
 
    Ann was the first to speak. “He can’t do that.” 
 
    Gena suddenly realized that something was up and she glanced at Ricky. She would have just passed her gaze over him, but her eyes caught, and stopped, and her mouth dropped open. 
 
    Ricky’s nails were bright red and long. He was able to wield the knife and fork, but just barely. It was obvious he was trying hard not to laugh. 
 
    “Mom?” complained Ann. 
 
    And Gena lost it. Totally lost it. Ricky had played Ann and come out on top. That whole bit about him being concerned for breaking nails…she started laughing, and couldn’t stop. 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    Gena was holding her belly and laughing so hard it hurt.  
 
    “Tell him! He can’t wear fake nails!” 
 
    But Gena couldn’t speak. Her body was racked and tears started leaking out. She had never seen anything so diabolically clever in her life. 
 
    Ricky, somehow, God knows how, manage not to laugh, which made it all the finnier, him acting nonchalant when he was literally busting inside. 
 
    Finally, long minutes later, still breaking into chuckles and snorts, Gena laid down the law. Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander, and all that. Wiping away tears she pronounced. “He certainly shouldn’t  risk his nails.”
“But it’s not fair! Boys don’t wear fingernails! They don’t paint them. He can’t get away with this!” 
 
    Gena just shook her head. “Sorry, daughter. But there’s no law that says boys can’t wear what they want, so…you’re out of luck tonight. 
 
    Dinner continued, and ended, and they each brought their plate to the sink for washing. Gena was out of the kitchen first and Ricky went to put his plate on the counter.  
 
    “I’ll get you for this!” Her voice rasped. 
 
    He simply kept a straight face, which was almost worse than if he had laughed at her, and scratched his nose…with his middle finger. 
 
    Ann opened her mouth to yell for their mother, then closed it. She couldn’t tell on him for that because she was guilty of flying the bird a few times, too. 
 
    But she was going to get back at him. Yes, she was… 
 
      
 
    “How’d it go?” asked Shania. 
 
    Ricky sat in a chair and watched while she removed his fingernails. “Oh, man. You should have seen her face. She looked like a big red balloon, an unhappy face on it, ready to pop. 
 
    Shania snickered. “I wish I could have seen it.” 
 
    “You’ll probably hear about it. She was so pissed I’m sure she’ll tell all her friends.” 
 
    Shania finished removing his nails. “There you go.” 
 
    “Thank you,” said, holding his hands up and grinning. You have no idea what this means to me.” 
 
    “Well, you could show your appreciation properly.” 
 
    Ricky looked at her. She was gazing at him. “What?” 
 
    “My mom has gone to work. There’s nobody here but us. We could, sorta, like…make out for a while.” 
 
    They had been friends for the longest time, and he had always been infatuated with her, but he had never made a move. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. He was going to say something else, but he didn’t have a chance. Shania grabbed his face with two hands and brought it slowly towards her. They were both breathing hard, nervous, but excited. They kissed, and it was the end of the world for Ricky. He had seen people kissing on the screen, and though he was 18 he had never really explored girls. 
 
    It wasn’t too bad for Shania, either. When they parted her eyes were shiny. 
 
    They stared at each other, then Ricky moved forward. All that boy testosterone, you know. This time he opened his arms and hugged her. He could feel her breasts, and it was heady, he felt like he was on a mountain, dizzy, about to fall into the sky. 
 
    Then they parted and Shania giggled. 
 
    “What?” he asked.  
 
    She looked down. In hugging her he had bumped her with his boner. 
 
    He turned 18 shades of red. “Oh, crap. I didn’t…I’m…” 
 
    “No! It’s okay. I’ve always wanted to see a man’s…a man’s…thing.” 
 
    Still red, he managed to grin. “Really?” 
 
    “I used to hear my mom and dad doing it. Show me yours.” 
 
    His stiffie was rock hard now. “Really?” 
 
    Shania bent a little bit and reached for his zipper. She pulled it down. 
 
    Ricky really couldn’t breath now. She started to reach a hand in, to part the material, and his boner popped out. Hard. It nudged her hand and she actually jumped and gave a little squeal. “Holy…wow! Can I touch it?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” he gulped. 
 
    Shania had long red nails, she wrapped her fingers around his penis and he stared down at the red tips encircling his cock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he breathed out. 
 
    “So when men do this they jack off?” She began moving her hand back and forth. 
 
    Ricky groaned. He was so hard, and it felt so good. 
 
    Shania giggled and kept moving her hand back and forth. 
 
    Ricky moved his hips in time with her. 
 
    She stood on tip toes and kissed him softly, not losing a stroke. 
 
    He kissed back, and the universe suddenly condensed into this moment, her hand, his penis. 
 
    She pulled back, she whispered, “Feel my tits.” 
 
    Then she kissed him again and he raised his hand and felt her boobs. They were big, and he could feel the nipples under the material. For a long moment he gloried in the feel, the sensations, the lips pressed to his, and then he started to shake in the knees, and he felt a white heat deep in his groin, coming forward, getting bigger, exploding and then he shuddered and came in her hand. 
 
    She looked down and started giggling. “Look! Look how much you’re cumming!” 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered, hardly able to stand. 
 
    He shot sperm all over her hand, but she just laughed and kept stroking until he finally shivered and said, “Enough!” 
 
    With a look of disappointment she took her hand off him. His penis was already sagging. His breath slowed down. His heart stopped pounding so hard. 
 
    She held up her hand, covered with goo. “I’ve read in the stories that women are supposed to like this. That it’s tasty and has tons of vitamins. 
 
    Ricky sagged back against a wall, but he nodded. All the porn he had read women liked to eat cum. 
 
    Tentatively, Shania brought her hand up, her tongue flicked out, touched the sperm on her hand, just a taste, and she opened her eyes. “Weird.” 
 
    “Is it bad? 
 
    “No…no. It’s just…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s hard to describe. Everything is supposed to taste like chicken, but this…try it!” She held her hand out to him. 
 
    “Me?” 
 
    “Come on, in the porn on the net men eat their own sperm, too.” 
 
    Ricky couldn’t argue that. It just seemed so…yucky. Still her hand was right in front of his face, and she was waiting, so he stuck his tongue out. He meant to just take a lick, but she moved her hand a little and he ended up with a glob of it. He blinked, tasted, and gulped. 
 
    “What do you think?” 
 
    “It’s…not bad.” 
 
    “Yeah.” She pulled her hand back and took a bigger lick. She swallowed. 
 
    “You want some more?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    So they took turns licking her hand. 
 
    “Wow, this is a first for me.” 
 
    “Me, too.” Then Shania looked a little red-faced. “I guess, does this make us…are we going steady?” 
 
    Ricky didn’t even have to think about it. He nodded. And they kissed again, and tasted his cum on each others lips. 
 
     
 
    Later, walking to school, holding hands, grinning like fools, she asked, “What are you going to do about your sister?” 
 
    “Can we put nails on me again?” 
 
    “Sure. We’d have to do it after school, though. Mom wants me home for some chores.” 
 
    That was fine with him. He could help her with her chores, They could make out some more, and maybe…maybe…his dick was already getting hard again. 
 
    And so the day went. Classes, friends, sports, a pretty good time. And especially for Ricky. He had had his first real sexual experience, and he loved a girl, and…and the only cloud on the horizon was his sister. He was pretty sure she would do something sneaky. 
 
    Well, he would handle it. He could beat her at this game, especially since he had help in his corner. 
 
      
 
    After school, and a hot and heavy make out session, Shania put a fresh set of nails on Ricky’s hands. 
 
    He grinned and said, “Think they’re sexy?” 
 
    She smiled, “Anything you do is sexy.” And she truly felt that way. The long, slender nature of his fingers, they were almost girl like. 
 
    The only downside was that he had to wear gloves home. He didn’t want the world to see his red tipped fingers, no matter how sexy they were. 
 
    He was just in time for dinner. He walked in and grinned and went into the kitchen. Ann was already there, sitting down, hands on her lap. His mother was ladling out pork chops and asparagus. “Just in time, honey. Have a seat.” 
 
    Grinning so hard he though he’d break his face, he sat down and took off his gloves. His nails were re and shiny, expertly done. Gena shook her head, and waited. 
 
    Ann smiled an evil smile and brought her hands up from her lap. 
 
    Her fingers were just as red, but the nails were longer. 
 
    Ricky’s face dropped. Her nails were longer than his. 
 
    Gena chuckled. “Well, it looks like Ann won the long nails contest tonight.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “You lost fair and square, honey, take it like a man.” 
 
    “Take it like a woman, you mean,” snickered Ann. 
 
    Ricky turned red in the face. He was stuck. Later that night he pulled the yellow gloves over his hand and did the dishes. And put up his sister’s teasing. And, worst of all, he actually broke a nail! 
 
    He was going to get back at his sister if it was the last thing he ever did. 
 
      
 
    The next morning… “And her nails were longer than mine! That bitch! She got me!” 
 
    Shania had his zipper down and was holding his penis. She was down on her knees, taking the time to really examine it. She had never seen a penis up close. And his balls! They were so big and full, and he had just had a cum the day before! 
 
    She hefted his balls and said, “These feel so full. You must have a lot of semen in them.” 
 
    He groaned, and he was excited, but he was also still pissed at his sister. “I mean, what am I going to do.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s easy,” she was breathing on his cock, holding it so it was pointed right at her face. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve got bigger fingers than her. I can give you longer nails than her every day of the week.” 
 
    “Really? that’s…unh…” He looked down. She was putting her mouth over the head of his cock. “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She looked up at him as her head went back and forth. The feeling of her soft lips slithering over his cock was unbelievable. His knees started to shake. 
 
    Shania had spent the night reading about this. She had even found some porn and watched women suck men off. And it was easy. And it was cool. She felt little dribbles of fluid come out of the head of his cock. That must be the pre-cum.” 
 
    Ricky put hand on a dresser and stabilized himself as she grabbed his balls and started playing with them. 
 
    “Oh…God!” He began to spurt. 
 
    At first Shania was stunned. She had known it was going to happen, but to have it happen so fast, and with almost no warning, just a little tightening of the muscles and an intake of breath, was amazing. She kept her cool, though, and began swallowing. 
 
    It was wild! Strings of semen shot into her throat, slid down her gullet, and only swallowing kept her from gagging. 
 
    Finally, it was over. Ricky was sagging against the dresser and the wall, his legs were shaking so hard she was afraid he was going to fall. 
 
    “That was…that was…” 
 
    She stood up and wiped her mouth and grinned. “I know!” 
 
    She kissed him then, and he tested himself, and she decided the next time she did this she was going to have a big mouthful for Ricky to swallow. 
 
    They walked to school, grinning, again holding hands, and he kissed her outside the gate before they went onto school property. 
 
     
 
    That night Ricky took his gloves off when he got home, and his nails were easily longer than Ann’s. 
 
    Ann was about ready to cry. That brat was out doing her! He was being a better woman than she was. What was worse, her mother didn’t even care! 
 
    Gena just served dinner and let the matter of the nails be decided with a ruler. Of course, they didn’t really need a ruler. It was obvious that Ricky had longer nails. 
 
    To be truthful, Gena was enjoying this little contest. Sure, Ricky was weird, but the weirdness faded as it went on, and the most important thing was that she no longer had to separate them like fighting wildcats. 
 
    Heck, if Ricky wore ten foot nails she wouldn’t have cared. 
 
    Unfortunately, she didn’t understand the nefariousness of children, or how this was going to play out. And she didn’t understand how upset her daughter was when she realized that because Ricky had larger digits she would never be able to have longer nails than him. 
 
      
 
    The next day Ricky stopped at Shania’s house and they took off his nails. And his clothes. And her clothes. They didn’t fuck, but they felt each others bodies and kissed and played with his boner. 
 
    She giggled as she stroked him, then opened her mouth and took in a big mouthful. 
 
    Ricky again staggered against the wall. Then she rose up and kissed him. And opened her mouth. 
 
    Ricky’s eyes opened wide as her mouthful of sperm flowed into his mouth. It was hot and messy, and he felt a gagging reflex, but he forced himself not to. After all, he was kissing a girl. What would she think if he gagged and even threw up on her? In her mouth? 
 
    Afterwards they talked about it, and they talked about him actually putting his penis in her. 
 
    “What if I get pregnant?” she brought up. 
 
    So they decided to time her periods and do their first fuck after she had had her period, when her eggs were gone and no new ones were in the offing. 
 
    Then they walked to school, arms around each other, hips pressed, and in between kisses he would sneak his hand in and grab her ass, or her tits. 
 
    It was a typical school day, classes, gym, hanging with friends. Shania was in algebra class, biting the end of her pencil and worrying about algebraic equations. She simply had to ace this class…but it was so hard! 
 
    In a desk behind her, back to the wall, sat Ann! Yes, they had the same algebra class. They were even friendly, although that had cooled the last couple of days once Ann had figured out that it was Shania that was helping Ricky. 
 
    While the teacher scribbled equations on the board, and kids either took notes or stared vacant-eyed, Ann glared at the back of Shania’s head. She wanted to take a book and slap the back of Shania’s head. She was a traitor to females everywhere. She was…Ann’s eyes looked down. 
 
    Shania’s purse was open, and her nail kit was right there. 
 
    Ann looked around, and across the aisle Jimmy Hoskins had left his bag out, and he had a small kit with stuff for woodworking class. Like…her eyes narrowed…superglue! 
 
    Ann leaned over and took out his bottle of superglue. 
 
    She leaned forward and extracted Shania’s nail kit from her purse. 
 
    Moving quickly, she unscrewed the nail glue and squirted it right into the bottom of her own purse. It was messy, and it would probably ruin her purse, but it was worth it. 
 
    Then she unscrewed the super glue and put the nozzle of the bottle of superglue to the nozzle of the empty nail glue bottle. She squeezed, and within a few seconds she had the right amount of superglue in the nail glue bottle. She screwed the caps on, slid the bottles back into their respective bags, and sat back. 
 
    Oh, baby. Her brother was going to get it now. She couldn’t stop grinning the whole rest of the day. 
 
      
 
    That night Ricky won again. He had the longest, reddest, shiniest nails, and he was, hands down the winner. Ann grumped, but didn’t seem as upset as she usually was. 
 
    Gena watched her daughter carefully. This was too easy. Yes, maybe her daughter was growing up, her children were in the last year of high school, both over 18, but, still…she felt a little niggle of worry. After all, just when you thought you understood kids…WHAM! They hit you with the big sledge hammer. 
 
    As for Ricky, he just laughed, and when dinner was over he deposited his plate and left the room. 
 
    “Ann?” 
 
    “Yes, mother?” 
 
    “Are you planning something?” 
 
    “Like what, mother?” She was the picture of innocence. Her eyes wide and blue and trustingly open. 
 
    “I don’t know, but you’re taking this pretty easy.” 
 
    Ann sighed. “Well, mother dear, perhaps I have realized that it’s only a few dishes, and…if he’s going to be the better girl, so be it.” 
 
    That made Gena worry even more. But there was no proof, no hint of things to come, so all she could do was accept it. 
 
    She left the room and found Ricky trying to play video games with extra long fingernails. 
 
    She sat down next to him. “Tough to play games with those claws, eh?” 
 
    “Boy, I’ll say.” He tugged on the toggle and died a grisly death. He looked at his mother. “I don’t know how you women do it.” 
 
    “Is it fun? Having long nails?” In truth, she was a little worried that he might like it. There was a lot of transgender talk going around, and she wanted to be prepared if her son happened to be that sort of boy. Still, he was 18 and had shown no proclivity towards things like crossdressing, make up, or the like. 
 
    “Nah. I mean, sometimes it’s sort of neat to look at them, but how the heck are ya gonna catch a ball or swing a bat?” 
 
    “Well, there is that.” She smiled and ruffled his hair, then his hair. 
 
    He looked at her. Her sudden interest in his gaming was out of character. 
 
    “You know you can always talk to me.” 
 
    “What’s there to talk about?” He was sincere. 
 
    “Just…if there is. You can talk to me about anything.” 
 
    Ricky had a sense of humor, and he said slyly, “You’re not going to get pregnant, are you?” 
 
    Gena’s blurted out of her. “You brat!” She slapped his arm, then got up and left him to his gaming. 
 
    In the kitchen Ann wore the yellow gloves and tried not to break a nail. She had an expression of anticipation on her face. Just wait until that numb nuts… 
 
      
 
    The next day Ricky went to Shania’s house. Her mother had just left and the two put their arms around each other and got to kissing. they spent long minutes chewing on each others lips. They played with their tongues, their hands roamed, and again Shania ended up on her knees. She was really liking this blow job stuff. It was really cool to control a boy that intensely. To make his eyes roll back and his legs quiver. It was more fun than algebra any day. 
 
    Finally, blow job done and the cum shared equally, it was time to go to school. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” said Ricky. “We’ve got to get these nails off!” 
 
    “No, prob,” Shania said. She opened her nail kit and took out the glue remover. It was a simple matter to soak his hands in a bowl, and after a minute he lifted his hands, smiled, and she pulled his nails…she tugged on them…he felt panic as she increased the pressure and his nails didn’t slide off. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “I don’t know! It’s never done this before!” 
 
    She tugged and pulled, and even ran into the garage and came back with pliers. Nothing worked. His nails remained long and red. And the clock was ticking closer to nine! 
 
    “What am I going to do?” 
 
    Shania thought quickly, but she could only come up with one thing. She ran into her mother’s room and returned with a lacy pair of white gloves. She tugged them on to his hands. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he whispered. He was scared. He could feel the tragedy unfolding. 
 
    “It’ll work!” she hissed. “It’s got to work! Just don’t take your gloves off!” 
 
    They walked to school. They held hands, but it was obvious they were panicked. They didn’t kiss and fondle, they just worried about Ricky’s hands. If they had more time they could have figured something out. But they didn’t have the time. 
 
      
 
    Ricky had home room, and he wore the white gloves. The teacher, Mrs. Sampson, was a bit senile and didn’t notice anything. Some of the girls in the class did, though, and they giggled and nudged each other. 
 
    Then first class, English. Mrs. Sanders noticed, but didn’t care. These kids, first it was swallowing goldfish, and now…what new shenanigans were they up to? But she didn’t really want to find out. 
 
    Then history. Again, he went unnoticed by the teacher, but the girls were giggling, and even some of the guys were chuckling and looking at his lacy, white, gloved hands. 
 
    By that time it was lunch, and Ricky thought he might stand a chance of making it through the day. He was short-sighted though, because his next class was gym. And there was no way he was going to travel through a locker room filled with young testosterone filled males without a challenge. 
 
    “Hey, Rick, new look for the football field?” It was Tad Hunter, a bully if ever there was one. Ricky stayed away from him, and Hunter was content to let him be. But the gloves…hunter being a bully…it was inevitable. 
 
    Ricky ignored him. 
 
    Tad’s friend and hanger on, Jerry Hopkins, quipped, “Nah, it’s a new baseball glove he’s trying out.” 
 
    A trio of bullies surrounded Ricky now, and Ricky was starting to feel a little anger. “Bug off, guys.” 
 
    They hooted and laughed. “Bug off! Ha! What ya gonna do? Ask me to a dance?” 
 
    “I oughta dance on your skull,” Ricky snapped. He knew he was losing it, but he was so wrought up by his hands, he didn’t know how to deal with the taunts. 
 
    A crowd began to gather around the boys. 
 
    “Come on, Ricky,” Tad made fun of his name, ridiculed him. “Take off the gloves. Take the gloves off and let’s see how manly you can be.” 
 
    Ricky didn’t want to fight. He wasn’t scared, but fighting was stupid. Kids got kicked out of school for that. 
 
    Then Tad escalated the situation. He reached out and tried to pull the white gloves off of Ricky. 
 
    “Ricky didn’t want to fight, but he had to do something, but he couldn’t make a fist because of his nails, so he did the next best thing. He slapped Tad in the face. 
 
    “WHOA!” the kids crowded around filled the air. 
 
    Mr. Jenkins, the gym teacher, was passing by. He heard the crowd groan and he looked over heads just in time to see Tad Hunter punch Rick Spencer right in the eyeball. 
 
    “Fight! Fight!” the young boys all chanted. 
 
    Jenkins pushed through the kids like a whirlwind through wheat. He was just in time because Rick was on his feet and starting to swing. If he had managed to punch Tad he would have been expelled, but Mr. Jenkins caught his arm, then the teacher had Tad by the shoulder. He shook them both, then stepped back. 
 
    Sufficiently cowed, the boys stepped back and looked at the tile floor. 
 
    “Now what is this?” Jenkins had a no nonsense voice and the locker room was suddenly quiet. 
 
    Tad said nothing. He was caught. He had started the fight, he had thrown the first real punch, and…he was busted. 
 
    “We were just fooling around,” Ricky blurted. “He was showing me how to punch and I guess I slipped. 
 
    Jenkins stared at the beginnings of a beaut of a shiner. Good kid, but Tad was a butt. But Rick was gonna let this go? Hmm. Then he took note of the lacy gloves on Ricky’s hands. 
 
    “What’s with the girly gloves?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. I cut myself and these keep the bandage on.” 
 
    A lie.  
 
    “Take ‘em off.” 
 
    “I don’t want to pull the bandage off.” 
 
    “Both hands?” 
 
    “Coach, I—“ 
 
    “Take off the gloves. Now!” 
 
    Ricky felt himself growing faint. He had to take off the gloves. There was no way out of it. He raised his hands, started to pull one glove off, and couldn’t move. It was the end of his life. Nobody would understand. He couldn’t… 
 
    Coach Jenkins solved the momentary freeze. He reached out and grabbed the tip of his finger and pulled. the glove was loose and it came off. 
 
    A huge gasp filled the locker room. 
 
    Everybody stared at Ricky’s hand. 
 
    Fake nails. Red. Long and sexy. 
 
    Ricky was frozen. 
 
    Jenkins blinked, and he was caught. The whole last summer he and all the other teachers had had to take classes on how to treat kids who were transitioning, identifying, changing sexes. 
 
    But this…here…now…right in his own locker room… 
 
    “He’s got fingernails!” somebody whispered. 
 
    “Lemme see!” another person said. 
 
    Then everybody was crowding around. 
 
    Coach Jenkins was frozen. If he did the wrong thing it might cost him his job. But he had to do something. He finally opted to pass the buck. 
 
    “Rick, Tad. Office. Now.”

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Rick and Tad walked out of the locker room like defeated warriors, their shoulders slumped, their minds shattered. 
 
    “My mom’s gonna kill me!” muttered Tad. “She told me the next fight I got into…” 
 
    “I’ll tell ‘em we weren’t fighting. You were just showing me punches. But what am I gonna do?” He held up his hands. 
 
    Tad looked at them and shook his head. “You’re screwed, man. But how come? You’re not Trans.” 
 
    “No. But I got into this fight with my sister, and…” 
 
    By the time they reached the office Tad had the whole story. He also knew that Rick had a girlfriend. And he was impressed. “So having red fingernails got you a girlfriend?” 
 
    Ricky was careful here. He didn’t want to ruin Shania’s reputation, so he sort of skirted around his sexual adventures. Just said they were going steady. 
 
    Tad shook his head. “Dude. You are The Man.” He opened the door and the two boys entered the office. 
 
     
 
    They sat for a while on the hard bench against the wall. Passing teachers and administrators glanced at them. They scrutinized Ricky’s gloved hands, but they left them alone. 
 
    Finally, Mr. Jenkins entered and went back to the principal’s office. Ten minutes later he left, and the boys sat on the bench and looked at each other. Shortly after that Principle Hardings called the boys in. 
 
    They sat down in front of him and he studied them. 
 
    Tad. A trouble maker. 
 
    Ricky. Red fingernails? 
 
    What was he going to do?  
 
    But the rules in the school district were plain. 
 
    Fighting was automatic expulsion. 
 
    But the other boy…how could he expel a boy going through a transition? 
 
    “Fighting,” he said. 
 
    The boys hung their heads, and Rocky muttered. “He was showing me boxing and I slipped.” 
 
    “What do you have to say about that Tad?” 
 
    “Uh. Yeah.” 
 
    Hardings sighed. He was a balding fifty, wore off the rack suits, and it had taken him twenty years to become a principal. He didn’t want to lose his job. But trans kids? Oh, crap. He had to be very careful. 
 
    “Show me your hands, please,” to Ricky. 
 
    His face once again boiling red, Ricky stripped his gloves off. 
 
    Hardings stared at the long, red nails. “And you are…” he cleared his throat, coughed, “Um…would you like counseling?” 
 
    Ricky blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I know that young men, when they start, uh…mmm…changing, they need to talk to somebody.” 
 
    Ricky was thoroughly mystified. He had absolutely no idea what harding was talking about. 
 
    “Does you…I assume your mother knows about your…uh…transition.” 
 
    It hit Ricky like a ton of bricks. he was gobsmacked. Speechless. Flabbergasted. He was so stunned he could speak. Not a word. Not a syllable. Nothing. 
 
    Harding turned to Tad, “And bullying members of our, uh…other community will not be tolerated!” 
 
    Ricky’s mind was trying to come to grips, trying to understand, and the only thing he did know was that Harding was going to blame Tad, say that Tad had picked on a person of other sexual identity, or preference, or whatever the hell he was being labeled with. 
 
    “But I didn’t…” Tad was also rendered speechless. He had been picking on a guy for gloves, the fingernails had come as an absolute shock. “I didn’t…” 
 
    “Mr. Harding,” Ricky cut in forcefully. “He was showing me how to defend myself!” 
 
    Harding and Tad stared at him. Tad’s mouth was half open. Harding was blinking. 
 
    Ricky blubbered on to try and make something out of this ludicrous story. “Some kids were laughing at me, and Tad came to my defense, and he was showing me how to defend myself if anybody gives me a rough time.” 
 
    The room was silent. 
 
    “Honest.” 
 
    Harding was trying to control his blinking. 
 
    “Tad’s my friend! Why would I get in a fight with my friend?” 
 
    Harding sat back in his chair and stared at the two boys. 
 
    Yes, there were untruths here, but did he really care about that? The fact was…he had just been given an out. He cleared his throat, put his hands on his desk, and said, “Well, that changes matters a bit.” To Ricky he said, “I hope you understand that fighting is frowned upon, and…and fisticuffs are not the way to go.” 
 
    “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Harding turned to Tad. He was so dumfounded by this change of events he blurted, “You were standing up for…to stop…bullying?” 
 
    Tad didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “He was,” said Ricky. Then, to Tad, “Tell him.” 
 
    Tad nodded. “Yes, sir.” He was dizzy, he didn’t totally understand everything, but he saw light at the end of his tunnel 
 
    “Well, okay. Then we have…uh…understanding. You boys will not continue your, uh, boxing instruction on campus. And there will be no fighting. Who are the ones who made fun of you, Ricky?” 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay. We’ve all made up. And it was sort of a misunderstanding.” 
 
    Harding latched on to that explanation quickly. Right about now he just wanted these boys out of his office. Problems solved. No fighting. No bullying. And one of the more troublesome kids on his campus seemed to have actually turned around. Maybe. He crossed his fingers. 
 
    “Then I guess you may return to class.” 
 
    Tad and Rocky stood up and filed out, and Harding gave a sigh of relief. He still had his job. 
 
      
 
    Outside, in the hallway, Tad and Ricky walked side by side. 
 
    “Thanks, man. You saved my bacon.” 
 
    “Heck, man. You would have done for me.” 
 
    It was ten minutes before the end of school, so they headed for the bathroom. 
 
    “So let me get this straight.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You have long, red fingernails, and that got you your girlfriend.” 
 
    “Well, I guess. I mean, it was sort of like that.” 
 
    “Man, this tweaks my head. I heard that girls like either bad boys or soft guys. I’ve been a bad boy, hoping to get the girl. You put on red fingernails and you get the best looking girl in school.” 
 
    Ricky thought about it, and grinned. “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “So I’ve been going about this thing all wrong.” 
 
    “I don’t know. You are the toughest kid in school.” 
 
    Tad laughed. “Sorry about the punch.” 
 
    Ricky looked in a mirror and said, “Man, it was a good punch. Look at my eye.” 
 
    “Good thing it’s not swelling. Your girlfriend can cover it up with make up.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” 
 
    The three o’clock bell rang and doors started to open and kids started to come out of classrooms. 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Hey, Rick?” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “You let me know if anybody gives you any trouble. You know, about the nails. Or your eye.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    The two boys left the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    Ricky was walking home by himself. Shania had a cheerleader practice and he wanted to get home and find out why these fingernails weren’t coming off. Suddenly he felt a body coming up behind him. He turned, and it was his sister. 
 
    “Hey, Rick the dick,” she snickered. “I heard you got busted for having long, red fingernails.” 
 
    Ricky didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Too bad you didn’t take those nails off before you got to school.” 
 
    He turned and confronted her. “You did this!” 
 
    “What?” she asked innocently. 
 
    “You made these nails so they wouldn’t come off!” 
 
    “Now why would I do that?” 
 
    “Do you know what happened to me today?” 
 
    “Nothing good, I hope.” 
 
    “You are really a bitch!” 
 
    “Takes one to know one,” and she walked on, giggling at how clever she was. 
 
    Ricky stared at her for a moment, let her get far enough ahead, then continued walking. 
 
      
 
    He reached home and was about to head out to the garage to find something to take these damned nails off. Maybe pliers, or a sander, but it would have to be a power sander. 
 
    He could imagine himself grinding his nails down and the thought scared him. 
 
    Still, he had to do something. So he walked towards the garage and…DING! DING! DING! 
 
    Ricky stopped and stared at the phone. He sighed. He didn’t need much of an excuse to put off grinding his fingers off, so he picked up the phone. 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    “Ricky?” 
 
    It was Shania. 
 
    “Hey! Hi…uh…I guess you heard what happened today.” 
 
    “That’s what I want to talk to you about! Don’t take your nails off!” 
 
    “What? but…I was just going out to the garage.” 
 
    “Well, don’t. I can’t explain now, but you keep those nails on. I’ll come over after cheerleader practice and tell you everything. 
 
    Ricky hung up the phone. He was mystified and curious. He looked at the garage longingly, he wanted to go out and get rid of these talons, but…Shania had said not to. So he headed up for his room. 
 
      
 
    Shania came over an hour later. She didn’t stay long, but what she said blew Ricky’s mind. When she left he was grinning like the canary that had just eaten the cat. 
 
    “What are you looking so stupid for?” snapped Ann. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    She stared at him suspiciously. 
 
    Gena got home and prepared dinner. She took note of Ricky’s nails but didn’t say anything. Ricky was happy, and Ann might be a little  grumpy, but there was no fighting going on. 
 
    So they had dinner, and Ann did the dishes, and Gena thought everything was copasetic in Whoville.  
 
    If she had only known. 
 
      
 
    The next day Ricky headed out for school, and arrowed right to Shania’s house. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” She greeted him with a juicy kiss, dropped to her knees, and kissed him some more. 
 
    Finally she stood up and grinned at him. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I just started my period.” 
 
    “Wow!” They were both grinning. As soon as she was over her menstrual cycle they could fuck! 
 
    “You want to cum?” she asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” 
 
    She pushed him back on her bed and pulled his pants off. He lay back and she began to gobble. Soon he was grunting and his hips were jerking and he began to spew into her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He wheezed when it was done. 
 
    She climbed on top of him and kissed him and they shared his spunk. 
 
    Soon after that they were on their way to school. holding hands, hugging, stopping to kiss. 
 
    “So how many people are in on it?” 
 
    “Half the senior class. Everybody is calling it the senior prank for the year. And, Ricky, they’re doing it for you! Tad told everybody how you saved him, and even he’s in on it!” 
 
    “Wow! I can’t wait.” 
 
    He didn’t have long to wait, for as soon as they entered the school grounds he saw kids, and they didn’t bother wearing gloves, and they all had bright, red, long fingernails. 
 
    They stood in groups, walked the halls, chatted merrily, and held up their hands and gestured with their long, red nails. 
 
    And that included the boys! 
 
    The teachers were caught by surprise. They talked to one another, didn’t seem to know what to do, and stared at the boys with their long nails. 
 
    Principal Harding drove a Chevy Malibu. He drove to his parking space, got out, and was immediately surrounded by teachers. 
 
    “They’re wearing fake fingernails!” 
 
    “All the boys!” 
 
    “They’re red!” 
 
    “The girls seem to be in on it!” 
 
    Harding listened, and was nonplussed. He acknowledged the gauntlet of teachers laying in wait for him, and finally made it to his office. 
 
    Outside the bell rang and kids headed for their home room classes. 
 
    Harding sat at his desk with his head in hands. What was he going to do? If word of this got out to district…and he made up his mind. He picked up the phone and dialed a number. He talked briefly, then he sent a runner with a summons for Ricky to report to the Principal’s office. 
 
      
 
    Ricky walked into Principal Hardings office and stopped. Harding was there, which he expected, but so was his mother. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “Here he is.” 
 
    “Sit down, Ricky.” 
 
    Harding sat back and was content to let her handle him.  
 
    “It seems that every boy in school is wearing red fingernails. Do you know anything about that?” 
 
    “Uh…” he was actually scared to talk. He didn’t really know what was happening, and he didn’t want to get in trouble by saying the wrong thing. 
 
    “Dear, are you transitioning!” 
 
    “What? No!” 
 
    “Will you explain to Principal Harding why you have long, red fingernails?” 
 
    Ricky looked back and forth between the two adults, sighed, and began to talk. 
 
    Ten minutes later Ricky was talked out. 
 
    Harding was pursing his lips, frowning. 
 
    “So you see,” Mr. Harding, “ his mother said, “It was all an innocent little disagreement between my children that started this.” 
 
    Harding’s lip rippled. 
 
    “I’m sure that everything will return to normal in the next few days.” 
 
    Harding finally spoke. “Well, be that as it may, Ricky is not in transition, and this situation needs to be dealt with. An example must be made.” 
 
    Gena frowned and turned her head slightly. “What are you saying?” 
 
    “I’m afraid we’re going to expel Ricky. One week. And he must not return to school with long fingernails.” 
 
    Gena sat up straight, her face held no emotion. “Let me get this straight. You’re expelling my son for what hundreds of children are doing. For wearing red nails to school.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but an example must be made, and—“ 
 
    Gena didn’t wait to hear the rest. She stood up, “To the car, Ricky.” 
 
    They left the Principal, and his open mouth, and headed home. 
 
      
 
    Ricky expected the shoe to drop any second. Any second his mother was going to blow her top. Any second she was going to stop the car and scream at him until he was deaf. 
 
    But she didn’t stop. At least not to scream. 
 
    She didn’t look unhappy, just thoughtful. She just drove, and she only stopped at the grocery store. 
 
    At home they got out of the car and went into the house. Ricky expected the storm to break now, but his mother just told him to go sit in the living room and wait for her. 
 
    He sat, listened to her moving about in the kitchen, then he couldn’t stand it anymore. If she was going to ream him a new one he better just get it over with. 
 
    He stepped into the doorway and blurted. “Mom! I’m sorry. I’m sorry about the nails and you having to go to school. I’m sorry about the fight and—“ 
 
    Gena handed him a bowl of ice cream. With chocolate sauce on it. He held it and his jaw opened. “What?” 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    She led him back to the couch, and they sat down. 
 
    “Ricky, you’re an adult. Oh, I know, school and more school, but let’s face it. You’re an adult, and it’s time you faced the fact that adults can be stupid. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t condone this whole lipstick thing. But for you to be expelled in such a high handed fashion…that is dumb. And for hundreds of children to be picked on just because they’re kids and doing what kids do…” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “I know, but you will in a few days. Until then…I assume you can do your school work in a couple of hours?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “Good. Just like when I was in school. So you are expelled until next week, and that is good. It will give me time to do my magic.” 
 
    “Magic?” 
 
    “Never mind. That will become clear next week. Until then, school work in the morning. Do whatever you want during the day, but do it here. I don’t want you picked up for truancy. After three o’clock you can go do what you want. And let me know when you run out of ice cream. The stores are full of the stuff.” 
 
    She grinned and patted his knee. “Now, I’ve got to get back to work.” She turned and walked towards the door, then stopped and turned back. “And don’t take those nails off.” Then she left and Ricky just sat on the couch with a dropped jaw. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” said Ricky. “I just know that Mom isn’t punishing me, and that something is going to happen.” 
 
    It was after school and Shania had come over. They were laying on his bed, side by side, and she had her hand in his pants. He, of course, was feeling her breasts. 
 
    “So what’s happening at school?” 
 
    “Principal Harding called an assembly and laid down the law. Harding’s Law,’ the kids are calling it. 
 
    “And the law is?” 
 
    “The boys are forbidden to wear fingernails.” 
 
    “And that’s it?” 
 
    “That’s it. Oh, he talked tough, and there are lots of threats implied,  and he mentioned you as a bad influence, but…” she shrugged. She found his nuts and started playing with them. 
 
    “Oh…unh…” he moaned. Then he managed to say, “So the guys are getting picked on because of me.” 
 
    “Well, Harding said it was all your fault, and he told the boys they should be careful about role models and things.” 
 
    “Wow. I went from a straight A student to a bad influence at the speed of light.” 
 
    “You know what’s impressive?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That all those boys put on red nails. No matter what Harding says…everybody thinks you are the coolest.” 
 
    He smiled. “Say, would you like some ice cream?” 
 
    She laughed and said, “In a minute. I need to finish you off.” 
 
    And she did. 
 
      
 
    At dinner Gena said nothing. She just smiled. After dinner, however, she was spending a lot of time on the phone. 
 
    Ann, however, was not a happy camper. “You are in so much trouble,” she hissed. “Every boy in school is going to hate you! And the girls think you are bad!” 
 
    Ricky thought about what she said for a long minute, then simply said, “I’m sorry I pissed you off.” And he went to his room. 
 
    Ann fumed and frowned and wanted to bite his head off. But he simply wasn’t available, and that was confusing her. It was pulling all the steam right out of her. 
 
      
 
    Monday, the day before he was due to return, Shania showed up in the early afternoon. 
 
    “I cut cheerleader practice,” she explained, a happy smile on her face as they went up to his room. 
 
    “How come?” he asked. 
 
    “Lock the door,” she said, taking off her sweater. 
 
    He locked the door and turned. She was wiggling out of her cheerleading skirt. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Getting ready for you.” 
 
    He breathed out happily, “You’re over your period!” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She undid her bra and stepped out of panties and looked at him.  Her breasts were large and her nipples were stiff. “Are you still dressed?” 
 
    In a second he wasn’t, and she lay down on his bed. 
 
    “Hey, stud?” she blurted. 
 
    “What?” he kicked off his shoes and pulled off his socks. “Eat me.” 
 
    They both started giggling. He had never had oral sex, but he was ready. 
 
    He crawled between her legs, looked up at her, and dove in. 
 
    She gasped as he explored her womanhood. 
 
    It was new to him, to see everything so close up, and he touched her pussy here and there, asked her what things felt like. He saw her clitoris and began gnawing on it. 
 
    “Oh, God!” she mumbled! 
 
    He went up to her tits and began fondling them with his hands and he pulled on her nipples with his teeth. 
 
    Shania found herself pumping her hips intuitively. She didn’t have his cock in her, but she wanted it, and her body was reacting intuitively. 
 
    Finally, he perched at her hole, ready, and gave her one last look. 
 
    She bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    He gently began to insert. 
 
    She opened her mouth in a silent gasp, her eyes wide in wonder, and he stopped. 
 
    “What?” she almost begged. 
 
    “That must be your cherry.” 
 
    “My hymen! Yes.” 
 
    “I’m supposed to just go through it. To break it.” 
 
    “God, yes!” 
 
    “Okay,” and he began to shove his cock in, time and again, and he put more and more pressure on the thin membrane. 
 
    For a moment pain was on her face, then it gave way. His cock slipped all the way in, and they gasped, and stared at each other. 
 
    He was in her, but he didn’t know what to do. 
 
    She tilted her hips, pressed them into him, and he figured it out. He began to pull his cock out, then push it in. 
 
    She started crying. 
 
    He stopped, “Are you…are you…” 
 
    She held on to him and sobbed and said, “Just fuck me. Fuck me!”               
 
    So he did, and as he pumped in and out he realized that her tears were not for pain, or any kind of sorrow. They were tears of joy, of completion, of being a complete woman. 
 
    “I think I’m going to cum,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t think I can.” 
 
    “Do you want me to wait?” 
 
    “God, no! Squirt in me!” 
 
    That was all it took. He surged, and semen began pumping out of his penis, filling her hole, even dribbling out around his cock. 
 
     
 
    They lay on the bed, in each other’s arms, and they felt so good. 
 
    “I’ll get you to cum next time,” he said. 
 
    “I know you will.” 
 
    “We’ll do more foreplay. I can use my fingers.” 
 
    “Shhh. I know. And I’ll cum. We’re just learning, remember?” 
 
    And they lay in each others arms and held whispered conversations. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go! Out to the car!” Gena strode into the kitchen and Ricky and Ann gawped. 
 
    “What’s the matter? Cat got your tongue?” Then she was out the door and starting up the car. Ricky and Ann grabbed their books and dashed for the door. 
 
    Driving down the street the kids couldn’t stop looking at Gena. 
 
    “Mom,” blurted Ann. “Are you really going to…” 
 
    “You betcha, sweetie!” 
 
    They pulled into a parking space outside the school and Gena stopped the car and got out. She marched towards the front office and Ann and Ricky had to scamper to catch up. 
 
    On the quad in front of the admin offices it was chaos. Students stood about in states of shock. Teachers clustered in groups by the offices, and the parents… 
 
    Gena had on a clown suit. She had painted her face green and was wearing stick out front teeth. 
 
    Next to her, Mrs. Johnson, Shania mother, was wearing the bottom half of a zebra costume. Her husband was standing next to her and wearing the top half. 
 
    Three parents were standing next to the cafeteria door. They wore 1) a cowboy outfit, 2) a doctor’s uniform, 3) an Indian outfit, complete with red skin paint. 
 
    Parents to the right, parents to the left, wearing police outfits, masks, devil outfits, princess outfits, Egyptian outfits. Parents were garbed as the Tomb Raider, Superman, Wonder Woman, Batman…and on and on. There were hundreds of parents there, but for all the variety of uniforms there was one thing they shared in common.  
 
    They all had long, red fingernails. 
 
    The kids were stunned, shocked, amazed. Tad came up behind Ricky and Shania. “Can you believe this?” 
 
    Shania just laughed and Rick punched Tad’s shoulder and put an arm around him. 
 
    Ann was standing by herself, and Ricky left Shania and Tad and walked over to her. He said, “I’ll do the dishes on the even days, you do them on the odds. If two odds fall in a row we’ll switch. Got it?” 
 
    Ann nodded. She suddenly realized that the days of teasing her brother were over. It would be a while, but she would come to realize that their relationship was taking a vast turn for the better. 
 
    In front of the office Gena stood, and hundreds of parents cheered her on. 
 
    Harding had come out and tried to reason, but had quickly been overwhelmed. 
 
    “We called the cops,” he managed, but Gena just laughed. 
 
    Somebody handed her a microphone and she was piped over the school’s intercom. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter what children look like…or what kind of games they play! What matters is that they get through to adulthood and remember how to have fun and enjoy life. And what matters at this school is that you teachers, and you, Principal Harding, do your job. And if you don’t…we’ll be back!” 
 
    The courtyard erupted in cheers, and Gena handed the microphone to somebody. 
 
    The police arrived, took one look, shook their heads, and left. They were going to take on hundreds of laughing parents? No way. 
 
    Ricky stood, red fingernails and all, and was proud. 
 
    Shania came up and took his arm and whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Where would you like to go to college?” 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name. 
 
    I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor. 
 
    So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.  
 
    Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater! 
 
    “This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.” 
 
    I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out. 
 
    “Hi, uh, Mr.s Amanda.” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city. 
 
    I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend. 
 
    And no girl friend meant I was horny. 
 
    She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house. 
 
    Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust. 
 
    But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life. 
 
    So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming. 
 
    I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled. 
 
    I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through. 
 
    Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that. 
 
    I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off. 
 
    I like sex, but I like good sex. 
 
    If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.  
 
    But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you about die! 
 
    So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house. 
 
    Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum— 
 
    “Johnny? Could you come help me?” 
 
    Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels. 
 
    She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly. 
 
    But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova! 
 
    So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life. 
 
    The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah! 
 
    Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes. 
 
    Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized. 
 
    I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when i came it was going to be truly stupendous! 
 
    On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone. 
 
    Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy. 
 
    I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot! 
 
    It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket! 
 
    Nancy looked across the pool, right at me! 
 
    I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way! 
 
    I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.” 
 
    “Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it. 
 
    “Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.” 
 
    “I know. I heard your phone.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! 
 
    “But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief. 
 
    “Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.” 
 
    “Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out. 
 
    “Okay, then. After lunch?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ll see you then.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing. 
 
    Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.  
 
    I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off. 
 
      
 
    After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive. 
 
    If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’  
 
    Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.” 
 
    She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist. 
 
    She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.” 
 
    “Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say. 
 
    But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly. 
 
    It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris. 
 
    “I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.” 
 
    “Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff. 
 
    “There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.” 
 
    “You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.” 
 
    She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?” 
 
    “No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.” 
 
    She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.” 
 
    I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?” 
 
    We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life. 
 
    First, there were the cobwebs. 
 
    “I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.” 
 
    Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web. 
 
    We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there wold be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around ore freely. 
 
    “Okay,” she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me. 
 
    She took off her clothes and jumped in. 
 
    I stared, my mouth open. 
 
    “Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.” 
 
    “But I’ve got…I’ve…” 
 
    “A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke. 
 
    Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at. 
 
    We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out. 
 
    I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs. 
 
    We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.” 
 
    I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.” 
 
    She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’ 
 
    Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed. 
 
    ‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water. 
 
    “Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.” 
 
    “This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs. 
 
    And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.  
 
    After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in. 
 
    Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone snd embarrassed you.” 
 
    We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry. 
 
    We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping. 
 
    “It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.” 
 
    Man. The red-faced thing again. 
 
    But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy young stud like you finds me worth looking at. 
 
    “Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted. 
 
    She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.” 
 
    On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad. 
 
    Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days. 
 
    “Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me. 
 
    Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face. 
 
    But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail. 
 
    On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip! 
 
    A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there. 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said. 
 
    Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!” 
 
    I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    “It’s nothing.” 
 
    “It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.” 
 
    She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor. 
 
    In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage. 
 
    “Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.” 
 
    I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner. 
 
    Well, she knew that. 
 
    But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart. 
 
    She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide. 
 
    “Sorry,” I said. 
 
    She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad. 
 
    My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound. 
 
    She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened. 
 
    “But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.” 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.” 
 
    I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged. 
 
    She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.” 
 
    “Only five days.” 
 
    “How long between masturbations?” Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.” 
 
    She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in. 
 
    “Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.” 
 
    “What…what about you?” 
 
    “Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.” 
 
    Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.” 
 
    I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she wold take her hand off my cock. 
 
    She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends. 
 
    Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.” 
 
    “I’ve got my spare clothes out back.” 
 
    “But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.” 
 
    She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up. 
 
    She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.  
 
    “Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.” 
 
    I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders. 
 
    “Okay. Open eyes.” 
 
    I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink? 
 
    And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene. 
 
    She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?” 
 
    My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it. 
 
    She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” I whimpered. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t. 
 
    “I…I can’t wear—“ 
 
    “Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.” 
 
    Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have. 
 
    “Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs. 
 
    More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist. 
 
    She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand. 
 
    After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard. 
 
    She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her. 
 
    I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths. 
 
    She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    She let go and I made a whining sound. 
 
    Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.” 
 
    My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand. 
 
    “Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking. 
 
    I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook. 
 
    “Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.” 
 
    She turned and ran upstairs. 
 
    I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything. 
 
    I went to the front door and walked home. 
 
      
 
    That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed. 
 
    On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that? 
 
    “You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.” 
 
    “Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.” 
 
    I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy. 
 
    I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.” 
 
    “Fun?” 
 
    “Boxes full of last century.” 
 
    “Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.” 
 
    “Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.” 
 
    Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!” 
 
    “Well, maybe not that old.” 
 
    “No ice cream for you!” 
 
    But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine. 
 
    Until I went upstairs to go to bed. 
 
    I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing. 
 
    That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised. 
 
    Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise. 
 
    Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed. 
 
      
 
    I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in. 
 
    “Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?” 
 
    Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.” 
 
    “I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” 
 
    But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy. 
 
    I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered. 
 
    We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while. 
 
    Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings. 
 
    “Did you know the old lady who lived here?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.” 
 
    I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working. 
 
    But I could feel her thinking. 
 
    She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks. 
 
    I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.  
 
    We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool. 
 
    “Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.” 
 
    “Normally it is, but we’re working…” 
 
    We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking. 
 
    “I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…” 
 
    She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.” 
 
    I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks. 
 
    “I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?” 
 
    “She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.” 
 
    Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me. 
 
    It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped. 
 
    “It’s called a Coke High.”  
 
    “Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.” 
 
    I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking. 
 
    “Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’ 
 
    “‘What’s that?’ I asked. 
 
    “‘I wear women’s underwear.’ 
 
    “Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’ 
 
    “So the man did. 
 
    “And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up. 
 
    “Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side. 
 
    “And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.” 
 
    She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side. 
 
    She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.” 
 
    She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her. 
 
    Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry. 
 
    She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth. 
 
    “Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?” 
 
    I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.” 
 
    Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind. 
 
    Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me. 
 
    And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I reported for work the next day, and she opened the door with biggest, sunniest smile I had ever seen. 
 
    “Come in, come in.” She led me up the stairs and we walked past her bedroom to the far room. 
 
    “This is my husband’s fantasy room. This was the way he had it in our old house, and I brought everything with me, arranged it just as he had it.” 
 
    It was pink. with white baseboards and trim. The dresser was white and it had a white vanity table. There was a full array of make up bottles and tubes and things on the table. 
 
    At the side of the room was a small bathroom. At the rear of the room was a walk in closet. 
 
    Nancy held my hand and showed me everything. Opened drawers to show me the lingerie. Took me in the closet and showed me dresses, shoe racks, and on the high shelf wigs and breast forms. 
 
    I was in shock. I had showed up sort of apprehensive, but…not in shock. But seeing everything, seeing the depth of this fantasy…I was officially in shock. 
 
    “Is there anything you’d like to try? Or would you like me to just take control.” 
 
    “I really don’t know where to start.” And, truth, it was her fantasy. Not mine. Though, shock aside, I was getting curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    And, my cock was getting harder and harder. 
 
    There isn’t a man alive who doesn’t feel the charge of sex when he so much as touches an article of women’s underwear. On the surface they think about the clothes on the woman. Under the surface they think about the clothes on themselves. 
 
    Nancy handed me a pair of white bloomers. They were puffy with ruffles and I stared at them. 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    So I took my clothes off and started to put them on and Nancy said, “Wait.” 
 
    I looked at her and she handed me a jar of Nair. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I’m not a hairy guy anyway, many guys don’t get heavy hair until they are past their teens, so I wasn’t worried about being called out by somebody. Besides, my mother never saw me naked, nor did anybody else. 
 
    So I slathered up, waited fifteen, and hopped into the shower. 
 
    I came out baby bald, and Nancy immediately started wiping sweet smelling lotion all over my body. “It’ll make your skin softer, and it smells good, too.” 
 
    When she was spreading the cream on my abdomen my cock was right in front of her, and she kissed the head and laughed. Then she grabbed it and held it fiercely. “I love a beautiful cock.” 
 
    I, of course, almost buckled at the knees. 
 
    Then I put on the bloomer, and she handed me a bra. I figured out the bra, though she chuckled at my confusion, then she slipped a pair of breast forms into my bra. 
 
    I shivered a little when I looked at the mirror, for I had a suddenly feminine figure. 
 
    She painted my toes, and I knew I wasn’t going to be running around in sandals at home, then she helped me roll up some nylons. 
 
    “I’m going to have you wear culottes today. But tomorrow I’m going to go to town on you.” 
 
    I thought this was pretty wild already. 
 
    So I put on culottes, and it was a different feel. It was like a dress and shorts all at the same time. My cock, of course, was going crazy. It was free swinging in the bloomers, and the tip was rubbing against the satiny material of the bloomers. 
 
    She handed me a pull over blouse and I put it on. 
 
    I was getting pretty female now, at least in the body, and it was time to start working on my nails and face. 
 
    I sat down at the vanity and she did my fingernails. “I’m not making them real long. We still have some heavy lifting to do. And don’t worry, I’ll take the polish off before you go home.” 
 
    I looked at the nails. Not long? To me they were giant! They were oval, and they extended a quarter inch beyond the tips of my fingers, and they were bright red. 
 
    Then she painted my face, and that made the hair stand up on the back of my neck, and I felt like my whole body was electric. I watched as she shadowed my eyes and even gave me longer eyelashes. Then she placed a wig on my head, adjusted it, and fastened it. 
 
    When I looked in the mirror I didn’t recognize myself. 
 
    Oh, there were things that still looked male. I still had an Adam’s apple, and my index finger was shorter than a female’s index finger would be, and there was a certain blockiness to my hips. I knew there was nothing to do about the Adam’s apple and the index finger, but surely something could be done about the angular nature of my hips. 
 
    Nancy just smiled when I asked her. “Tomorrow, my sunshine.” 
 
    We walked downstairs and sat in the kitchen and had a bourbon and Coke and just looked at each other. 
 
    “You are absolutely gorgeous,” she said. 
 
    “So are you,” I answered, and she grinned. 
 
    Then, morning drink done, and the morning getting late, we headed for the basement. 
 
    We were halfway through, and we were getting into nooks and crannies. There was a stack of TV Guides, probably 70 years old, and in amazingly good condition. 
 
    “We can probably get good money for those.” 
 
    So I placed them in the garage. The garage was starting to get filled up, but that was okay. We had the whole house if we needed it. 
 
    I found a stack of old canvases that were worth nothing. Too bad, so sad. 
 
    Then there was a bundle of blankets, war surplus, that was so moth eaten they couldn’t keep a flea warm. 
 
    And a bunch of old heater filters. Used and disgusting and designed for ancient heaters. They made it to the garbage can. 
 
    Then…bonanza. A set of silverware that might have been made by Paul Revere himself. At least there was a .925 on the ware, and that was supposed to mean it was pure silver. 
 
    “Ten thousand dollars,” breathed Nancy. 
 
    “Zowie,” said I. 
 
    By noon we were tired, and I was starting to understand how hot long hair could be. We headed for the pool, and Nancy giggled when I jumped into the pool. It was an experience getting male clothes off in a swimming pool, but female clothes are a whole degree harder. 
 
    Then we swam, and lazed around, and she hugged me and I walked her around in the pool, and it was like she was sitting on my dick, but still no penetration. 
 
    Tell the truth, it was driving me crazy, but it was the kind of crazy that I liked. 
 
    And we spent a lot of time kissing. And me feeling her boobs, and sucking on them. And she kept stroking me till I thought I’d pop, then backing off. 
 
    “You know we’re going to have an accident pretty soon,” I observed. 
 
    “No, we won’t.” She nibbled on my ear and felt my nipple with a palm. My legs shook, and she whispered. “Tomorrow I will save you from all accidents.” 
 
    I looked at her. “Save me from an unauthorized squirt?” 
 
    “Would you like that? Would you like to be horny all summer? Not be able to have an orgasm? Would you like to have the feeling of white hot heat busting in your chest every day?” 
 
    Oh, man. I did. But…I didn’t know how much I could take. She had me on edge all day long, and it was all I could do not to pump one out with my hand at night. 
 
    She grew serious. “Can you handle it, Johnny? I mean, if this is too much for you, I’ll under—“ 
 
    I kissed her. Hard. And it surprised her. 
 
    “Do it,” I said. “Pull out the stops. Take me all the way. Let me feel what…what it all means.” 
 
    I think I was almost delirious, but I was sincere. This was what I loved, and this was what I wanted. 
 
    She hugged me then. And she kissed me. And she held my cock and squeezed it until I groaned. 
 
    “One more day, Johnny, then I’ll save you from yourself.” 
 
    The look on her face, it was amazing. She was vibrant, glowing, and her eyes were on fire. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    The next day, giant boner in pants, I reported for duty. I thought we were going to go upstairs again, but instead she took me to the kitchen. 
 
    “Have a seat.” 
 
    I sat. 
 
    On the table were two bourbon and Cokes, and a box about six inches on a side. 
 
    “What’s this.” 
 
    She sat and sipped and smiled. “I said I would rescue from accidents, and I mean it.” She lifted an amused eyebrow, “If you can take it.” 
 
    “I can take it.” 
 
    She placed her hands around the box and said, “This is what my husband wore. He wore it always, except when I let him out. Sometimes he would wear it for months, and when I finally let him out, either to fuck me, or just to let him jack off, he had the most glorious and intense orgasms he ever had. Of course, most of the time I ruined his orgasms, and he lived a life in abeyance, and eternal hornitude, and he loved it.” 
 
    She opened the box. There was a black bag in it, and she opened the bag and emptied it on the table. 
 
    It was a chastity tube. An expensive one. It was metal, with specially shaped rings, and a urethra tube screwed into the tip. 
 
    She spread the parts out and explained each one. Then she took out a bottle of lube and said, “Would you like to put it on?” 
 
    I stared at the thing. I knew what they were from what I had read on the internet. I knew they imprisoned a man’s junk and he could no longer cum. 
 
    Wasn’t that what I liked? To not cum? To suffer the heat that led to an orgasm and yet be denied? 
 
    I picked up the tube and stared at it. I looked up at her. 
 
    “These things always have keys.” 
 
    “I have a pair of keys.” She said nothing else, but she didn’t have to. She had the keys, and I would have no access to Mr. Happy.” 
 
    “When when would you let me out?” 
 
    “At the end of the summer. When you go back to school.” 
 
    I breathed out, “no accidents.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Not ever.” 
 
    “Not until you go to school. Then you’ll have a year of accident’s.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “What about this thing?” I pointed at the urethra tube. 
 
    “Not yet. You’ve got to get used to it before we go hog wild.” 
 
    Hog wild. I liked the sound of that and I smiled. 
 
    “How does it work?” 
 
    “First, we need to do something about your boner.” 
 
    We sat and sipped, and I considered my cock. It was like a steel rod under the table. 
 
    “How do we do that?” 
 
    “Pain and torture.” 
 
    “What?” My brows indented. 
 
    “The net says to get a bag of frozen vegetables and put it on your penis.” 
 
    “That would be torture.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “What if I prefer carrots? Or corn?” 
 
    It was exactly the right thing to say and she laughed, and I laughed nervously, and she asked. “Would you like me to get the peas, Johnny?” 
 
    I took a moment, let out my breath, and nodded. 
 
    She was right, it was torture, but it was also so fucking kinky I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    For a while I thought that not even frozen peas would bring my cock down, but the big boy finally gave up and shriveled. 
 
    “We’re going to have to move fast,” Nancy said, “because as soon as I touch you you’re going to want to get hard again.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She put the ring around my whole package, then stuffed my sausage into the little tube. It started fighting, struggling, trying to get big. 
 
    She slid the ring and tube together and there was a little ‘click,’ and it was done. I was officially chaste, and would be for the next two months. 
 
    I gulped, and looked at her. She was breathing hard, actually giving little gasps, and she held my now imprisoned cock and looked me in the eyes. “With this ring…that’s what my husband said to me when I first put him in chastity.” 
 
    “So you want me to…never mind. I’m going to say it. With this ring I do wed.” 
 
    She giggled, and I had never seen such excitement in a pair of eyes. “It’s ‘thee.’ With this ring I thee wed.” 
 
    “With this ring I thee wed.’ 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed me, and she said, “With this ring,” she shook my caged cock, “I thee wed.” 
 
    For a long minute we just sat there, staring at each other. 
 
    She was excited, her breasts heaving, and I was a bit excited, too. Heck, I had just given complete control of my cock over to her. A woman who I had just met now owned my penis. I would have to sit down to pee because of her. I would have to ask permission to jack off, and she had already made it plain that she wasn’t going to be giving such permission anytime soon. Not till the end of summer. 
 
    Could I stand it? I was already groaning, and my cock was pushing out helplessly, and feeling like it was full of sperm and ready to explode. 
 
    I would have to stand it. There was no other choice. 
 
    “Well, Johnny. Let’s get to work.” 
 
    Her voice was actually changed. She had a command in it. It was a loving command, but we had gone from the relationship of a boss and a worker, and the worker could quit at any time, to a mistress, and there was no way I could quit. 
 
    Oh, it wasn’t mean, it was happy and excited, and I think I realized, right from those first few moments, that there was a lot of sex in having power over somebody. 
 
    I stood up, and nervous energy made me stretch. 
 
    She grabbed my cage and walked, quickly, up to her husband’s bedroom. 
 
    She didn’t bother with soft and fluffy today, but I hadn’t expected her to. She had hinted that today would be a little more die hard, and it was. 
 
    She brought out hose and a garter and a thong. My legs were shortly encased in that delicious, sleek material called nylon. The panties were tight and pulled my caged penis back, even as it rubbed my asshole. 
 
    I no longer had a penis bump in my panties. 
 
    A bra, and my fake tits. A dress. The dress was black and tight, but stretchy. 
 
    I could work in this apparel, but every move was going to stretch sexy material over my skin. 
 
    Then she did my nails again, put on make up, and the. wig. 
 
    Zowie. I was a woman again. Sexy. Not a man. And she handed me a pair of heels. 
 
    They weren’t big heels, only a couple of inches, but they would prove to be difficult enough. 
 
    “I’m going to have trouble walking,” I said, standing up and wobbling a little. 
 
    “You’ll get used to them,” she said. She stood back and inspected me, and there was a look of pride on her face. “Fourteen year old girls get used to them, so can you.” 
 
    And we went to work. 
 
    Oh, it was torturous bliss. Every move I made rubbed my skin and I felt like a giant penis. And if I thought she was affectionate before, it was nothing compared to this. 
 
    She ordered me here and there, but emphasized everything with her hands. A hand on my bun, or around my waist. She touched my cheek. She hugged me and kissed me. She held my imprisoned cock to give a simple order to move a box. 
 
    And I was aflame. 
 
    I was gasping, and my cock—she noticed this with glee—was dripping. Not just an occasional drip, but a long string of pre-cum was hanging from it at all times. 
 
    We worked till lunch, then we went up and I took everything off and jumped into the pool. 
 
    Nancy sipped a bourbon and watched me with a happy eye. She exuded happiness. At one point she called me to her. I stood next to the lounger she was sitting on and she held my penis. Struggling, writhing, trying to get hard. 
 
    She said, “It’s almost like you’re my property. Like I own you. Do you mind that, Johnny?” 
 
    I shook my head. I was gulping and couldn’t speak. 
 
    “But don’t worry, Johnny. I’ll take care of you. You just do what I say and this will be your dream summer. You’ll remember it forever.” 
 
    Heck, I was already remembering it forever. “Okay.” 
 
    “Suck my toes.” 
 
    I knelt at the bottom of the lunger and massaged her feet and sucked on her toes. I could feel the hard, red nail polish with my tongue. I was glad that she had been in the pool, because there was only the aroma of her feet between her toes.  
 
    She laid back and her hand went to her snatch. She rubbed it gently. She moaned, and I thought she was going to cum, but she opened her eyes and grinned. “Would you like to do this? Johnny boy? You’re already my panty boy, would you like to eat my pussy? Slide your tongue up my love channel? Bring me to an orgasm?” 
 
    “I thought you weren’t going to cum?” 
 
    “I lied.” 
 
    She laughed at the expression on my face. Then she said, “I won’t cum if you don’t want me to, but you’ve got to remember that having you in chastity is more than horny. It is ‘power horny.’ It is ten times as intense. And I would like to cum. Would you like me to cum?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” I blurted. I had to see her cum. I had to watch her have an orgasm. The mere thought increased my horny factor by, as she said, a factor of ten, and I wanted to see her cum in the worst, possible way. 
 
    She smiled. “Maybe tomorrow. Right now it’s time for you to get dressed.” 
 
    We went upstairs and I got a fresh set of lingerie, and culottes and leggings. Then she freshened my make up and we went back to work. 
 
      
 
    “How was work?” Mom sliced a chunk of meatloaf out of the pan and plopped it onto my plate. 
 
    “It’s good,” I smiled and sipped some Pepsi. 
 
    “She’s not working you too hard?” 
 
    “Mom?” I laughed at her.  
 
    “Well, you certainly look happy. I’m glad you’ve got something to do this summer.” 
 
    I smiled, and was aware of my red painted toenails which I dare not let her see. 
 
    “Idle hands are the devil’s playground, or something like that,” she observed. 
 
    Idle hands. Yes. I wondered what she would think of an idle dick. 
 
    My cock surged in the chastity tube every few seconds. It never got hard, but it never got tired of trying. 
 
    “She found a set of real silverware.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. Might even be worth something. Of course we’ll have to shine it up and take it somewhere to be appraised.  
 
    My cock throbbed. 
 
    “That’s wonderful!” 
 
    Later that night I stood at the window and gazed at Nancy’s house. I stared at her bedroom window. She was laying there. Maybe touching herself. Maybe thinking of me. Wearing sexy lingerie. 
 
    I dreamed of being there with her, of sleeping in the same bed, of holding her body, and having her hold mine. 
 
    To have my penis stand up straight, to slide it into her quim. Was there ever anything else? 
 
    Sighing, I laid down on bed and tried to sleep. On future nights I would be able to, but not this night. I was too excited, too alive, too awake. 
 
    My cock kept struggling. I knew my toe nails were painted bright red, covered with hard lacquer. 
 
    My whole body was wired, my flesh alive and sparking. I wanted Nancy in the worst way. 
 
    In an odd way, I was having her. 
 
    And, of course, not having her. 
 
      
 
    The next day I showed up early. My eyes bright and glinting, and she laughed when she saw me. “Somebody’s glad to see me.” 
 
    I hugged her, and she held me, and patted my back. “It’s okay, honey. The first few days are the worst. Did you sleep at all?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “Take a sleeping pill tonight, otherwise your eyes will be glowing and you’ll look like you’re up on drugs.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Tears started coming from my eyes. 
 
    She sat me down and held my hand, and my package, and she she watched. “Oh, honey It’s okay.” 
 
    “I know…I know…” I was blubbering. “It’s just so…so…” 
 
    “I know. You don’t have to say anything. I know. Your hormones are going crazy and you’re going to feel like this. Maybe a lot.” 
 
    After my crying jag was over she took me upstairs and we got ready for work. 
 
    Same underwear. Funny, though it was somewhat stock, it was always exciting. Then she put me in a summery dress. It wasn’t so loose the material would snag on anything, but it wasn’t tight, either. 
 
    And she gave me slightly higher heels. 
 
    “I can’t walk on the others, yet,” I objected. 
 
    “We’re going to be sorting today, so you won’t have to do much walking.” 
 
    We sat in the garage and went through various items we had rescued. She had an app on her cell phone, and I would give her an ISBN, or a serial number, or a description, and she would assess,  make notes, and we would go to the next item. 
 
    And it was even more torturous than the day before. I didn’t have heavy work to keep me busy, I had slow moments in between items, and all I could do was feel my cock pounding away down there. It’s a good thing that chastity tube was metal, because I would have busted plastic. 
 
    We worked right through till noon, then, even though we weren’t sweaty, we went for a swim. 
 
    Oh, it was so exciting, feeling the water sluice through my chastity tube. Kissing Nancy and feeling her breasts, and then, for the first time, I slipped a finger into her. 
 
    We were standing in the water. I was standing and she was supported by me. By hugging me, and with my finger inserted in her hole. 
 
    She held on and I felt her moving her hips, trying to get more, and trying to get loose, and not knowing the difference. 
 
    “Oh, God, Johnny. Oh, God!” 
 
    I smiled, and kissed her some more, and then she took my cage in hand and began walking. 
 
    We walked up stairs to her bedroom. Not her husbands’s. Hers. 
 
    She lay on her bed on her side, her head propped up on one elbow. “Bottom drawer of my dresser.” 
 
    I slid the drawer open. In it was a mess of straps. I lifted it out and realized…it was a strap on! At the back of the drawer was a collection of dildos. Some big, some small. Some twirly and bumpy and rigid. All colors, all textures.  
 
    I looked at her. 
 
    “Put it on, and select a dildo.” 
 
    My heart thudding, I had never done anything like this before, I untangled the straps and stepped into the harness. It was tight, and I had to adjust it. 
 
    “He was smaller than you around the waist. Wear a corset long enough and you’ll be small around the waist.” 
 
    I picked out a big black dildo. It looked like it had warts on it, and big veins. 
 
    “Ooh,” she said, hungrily. Then she lay back on her bed. She spread her legs and said, “Make love to me, Johnny. Fuck me hard. Make me cum a dozen times.” 
 
    I am not totally inexperienced, so I crawled between her legs and began licking her pussy. I nibbled on her clitoris, and I reamed her with a finger. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” she whimpered. “It’s been so long.” 
 
    I put more fingers in her and I started pumping my hand back and forth. Keeping my forearm jacking I slithered up her body and began nibbling on her nips. 
 
    She arched her back and sighed and held my head with strong arms. 
 
    “Oh, Johnny. Johnny.” 
 
    Her eyes were closed and her head back. I added yet another finger and now I could feel the rim of her pussy slamming against my knuckles. 
 
    “You better get into me, Johnny.” 
 
    I moved up, and now it became surreal. Surreal horny. 
 
    I slipped the big, black peeny into her, and she gasped, and I felt nothing! 
 
    I was in her…I was fucking her…but I was getting no sensation! 
 
    Which is not to say it wasn’t making me even hornier. In fact, it was making me hornier than ever. 
 
    I was deprived of fucking or jacking or even mindless stroking by my chastity tube, and now I was inside her and doubly deprived. It was like it was my cock, and it wasn’t. It was like I was fucking her with somebody else’s cock! But it was me fucking. 
 
    Nancy began to moan. She placed her hands on my arms and writhed and bucked. I could feel her working that dildo, and I wanted it to be me. 
 
    How long would I have lasted if it was my cock fucking her? Seconds. 
 
    How long could I fuck her with somebody else’s dick? Forever. Or at least until she had more orgasms than a woman could stand. 
 
    She began to cum. Her eyes rolled back and her hips jerked and strained. My cock was beside itself. To be so close to fuck, and denied. It was crazy! 
 
    She kept having orgasms, big strong ones, every couple of minutes for twenty minutes. 
 
    Finally, drenched in sweat, her hair sodden and tangled, she pushed on my chest and begged. “No. No more. Please. I can’t…” 
 
    Gently, I pulled out of her. She looked surprised, and then grateful. “Oh, God! That was better than…” 
 
    She didn’t finish, but she didn’t have to. I felt a certain pride in knowing that I had fucked her better than her husband. 
 
    Afterwards it was my turn to take care of her. She might be in charge, but she was so exhausted by sex that she needed help. 
 
    I helped her down the steps into the pool, and she just swam into my arms and I walked her around the pool. 
 
    “Back upstairs, Johnny. I need to sleep.” 
 
    So I carried her upstairs and put her to bed. She smiled, she kissed me, she said, “Take that stupid dildo off.” And she giggled and went to sleep. 
 
    In a way I was loathe to take the dildo off. I missed having a big eruption of sex in my groin. But I did, and I cleaned it and put it away, then I headed for home. 
 
      
 
    That night I took a sleeping pill. I had to. After the sexual marathon, I had gone through, after the intensity of that experience, if I hadn’t taken a sleeping pill I never would have slept. 
 
    I slept deeply. I hadn’t cum, but sex can be tiring. In the best way…but tiring. 
 
    The morning came, and I sighed and realized I was waking up. I wondered what today would bring. What new sexual adventures. Then I felt my mom shaking me. 
 
    “Johnny! Time for breakfast.” 
 
    “All right. Just another minute…” I stretched and opened my eyes and saw my mother walking out of my bedroom. 
 
    I smiled, I was so happy, and I loved the feeling of my cock trying to get hard. I knew I better pee pretty quick, or it might start to hurt. 
 
    I sat up and froze. 
 
    At the end of the bed, the covers, I must have rolled over and kicked them off. My red toes were plain to see. Glossy and shiny and…and…my mother had seen them. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Oh, fuck! 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I knew, when I came down for breakfast, that my mother knew. 
 
    “Hey, Mom,” I sat down at the breakfast table and she glanced at me, smiled, and the look in her eyes, the question. 
 
    Now the only problem was when was she going to talk to me about it. 
 
    That she would talk, I had no doubt. And it would be embarrassing, to say the least. 
 
    “Going to work at Nancy’s?” she asked, as she placed a plate of bacon and eggs in front of me. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, crossing my fingers. Don’t ask. Don’t ask. Don’t ask. 
 
    “Do you ever swim at her house? Like, take a break and swim?” 
 
    “Uh, sometimes.” I looked at the clock. She had to go to work. She was gong to be late. I mentally told her to realize that, to look at the clock and head on out. At least put her talk with me off until tonight. 
 
    My mental cogitations must have worked, because she sat down across from me, opened her mouth, looked at the clock, and closed her mouth. 
 
    “Got to go?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes.” She stood up, grabbed her purse, then looked at me. “You know you can talk to me about anything.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Absolutely anything.” 
 
    “I know. I know! I pushed a grin across my face and tilted my head in wry question. 
 
    She nodded, looked troubled, and left. 
 
    Fuck! I put my head down and thanked the Gods. Tragedy averted, at least for now. But tonight… 
 
      
 
    A half hour later I trotted across the lawns to our neighbor’s house. Nancy was waiting for me. She opened the door, let me in, then grabbed me, turned me and bent me over, and scorched a kiss onto my mouth. 
 
    “Whew!” I gasped, when she let me up. 
 
    She grabbed my crotch and felt my chastity cage. “Nice. You miss me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” My cock was throbbing inside the cage. It wanted to explode. I was that horny. 
 
    Nancy is a beautiful woman. Brunette with green, sparkling eyes, a body that won’t quit. 
 
    She took my hand and we started walking upstairs. “Are you ready for work?” 
 
    “Yes. But we need to talk, first.” 
 
    She was about to turn up the stairs and she took a sudden turn and pulled me into the kitchen. In a minute we were sitting at the table, sipping bourbon and Cokes. 
 
    “My mother saw my feet. My painted toenails.” 
 
    She nodded, but didn’t change expression. 
 
    “She came in to wake me up and my feet weren’t covered…she saw me.” 
 
    “Okay,” her eyes got a far away look in them. 
 
    “I’m not sure what to do, but she’s going to be coming home tonight and asking questions.” 
 
    “Mmm. Well, that’s a sticky wicket.” 
 
    “I mean, I know it’s my problem, and I won’t say anything about you. I’ll just tell her I met a girl and we just sort of…played around.” 
 
    “And she’ll want to meet the girl.” 
 
    “Well, eh…I can say we broke up.” 
 
    She leaned forward, placed a finger on my lips and said, “Honey, the one thing that we learn, as we grow older, is that there is no excuse for the truth.” 
 
    “So, what? I should tell her we’ve been, uh, playing dress up? That you put make up on me and my cock is caged?” 
 
    She smiled. “I’ll tell you what. I’m going to fix everything.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “By talking to your mother.” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 
 
    “You know,” her mouth twisted in a grin. “I could always lose the key. End of the summer and you’d have to go back to college with your penis all locked up.” 
 
    Oh, God! My pecker went wild! It pushed against the cage, tried to expand, and I knew it was drooling. 
 
    “You can’t…” I gasped. 
 
    “As your keyholder…I can. And I will if you don’t get over your silly fright and let me handle the situation.” 
 
    “But my Mother—“ 
 
    “Will come around. Guaranteed. When I get done with her she’s going to beg me to dress you up.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Now,” she straightened up and put on a severe face, “Get your ass upstairs before I…” a change seemed to come over her. A horny change. “Before I spank you.” 
 
    I blinked, and I found myself standing up. “You wouldn’t!” 
 
    “I feminize you and put you in chastity and you doubt that I won’t take that extra step? Now, move it!” 
 
    She stood up and I turned and walked in front of her. She grabbed a towel off the fridge and snapped it at my ass. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    I jumped and skipped ahead of her. 
 
    But she was waiting for me to run, and she was already running. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW! Don’t!” 
 
    She laughed an evil laugh, and managed one more snap of the towel before I turned up the steps. I was four or five steps ahead of her and scampering. “Don’t you do that!” but I was laughing. I mean, it was a biting snap, but…it was fun. We were playing like children. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “OW!” I made it to the top of the stairs and outran her to her husband’s room. 
 
    I was turned and looking into the mirror when she got into the room. I could see a couple of red marks on my buttocks. 
 
    She tossed the towel aside and laughed as I rubbed my ass. “You have no idea how much this turns me on.” 
 
    “Well, good for you.” I mock sniffed. “Bully.” 
 
    She laughed and got out my underwear for the day. 
 
    She made me wear a corset that day. A full corset, and I put my breast forms in the cups and looked really stacked. Then she made me wear a green pencil skirt, blouse and jacket, and high heels. 
 
    I was so uncoordinated. I was wobbly on the heels, and I couldn’t take long steps in the skirt. But I was beautiful. And not just because she said so. I saw myself in the mirror and I didn’t just look like a woman, I looked like a beautiful woman. 
 
    And, best of all, the chastity tube was stopping me from showing a bump in the dress. I had a smooth lap. 
 
    All made up, wearing a long, blond wig, I walked down the stairs in front of Nancy. And, though we had only started this a few days previous, I was starting to feel natural. You get used to clothes, and I was getting used to female clothes. Oh, I still had a long way to go, but I felt sort of natural. Like I belonged in female clothes. 
 
    Downstairs to the basement, and the job I had originally been hired for. We were halfway through sorting through the bric a brac in the basement, and we went at it. 
 
    We were into a section of radios and old phonograph players, and I thought there might be some money in all that stuff. Nancy had doubts, but we took our time and checked out each machine, and then I came upon gold. 
 
    Tucked in the space under an old Victrola was a box of records. It was recordings of Caruso, a century old, and they looked like they had hardly been played. 
 
    Enrico Caruso is considered the greatest tenor of all time and I pulled the phonograph out from the junk pile and plugged it in. 
 
    “Do you think it will work?” 
 
    I shrugged and grinned.  I put the needle down on the grooves. 
 
    It was a wee bit scratchy, but it was amazing. Here was an opera singer from a hundred years ago filling the basement with his amazing voice. 
 
    We listened for a second, then I turned and held my arms out. Nancy slid into my grasp and…took control. 
 
    Well, I was more girl than her, sort of. At least, she was the more dominant of us. So she controlled me with a hand in the small of my back and our hands clasped. 
 
    The ancient voice echoed in the basement perfectly, and she turned me and dipped me, then we slowed down and I just moved into her arms and cuddled. 
 
    Our breasts were pressed together, my head was on her shoulder, and she kissed the side of my face and nibbled on my ear. 
 
    Down below, in my corset, the cage shivered from my cock trying to stand up.  
 
    “Oh,” I whispered, then I groaned. 
 
    “Shush, my love,” Nancy said, then she stopped dancing and held my face in both hands. She turned my face to her and pressed her lips to mine. 
 
    I could feel her lipstick on mine. I could taste her mouth. I was almost faint with desire. My cock was trying to erect so hard it hurt. I reached down and pressed my groin area with a hand and moaned. 
 
    Nancy laughed, then kissed me more, and, finally, we got back to work. 
 
    Caruso and the phonographs went in the house. The garage was full, and I was putting stuff in the living room. About noon we knocked off, and I was glad. Going up and down those steep basement steps in a pencil skirt and heels, not to mention a corset, was rough. My legs and buttocks were aching. 
 
    I jumped in the pool, managed to get out of my over clothes and throw them over a chair to dry, but I couldn’t get out of the corset. 
 
    Nancy brought out the drinks and laughed as I tried to get my hand around to pull the laces loose. 
 
    “Hold on,” she said. “I’ll get something to help.” 
 
    I waited in the pool. I tried to swim a couple of strokes, and I couldn’t, the corset was too tight, my balance was off, and I finally walked up the steps. 
 
    “Come here,” Nancy called to me. 
 
    I walked around the pool and she met me by the diving board. She turned me so my back was to her. She worked on the laces, but they weren’t coming loose. in fact, there was a series of clicking sounds, and it took a moment for me to realize what they were. When I did I stepped away and tried to reach around behind myself. 
 
    “What did you do?” I gasped. 
 
    She grinned and held up a little padlock. 
 
    “You locked me into…into…” 
 
    “Yep. I like you so slender and yet voluptuous. Have you ever considered getting real implants?” 
 
    “But…I can’t get it off!” 
 
    “That’s the idea. About those implants…” she teased me. 
 
    “Come on, let me out.” 
 
    “Sorry, don’t know where the key is. Come on, let’s swim.” She pushed me backwards and I fell into the deep end. 
 
    I went under, and I gurgled and struggled and tried to float, but I couldn’t.  
 
    I started to panic, to flail, I was terrified, then I heard a splash right next to me and a hand lifted me up. I gasped for air as my head broke the surface, and I realized that Nancy was right next to me. She had no trouble floating and keeping me up at the same time. 
 
    Still, I was scared, “Get me out! Get me out!” 
 
    “Easy. Relax. Relax.” 
 
    I couldn’t relax, and I kept flopping around, and she kept telling me to stop struggling, and, finally, I did. 
 
    I was helpless, totally relying on her to keep my head above water. 
 
    “That’s it. Let me do the heavy lifting.” 
 
    “Can you get me out of here?” I asked more calmly. 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “I want you to feel helpless, I want you to rely on me. I want you to trust me. Trusting me to protect you, to save your life, that is a form of submission like no other. 
 
    It took a while, but she just kept talking to me, and I finally relaxed enough so that I could float with her hand under my back. 
 
    “You see?” she said. “In trusting me you have to give up. You have to realize that there is somebody more powerful, somebody who can take care of you. Somebody who loves you.” 
 
    I was still trying to take in too much air, but I realized the truth of her words. And the less I struggled, the more I submitted. The more I submitted the more dependent I became on her. And I felt a big, warm space in my heart open up. 
 
    “Oh, God,” I finally blurted. 
 
    “Okay, now?” 
 
    I nodded. Gulped, and felt like my heart was exploding with trust and love. 
 
    She walked me down to the shallow end and let me touch the bottom with my feet. 
 
    I immediately latched on to her. I loved her so much. I trusted her so much. All I wanted to do was just hold her…and be held. 
 
    I realized then how I was changing. Before, I held girls. Now I was being held. I just wanted to stay in her arms. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she laughed, and she pried my arms off and helped me out of the pool. Then she unlocked the padlocks and helped me out of the corset. 
 
    I was still shaken by the experience, and trembling, and she gave me a bourbon and Coke and watched me with a big, happy smile. 
 
    “I love you,” I said. 
 
    “I know,” she nodded. “And soon you’ll think you can’t live without me. But the summer will end, and so will your infatuation.” 
 
    “This isn’t just a puppy love.” 
 
    “No,” she agreed. “It’s deeper than that, but it is still temporary. We’ve still got separate lives, and we will eventually go to them. 
 
    I didn’t understand. The way I felt…I had never felt like that for anybody. 
 
    She saw that I didn’t understand. She motioned for me to sit with her on her lounge chair. I lay down next to her, turned to her, and she held me in her arms. 
 
    “This is the joy of feminization. It opens the doors to trust and love. This is me dominating you, and it opens the door to your kinder, deeper self. You submit, and you gain a perspective denied to normal humans. But it is also a toy. Someday you will put this toy aside. Or at least give it to somebody else. Like I gave it to you.
  
 
    I snuggled against her, felt her breasts heaving against my bare flesh. 
 
    “I loved my husband. I love you. But I don’t love you like I loved my husband.” 
 
    I understood a little better, but I was still confused and even conflicted. 
 
    Nancy sighed. “Don’t worry, honey. My words will take on more meaning as time goes on. But for now, it’s totally okay if you love me and enjoy me. All right?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    And we lay for a while longer under the sun, flesh to flesh, heart to heart, and I was happy. And I couldn’t imagine not being happy. I was sufficiently in the moment that I didn’t think about the fact that my mother was coming home tonight and she was going to be wanting to have a good, long talk with me. 
 
      
 
    I insisted that Nancy removed all traces of polish from my toes. When she was done my body was perfectly male. Except, of course, for the chastity tube hanging between my legs. 
 
    But, if you think about it, a chastity tube does denote maleness. It showcases, in a weird way, balls and dick. And, it could be argued that a person wears a chastity tube because he is too masculine. 
 
    Well, whatever. I went home about a half hour before mom was due to arrive, made sure my room was clean and I didn’t have any outstanding chores left to do, and then hung in my room. I played around on the playstation, which wasn’t very exciting. I tried to read a book, boring. And finally I just lay there on my bed. Legs crossed and knees up. One arm under my head and the other over my eyes. And I thought. 
 
    I was having the best time of my life, but I was pretty sure it was coming to an end. 
 
    I was dressing up like a girl, but I wasn’t gay. I just liked the incredible horniness dressing up gave me. 
 
    I was making out with an older woman, but was that so bad? 
 
    I was working hard and not just frittering the summer away. 
 
    But my mother, I knew, was not going to be in a happy frame of mind. 
 
    And I was going to have to come clean with her. I was going to have to tell her that Nancy and I had been…playing. 
 
    Oh, I could have lied, and there was a big part of me that wanted to. I was 18, I could do what I wanted, and…and like Nancy had pointed out, and which I agreed with, the truth is always better. 
 
    And, right in the middle of my cogitations, Mom arrived home. I didn’t hear her drive up, but I heard the door slam, and I sighed, swiveled around sat on the edge of my bed. 
 
    Dun da dun dun! I sighed, rubbed my eyes and stood up. Time to face the music. 
 
    I went to the hallway and got to the stairs and stopped. Voices. Mom was talking to somebody. I frowned. Who? 
 
    I stopped at the corner of the hallway and peeked around the corner. 
 
    Nancy!  
 
    “Have a sit and let me put my purse down…would you like a drink?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Wine okay? Or would you like a Ginger Ale?” 
 
    “I’ll have whatever you’re having.” 
 
    I stood with my back to the wall, my heart pounding. She had said she would handle everything, but I hadn’t know she was coming to talk with my mother. 
 
    I listened, heard my mother moving around in the kitchen, then she came out with two glasses and a bottle of wine. 
 
    I moved forward and could look right down on them. They were sitting on the sofa right under me. 
 
    Mom poured wine into two glasses and handed Nancy one. She sat back, kicked off her heels, and gave a sigh of relaxation. 
 
    “You have no idea what it feels like to let your hair down.” 
 
    “I’ll bet I do.” 
 
    They both chuckled. 
 
    Mom: “I’m sorry I haven’t been over to greet you, get to know you. I’m working extra hard.” 
 
    “You’re paying for Johnny’s college education.” 
 
    “Do you know how expensive college is?” 
 
    “I remember being in debt until I married. It wasn’t nice.” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Debt. Well, we’re in it now.” 
 
    “Margery, I do want to talk to you about such things, but I really had more important things that I needed to discuss with you.” 
 
    I was frozen, just out of sight, listening, and my heart was pounding. I had a feeling that this was it. 
 
    “Of course, and I’m sorry for yakking away. But we should get together some weekend, just have a girl chat.” 
 
    “I’d actually like that. But right now we need to talk about Johnny.” 
 
    There was a slight hesitation, then Mom asked, “Is he behaving himself? He isn’t a problem, is he?” 
 
    “No. Quite the contrary. He is well mannered, hard working, and a joy to have around. You are a lucky woman.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you. I know he’s a good boy, but ever since my divorce it seems that all I do is second guess myself. So what about Johnny?” 
 
    “I’ve been painting his toenails.” 
 
    Silence. A deep, dark silence. A silence so profound I could actually hear my mother blink. 
 
    “I’m going to be perfectly honest and tell you everything that has happened, and what I say may appear to be blunt, perhaps even rude, but I will be totally honest. May I continue?” 
 
    “I wish you would.” My mother’s voice was ten degrees cooler. 
 
    Nancy didn’t hesitate. She simply laid the facts on the table. “My husband was a cross dresser. Johnny is enjoying crossdressing. He’s 18, and…he enjoys it.” 
 
    My mother started to say something, but Nancy cut in quickly. “Let me speak plain English, is Johnny out fucking girls this summer? Is he risking a disease? Getting some girl pregnant? Being anything but a good son?” 
 
    “Yes, but…” 
 
    “And there is no harm. We aren’t having sex. In fact, I’ve got him locked up in a chastity device. He’s having all the sex a normal 18 year old boy could have, but without any sex, and any risk.” 
 
    “He’s locked up?” My mother was actually stuttering. 
 
    “Tight as a drum. He can’t even masturbate. He gets all the affection he can handle, but is in no danger. 
 
    “But he…I don’t…” 
 
    “Now, he’s working hard, he’s earning money, he’s learning how to be around a woman without any of the downsides…” 
 
    “But he…” 
 
    “So I’m going to go out on a limb here. And please allow me a bit of latitude, I have no intention of offending, but…” 
 
    “Go on.” Oddly, my mother’s voice wasn’t so icy. Maybe only half icy. So Nancy was making points. 
 
    “I am guessing, from the fact you drive an older car…” 
 
    “Hunh!” My mother grunted. Our car was barely hanging on. 
 
    “…and from what you’ve told me, that paying for college is rather tight.” 
 
    “You could say.” 
 
    “Would you allow me to help out?” 
 
    “What…do you mean?” There was suspicion in Mom’s voice. But also a tinge of hope. It was no secret that she was having a rough time paying for my college.” 
 
    “I’ve got two points in mind. First, my husband was wealthy. Very wealthy. When we knew he was going to die he asked me one thing.” I could hear her voice choking up. “He said, ‘I’m leaving you a lot of money, Nance. Get involved. Help people.” 
 
    The room was silent again, and I knew why. Nancy was crying. I could feel how much she had loved her husband, and how much hurt was in her hurt.” 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    I risked a glance. Mom had moved closer and was holding a refilled glass of wine out. 
 
    Nancy took it and sipped, then she fanned herself with one hand, looked upwards, and said, “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t be. I know about husbands.” 
 
    Nancy glanced at Mom, “Was your, I’m sorry I don’t mean to…was he—“ 
 
    “He was abusive. He was kind to Johnny, but he beat me. Verbally and physically.” 
 
    I blinked and almost feel down. My dad was…a wife beater? but all of my memories were good! And the one thing I didn’t understand was why they had separated. Now I knew. And I was glad, but in a way I wished I didn’t know. Below me Mom continued talking, “…so I envy you your relationship.” 
 
    They sat for a moment in silence. Then Nancy chuckled. “Bad boys or sweet peas. We always choose one or the other.” 
 
    “Men always seem to be equally divided.” 
 
    “Well,” Nancy murmured, “Johnny’s a sweet boy, but you don’t have to worry that he is too sweet.” 
 
    Mom said nothing, and I hoped she was taking this all in the right way. 
 
    “What was the other point you wished to make about Johnny’s education?” 
 
    “Johnny goes to State right now.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Four hours away. Too far to live at home, extra expense, and while it is a good school, it isn’t the best.” 
 
    Mom grunted. She couldn’t disagree. 
 
    “One of the things my husband did was sit on Boards of Directors. You get so much money you don’t need to work, and he enjoyed being on the Board of Directors of Carver.” 
 
    Carver University! Holy crap! I had tried to get in there and got bupkis! 
 
    “And what does that…” My mother trailed off. She knew what that meant. 
 
    “I’ve got contacts. I can get Johnny excepted at Carver with one phone call. He could live at home, be ten minutes from campus. You save money, a lot of money, and your boy is at home.” 
 
    Man, there was silence now, but it wasn’t cold. It was a warm, excited silence. 
 
    “You would…and what would I have to do.” 
 
    “Let Johnny have a good summer.” 
 
    And there it was. 
 
    I heard the sound of my mother sitting back on the couch. She wasn’t mad. She was thoughtful. And how could she not be? “Excuse me a minute,”  Mom got up and went into the kitchen. She came back with  piece of paper. She put it down and drew a line down the center. One side she labeled good, the other bad. 
 
    “So Johnny gets a better education and we don’t go into debt. He works hard all summer. He gets discipline. He lives at home. 
 
    “And on the bad side he is in the clutches of a MILF—yes, I am familiar with the term—and she feminizes him.” 
 
    There were a few more items, but those were the main points. 
 
    My mother put the pencil down and sat back. She mused, then she said the words I had been dreading to hear. “I guess we have to see how Johnny feels about this. 
 
    Nancy. “Johnny’s home?” 
 
    “I believe so.” 
 
    “Then he’s probably been listening to this.” 
 
    My mother gave a rueful chuckle. “I’ll bet.” Then, “Johnny?” 
 
    Oh, man, busted. “Yes?” 
 
    Both women laughed. 
 
    “Come on down here.” 
 
    I trudged down the stairs and felt like I was running towards my doom. My face had suddenly turned bright red. I turned at the bottom of the stairs and stopped in front of them. 
 
    My mother inspected me for a good half minute without saying anything. Nancy just sat back and had no expression. Yet I had the feeling she was laughing on the inside. 
 
    “So you like dressing up like a girl.” 
 
    Oh, God! My voice was suddenly stopped up in my throat. “Uh…it’s…uh…fun.” 
 
    Mom nodded. And have you had sex with Nancy? 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    “It’s a fair question.” 
 
    “No. But if I choose to have sex with someone it’s my decision.” 
 
    “Fair answer,” she mused. At that point I should have just seen the twinkle in her eye and realized that she had already made her decision. But I was so engrossed in being embarrassed that I didn’t see a thing. 
 
    “Take your pants off.” 
 
    My mouth opened, my eyes went wide. 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “You’re my son. I need to make sure that you’re not being abused. Now take off your pants.” 
 
    I could have said no. I was no longer of the age that could be grounded. But…she was my mom, and mom’s always have an extra vote. 
 
    My face absolutely flaming, I undid my buckle, unzipped, and pulled my shorts down. 
 
    “The tighty whiteys, too, Mister.” 
 
    Nancy made a sound, but when I looked at her she was just sipping her wine. 
 
    I pulled my underpants down and my mother stared. 
 
    My caged cock just hung there. My balls were huge behind the cage. I could feel blood pushing through, trying to raise up my best pal. 
 
    “So, that’s a chastity device.” 
 
    “It’s expensive and quite secure.” 
 
    “And he can’t get out.” Mom was actually smiling. “Come over here,” she held her hand out. 
 
    Oh, God! I was mortified. Nancy was no help, she was smiling, too. I stumble forward, almost tripped, which made Nancy smother a giggle, and stood in front of my mother. 
 
    She held my chastity cage, turned it this way and that. And I felt a huge wave of sexual lust rise up in me. 
 
    “How interesting. It looks like it’s trying to get hard.” 
 
    “Oh, it is.” 
 
    “But he can’t.” 
 
    “Not for the rest of the summer.” 
 
    Then my mother said something which absolutely floored me. “Or longer.” 
 
    Two words, but I was gobsmacked. I felt like a pro MMA fighter had just given me a rabbit punch. Deliberately. 
 
    “And his balls, they always feel like this?” She hefted my balls and I groaned and my knees quavered. 
 
    “As long as he is excited.” 
 
    “And as long as he is contained he will be excited.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Mom looked up at me. “How does it feel, Johnny? Is this pleasurable?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    ‘Speak up.” 
 
    I gulped, nodded again and managed to say, “Yes.” 
 
    “And you look forward to being locked up the rest of the summer.” 
 
    “Yes.” Oh, I was the essence of flaming mortification. 
 
    “And you like dressing up in woman’s clothes?” Yet it was more musing than question. 
 
    “I…yes.” 
 
    Mom held my package in her hands, she just hefted them, bounced them a little, and stared at my surging but unable to go anywhere cock. “How interesting.” 
 
    She turned to Nancy, still holding me. “Maybe if I had had my husband in chastity…” 
 
    “He probably would have been much more malleable.” 
 
    My mother let go of me then, and I almost fell over. I backed away, and my mind was a mix of confusion. 
 
    “Okay, here’s the problem. This whole thing has been a secret, and secrets are not good for a young man.” 
 
    “Or for anybody.” 
 
    “True.” 
 
    “So, a couple of things. First, if you’re going to dress him up…I want to see it. If you dress him up for the day then he might just as well come home all dressed up. If he has make up on, or a wig, or whatever you do for his hair, then that’s the way he is. If he comes home male, he can stay male. But if he comes home feminized then he stays feminized until you change him back.” 
 
    “I see no problem with that.” 
 
    My mouth was open. “But—“ 
 
    “Shush, honey,” my mother said. “If you’re going to be my little girl, as well as my little boy, then you need to know when to speak, and when to hold your tongue. Is that clear?” 
 
    I found myself nodding, but not really understanding. This was now moving too fast for me. 
 
    “Second, do you have a spare key? Just for emergencies?” 
 
    “Absolutely. I brought it with me.” 
 
    Oh, my God! Nancy had been so sure of herself she had brought the extra key to my chastity device with her. 
 
    Nancy handed the key to my mother. My mother wears a thin, gold necklace, and she took it off and placed the key on it. She refastened the necklace and I stared. The key was now hanging between her breasts. 
 
    My mother’s tits! Her boobs! 
 
    Sure, I noticed that my mother had a nice set, and good cleavage, but I had never looked at them with any sexual taint.  
 
    Now, for the first time, I did. 
 
    “And, a third thing…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “You say you are not having sex with Johnny.” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “And we both know that he is going to have to have relief at some point. Tell me about that?” 
 
    Nancy sighed, “That is something to be considered.” 
 
    I stared at her. I was still just standing there, my nuts in the breeze, my cock trying to stiffen desperately. 
 
    “Now Johnny would like to last out the summer, and that is admirable. But he should probably get relief before he goes back to school. And after that…I don’t know.” 
 
    “Wait a minute,” I gasped. “I don’t know if I want to wear this thing while I’m at school.” 
 
    They both looked at me, mild amusement on their faces, then they turned back to each other and Nancy said, “After that I figured maybe Christmas. That would make a good present.” 
 
    “And his birthday is in May.” 
 
    “Yes. Absolutely. A birthday present…if his grades are good.” 
 
    “Didn’t you hear me?” 
 
    “Of course we did, dear, but you must be quiet now. The women who control you are making decisions for you now.” 
 
    Nancy observed, “So three times a year. We should give some thought as to how he should achieve his pleasure.” 
 
    What a polite way to describe my torture. 
 
    “Well, there’s regular sex, that would be me,” Nancy said. “But perhaps you would prefer he get oral, or maybe just a hand job.” 
 
    My mother giggled, “Or we could make him give himself his own hand job.” 
 
    Nancy laughed. “Oh, you are devious. Now, what about spankings?” 
 
    My mother tilted her head and asked, “Spankings?” And it sounded like she was intrigued. 
 
    And so the night went. They discussed everything from spankings to prostate sex. I tell ya, it was more embarrassing than anything I had ever endured. And, finally, I was dismissed. 
 
    Me! Dismissed! Like I was a child and they were the adults. 
 
    But, in a way they were. I had achieved adulthood…and childhood, all in the same night. 
 
    So I slunk away to my room and lay on my bed and wondered what the hell was happening.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours later I heard Mom coming down the hallway. I wanted to roll over and pretend to be asleep, but I knew that wouldn’t do. After all, my education had just been handled, and that was going to free up money so our basic living was handled, and…most important, she had given her permission to keep working for Nancy. And…to being feminized. 
 
    Feminized. I had been doing it, had it done to me, but I had never thought of the word, let alone what it entailed. Me being less than a man. Yet, when I was trying to so hard to get erect, was that less than manly? 
 
    If anything my focus on getting an erection, though it was impossible, was focusing me on being manly. 
 
    Yet, I was in love with wearing woman’s clothes. 
 
    “Awake?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I was in the gloom, but she turned on the lights and came and sat on the side of my bed. “Embarrassed?” 
 
    “I guess you could say that,” I answered drily. 
 
    “Well, yes.” She pulled back my sheets and stared at my caged cock. She smiled. “I was shocked at first. I thought the world was ending, but…but sometimes we learn things.” 
 
    She reached down and took my package in her hands again. “And this makes you…of course. I can feel it trying to get erect.” 
 
    She was turned towards me, and she was staring at me, and she wasn’t that far away. 
 
    “Are you having sexual thoughts now?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “With me holding you like this?” 
 
    “Yes,” I felt ashamed. 
 
    “Honey, don’t feel bad.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    She shook my cage, which made me groan. “This is just a sex organ. I’m your mother and there is going to be no sex going on. Did you want to have sex with your mother?” 
 
    “Mom!” 
 
    She just grinned. “I have to tell you, this is getting to me. If I had your father in one of these he would have been a better man.” 
 
    She began stroking my balls. “Look at you. My grown up boy.” 
 
    I didn’t say anything. It was all I could do not to gasp with the pleasure. 
 
    “I can’t wait to see what you look like tomorrow. Nancy said she would send you home looking like a million dollars. Do you think Nancy will have sex with you? At the end of the summer?” 
 
    My mouth was open, but I was clearly speechless. 
 
    “I left it up to her, you know. In fact, I left everything up to her. She’s a very smart woman, a worldly woman, and I trust her. Do you love her?” 
 
    “I think I do, but she says that’s just infatuation and it’ll pass.” 
 
    Mom nodded, then: “Sit up.” 
 
    I sat up and she leg go of my balls and put both hands on the sides of my face. 
 
    “The things parents don’t know,” she said, and she sounded a bit sad. then she pulled my face closer to hers and she kissed me on the lips. It wasn’t a sex kiss, it wasn’t a go to bed kiss. It was just a kiss of love. A pressing of the lips together. I love you because you’re my son and there will never be anybody else. 
 
    She moved away, then laughed and brushed a bit of lipstick off my lips. “You’re going to make some girl very happy.” 
 
    Then she stood up. “Better get some rest tonight. I think Nancy is going to go whole hog on you tomorrow.” 
 
    She turned off the light on the way out, and I laid in the dark and…and rejoiced. 
 
    Everything was all right. 
 
      
 
    I crossed the lawn and knocked on the door. Nancy yelled to come in, and when I entered the kitchen, where she was just finishing the dishes, she said, “No more knocking. From here on out you are my daughter. And you have two mothers. So come and go as you please. If you wish to sleep here on occasion use my husband’s room. Which is now your room.” 
 
    She was leaning on the sink, facing me, that half smile of happiness on her face. 
 
    “I would suggest that you sleep in your mother’s house mostly, I don’t want her to feel neglected.” 
 
    “Okay. You want me to finish those?” 
 
    “Sure,” she said, and she moved away so I could dry and put away the dishes. 
 
    She sat down, poured us a couple of Cokes, and waited. When I was done I sat down opposite her. Maybe she said I wasn’t really in love with her, but the feeling of the world exploding in my heart was very real. 
 
    “How was your mother after I left?” 
 
    “She was fine.” 
 
    “Have a long talk?” 
 
    “Not long, but…different.” 
 
    “I’m going to send you home totally en femme tonight. Are you up for that?” 
 
    “Do I have any choice?” 
 
    She placed a hand on mine. “Johnny, you have all the choice. Everything starts or stops according to you. You have two women who love you, who will do anything for you.” 
 
    Yet I saw the other side of that commitment. I would have to do anything for them. And anything, in this case, was going home to my mother dressed as a woman. 
 
    “I’m up for that.” I felt a little faint saying that, but I knew it had to be done. 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “I’m just worried about how my mother will see me after this.” 
 
    Nancy grinned. “Your mother will love you now and forever, and there is nothing you could do to change that.” She sat back, “You could be a serial killer, and she would want to bake you cakes with files in them.” 
 
    That made me smile. 
 
    “Well, work waits for no man, or girl. Shall we get going?” 
 
    I nodded, and she grabbed my hand and led me upstairs. 
 
    I wore a pink pinafore that day, along with Mary Janes and pink socks. My make up was light, the lipstick pink and delicate, and she just put a couple of pink ribbons in my hair. 
 
    In a way I was disappointed. I thought she was going to pull out the stops, and I was sort of a sexless, little girl. But that didn’t mean my cock wasn’t raging inside my tube. All morning it writhed and twisted and pushed…all in vain. 
 
    I was in a constant state of drool now. Nancy would see the long string of pre-cum hanging down from under my dress and chuckle. “You’re drooling, sweetie. You want to dab your womanhood before you make a mess?” 
 
    She kept a box of baby wipes in the basement, and I used up half a box wiping my penis off. 
 
    We got a lot done that day. We were probably three quarters of the way through the mess. Behind us were a few items, a couple of brooms, bug spray, that sort of thing. in front of us the stack of ancient debris was shrinking. 
 
    I had to move a couple of stinky mattresses out, and that was a chore. When I was done I sat and rested for a second. 
 
    “What are you going to do with this place when it’s all cleaned out?” 
 
    “I’ll figure something out,” she said most mysteriously. “Come on, you’re tired, I’m tired, and the pool is waiting.” 
 
    Upstairs she poured a couple of bourbon and Cokes, we usually had one a day, at lunch, and I jumped into the pool. 
 
    We floated around, glasses in hand, and sipped. The sun was hot and it was just the most beautiful day. 
 
    We came together in the shallow end and she put her arms around me. “So you are officially released. To explore your feminine side. Anything you’ve ever been curious about?” 
 
    “Tell the truth, I never thought of any of this. Everything is new.” 
 
    “New and exciting.” She brushed my lips with hers. 
 
    I felt her breasts pressing against me. “How did you get so beautiful?” I asked. 
 
    “Just lucky,” she preened haughtily, then giggled. She placed her empty glass on the side of the pool, grabbed my package with one hand, and put a hand around my neck. She began kissing me. A long, lazy sucking of my lips as she pulled and twisted my manhood. 
 
    We just made out for a long time, and my cock was shivering so much I thought I might cum. 
 
    I picked her up and buried my face in her breasts. I felt her boobs and sucked on her nipples until she was panting. 
 
    “I think you’re going to have to fuck me this afternoon.” 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    She held my face in one hand pulled me into her lips, then, “How does it feel to fuck me with a plastic peter and know that you’ll never get any?” 
 
    “Never?” 
 
    “Maybe. Your mother left it up to me. Fuck, suck, hand job…even a cattle prod.” She giggled. 
 
    “So I don’t know.” 
 
    “You don’t. Isn’t it delicious? Any moment I could throw you down, unlock you, and sit on your cock and fuck you till you’re blind. Or not. I could just keep you horny and throw away the key come September.” 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” It felt like somebody had sexually punched me in the gut. 
 
    “Come on, let’s knock off early. I want you to attend to my needs.” 
 
    We went upstairs, her holding my package the whole way, looking back at me and grinning like the canary that ate the cat. She tossed me onto the bed and climbed aboard. 
 
    “Make me love to me, Johnny. Make me so hot I can’t stand it, then get out the dildo and fuck the hell out of me. Fuck me stupid.” 
 
    I did my best. I lay down between her legs and put my hands under her buns and lifted. Her vagina was pink and inviting and I began lapping and kissing. I sucked on the clitoris, I used my fingers. It wasn’t long until she was humping my fingers and begging for more. 
 
    I gave her more in the shape of more fingers. I was sliding three fingers in and out of her. She was flailing with her arms and making mewling sounds. Her eyes were closed. 
 
    I sucked, I pumped, I felt her tits with my free hand. 
 
    “Fuck me, Johnny!” She finally wailed. 
 
    I moved off the bed and got out the strap on. I buckled it on. A moment of whimsy, I took out the smallest penis in her drawer. It was only three inches long and an inch in diameter. 
 
    She was writhing on the bed, her hips wanting something to fuck, and I moved up and quickly slid my little dingle into her. 
 
    Her eyes snapped open and she glared at me. “No!” 
 
    I grinned. “You want it, work for it!” 
 
    “Oh, no! No…no…!” 
 
    I stayed on her, firmly ensconced, but with only a minuscule amount of fake meat to do the job. 
 
    I held to her hips, lifted them, ground my hips into her. 
 
    She was almost frantic now. She was humping like a rabbit on steroids. She was actually crying with frustration and effort. 
 
    When she came it was most magnificent orgasm I had ever seen. She just arched her back and everything let go. She couldn't move and she actually howled her lust out. 
 
    I kept pumping, and grinning, and it was delicious. In a way I had given her worse than she had given me. And better. 
 
    Finally, her laying under me like a sodden rag, I pulled my little peeny out of her and rolled over. We stared at the ceiling. Her stunned, me chuckling. 
 
    “You fucking fuck,” she whispered. 
 
    “How was it?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t you ever do that to me again.” 
 
    I just started laughing, and then she started laughing. We laughed and we laughed, and when we started to slow down we started tickling each other and laughing some more. 
 
      
 
    “Okay, sweetheart. You did me, so I’m going to do you.” 
 
    I was sitting at her vanity table and she was gathering potions and brushes. 
 
    We had a couple of hours before I had to go home, but she was determined to really fix me up. 
 
    “First, it’s time to do something about these eyebrows.” 
 
    “What?
“Hold still,” and she began plucking my eyebrows. I watched, a mixture of horror and fascination, as she denuded my bushy brows. They began to take an arching shape, similar to hers. 
 
    “I’m going to have to wear sunglasses if I go out as a boy.” 
 
    “You still think you’re going to be allowed to wander around in a pair of pants?” 
 
    “I’m not?” 
 
    She just chuckled and kept plucking. 
 
    After that she started messing with my hair, and I mean messing. 
 
    “I learned how to do this in college,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m putting extensions on you. Your hair is going to be drop dead gorgeous and as natural as if it was your own. 
 
    When she was done my hair was down below my shoulders and wavy. She snipped a few times, then was happy with my look. 
 
    I was stunned by my look. I just stared in the mirror and couldn’t believe it. Small things like the shape of eyebrows and the length of hair. Oh, my God! 
 
    She went to work on my fingernails, and this time she made them long. They extended half an inch beyond my fingers, and they were red and glossy.” 
 
    And toenails to match. Not long, of course, but that bright red delicious color. 
 
    Then she began to work on my face. She took a long time and really rounded out my angles, softened up the planes, and the shape of my face became distinctly female. Even if I didn’t have other female looks to me, my face would have been considered feminine. 
 
    She shadowed my eyes a light, dusky grey. It made my eyes sparkle like they were in caves. Long lashes, eyeliner and lipstick. 
 
    “I’m using lipstain,” she said. “It will last longer, and you just have to use a little gloss to make your lips pop.” 
 
    She stepped back and I was more than stunned. I looked younger. I looked like I was sixteen. 
 
    She smiled happily. “Beautiful.” 
 
    She had me put on nylons and a garter, a thong, and a bra. For a dress she selected a navy blue summer dress with a floral pattern. Then she pierced my ears. That’s right, stuck a needle right through the lobes, and hung a pair of hoops on me. They were set off by my hair, and I was astonished by how they made my face change shape and sparkle. 
 
    “Now then, a few bangles,” she gave me a couple of beautiful bracelets. “And let’s see what we have.” 
 
    I stood in front of the mirror and it took my breath away. I was not recognizable as a male. I looked like I had been born female and spent my whole life as a girl. 
 
    Nancy had an arm around my waist and she said, “Now then, you’re going to have to remember that you’re not a boy any longer. You’re a young woman. A girl. So you have to be extra polite. ‘Yes, mother. No mother.’ And practice a dewy eyed, innocent look. Remember, not a sexual thought.” 
 
    “That will be impossible.” 
 
    “You’d be surprised. The innocent look is the sexiest look there is. It will feel right, once you’ve got it, but it’s going to kill you sexually. It will make you hornier than even that little decoration hanging off your cock does. Now, slip into your high heels and get going.” She slapped my ass hard and  I went “Hey!” 
 
    “No. Don’t say ‘Hey!’ Squeal. Give a little squeal. Much more ladylike.” 
 
    She walked me downstairs, gave me a final inspection, and a kiss, then pushed me out the door. I could swear, it looked like she was going to start crying. 
 
    I walked across the lawn slowly, picking my way in my heels. I was still pretty clumsy, but I thought I could fake it. 
 
    I walked passed Mom’s old clunker, then up the path to the front door. 
 
    I reached for the doorknob, then stopped. I was frozen. Completely frozen. What I didn’t know was that Nancy had stepped out on her porch and was watching me. 
 
    “Go in!” she hissed. 
 
    I looked at her helplessly. 
 
    She ran across the lawn, rang the bell, and ran back to the corner of the garage. She watched, I listened, and I heard my mother’s footsteps coming across the tile of the foyer. 
 
    Click, click, click. It was a sound I loved, and yet right now I was petrified. 
 
    The door opened and my mother looked out. 
 
    “Hello, Mother.” Then I remembered what Nancy had said about keeping the pitch higher. “Hello, Mother,” and I even tried to make my eyes look dewy and innocent. 
 
    Her mouth opened, she began strangling a dish towel she had been holding, and…she began to cry. 
 
    “Mom!” I spoke in a high voice intuitively. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Oh, Johnny…Johnny. Come in.” 
 
    She sobbed, and for a moment I was totally panicked. I had messed up. What had I done!? Then Mom said, “You’re so beautiful. Let me look at you.” 
 
    I stood in the foyer and she circled me. “Oh, Lord. You’re like a daughter. And you even look younger.” 
 
    “Then it’s okay?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, it’s more than okay. It’s like you’re the daughter I never had.” 
 
    She cried and wiped her eyes and said, “I’m going to mess up my eyes. Come on into the light. I want a picture.” 
 
    She tugged on my arm and I came in and faced her. She picked up her cell and began snapping. Click, click, click. Around and around. And I think that was the moment it became all right for me. 
 
    Believe me, I still had a case of the super jitters, but…it was all right. 
 
    Finally, she put the cell phone down and held my arm and we walked into the kitchen. “Have a seat, Joh—we shouldn’t call you Johnny when you’re a girl. Have you thought of a name you would like to be called? As a girl?” 
 
    I shook my head. I was trying to walk without stumbling, trying to remember all that Nancy had told me about how girls act. 
 
    “Well, we’ll think of something. hold on.” She went back into the living room and came back with her phone. She texted, then waited, then texted again. “I told Nancy how beautiful you are. Then I told her to come over and have some wine. Sit down.” 
 
    I sat, and she half filled a couple of wine glasses. She poured me a Coke, then as an after thought, she popped a straw in it and placed it in front of me. “Take a sip.” 
 
    I did, and she brought her hands to her chest. “I’m sorry. I just wanted to see your lips pucker up.” 
 
    I had to laugh at that. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” Nancy opened the front door and stuck her head in. 
 
    “Back in the kitchen, Nancy!” 
 
    In a moment Nancy was standing and we were admiring me. 
 
    “He looks so stunning. Pardon me. She looks so stunning.” 
 
    I sipped my Coke and practiced my dewy eyes. 
 
    We spent an hour talking about me, and I was starting to really like it. As a boy I was never complimented, but now I was making up for that. All I could do was sit and drink in the kind things they were saying. 
 
    And the night slowly passed. I didn’t eat, didn’t think of eating, and neither Mom nor Nancy brought up the subject. Which was fine. I wanted to be skinny enough that I didn’t need a corset or a tummy shaper. 
 
    “I think tonight.” 
 
    Huh, what? I hadn’t been paying attention, and I suddenly looked up. “What’s tonight?” 
 
    “Tonight I’ve got a little surprise for you.” 
 
    I looked at the clock. It was nine o’clock. 
 
    “I’ll send him home in an hour?” 
 
    “That sounds wonderful I can’t wait to see how he likes it.” 
 
    “Likes what?” 
 
    “The next step in the evolution of…say, we don’t have a female name for her!” 
 
    Mom answered, “I know. Any ideas.” 
 
    Nancy didn’t even hesitate. “Janey.” 
 
    Mom mused with a finger on her check. “Janey. Hmmm. She does look like a Janey, and it sounds…nice. What do you think?” This last to me. 
 
    “I…uh…it does have a nice sound to it.” 
 
    “Then Janey it is. Come along, Janey. I have something for you.” 
 
    Nancy took my hand and pulled me along, stopping only to give a giggly grin and a hand wave to my mother. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “Home, dear. Your other home.” 
 
    “You know what I mean!” 
 
    “Be patient, like a good girl, and you’ll find out.” 
 
    We entered her house, now also my house, and she led me upstairs to my room. 
 
    “You haven’t had a chance to really look around here, but there’s lot of things that my husband did that…well, I think you’ll enjoy. Lift your dress and pull your thong down.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She grinned and bent to a lower drawer in his dresser. In her room she had a lower drawer full of dildos. All shapes and sizes. In his room he had a drawer filled with similar instruments, but not quite. In the drawer were a large assortment of butt plugs. 
 
    “Oh, my…I can’t…up my… you can’t!” 
 
    She selected a small one. It was maybe a couple of inches long, had a nice, tight stem, and a plate to make sure it didn’t fall in. 
 
    “Are you still dressed?” 
 
    “Nancy! I’ve never had anything up there?” 
 
    “Good. I love virgins.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Panties down and turn around. Bend over the bed.” 
 
    Trembling, I did. My thong was down around my knees, and my legs were slightly spread. My ass was raised and ready. 
 
    “This is the thing my husband loved the most. He just loved being penetrated, having to walk, sit, run and jump, with a friend in his heinie.” 
 
    She grabbed a bottle of lube and squirted some on her hands. She began smoothing it in my asshole. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” I whimpered. 
 
    “The thing to do is remember to relax. Otherwise it can hurt, be a little uncomfortable. But you relax and it’s like you’re walking around fucked all the time. Believe me, you’re going to love it.” 
 
    She had a finger in my butt now, and she reamed it around, and it was absolute amazing how good it felt. 
 
    “How are you doing?” 
 
    “Good,” I gulped. 
 
    “Excellent. Let’s go to two fingers. 
 
    I felt the penetration in my ass grow in width. Not much, but noticeable. 
 
    “And now three.” Oh, wow! I could hardly breath. I felt faint, and it felt nothing but good. 
 
    “Are you ready, honey?” 
 
    “I guess so.” 
 
    She placed the plug at my back door and it slipped right in. She had lubed me up, relaxed me, and it just popped in. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Just lay there for a minute. Just relax and get used to it. I’m going to wash my hands.” 
 
    I lay there, stranded in a different world, and was amazed. 
 
    This was me. Different. And why hadn’t anybody told me about this before? 
 
    Nancy came back in and helped me to my feet. She was grinning as I turned to her. 
 
    “Now you know why women like to fuck so much.” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Now, let’s share a bourbon and Coke, have a little talk, and then I’ll send you home to your mother. 
 
    She took me down to the kitchen and I sat down gingerly. It felt like somebody was pushing a jar of pleasure up my rump. 
 
    We sipped, and talked, and I slowly became used to my new best friend. 
 
    Finally, “Well, I’ve hogged you enough. Time for you to go to your other home. 
 
    “Okay,” but I didn’t want to move. I just wanted to sit and enjoy this warm, butt busting feeling. 
 
    Nancy grabbed my arm and lifted, chuckling the whole while. “I love the look on your face. It is so much like my husband’s. The shock and the awe. Some day I’ll use the strap on on you, and then you’ll see.”               
 
    “I already see,” I said breathily. 
 
    She showed me to the door, kissed me softly and thoroughly, then patted my ass. Gently this time, because the butt plug was stimulating all my nerves. 
 
    I walked across the lawn yet again. I opened the door and entered, and appreciated how different the house was, how different I was. 
 
    The house was silent, only a few lights on, and I turned those off and went up to my room. 
 
    I slowly undressed, glorying in the strange sensations that any motion brought to me. 
 
    Naked, I sat down on the bed. Oh, man. It was like somebody was fucking me even if I just sat down. 
 
    “Janey?” 
 
    “Right here, Mother.” 
 
    Mother came into my room. There was only moonlight coming through the window, but we could see plain as day. 
 
    “Do you…do you have it in?” 
 
    I nodded. “I do.” 
 
    “Can I see?” 
 
    I stood up and bent over, each movement an exercise in horniness. 
 
    She stared at the base of the plug that was firmly inside me. My chastity tube hung down below it. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Can I touch it?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    She touched it, and I about went out of my mind. It sent shivery sensations through my whole ass. It was like the moment of cumming, but without the cumming. 
 
    She wiggled it gently, and I collapsed on the bed. “Oh!” The sensation was so fierce I almost wept. 
 
    “Oh, honey.” 
 
    I turned over, and she turned with me, hugged me from the rear and we lay on the bed. It was like we were spooning. 
 
    “Nancy said it will help me act more like a girl. That I’ll move differently.” 
 
    “Does it feel okay?” 
 
    “Oh, God. It’s heaven!” 
 
    We lay there then. A mother and son. Or…a daughter and mother.  
 
    She held me, kissed the back of my neck, and I never felt so comfortable in my life. 
 
    When guys grow they get over that need for cuddling. But we don’t, really. Every human on earth needs a cuddle. 
 
    She reached around and grabbed my chastity tube and held it. She giggled. “I love this. I can hold you like a daughter and not worry about your male urges. I can be with you like a mother should, and not worry about being sick and perverted. 
 
    “Mom?” I relaxed into her loving grip. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Have you ever…did you ever…want to make love with…with…” 
 
    She giggled. “Yes and no. Every mother wonders about her son. Every mother wonders what it would be like. But…no. I would never mess up the wonderful and pure love of a mother for a child with sex.” She paused, then, “Have you ever…lusted after me?” 
 
    “No. I mean, I’m aware of you as a woman, a beautiful woman, but…no.” 
 
    “Then we can just be like this. Closer than any child and mother. And we can just…be.” 
 
    We lay there then, snuggling against each other. Feeling our warmth. Her breasts were against my back and I could even feel her tight nipples. Her hand was holding my sex and giving me a squeeze every once in a while. 
 
    I pushed my butt back and she moved a knee into my crack and nudged the butt plug. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    She giggle. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    Then the lights went on and my father yelled, “What the fuck is this?”              
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    The lights went on and my father yelled, “What the fuck is this?” 
 
    For a mad moment all was chaos. Mom leaped out of bed. She was naked and shocked and scared. 
 
    I was naked except for my chastity tube. I had taken off my make up, but I still had long hair, and would for a long time. 
 
    My father wasn’t much bigger than me. But whereas I was young and fit, he was paunchy and old. Still, he was my father, and as such I found myself trembling. 
 
    “Harold! What are you doing here! How did you get in!” 
 
    “It’s still my house! And why are you in bed with my son!” 
 
    “You abandoned us! Get out!” 
 
    “And why is he…what is that thing on his dick?” 
 
    “I’m going to call the cops!” 
 
    “Good! They’ll arrest you for child molestation!” 
 
    I finally managed to say something. “I’m not a child!” 
 
    “No! You’re fucking your mother! And your mother is fucking you!” 
 
    “We are not fucking!” 
 
    “That’s right1 Not while he’s got that chastity thing on his dick!” 
 
    “What he’s doing is none of your business! You left!” 
 
    “He’s still my son!” 
 
    And he hit Mom. 
 
    I don’t recall moving, but suddenly he was laying on the floor, unconscious, and I was standing over him with one hand balled in a fist. Mom was crying in a corner, and I slowly came to myself. I looked down at my hand and was surprised that I hadn’t broken a nail. 
 
    “Mom?” I went to her and I helped her up. 
 
    Dad snored, and we finally had a moment to take in all that had happened, and we could smell the liquor. Cheap vodka. 
 
    “Janey? Margery?” 
 
    “Up here!” I yelled. 
 
    I heard footsteps, then Nancy burst into the room. 
 
    “What happened?” She looked down at my father. “I heard the ruckus next door.” 
 
    “Dad’s drunk. He hit Mom.” 
 
    “Oh, my…come on, Margery.” 
 
    Nancy on one side and me on the other, we walked Mom down the stairs. She was dazed, and she would have a beaut of a block eye, but she was walking and talking. 
 
    “Ow,” she said, putting a hand to her eye. 
 
    “Don’t touch it. Janey, get a washcloth with some ice in it.” 
 
    Nancy helped Mom into her bedroom and I headed for the kitchen. A minute later and Mom was fully herself. She held a kitchen towel wrapped around ice cubes to her eye. 
 
    “Oh, man. I’m going to look ugly tomorrow.” 
 
    “Nonsense.” 
 
    “What about Harold? Should I call the police?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said. 
 
    “No,” said Nancy. 
 
    I looked askance at her and she said, “He goes to jail, maybe you get a court order. He comes back and does the same thing. People who abuse other people aren’t swayed by a night in the hoosegow.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    “Margery, do you think you can stay awake for a while?” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “Maybe, but a knock to the head and you have to be careful. Can you stay awake until Janey gets back?” 
 
    “Sure. Where are you going?” 
 
    “To handle your husband.” 
 
    Nancy and I walked down the hall and into my room. Dad had gone from being knocked down to snoring. 
 
    “Does he drink a lot?” 
 
    “I’ve seen him drink pretty regular, but this…I’ve never seen him like this.” 
 
    “Well, once is enough. Grab his right arm, I’ll take his left.” 
 
    We dragged him out of the room and down the stairs. He was awkward, but with two of us it wasn’t all that hard. 
 
    Out the front door and across the lawn. 
 
    “Your house?” 
 
    “The basement.” 
 
    We dragged him down into the basement. At the far end there was a coal room. The chute had been removed and the opening was high up and barred. It had no door, but it did have a solid eight by eight, rough hewn length of wood sunk into the floor and extending up through the ceiling. 
 
    “Go get some blankets out of the hall closet. All of them. And a pillow.” 
 
    I ran up the stairs and came running back down with an armload of bedding. Nancy had gotten a chain and was wrapping it around the eight by eight. 
 
    “Excellent. In your room, in the closet you’ll find a box with several sets of hand cuffs.” 
 
    I ran again, and I suddenly realized I was naked. I had been so pumped on adrenaline that I hadn’t even noticed. I had helped drag my father’s unconscious body across the lawn buck naked. Didn’t even notice that my chastity tube was dangling. Heck, my cock hadn’t even tried to get hard, and that was a first. 
 
    Again in the basement, I handed the cuffs to Nancy and she secured the cuffs to the thick chain wrapped around the pillar and to my father’s wrist. She stood back and inspected our work. 
 
    Dad was secured. No way he was getting loose. And there was no way he could be heard. The place where the chute had come in was set slightly below ground, twenty yards from the nearest hedge, which hedge was thick enough to muffle sound, and even if he did manage to yell loud enough to be heard…that side of the house was facing my house. 
 
    “We’ll board up the chute opening tomorrow.” 
 
    “We’re just going to leave him here?” 
 
    “For the moment.” She looked at me and started to smile. “Where’s your make up? Where’s your panties and bra? And you call yourself a woman!” 
 
    I chuckled. “Yeah. Sorry.” 
 
    She just grabbed my chastity tube and we walked upstairs. We grabbed a robe for me, and we crossed back to my house. Mom was down in the kitchen making coffee. 
 
    “You should be in bed.” 
 
    “I should be making coffee. You want a slug of whiskey in yours?” 
 
    “Fuck, yes.” 
 
    “Can I have Coke with mine?” 
 
    Mom looked at me for a hard second, then sighed. “He defends my honor, and I have the nerve to judge him over a sip of whiskey. Hell, yes you can have bourbon and Coke.” 
 
    So we sat at the table, disheveled and wired and discussing Harold’s little fiasco. 
 
    “Yes, he would sometimes hit me. But not like tonight. Those were slaps compared to tonight’s wallop.” 
 
    “So how’d he get unconscious. Janey?” 
 
    “I think it was me,” I admitted. “He hit Mom and then it’s all sort of a jumble. The next thing I knew I was standing over him. 
 
    “So what did you do with him?” 
 
    “Locked him in the basement.” 
 
    “Locked him in…” Mom was wide-eyed. 
 
    “He’s all cuffed. He won’t be getting loose,” I added. 
 
    “Isn’t that illegal?” 
 
    “Only if we get caught,” observed Nancy wryly. 
 
    “So…what happens now?” 
 
    “We’ll sleep on it. Figure it out tomorrow.” Then Nancy turned to me. “You hit him hard enough to knock him out and…where’s your butt plug?” 
 
    I blinked. “I don’t know!” 
 
    “You hit him so hard you popped your plug out?” 
 
    “I guess…I did!” 
 
    Then we were all laughing. 
 
      
 
    It was decided that I would spend the night with Nancy. 
 
    Mom was fine, and she said she was going to just sit up and watch late night TV anyway, sleep late, and call in. But she wanted me with Nancy because she was worried about Dad getting loose and doing something. 
 
    So we chatted for a couple of hours, and the adrenaline slowed, and Mom went into the living room and perched on the couch to watch TV. 
 
    Nancy and I headed back to her house. 
 
    I checked on Dad, he was snoring loudly, and I came back up to my room. 
 
    I found a negligee and put it on and started to get into bed. 
 
    “Janey?” 
 
    I went into Nancy’s room. “Come on. You’re keeping me company tonight.” 
 
    “Really?” I smiled. 
 
    “Really. After tonight’s little adventure I want a warm body to hug and be hugged by.” 
 
    So I crawled into bed and snuggled up against Nancy. Or she snuggled up against me. 
 
    We lay there, waiting for sleep, but it was obvious after five minutes that we weren’t in the mood. 
 
    She sighed and grabbed my caged cock. “I suppose we could fuck me. That would definitely relax me.” 
 
    “And what about me?” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” She laughed. “Get out the dildo. The big one this time. And don’t be teasing me. I want a real fuck out of you.” 
 
    I crawled out of the bed and looked out the window. 
 
    “Everything okay?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    I knelt and got out the strap on and put it on. Then I took out a big eight incher and screwed it on. 
 
    Nancy lay on her side, on her elbow, and watched. 
 
    “You’re starting to drip again.” 
 
    I looked down at my cock in the cage. It had stopped for awhile, but I had so much juice stored up it was inevitable. 
 
    “I’m so horny,” I said. “I’m turning into a faucet.” 
 
    She chuckled. “I can just see myself filling a bathtub with your pre-cum. Washing under my arms with your juices.” 
 
    “That’s scary.” 
 
    I got into bed and she attacked me. She pushed me on my back before I could get on top of her, and she sucked my fake cock. 
 
    “Crap!” I muttered. I can’t feel it, and that’s making me hornier than if I did feel it.” 
 
    She wiggled up my body and began sucking my nipples. Under the fake dildo my cock was literally spewing juices. 
 
    Then she sat on me. Her eyes got big and she took in her breath and began to twist and writhe on my plastic peter. 
 
    “Heysoos slipped and sued a lawyer. You have no idea.” 
 
    I smiled, thinking of the butt plug I had inadvertently popped out of my heinie. I had a feeling it was somewhere in my room. 
 
    “I’d like to,” I said, and I grabbed her hair and pulled her face down to me. Her breasts hung heavy on my chest and I chewed on her lips. 
 
    She returned my kiss for a while, then the feeling in her pussy got to be too much and she groaned and went back to grinding her hips on me. 
 
    I reached up and grabbed her nipples and tweaked them. 
 
    “Oh, you bastard!” She grinned. 
 
    I grabbed her tits and squeezed, and that was all she wrote. Her eyes opened up and she stopped breathing and the orgasm swept over her like a summer storm in the Rockies. The orgasm just kept pushing her up and up, until she fell over the other side. 
 
    She collapsed and lay on me. Her chest was heaving and she nuzzled my neck and held on to me. 
 
    “God. You’re good.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    A minute later she pushed off and rolled to the side. Then she snuggled against me. “Oh, yeah,” she whispered. 
 
    ‘Let me take off the strap on. 
 
    “Why? Leave it on. It’ll remind you of what it’s like to have a boner.” 
 
    So I did, and I was stunned by the feeling of having a hard cock attached to me again. It was awkward, and amazing, and I missed it, and…and then I didn’t miss it. I realized that it was just sort of in the way. The real thrill wa sin the way my cock kept trying to get out of the cage. 
 
    Nancy snored against my chest and I reached a hand down and felt my plastic penis. Then I felt my cock cage. If the two, the cock cage was more exciting. Wasn’t that interesting? 
 
      
 
    I had finally fallen asleep, but I awoke when the sun was just starting to peek into the window. 
 
    Nancy was already awake and watching me. 
 
    I smiled and moved over to the kiss her good morning. A light kiss because, hey, morning breath, but appreciated on both sides. 
 
    “So, we’ve got a prisoner in your basement.” 
 
    “Our basement,” she agreed. 
 
    “What are you going to do with him?” 
 
    “Depends. But there will definitely be a lesson in it for him.” 
 
    “I have such mixed feelings. I had no idea that he mistreated Mom, and now to see him actually hit her…” 
 
    She was fondling my caged cock and my testicles. “People are strange. We’re almost done with the basement. Are you handy with tools?” 
 
    “I’m okay, long as I take the time to figure things out.” 
 
    “Good enough. Let’s shower. We can check on your mother, have some breakfast, and by that time your father will be a ready for…” she got a far away look in her eyes. 
 
    “For what.” 
 
    She focused on me and grinned. “For whatever. I’m still thinking. Come on, lazy head.” 
 
    She pulled me out of bed by my package and I yelped. 
 
    We had a nice, leisurely shower, scrubbed each other thoroughly, and I spent a long time loving her body. It’s funny…I was loving her body for hours at a time, NPA (No Poke Attached), yet it was more satisfying than whacking off, or even, for that matter, having full blown in and out sex. 
 
    After the shower we texted Mom, said we were coming over for breakfast in an hour, then we spent an hour fixing me up. 
 
    I never realized how much work went into being a woman. Make sure all body parts are relieved of hair. Brush the hair. Clean the face. Prime the face. Apply foundation. Work on the eyes…sometimes it seemed like it was never ending. 
 
    But it was also fun. As Nancy worked on me I had a high, golden feeling in my chest. I felt special. And it was interesting to learn all about make up and being a woman. In comparison, being a man is a bland, two dimensional thing. 
 
    Get up. Scratch. Grunt a little. Get dressed. A two minute saga at best. 
 
    But a woman…the time spent to make yourself beautiful for the world…priceless. 
 
    Nancy had me in nylons, panties and bra, then I slipped a short, black dress over my head. My fake boobs stretched the material wonderfully, and the hemline was so high I had to be careful not to bend or twist or even sit because it would expose my chastity cage. 
 
    “This is crazy!” I blurted, looking in the mirror and knowing I was going to be constantly tugging the hem down. 
 
    “But sexy. Women love these short dresses. Men can almost see up the skirt and the woman are forced to cross their legs.” 
 
    We spent some time getting my face just right, put a pair of danglies into my ears, and we were ready. Almost. 
 
    “One last thing,” smiled Nancy, and she held up a butt plug. 
 
    “Oh, no!” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Sweety, you need this, and you know it.” 
 
    “I don’t know if I need it, but…” I stopped talking. 
 
    “Come on, but what?” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Well what?” 
 
    I whispered, “I like it. 
 
    “Good. Bend over and pull your panties down.” 
 
    I did, and she gently inserted the plug. I felt the breath go out of me, I could hardly speak for the pleasure washing over me. 
 
    Nancy spun me around and straightened me up and stood inches form me, staring into my eyes. “Oh, the look in your eyes.” She laughed. 
 
    “I can’t…oh, Lord. How am I supposed to stand this?” 
 
    “You’re not,” she laughed and led me downstairs. 
 
    I tell ya, each step was like getting poked in the rump, but in the nicest way. 
 
    We sauntered across the lawn, holding hands, and entered my house. 
 
    That’s so confusing. My house, our house, my Mom’s house. Yet both houses were now ‘my house.’ I just had to remember and get myself to think right. 
 
    My mother looked fresh and ready to go. She had a shiner, but had disguised it pretty well with make up. 
 
    “Oh, Mom. I’m sorry.” I touched her face and scrutinized her bruise. 
 
    “You did nothing wrong. And if it wasn’t for you it might have been worse.” 
 
    We sat down and had a good breakfast. Sausage and waffles drenched in syrup. 
 
    “I’m eating like pig!” sighed Nancy. 
 
    We all were, and when we finished we got down to the business at hand. 
 
    Nancy sat back and said, “So, tell me about Harold.” 
 
    Mom: “He used to be loving and gentle. He started drinking, and—“ 
 
    “No, I mean about his job. Where he lives. Does he live with somebody?” 
 
    “You know, I don’t know much. I haven’t seen him for a year. He was pretty angry when I kicked him out. Said I’d come begging back to him.” 
 
    I put a hand on Mom’s arm. She sounded so sad. 
 
    “Well, it look like we’re going to have to get it from the horse’s mouth.” 
 
    I did the dishes, then we all headed over to Nancy’s house. My house. Whatever. 
 
      
 
    We traipsed down into the basement and it was cool. The little bit of work Nancy and I had left was basically a pile of boxes, a couple of rolled up rugs, and what looked like a stack of ancient shingles. 
 
    Behind the stack was a the small coal room where we had chained my father. 
 
    “Hey!” he yelled. His voice was a little hoarse, and I wondered how long he had been yelling for us. “Who’s out there?” 
 
    We filed into the little room and he stared at us. It was gloomy, the only light being from the dim bulbs out in the larger basement. 
 
    “What…” he didn’t have to squint, his eyes were used to the lack of light. 
 
    “Margery? Who are these wom—oh, fuck! Johnny?” 
 
    “Hi, Dad,” I said. 
 
    “What the fuck is going on! Why have you bitches dressed my son like a…like a…girl!” 
 
    “Calm down, Harold,” Nancy said. 
 
    “The fuck you say! I’ll calm down when you let me loose! This is illegal and you’re going to go to jail! And Margery, we’re going to have a long talk. And Johnny is going to live with me! I’ll get him back to being a man again!” 
 
    “Be quiet, Harold.” 
 
    But he wouldn’t. 
 
    Finally, Nancy went and got a bottle of water from the basement, came back and started dousing him with it. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” He sputtered and tried to avoid, but he only had so much room to maneuver in his chains. 
 
    “Be quiet and I’ll stop.” 
 
    He still wouldn’t stop. He shouted and he cursed and finally we just walked out. 
 
    “You come back here! Where do you think you’re going!? I’m not finished with you!” And on and on. 
 
    We walked upstairs and sat at the kitchen table. 
 
    “So, what now?” I asked. Mom was in a funk. Yet she was also a bit pissed. 
 
    “We wait.” 
 
    “Wait for what?” I asked. 
 
    “Wait for him to get thirsty, hungry. Wait for him to get tired of crapping on himself, if we have to.” 
 
    “But that means we’re going to…we can’t keep him down there!” 
 
    Nancy shrugged. “Why not?” 
 
    “Well, because…” 
 
    “Look, it should only take a couple of hours. But even if it takes longer…so what? I see his car out front, and I have his keys. We can hide his car. I doubt if he told anybody he was coming here, but even if he did…they would look in Margery’s house first. 
 
    “But he’s a human being! We can’t just lock him up!” 
 
    “Yes. We can.” Mom spoke for the first time, and there was a bitterness in her voice that was cutting. And sad. 
 
    She looked up. “A man commits a crime and he goes to jail. We all know he committed a crime. He hit me. So he’s going to jail.” 
 
    “But we’re not the police!” I blurted. 
 
    Nancy observed, “If we gave him to the police he would be out on bail in an hour. If, and I say ‘if,’ he went to trial he would have a slick lawyer, profess undying love and remorse, and first time offender he would be given a year’s probation. Maybe, and I say ‘maybe,’ he would get Anger Management. Anger Management is a fine idea with so so results. Add to that that you’ll have to go to trial, arbitration, counseling…the police are not a good alternative. 
 
    “But we can’t just leave him locked up in your basement!” 
 
    Nancy and Mom exchanged looks. Nancy turned to me. “Not is there no reason why we can’t…but there is every reason why we should.” 
 
    “But…” I stared at them. “This is going against every thing I’ve ever been taught. And taught by you, Mom.” 
 
    “Oh, Janey,” Mom placed her hands on mine. 
 
    Nancy sat back. “Janey, give me one day and you’ll see that we’re right. One day. Then, if you disagree…we’ll turn him loose. We won’t even turn him in. Time served and all that.” 
 
    There wasn’t much I could say to that, so I nodded my agreement. 
 
    Except for the fact that we had my Dad locked up in the basement, it was a glorious day. 
 
    Mom helped us in the basement and we got the whole thing cleared out by noon. And this was in spite of the fact that my Dad kept yelling at us and we had to take breaks every time he got abusive. 
 
    Finally, getting a little tired of him screaming, I walked into the cell. 
 
    He stopped and stared at me. “Johnny.” 
 
    “It’s Janey when I’m a girl,” I stated. 
 
    “What have they done to you?” 
 
    “Nothing I didn’t want. And listen, Dad, they aren’t going to let you go until you calm down and talk to them. And they might not even let you go then. I suggest that no matter how upset you are you stop screaming.” 
 
    I turned and walked out. 
 
    “Johnny?” 
 
    “It’s Janey!” I snapped from out in the basement. 
 
    Mom and Nancy were watching, had listened, and nobody said a thing as I picked up a box and started carrying it upstairs. When I put the box down Mom was right behind me, and she hugged me. Didn’t say a word, just hugged me. It was a long hug, and I started a couple of times, but she just held on, and I knew tears were flowing. 
 
    So I just hugged back. 
 
    Finally, she stepped back, but reached under my dress and grabbed my manhood. “My daughter. My darling daughter.” 
 
    “My room is second floor on the end at the left. You can fix your eyes there.” 
 
    She laughed, kissed me on the mouth. A deep, loving kiss. then she pushed me away, wiped her eyes, and headed upstairs. 
 
    I went back to the basement and all was silent. Dad was sitting, head down, and I knew he was probably hung over. 
 
    “Can I get him some water?” 
 
    It was Nancy’s turn to hug me. And she kissed me, too. But her kiss was a little steamier than Mom’s. I could tell she was getting all horned up. 
 
    “You’re the best man I know. Go. Go get your father some water. Give him a Coke if you want. Working with us brings rewards. 
 
    I went upstairs and brought a bottle of water and a Coke back. I went into the cell. 
 
    “Here’s some water, Dad. And a Coke, if you want it.” 
 
    He took the liquids without comment, but I could tell his eyes were grateful. I stood there and he stared at me.  
 
    “Why are you in a dress.” 
 
    “I like being in a dress.” 
 
    “And you’ve got fingernails and make up and…and why are you doing this? Don’t you want to be a man?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. “The man I’m looking at now punched his wife in the eye. And she says you’ve been abusive before. Do I want to be that kind of man?” 
 
    “But you do want to be a man? Even if its…even if it’s not like…me?” He was choking up while he spoke. I think, even at that early stage of his incarceration, that he was seeing a bit of himself. 
 
    “As a man I’m expected to shut up and work. Kind words are hard to come by. Since I started dressing like this, and it’s only been a few days, I have had nothing but kind words, loving words. I am learning what the other half of the race thinks, and…I like it. 
 
    “So, do I want to be a man? I don’t know. But if I do then I don’t want to be what people think of as a ‘normal’ man.” 
 
     
 
    We finished cleaning out the basement by noon, and we were one bunch of happy campers. We went upstairs and lazed in the pool and drank bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Mom sat on a lounge and watched us swim, and when we got out she said, “So this is how you corrupt my son.” She was smiling. 
 
    “It works,” Nancy answered wryly. 
 
    “If I’d known I would have corrupted him years ago. Hell, I’d have raised him in skirts and put him in chastity as soon as he started getting boners.” 
 
    We laughed at that, but it was a strangely comforting idea for me. 
 
    “Okay, battle plan for this afternoon.” 
 
    Mom and I turned our attention to Nancy. 
 
    “We’re going to get a steam cleaner and a wet vac and make the basement so clean you could…you could…” 
 
    “Keep a prisoner in it?” I put in drily. 
 
    They were startled, but then they exchanged looks and started giggling. It was pretty obvious that I was the only one who cared about getting Dad out of the basement. 
 
    “Let’s all go rent the cleaner and the vac. It’ll be Janey’s first real trip into the outside world.” 
 
    My heart started thumping and I must have shown panic on my face. 
 
    Mom patted my hand and said, “You’ll be fine. And we’ll be there with you.” 
 
    “Now, as for Harold. We need to feed him. Margery, why don’t you fix him a tuna sandwich, maybe more water, and don’t get close to him. Don’t talk to him. Just shove the food over and get out.” 
 
    “Why?” I asked. 
 
    “Your father is not going to be in a good frame of mind.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    They waited for me to relax, and I finally did. 
 
    Man. This was hard. 
 
    Mom went to prepare a tuna sandwich, and as soon as she was gone Nancy grabbed my hand and pulled me. She whispered, “Come on. And be super quiet. Not a word. Not a breath.” 
 
    She led me to the end of the house. There was a big hedge there, but there was space between the house and the bushes, just enough to crawl. 
 
    Nancy crawled in and I crawled after her. We huddled around where the old coal chute had been. She put a finger to her lips and touched them, then she reached in and pulled back and top of the plywood that was blocking the chute. 
 
    We looked in, and I could see my father’s cell. 
 
    “Who’s up there? Is somebody up there.” 
 
    Nancy touched my mouth with a finger and cautioned me with her eyes. 
 
    “Motherfuckers! they better let me out.” He mumbled words I couldn’t hear, and then stopped talking. 
 
    I understood his position, and why he might be angry, but i didn’t like his attitude. He obviously hadn’t figured out that we wanted to help him. Of course, how could he. He wasn’t even willing to talk. 
 
    Nancy and I sat there, next to each other, and waited. I could feel the heat of her body, and my chastity tube tried to fill again and again. Suddenly I felt her hand snake over my flesh and touch my cage. I looked at her and she grinned. She hefted me, bounced me, twisted me, and I couldn’t make a sound. It was torturous.She leaned over me and kissed my lips. I was in an uncomfortable position, and the only comfort was her mouth eating mine. I used one hand to grab a boob and she gasped. 
 
    We stopped, listened. No sound in the cell, so we started in again. It was so fucking hot. My cock pressed against the metal so hard it was painful, and she gave a light slap to my balls which made me bite my lip to stop from moaning. 
 
    Finally, we heard Mom coming down the stairs. Suppressing giggles we looked into the cell. 
 
    Mom entered. She had a paper plate with a tuna sandwich on it and a bottle of water. No Coke from her. 
 
    “Well, well. If it isn’t my loving wife.” 
 
    “We’re not man and wife any longer, Harold.” 
 
    “Bullshit.” 
 
    “You left. That’s abandonment. You hit me. I don’t want you back.” 
 
    Mom put the paper plate down and pushed it across the floor. 
 
    “You take my son and…and what have you done with him?” 
 
    “Let him make up his own mind.” 
 
    We couldn’t see the chains holding my father, but we could see his hand reaching out. It looked like he wasn’t able to reach the paper plate. 
 
    Mom pushed it forward some more.” 
 
    “And when are you letting me out?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “You can’t keep me here.” 
 
    “The same way you can’t hit women.” 
 
    It wasn’t entirely logical the way she said it, but it made perfect sense. 
 
    “Come on, let me have the plate.” 
 
    Mom pushed it close enough and he was able to grab it. 
 
    He began to eat, and Mom just sat there, cross legged, and watched him. 
 
    “What happened, Harold? We were so good in the beginning. Then you started treated me badly.” 
 
    “I provided a house, food. I took care of you.” He sounded bitter. 
 
    “At first it was like we were a team, you and me against the world, then it became you against the world, and sometimes I just felt like inconvenient baggage.” 
 
    Dad softened up at that. “Well, I’m sorry. But…I know it doesn’t look like it, but I’ve been talking to people. I actually wanted to talk to you about getting back together. Then I saw Johnny, how he is, and…and I just lost it. I’m sorry.” He really did sound contrite. 
 
    “Harold. We’re not getting back together. I don’t love you anymore. I’ve fallen out of love. So you can just move on.” 
 
    He grunted. “Well, I’m still sorry. Here.” We could see him hand her the paper plate. 
 
    She reached for it and he grabbed her. 
 
    “Stop that!” She screamed! 
 
    “Don’t like being prisoner, you bitch? You’re my fucking wife and you’ll do what I say! Now—“ 
 
    My legs started to move, but Nancy held my chastity and kept me there. 
 
    “EEEE!” He let go of her and his hands fell back out of sight. It was only on second sight that I realized that she had kicked him in the nuts. 
 
    I relaxed as Mom backed up. 
 
    “I can’t believe I ever loved you.” She left the cell. 
 
    Nancy let go of me then and nodded to back out from under the hedge. I did, and we jumped in the pool to wash off traces of dirt. Then we sat on the lounges and waited for Mom. 
 
    When Mom showed up, five minutes later, we could see that she had been crying, and we both just got up and hugged her. She still had a bit to cry out.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We rented a couple of machines, and it was glorious. Such a simple thing, but it was my first time out into the world as a girl. 
 
    I just stuck with Mom and Nancy, listened to them, and was surprised when one of the customers gave me the eyeball. I mean, I could actually feel his gaze on my breasts and butt. They weren’t even real breasts, but I could still feel his hungry gaze. 
 
    On the way home I told Mom and Nancy, and they just laughed. 
 
    “You’ll learn to enjoy the attention,” Nancy remarked. 
 
    Downstairs in the basement Nancy paid a visit to Harold. “We’re going to steam clean everything, and that includes your cell. You’re going to get wet. If you want to take off your clothes we can wash them. Other than that, it’s a nice day, so enjoy.” 
 
    He just sat there and sneered at her. 
 
    We began at one end, the stairway end, and washed everything. I manned the steam cleaner and I went over the walls an inch at a time. Dirt washed off. Specks of old paint washed off, and soon the floor was deep in filth. The good news was that everything flowed downhill, which meant towards the cell. 
 
    Mom manned the wet vac, and I kept pushing crap towards her. We had to stop every once in a while and empty out the vac, and it was slow work, but we could see the progress. 
 
    Nancy had a bucket of soap and water and scrubbed spots here and there. 
 
    Slowly we moved down towards the cell, and there was a line of clean and then it was filth. 
 
    After a couple of hours we reached the cell, and I had to go around Dad, who refused to move. Nancy took the wand and made him move. She just edged him over and over with the cutting spray of water, and then back. 
 
    He was soaked. And miserable. But he didn’t say anything. He just looked a little hate towards us. 
 
    Finally, we were done. We set up a couple of large fans to help with the drying process, and a heater at the door of the cell. 
 
    Nancy asked Dad if he wanted her to wash his clothes, but Dad said nothing. He was in the ‘shut up and don’t talk’ stage. 
 
    We took an hour break. Took a long swim, and were prepared to knock off for the day. Nancy had some other plans. 
 
    “Why don’t you help Janey get dressed. I’ve got to prepare something, and we’ll have a final meeting before we knock off for the day. 
 
    Mom and I went upstairs, and Mom was floored by the amount and variety of fashion she had to choose from. 
 
    First, we took a shower. We scrubbed each other, and, I tell ya, there is nothing like soaping up your mother and cleaning her skin. When I soaped up between her legs she giggled and grabbed my wrist. “It feels good, Janey. But be careful.” 
 
    I just laughed and kept soaping her. I kept rubbing and rubbing, and I knew she was close to an orgasm when I stopped. At least, she was moaning, and looked very disappointed when I stopped. 
 
    “Oh, what a dream,” she said, helping me into a tummy shaper. “I always wanted a daughter, and you’re even better.” 
 
    The weird thing, and I mean weird in a good way, is that she kept kissing me. Full kisses on the lips. And she couldn’t seem to keep her hands off my cage. 
 
    “How different we would have been if we had had you in chastity from a young age.” 
 
    I was up with that, and I just kissed her back. 
 
    Into a bra, a sexy, little thing called a half bra, and the nipples on my breast forms really stood up. Then she gave me a pencil skirt and tight sweater that only down up to my mid-section. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, looking in the mirror. “You like the sexy look, don’t you?” 
 
    She just snickered, “I don’t have to worry about you losing your virginity, do I?” 
 
    When I came downstairs I was wearing nylons, had on high heels, and my face was a bit retro. By retro, I mean I looked like a teenager from the fifties. Nancy picked up on it right away and said, “Right out of ‘Girl Gang.’” 
 
    I didn’t know what that was and she explained, “A juvenile delinquent movie from the fifties. Sexy girls do very bad things.” 
 
    “Okay, so what have you got for us.” 
 
    “Come on, we’ll go down to the basement. I want Harold in on this.” 
 
    That made Mom and I trade looks. Dad? For what? 
 
    We set up right outside his cell. The floor was dry now, and we rolled out a big map. Nancy tossed him a duplicate and he looked confused. 
 
    “Want your input, if you feel like it.” 
 
    That was most curious, but he rolled out the map and looked at it. 
 
    The map was of the basement. It was more of a blueprint, but hand drawn on a big sheet of white paper. 
 
    “These Xs are where I want to hang chains. The St. Andrew’s cross will go in this corner, and I want to set up a bar and a sound system in that corner.” 
 
    Harold was blinking. He couldn’t see Nancy pointing, but he saw Xs, and he heard what she was saying. His mind was just having trouble grokking it. 
 
    “We can put a horse here.” 
 
    “A horse?” I asked. 
 
    “Good for tying people down, spanking, taking advantage of them anally. Very comfortable, and very good for—“ 
 
    “You’re making a dungeon?” Harold blurted. 
 
    Nancy smiled at him. Mom and I watched. “Yep.” 
 
    “What for?” he asked suspiciously. 
 
    “Well, for starters, for you. And for Johnny and Margey, and even poor, little me. This was one of my husband’s dreams. We actually had these drawings, but I had to redraw everything for this space. We were making lists of materials when he got sick and…” she shrugged. 
 
    The mount of hurt in that shrug was incredible. I could tell how deeply she was hurting for his absence. 
 
    Her husband had been kind, and she missed him. 
 
    Dad was not kind, and we wished he weren’t even here. 
 
    That was certainly a life lesson. Don’t be blind…be kind. 
 
    “You can’t imprison me in a dungeon!” 
 
    “Once you get over your bullshit you’ll like it.” 
 
    “I will not.” 
 
    Nancy took a breath and let it out. She went and leaned on the side of the door to the cell. “It’s going to be hard at first, but that’s going to be because you are a bully. Once you realize that we can’t be bullied you might be more amenable. Eventually you will succumb to our methods. We will, once you allow us, be kind. We will treat you like a human being, show you what it is like to be human. Eventually we will love you. Oh, not penetration. I don’t think any of us want your little weenie squirting in us. But you will wear a chastity belt, a big steel one, and we will discipline you. Yes, that means spankings and whippings, but such actions will be applied in such a manner that you can see that they are expressions of love. Eventually you will change. You will stop being scared, and stop being a bully, and you will accept our love. I don’t know how long it will take, years for all I know. But…that is what we are going to do.” 
 
    Dad stared at her. She was calm, cool, even logical. She didn't give him any emotion to trigger off of. 
 
    “You can’t do that.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Aside form the legal side there’s the morality issue.” 
 
    “Was it moral, let alone legal, when you punched your wife?” 
 
    “People will look for me. You’ll be caught.” 
 
    “If anybody does miss you they will go to Margery’s house, not mine. And as for the matter of people looking for you. I’ve done some checking.” 
 
    Dad frowned. 
 
    “First, you were living in your car. Homeless. And that was why you were trying to get back into Margery’s house. And, by the way, I drove your car over to the other side of town, to a junk yard. It’s probably being picked apart, or getting compacted, as we speak. 
 
    “I have friends with a degree of access, and they took a looksee at you. You were fired shortly after leaving, pardon me, abandoning, Margery. So I don’t think we’re going to have to worry about anybody looking for you. 
 
    “No, Harold, we won’t have any trouble keeping you here. And you are actually going to be given a chance, a real chance.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” his brows were knitted. 
 
    “We will change your mind. We will make you kinder and softer. You will stop being a wife beater, no matter how long it takes, and when you have finally grown up I will use my contacts to get you a job in a town far away.” 
 
    “You’re so full of shit, lady!” I have never heard such virulent emotion coming out of a human being. “You mark my words. I’m going to get loose, and when I do I’ll teach you a lesson.” 
 
    Nancy came back to where Mom and I were sitting around the blueprint with open mouths from listening to their conversation. 
 
    “We need to run electricity along this wall. Do you think you can handle that, Janey?” 
 
    Dumfounded, I nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Now Margery, I’m going to need some help with…” she continued explaining her plans for a modern and inescapable dungeon. 
 
     
 
    It was late and Mom had gone home, and Nancy was going to send me home as a man. 
 
    “How come?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll show you. Lay down on the bed.” 
 
    I laid, and it was a relief after the long day we had had. 
 
    She reached between my legs and handled my cock for a moment. “Everything okay here?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I moaned. “Everything is fine. More than fine.” 
 
    I could feel her grinning. “How about this?” She wiggled my butt plug. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “You’ve had it in too long. Me bad, I should have realized that, but you’re just a little chaffed. It’s going to hurt a little coming out, so take a deep breath.” 
 
    I breathed, and I expected her to just yank it out, but she didn’t. She pushed it to one side and inserted a finger into my hole. It was heavy with lube and she gently worked around the plug. I could feel pain and relief at the same time. It was a hurt, but a hurt that in some inexplicable way felt good. 
 
    “Okay, I’m going to take it out now.” 
 
    Gently, she wiggled and pulled, and after a stuff moment it popped free. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” I whined. 
 
    “I know,” she soothed me. “Now just lay there and let me work and I’ll explain.” 
 
    I lay and she climbed aboard and began giving me the back rub of all back rubs. 
 
    It will be sore, but just for a few hours. By the time you wake up tomorrow your asshole will be right as rain. You may even want another plug. But I want you to take it easy for a couple of days. Let everything heal up.” 
 
    Her hands were balm to my soul. I could feel my cock whimpering in the chastity, and that felt so delicious. To be denied so wonderfully, it was heaven. 
 
    “Okay, now, last thing. We’re going to let you out of chastity for a day.” 
 
    I looked over my shoulder in surprise. 
 
    “Now, Janey, or I should call you Johnny until I get you back en femme, this is a trust thing. I have told your mother, and she is going to keep a close watch on you. You simply, absolutely, must not jack off.” 
 
    “I won’t.” 
 
    “But you will want to. You will be free, and your mind will make excuses as to why you should.” 
 
    “Why are you letting me out?” 
 
    “Three reasons. First, you need a break. I want to make sure there is no soreness. Second, it’s going to make you hornier. My husband and I found this out: if you give a break once a week or so it makes everything even more intense. Believe me, when I put you back in chastity you are going to be so intensely horny you’ll think you’re going to go insane.” 
 
    Oh, wow. I know I might seem a little weird, but this appealed to me. This was at the core of why I let myself get into this situation in the first place. I liked to be horny, and the hornier the better. 
 
    “You said three reasons.” 
 
    She smiled. “Yes. I did. Johnny, do you know what draining is?” 
 
    I shook my head.  
 
    “You’ve been stopped up for days. You have got a load of semen in you. I swear, I shook your balls the other day and I could hear them slosh.” 
 
    That made me chuckle. 
 
    “So there is a method by which we can drain the semen out of you. Would you like that?” 
 
    “I…sure.” I didn’t know what was happening, but it sounded cool. 
 
    “To drain you we are going to have to press on your prostate. Do you know where your prostate is?” 
 
    “In my asshole?” 
 
    “Yes,” and she stopped talking. 
 
    “So you’re going to drain me by…by pressing on my prostate which is in my butthole.” 
 
    She nodded.  “So I don’t want you jacking off. We will drain you tomorrow morning. Your mother would like to observe. She will likely want to drain you periodically. Is that all right?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I think so.” 
 
    “Excellent, then hop up and put these on.” She handed me a pair of tighty whiteys. 
 
    I took them and held them up with a finger. I had a thoroughly disgusted look on my face. “Really?” 
 
    Nancy laughed. “Well, I guess you can wear panties. No thongs, though. 
 
    So I pulled on a pair of panties, the male clothes. I felt absolutely naked and dismal. No bra. No corset or nylons or anything. 
 
    And no make up! 
 
    God! I wanted some lipstick, at least. 
 
    But…I was doomed to be a man for a day. At least until tomorrow morning when I got ‘drained.’ 
 
    I walked back across the lawn to my boy house. That was how I was thinking of the houses now, no matter what sex I was. My original home, with my Mom, that was my ‘boy house.’ Nancy’s house was my ‘girl house.’ 
 
    The truth was that even though I liked being a girl, I had some weird confusion as to who I was when I was indifferent houses. Boy house and girl house. That should solve that. 
 
    I entered the house and Mom welcomed me. 
 
    “Oh, I hate to say it, but I wish you were in your finery.” 
 
    “I know. I’d rather be in dresses. But…” I shrugged. 
 
    “Well, we’ll have you back tomorrow, until then I’ll just enjoy you as a son. Now let’s go eat.” 
 
    We sat in the kitchen and had a long talk. We ate hot dogs and beans, and even though I was in boy clothes, we had had lost none of the closeness we had gained with me as a daughter. She kept placing her hand on mine, and I placed mine on hers, and we giggled and joke and had a wonderful time. 
 
    Then the conversation took a turn. We started talking about Dad. 
 
    We talked about what it takes for a man to beat a woman. We talked about crime and punishment. And, in the end, and we knew it, we got nowhere. 
 
    Society is not designed to help people get over what makes them commit crimes. It is designed to punish, not to help. 
 
    Of course, Nancy’s program was different, but…it was untried, at least in our minds. 
 
    Finally, after dinner, Mom fingered the key hanging on the gold chain between her boobs. She smiled. 
 
    “I imagine you’ll be glad of a little break.” 
 
    “Yes and no,” I answered honestly. 
 
    Mom tilted her head. 
 
    “Yes, I want to feel my cock. I want a hard on. But…I don’t want to cum. Nancy and I talked about this in the beginning. She wants to make me hornier than I’ve ever been before she gives me a release. I like that idea.” 
 
    “It’s funny,” Mom observed, “a week ago I would have thought you were weird. But now I’m proud of you. Giving yourself over to discipline, controlling yourself…don’t worry. I’m not going to let you cum.” She gave a wicked smile then. “But that doesn’t mean I’m not going to play with you.” 
 
    I showed teeth, “I sort of thought that you might.” 
 
    After dinner we went into the living room and sat on the couch and she took off the key. She inserted it into the lock and…click! I was now a free man. 
 
    “Wow,” I said, looking at my cock grow. 
 
    “You’ve got a big one,” Mom nodded approvingly. “Now, sit here and don’t touch yourself. I’ll make some popcorn and we can watch a movie and I’ll stroke you.” 
 
    “Okay. But be careful.” 
 
    She winked, “I’ll be very, very careful.” 
 
    So we sat on the couch, me in arm arms, one hand down on my cock. Sometimes she stroked it, sometimes she held it. Sometimes she slapped my hand when I tried to touch it. 
 
    At one point she climbed onto my lap and kissed me passionately. My cock was up against her crack, between her buns, but she made no effort to fuck me. 
 
    But it wasn’t a ‘fuck me’ kiss, anyway. It was just an expression of love for her son. 
 
    Finally, we went upstairs to bed, and I crawled into her bed next to her. 
 
    She cuddled me, held me and stroked me. She touched my nipples and laughed when I moaned. 
 
    She finally fell asleep. It took me a while longer, but that was okay. I relished being held by her. I loved the way our flesh felt so together. 
 
    And, finally, I slept. 
 
      
 
    I awoke and have never felt better in my life. My eyes just flicked open and I stared up at the ceiling, appreciated the light coming in through the window and washing the world. 
 
    Mom opened her eyes. She stretched, reached for my cock again, and kissed me. 
 
    “My son, my son. Is it better to have you as a boy or a girl?” 
 
    “I’m both for you,” I answered. 
 
    She pushed me out of bed. “Well, you might be a split personality, but I’m only fixing one meal for you.” 
 
    We laughed all the way down stairs over that one. 
 
    Food. Good. And I stared at my chastity tube which was lying on the table. 
 
    “Miss it?” 
 
    “Yes.” I sighed. 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Why good?” I asked, whimsically. 
 
    “Because you are giving yourself to another. That is a symbol of your dedication to a higher love.” 
 
    That answer sort of surprised me. 
 
    We were just finishing eating when Nancy sent us a text. 
 
    “Let’s go boys and girls. The girls are waiting.” 
 
    We exchanged a happy glance and headed out the door. 
 
    We entered my girl house and Nancy went right to work. 
 
    “Take him upstairs and make him prettier than he has ever been in his life. I’ll be down here getting things ready.” 
 
    Mom took me upstairs and we lost my male clothes in a heartbeat. She made me take a shower, then she brushed my hair and smoothed lotion into my skin. It felt so good to just lay there and have somebody who loves you feel every inch of your flesh. 
 
    Then it was time for panties and bra. As I stuffed my bra Mom asked, “Have you ever thought about getting real tits?” 
 
    “Real tits? Like hormones?” 
 
    ‘Maybe, but I was thinking about vacation boobs.” 
 
    “What are vacation boobs?” 
 
    “Temporary tits. They get injected into your flesh, break down a month or two later. But for a month or so you have real, live boobs. Your skin will be sensitive, your nipples will be able to get hard and erect and you will feel the excitement in them.” 
 
    “Vacation boobs. Huh.” I pulled on nylons and hooked them to a garter belt. 
 
    “Just saying. It might be fun. And if we really do have the extra money…I probably owe you a couple of birthday presents.” 
 
    I turned to her and took her upper arms with my hands. “Mom. You owe me nothing. You give me more love than a man deserves.” 
 
    She kissed me gently. “Just asking you to think about it.” 
 
    It was a delicious thought. Real boobs. Being able to feel my own tits. Nipples that could be rubbed and sucked. Nice. 
 
    She handed me a summer dress. A bit short, but longer than the dress I had had on the other day. It was light and had a pattern of flying birds. 
 
    “It’s funny,” I observed. “I used to think of dresses like this as wallpaper, but it’s really quite pretty.”  
 
    She smiled, began brushing my hair and putting on my make up. She made my face soft today, and she put on pink lipstick. It made me look young, and even feel young. We held hands and kept smiling at each other as we descended the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Nancy had a large dining room table. Very sturdy. It had four pillows on it and I was told to climb up and settle my knees and elbows on the pillows. I did, and was glad for the pillows. Bone on wood can be painful. 
 
    “All right, are you ready, Janey?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said. 
 
    She spent some time rubbing my ass and thighs, she checked to make sure that my asshole wasn’t still raw, and it wasn’t. Every time she touched my anus I shivered, it felt so good. 
 
    “Now then, gloves.” 
 
    Nancy already had gloves on, and she handed Mom some gloves. As Mom pulled on the gloves Nancy said, “Obviously, no sharp objects. That’s why I had you trim your finger nails.” 
 
    I had noticed that Mom’s fingernails were short, but hadn’t said anything about it. 
 
    “The key is to use lots of lube. The asshole needs protecting, it needs to be slippery and slide-y inside. 
 
    “Okay,” I felt Nancy’s fingers moving over my ass. The prostate is right about there. We don’t touch the cock. This is a no touch procedure.” 
 
    “Now, do you see the angle I am using?” 
 
    I felt Nancy’s finger go into me and I gasped and my whole body shook. It was ten times more sensitive than a butt plug. This was a living digit exploring me. 
 
    “You try it.” Nancy took her finger out of me and Mom put hers in. It slipped in easily and she let out the breath she had been holding. 
 
    “Feel the inside of him? The walls? Do you feel that little bump? About as big as a walnut?” 
 
    “Yes…it’s right there.” I gasped. She had pressed, not even hard, but I had felt like I was going to pee. Careful. She’s ready to go. We get too rambunctious and she might just have an orgasm.” 
 
    My mother giggled and massaged my little prostate nut. 
 
    “Okay. This is all we do. We just wait and massage, and it’ll happen.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    Five, ten minutes. Maybe fifteen. It helps that he has so much semen stored up.” 
 
    I knelt there and felt her finger wiggling in my behind. It felt so good and I kept having little shivers. 
 
    “His penis is shrinking.” 
 
    “They do that sometimes. You can get him off when you’re massaging his prostate, and that gives an incredible cum. But we don’t want him to have an orgasm.” 
 
    “Why not?” I begged. 
 
    They just chuckled. “Be a good girl, Janey,” and Nancy slapped my ass. 
 
    God, I almost came right then. 
 
    They rubbed me, and I waited, and, suddenly, “I hate to say it, but I think I’m going to have to pee.” 
 
    “Oh, shucks, well, don’t worry about it. Here, I’m putting a big bowl under your penis. Go ahead and pee.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “It’s nothing, Janey. Just go ahead and relax. Let it go.” 
 
    I did. Heck, I had to, the pee just dribbled out of me. And it felt so good. And it was feeling better the more i peed. 
 
    My mother took in her breath and I heard Nancy saying something, but I was in the midst of just feeling good. 
 
    I peed for about a minute, and it was a slow pee. Just a take your time pee. Sometimes I thought it was done, but then I peed some more. 
 
    “God, that feels good,” I said. I felt so lazy and relieved, and I sort of sagged.  
 
    “Okay. That’s it.” 
 
    I blinked and wallowed in my royal feeling. “Couldn’t drain me of my semen, eh?” 
 
    They laughed. “Sit up, Janey.” 
 
    I turned to crawl off the table, and stopped. Nancy was holding a glass, and it was full of semen. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “We drained you, Janey. How’d it feel?” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Really? But…I didn’t feel anything! Except the pissing!” 
 
    “That wasn’t pee coming out of you. That was semen. And we got a lot. You really had a load in you.” 
 
    “Oh…wow.” 
 
    I kept staring at the glass. 
 
    Nancy looked at Mom. “You want a taste?” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! I haven’t tasted semen since…since…” 
 
    Since Dad had abandoned her. 
 
    “Well, this ought to be real juicy, then. Want to go halfsies?” 
 
    “Absolutely!” 
 
    Nancy lifted the glass and took a couple of gulps. I watched, fascinated as a string of cum went from her lips to the glass. She wiped her mouth, sucked the string, and handed the glass to my mother. 
 
    Mom looked at it almost lovingly, then she tilted it. I watched as the rest of the goo slid into her mouth. She smacked her lips and gave a little shiver. “I had forgotten how delicious.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! We should have let Janey have a taste.” 
 
    “Oh. We’re bad!” 
 
    “That’s okay,” I said. “Fascinated, but…not ready.” 
 
    “Janey,” said Nancy. “That’s one of the blessings of being a girl. We get to drink cum. That’s something that almost no boy ever experiences. And it is warm and tasty, and it has more vitamins that you can imagine. 
 
    “That’s okay,” I said. But, I admit it, I was interested. They made it look so tasty. 
 
    “Okay. Then, next order of business. Janey?” 
 
    Nancy handed me the chastity tube and smiled. 
 
    I was drained. I was happy, and my prick at least for a short time, was limp. I put the ring on, slipped the tube on, and…click! 
 
    “Oh, honey,” Mom put an arm around me. “You’re such a man.” 
 
    I grinned, and was about to say something when we heard Dad. 
 
    “Margery!” 
 
    Oh, crap. The bully was back. 
 
    Resigned, we walked back to the kitchen and head down to the basement.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    “Margery!” 
 
    If the door to the basement hadn’t been open we wouldn’t have heard my father. 
 
    Oh, crap. My father was a bully, I had found that out when he had struck my mother two nights ago. Since then we had kept him locked up. 
 
    “Well, I guess we should see what he wants,” my mother sighed. 
 
    I didn’t really want to. I had just been drained and I wanted to just sit down somewhere and wallow in the luxurious feeling of sexual satisfaction. I felt so good, but I hadn’t even cum. Well, I had cum, but I hadn’t had an orgasm. 
 
    “I guess,” Nancy shrugged and led the way. Mom and I followed her. We descended the basement steps and crossed to his cell. 
 
    He was standing next to the big, eight by eight pillar we had chained him to. He had a contrite look on his face. We stopped outside his cell. 
 
    He stared at me and I knew he wanted to say something, to get me to take off my dress. That wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    “I’m ready to make a deal,” he announced. 
 
    Mom didn’t say anything. 
 
    Nancy soughed, barely audible, then asked, “What’s your deal.” 
 
    “You guys let me out and I forget about all this. I’ll leave town. You won’t see me again.” 
 
    Nobody said anything, and he was quick to crack. “Well, come on. That’s a good deal.” 
 
    Nancy said, “So you beat up women, and we should just turn you loose because you say you won’t do it again. Oh, I forgot. You didn’t say you wouldn’t to it again.” 
 
    “Oh, well, of course. That goes without saying. I will never touch another woman again. This past couple of days you have shown me how…uh…well, that I did wrong. I’m willing to own up to it, admit it, and it won’t happen again.” 
 
    He smiled. He tried to make it honest, but it wasn’t. He was glib. 
 
    “Do you think a wife beater would tell the truth?” Mom asked of no one. 
 
    “Oh, I’m telling you the truth. And I’m going to give up drinking. I have drunk my last. From here on out it is the straight and narrow. I’m a changed man. I’ve changed. You don’t have to worry about me anymore.” 
 
    “Well,” Nancy spoke drily. “We’ll consider that at your next parole hearing.” 
 
    She started to turn away and he blurted, “Wait! Wait! You’ve got to give me a chance! Everybody can turn over a new leaf!” 
 
    Nancy kept walking, and Mom and I fell in behind her. 
 
    Dad managed not to yell and call us names, but he was whining and wheedling until we were gone. 
 
    Upstairs we went to the living room and sat down. Nancy rubbed her head. I think there was a frustration she was experiencing just from having a wife beater chained in her basement. 
 
    “So what kind of a program are we going to set up for Harold?” Mom asked. “I certainly don’t want to have to feed him every day, and take out his poop, or just put up with his whining. 
 
    “We’re going to feminize him,” announced Nancy. 
 
    Mom and I looked at each other. 
 
    “I don’t know if he’ll allow himself to be feminized.” 
 
    “Then he stays downstairs. He can grow old for all I care. But I am not turning him loose until I know that he is no longer a danger to women.” 
 
    “You know,” I said, “I liked it. Being feminized. I was willing. I love being a girl, but Dad? He’s not going to be willing.” 
 
    “Then we will have to make him willing.” 
 
    “And how do we do that?” 
 
    “We take our time. We present him with choices and go on about our business until he makes the right choices.” 
 
    So we were agreed. At least Mom and I went along with the program. Really, there wasn’t any alternative. And it wasn’t going to hurt Dad to live in a basement for a while. Heck, he had been living in his car. This was probably a step up. 
 
    “Okay,” Nancy grinned. “Easy stuff done, let’s get to work on the fungeon.” 
 
    “Fungeon?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure. A dungeon that’s fun. Let’s head for the store and get some supplies.” 
 
    We headed to a hardware store, and I was excited. This was my second time out, and I really liked walking around in a dress. There is a freedom as the legs walk and the material swishes. There is appreciation in men’s glances. It is fun. 
 
    And, an hour later we were back and heading down to the fungeon. I had paint and brushes and a ladder. Mom and I were going to do the initial painting while Nancy ordered furniture for our new playroom. Dad didn’t say anything, just watched us set up and go to work. His face was set in a perpetual frown, but…I understood that. He was sort of at the bottom of the barrel. Out of work, homeless, and now he had lost his freedom. 
 
    We painted for hours, and I was so busy working I didn’t notice anything, but when we stopped it hit me. I was sealing the paint cans for lunch, washing the brushes in a slop sink under the stairs, and I suddenly froze. 
 
    I want to cum. 
 
    There are stages to sexual desire. On the way to the orgasm there is desire, then excitation. Suddenly I was in the excitation phase. No warming, just a straining in my groin as my cock tried to get hard, and a lust in my groin, a desperation. 
 
    Mom was standing next to me, and she noticed my slightly open mouth. 
 
    “What?” she asked. 
 
    “Nothing, nothing.” I could hardly breath and I just put everything down and headed for the stairs. 
 
    Mom put her stuff down, we were far enough along it wouldn’t hurt the paint pan and the brushes to just soak for a while, and followed me. 
 
    I reached the kitchen, clutched the sink and bent over. 
 
    Mom appeared in the doorway. “Janey?” 
 
    I waved a hand, walked unsteadily out to the swimming pool and jumped in. 
 
    Nancy stared at me. I was like an automaton. My face was fixed. I wasn’t talking, I was dealing with something internally, and it was so intense it showed on my face, in my actions. 
 
    Mom popped out of the door and stared at me. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Nancy, picking up on the vibe. 
 
    “I don’t know. He just…we were washing brushes and he suddenly started acting like this. 
 
    I came up for air and began taking my dress and underwear off. I was gasping. 
 
    Nancy stood up and jumped in. Mom was a hair before her. They swam over to where I was getting naked. My cock was pushing so hard  against the chastity tube that my balls were being pulled away from my body. 
 
    “Oh, God!” I gasped. 
 
    Nancy got to me a hair before Mom. She grabbed an arm, then Mom had the other one. “Janey? What’s going on.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” I begged. “I have to cum!” 
 
    For a moment Nancy and Mom stood, frozen, holding me, then Nancy started to laugh. Mom was surprised, then she started to giggle. 
 
    “What? What?” I cried. “I’ve never felt like this! My dick hurts and it’s stretching my balls. You’ve got to get me out of the chastity tube. I need to get relief. Please! Let me out!” 
 
    Both women were laughing fully now. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” Tears were coming to my eyes. 
 
    “Didn’t I tell you?” Nancy sputtered. 
 
    “Oh, you did. But I wouldn’t believe it if I hadn’t seen it.” 
 
    “What?” I cried. “What?” 
 
    “Don’t you remember, Janey? We drained you this morning. We tickled your prostate, got all your semen, and even if we let you out and fucked you…you wouldn’t be able to cum, and you would still be this horny. Maybe even hornier.” 
 
    “But…I need to cum!” 
 
    “You only think you need to cum. You’re empty, you can’t cum.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    Nancy pulled me towards the steps at the shallow end. “Come on, I’ll fix you a drink and you can learn how to deal with it.” 
 
    Mom was giggling, walking alongside us. 
 
    Nancy walked me to a lounge and sat me down. 
 
    “Hold him, Margery. He needs some humanity in this time of turmoil. 
 
    Mom lay down next to me, pushed me back and started rubbing my crotch. “Easy, Janey. Just relax and give in. You’re not going to get to cum. You need to just learn to let yourself be horny.” 
 
    Nancy appeared with a plate with three bourbon and Coke on it and passed them out. 
 
    I gulped, felt the liquid gurgle in my stomach, and shivered. 
 
    Nancy sat down on the other side of me. 
 
    “Janey. That is what happens when you get drained. You still think you need to cum, and the desire is ten times worse. It will pass in a while, but you’re going to have to go through it.” 
 
    “I don’t think I can.” 
 
    Nancy grinned. “You will if there is no other alternative.” 
 
    “Well, can’t you do something else? Give me a butt plug? Drain me again?” 
 
    “Nope. Your asshole is still a bit raw from yesterday, so we need to wait. And listen, what you are going through…women sometimes experience that. Or something like that. It’s called a hot flash. It seems like your experience is a little more intense, but it feels like your whole body is over heating, right?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “And your dick is going crazy trying to get hard. Right?” 
 
    “Yeah. Yes.” 
 
    “Then learn to relax and enjoy it.” 
 
    I tried, but it was difficult. I was so desperate I would have humped a cactus. 
 
    Mom and Nancy discussed my situation for a moment, chuckling over my plight. Then Nancy smiled. “You want to feel something really intense?” 
 
    Mom: “Sure.” 
 
    “Kiss him now.” 
 
    Mom tilted her head in question, then she held my face to hers and touched her lips to mine. 
 
    The touch of her lips became the only thing in the world. It was sexual, I needed sex, I wanted to kiss those lips so hard I came. 
 
    For a second Mom got a little wide-eyed, then she relaxed and let me have my way with her mouth. 
 
    Man, I scorched it. I sucked it. I searched for her tongue with mine. It wasn’t sex, but it was sexual, and I was so desperate, I was so out of my mind, that I couldn’t stop. 
 
    Finally, she pushed me back. She was gulping for air and she held me back and said, “Whoa! That was intense!” 
 
    “A sexual contact high,” said Nancy. “He can’t control himself, and anything he does for the next hour or so is going to be nothing but total sex. Grab his package.” 
 
    Mom put her hand around my tube and balls, and I couldn’t help myself. I started humping her hand. With my cage. No cock, but I couldn’t help it. I was that desperate to fuck. 
 
    Mom giggled. I can’t believe how horny he is!” 
 
    “Believe, girlfriend, now pass him over and let me have some of that mouth.” 
 
    Nancy pulled me away from Mom and kissed me. 
 
    Honestly, I didn’t even know who I was kissing. I was just kissing. The world had stopped and all I could feel was her moist, warm breath, the touch of her tongue as she Frenched me. 
 
    Mom kept playing with my package and I was lost in a world of mindless rutting, a mouth that was devouring my senses. 
 
    But NPA. No Poke Attached. No cum. No orgasm. Just the desperate and growing desire to squirt. 
 
    After a while Nancy gave me back to Mom, and for the next half hour they ping ponged me. It was funny, it was heaven and hell at the same time. It was desperation with love. It was frustration and satiation all at once. 
 
    Finally, I just couldn’t handle it anymore, and that was the point that I sort of gave up and started to calm down. 
 
    I lay there, sexual feelings running through me, and nowhere to put them. My cock felt bruised and my nuts felt kicked, but there was nothing wrong with me. 
 
    “Finish your drink, Janey. Then swim for a bit. Your mother and I will be downstairs.” 
 
    Laughing, enjoying the tremendous joke of my frustration, they left me alone. 
 
    I quickly sipped the rest of my drink, then swam. Fifteen minutes later I was under control. I couldn’t think much past simple sentences, but I was able to move around without the brain busting intention to have sex. 
 
    I went down to the basement just in time to see Nancy lay out an ultimatum to my father. 
 
    Mom was watching, and Nancy was squatting just inside the cell. She wasn’t talking very loud, but I could tell Dad wasn’t happy with what she was saying. 
 
    “I’m not wearing that,” Dad was digging his heels in. 
 
    “It’s a big step towards getting released.” 
 
    “That’s what Johnny has on.” 
 
    “Yes. Janey is wearing one.” 
 
    “So that’s what you’ve done to my son.” 
 
    “Janey wants to wear one. He likes wearing one. He likes the feeling of being controlled. It gives him a discipline he would otherwise lack.” 
 
    “And then you put a dress on him. No thanks.” 
 
    I got close and saw what they were talking about. Nancy had placed a little black bag on the floor just within Dad’s reach. It was the same kind of bag that had held my chastity tube. 
 
    “Look, you admit that you are short on discipline. Why not let us help you?” 
 
    “Because…because that’s not the way men and women should be.” 
 
    “So women should be meek and mild and follow directions or what…they get a punch in the eye?” 
 
    Dad looked away and muttered, “There’s a place for everybody, and women should know their place.” 
 
    Nancy stood up. “Well, it’s there if you want to put it on. If you can’t see the logic then I can’t make you.” She turned and walked out. Dad didn’t say anything, just watched her leave. His face, however, was a riot of resistance and upset. Still, he was keeping it in. I think that might be a good first step. Not that people should keep things in…but that they should be able to control themselves sufficient to be polite. The funny thing about all this was that Dad was, in actuality, resisting the very things he had told me while I was growing up. “Have some discipline. Always be polite. 
 
    Well, the shoe was on the other foot, and I guess he was experiencing the frustration of having to follow his own directions. 
 
      
 
    We began working on the dungeon. The first thing I had to learn was how to drill into cement. I used special drill bits and was careful, watched a couple of demonstrations, and worked slowly and methodically. I drilled holes at regular intervals, then installed eyebolts. We thought about using rusty eyebolts and chains, but where do you buy rusty chain? It turned out we could buy the stuff, but we didn’t really care. So we had bright and shiny new chain. Was the person laying on a table, getting whipped or spanked, having a butt plug installed, or whatever, going to care? Besides, every dungeon started out as new at some time, right? 
 
    We hung chains from the eyebolts, and arranged them for quick use. 
 
    Nancy went out and bought electrical stuff and we put in a sound system. Man, it was killer. Big boxes hung in the upper corners. When we tried it out we all hoisted a glass and cheered. The first music we put in was Pink Floyd. Sexy, spooky and irreverent. 
 
    Mom’s eye, where Dad had popped her, turned normal and she went back to work. First thing every day, when she got home from work was to come over and see our progress and to give a hand. 
 
    And then there was Dad. 
 
    We fed him twice a day. He was eating good. We fed him meat and a side dish, beans or veggies, on a regular plate. We told him that it was the only plate he would get, and if he busted it or misused it in some fashion we would throw his food on the floor and he could lick it up. 
 
    He didn’t smell too good, and he just sat and glared at us. 
 
    I began taking long lunch hours. I would sit with him for a while. At first he didn’t talk much, but eventually he began communicating. At first the communication was pretty raw. “Why are you letting them do this to you? How can you consider yourself a man? You’re as guilty as them if you don’t let me loose. 
 
    But I just kept my cool and told him how I felt. 
 
    And he would sometimes go into a funk and just sit there. 
 
    And he kicked the chastity bag Nancy had left him away. 
 
    I just moved it back within reach and told him it was no big deal. that it was actually fun. 
 
    After a while, tired of his anger, I would go upstairs and be with Nancy. I would swim in the pool, we’d have our daily bourbon and Coke, and then we’d usually just lay on the lounge chair and make out. 
 
    My horniness had resided, but had also morphed. I now had a dull ache in my groin that wouldn’t quit. I wasn’t driven, but I had become a smoldering ball of sexual stimulation. All i wanted to do was be with Nancy, or Mom, and love them. 
 
    Mom and Nancy loved it. It made me very attentive.  
 
    And so the days went. And Nancy got tired of Dad being such a stick in the mud and decided to up the ante. 
 
    One morning I arrived to find her hard at work on him. 
 
    “Harold, put these cuffs on your other hand and attach them to the chain.” 
 
    “Fuck you.” 
 
    “We can do this the easy way or the hard way.” 
 
    He was silent. 
 
    “You can follow instructions or I can beat you. Or, maybe I should just stop feeding you.” 
 
    “Or you could let me go.” 
 
    “Turn a raving beast loose on the streets? I don’t think so.” 
 
    Dad refused. So Nancy said, “When you comply we will feed you again.” 
 
    Dad said nothing. 
 
    The day arrived when our spanking bench arrived. I call it a spanking bench, but it was really a lot more. Nancy had had it built specially using descriptions in Grace Mansfield stories. 
 
    It was like a horse, but with a wide, padded plank on the top. The four legs had little platforms for the knees and the elbows, and straps to keep the limbs and the back in place. The top plank was arched so that the fanny was lifted into the air, and there was even a little stool that could be placed in the front for…things. Things like placing a drink, or a pussy, or whatever on. 
 
    “Come on, Janey, hop aboard.” 
 
    Nancy was grinning happily. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “You’ve been working hard. Time to get a little reward.” 
 
    So I lay on the thing and she fastened me down. It was not uncomfortable, though my ass did stick up a bit more than I would have liked. 
 
    Nancy ran a hand over my back. She reached under me and felt my nipples. She stood behind me and lifted my dripping dick. She shook the cock cage and I groaned. She slapped my ass and I jumped. 
 
    I was hornier than a tuba player and now this. It was almost too much. 
 
    “What are you doing out there?” yelled Dad. 
 
    “Having fun!” Nancy yelled back, and we both giggled. 
 
    For the next hour she tantalized me. She put her head down and kissed me. She stroked my package, she really got into my big and full nuts. By the end of the hour I was nothing but a mass of oozing sexuality. There was nothing in the world except what we were doing. Then Mom came home. 
 
    She strode across the fungeon and was amazed at how I lay there, moving my body in a slow rut, my eyes vacant except for pure desire. 
 
    “Oh, he’s having fun.” 
 
    “Would you like to tease him for a while? 
 
    “Absolutely.” 
 
    Mom took over, and things got even kinkier. She was my mother, and she also was not going to have sex with me, but she was determined to enhance my state of mind. 
 
    Nancy talked with Dad in the cell, I could hear soft words but not make them out, and Mom began playing with my butthole. She took a vibrator and began reaming me. Around and around, then she would turn the vibrator on. I would near jump out of my skin, and I began mumbling stuff that made no sense. Finally, she put a foxtail butt plug in me and let me up. 
 
    I stood on shaking legs, the feel of soft fur dragging against my legs, and Mom supported me. “I’m going to take him home and feed him.” 
 
    “Send him back to me later.” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    She helped me up the stairs and I clung to her. 
 
    “Never thought you’d have a summer like this, did you?” 
 
    “No.” I managed to mutter, and she giggled at how gobsmacked I was. 
 
    We went upstairs before we went home because I was a sweating, sodden mess. Mom put me in a shower and cleaned me up, being carful of the foxtail, then dressed me and redid my make up. Slowly I recovered. I became able to think, but all I really thought about was the dull ache in my loins. 
 
    “I want sex so badly,” I said. I was aware of the fur hanging down my butt. You could see the tip if the tail hanging an inch below my skirt. 
 
    She dabbed lipstick on me and smiled. “I know. Doesn’t it feel good?” 
 
    “Do women feel like this?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Of course, I don’t think we feel that intense, but that’s why some women are prick teasers. They’re just building their own desires. 
 
    We went downstairs then crossed the lawn to my boy house. We had a slow dinner and just talked about things. I found it surprising, when I finally thought about it, but I wasn’t interested in gaming, or sports, or any of that stuff.  
 
    And I actually found myself reading books. 
 
    Gaming tended to sap my desire, and left me feeling sort of empty. Not in a good way. Reading made me use my imagination. Replaced my sexual yearnings, but only for as long as I read. When I finished reading I would place the book down and sit back and feel the delicious sense of desire slowly come back and overwhelm. Me I would stretch, and it felt like my whole body was a cock. 
 
    After dinner we sat on on the couch and she played with my cage while we watched a little TV. 
 
    My interests in TV were changing, too. For the first time in my life I actually was curious by the antics on ‘Sex and the City.’ I started studying the clothes they wore, and thinking about how serious the life decisions they were making, and sometimes throwing off. 
 
    Finally, Mom’s cell phone dinged. She looked at her text and turned to me. “Time to head over to Nancy’s.” 
 
    I was a bit curious. I mean, I usually just went back and forth and so what, but this was like a plan. “What are you guys doing?” 
 
    “Nothing, honey.” 
 
    I snorted. “So much for truth and honesty.” 
 
    “You’re about to get all the truth and honesty you’ll ever want. Now…go!” She slapped my ass. 
 
    I couldn’t help but giggle as I jumped, then sauntered towards the door. 
 
    “Honey?” 
 
    “Yes, Mom?” 
 
    “Whatever you decide is fine with me.” 
 
    Curiouser and curiouser. 
 
    I crossed the lawn, a lump of horny, and entered my girl house. 
 
    Nancy was waiting in the living room and I flounced in and—stopped. 
 
    There was a man there. 
 
    “Janey, this is Dr. Wilks. He’s here to consult, and we’re going to offer you something.” 
 
    I knew, then, that he knew I was a guy under the girl’s clothing. I was sort of flustered, which wasn’t helped by my state of arousal. But I managed to greet him politely. 
 
    “Janey, it’s halfway through the summer. You’ve got a little over a month before school starts, and we’d like to know…we’re offering you…would you like a set of vacation boobs for the remainder of the summer?” 
 
    I found myself sitting down, my mouth opening. I wasn’t even aware of my foxtail easily seen coming out of my dress. 
 
    Dr. Wilks tilted his head and inspected me. 
 
    Nancy said, “You don’t have to, but it’s just my present to you, if you would like to have some real boobs. They’ll go away by the time school starts. 
 
    I was dumfounded, to say the least. My very own tits. Has anybody ever been so lucky? 
 
    “Dr. Wilks? Could you explain the procedure to Janey?” 
 
    Dr. Wilks told me about the solution, the number of injections, things to be aware of. I think this was supposed to be a cautionary, but my mind was already made up. When he was done explaining Nancy asked, “How about it? Would you like real tits?” 
 
    I tried not to drool, or to appear too eager. “That would be nice.” 
 
    Smiles all around. 
 
    “When?” I asked. 
 
    “Right now, if it’s okay with you.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Nancy held my arm as we walked upstairs to my room. She helped me take off my top and bra and tossed the breast forms in a corner. 
 
    The good doctor spread disinfectant on my chest and rubbed it in. If he was aware of my erect nipples he said nothing. He was very professional. 
 
    He began making injections in a circle around my pectoral muscles. He explained that he was making a foundation, then we were going to go outward. He asked if I would like my nipples to stay erect all the time. I looked at Nancy and she nodded, and I said, “Sure.” 
 
    Of course they were already erect most of the time, but…but this was icing on the cake. 
 
    For an hour he worked, making measurements, injecting, and I watched as my chest grew from a flat boy chest to a wonderfully sexy girl’s chest. 
 
    “Okay. Just lay there for a while. Go to sleep if you can. There’s no danger, the solution is set, but I always tell patients to be patient.” He chuckled. Then he closed his bag, picked up the empty gallon bottle of solution, and headed for the door. At the door he turned to Nancy, who was walking with him. “I appreciate your help on this, Nancy.” 
 
    “Oh, my pleasure.” She grinned. “Tit for tat, right?” I realized that Nancy was pulling some of her strings for the doctor. I wondered vaguely what kind of a deal she had made. 
 
    He grinned. “Absolutely. Have a good night, Janey.” 
 
    “Thank you, Doctor.” 
 
    Nancy walked him out and was back a minute later. She stood over me and put her hands on her hips and grinned. She nodded happily. “You are one sexy bitch.” 
 
    “Takes one to know one.” 
 
    “Wait! Hold on!” 
 
    She ran out of the room but was back a minute later. She had her cell phone and she snapped pictures. “Your mother is waiting for word. Wait until she sees you!” 
 
    A dozen pics later Nancy was holding her phone, standing at the side of the bed and just holding my hand and gazing proudly at me. 
 
    BANG! The door slammed. “Nancy?” Mom’s voice came up the stairs. 
 
    “Up here!” 
 
    A few seconds later Mom burst into the room, stopped, and then she started bawling. 
 
    “It’s okay, Margery. It’s okay.” Nancy rubbed her back and brought her over to the bed. 
 
    Mom kept crying, and then touching my arm, and crying some more. She blubbered out, “I am so proud. My little girl has tits.” 
 
    Nancy observed wryly, “Your little girl ain’t so little. Look at those humpers!” 
 
    I looked at my chest. My boobs were very big. 
 
    Sniffling, Mom sat on one side of the bed and Nancy on the other. 
 
    “Can I touch them?” 
 
    “Yes. but no squeezing. He might be tender for a while.” 
 
    I was, but the feel of my mother’s hands on my mountains was exhilarating, and exciting, and like nothing I had ever felt before. 
 
    “Her nipples are so big!” 
 
    “They’ll eventually go down, and his breasts will shrink.” 
 
    “But not for a month.” 
 
    “We’ve timed it pretty good. He should have a flat chest by the time he enrolls.” 
 
    “This is so amazing.” 
 
    Nancy cleared her throat. “Unless, of course…” 
 
    Mom and I looked at her. “Unless Janey wants to make them more permanent. We can keep giving him vacation boobs as long as we want. If he decides he would like implants, that’s fine. And, there’s always hormones.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “Is this too much for you? Should we talk about it later?” 
 
    “No. I’m fine. I’m just…happy.” 
 
    “Do you have any thoughts at this point? One way or the other?” 
 
    “It’s…exciting. But…I need to get used to these. Then I’ll know.” 
 
    “Good enough. Absolutely.” 
 
    I looked again at my chest. So big. My nipples were super stiff. 
 
    Mom lay down on one side of me and began caressing my right boob. She brushed her palm against my nipple and giggled when I groaned. 
 
    Nancy lay down on the other side of me and very gently licked my left nipple. 
 
    For an hour we just lay together, them brushing their fingers over my breasts, marveling at them. They sucked my nipples occasionally, and they took turns fondling my caged cock. 
 
    I was groaning and moaning and thought I was going to go out of my mind. 
 
    “You know, Janey. It’s almost time to drain you again.” 
 
    “Oh, God!” 
 
    “I know, but you said you wanted a horny summer, and it’s working, right?” 
 
    “More than I could have ever imagined,” I answered honestly. 
 
    “Okay, then tomorrow we’ll—“ 
 
    “Nancy!” 
 
    We groaned as one. My father again. Nancy usually left the door to the basement open when nobody was around, just in case. 
 
    “Well, I guess I better go see what the spoiled brat wants.” 
 
    I didn’t go with them, I was under orders to just lay and sleep.” 
 
    I was a bit surprised, then, when Nancy came back grinning. 
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    I opened my eyes and was greeted by a world where blue birds sang and flew over rainbows. I stretched, and felt the wonderful weight on my chest shifting. Gingerly, I sat up, and was stunned by how my balance was thrown off. My boobs were pretty big, after all. 
 
    I got up and held my breasts in my hands. Men don’t have the musculature to support big bazookas, so I had been instructed to support myself, even when I wasn’t wearing a bra. 
 
    I hopped into the shower for a quick one, and let the hot water run over me. It was so wonderful to let the water sluice down over my chest. My nipples were, of course, stiff, and I touched one and groaned. I felt hot heat course outwards from my breast. 
 
    “I hear somebody is up!” Nancy entered the room. 
 
    “Oh, I am. And thank you, thank you.” I hugged her good morning. She goosed a boob and laughed, then, “Time to get dressed. This is a big day for your father and you probably want to be there.” 
 
    I did. So I put on my underwear, and the bra was heavenly. It felt so good to have weight on my chest, and when I looked into the mirror I almost cried. 
 
    I had a totally female body. Real breasts, no gaps or crevices where fake boobs had them. Just smooth skin, including cleavage, and real, live sensations. I could feel my skin, I could feel my nipples. It was all real! 
 
    Nancy tossed me a summer dress and grinned. “You’re about to have some cleavage.” 
 
    I put on the dress and stared at myself. Nice, deep cleavage. The bra was sturdy, but cut in a manner that pressed my boobs together and made them swell and push out. 
 
    “Zowie!” I yipped. 
 
    “Come on, you narcissistic fool, let’s get you made up.” 
 
    I sat, and I was actually learning how to help Nancy. She still had to finish me off, but I was learning which brush, how much of which cream, and so on. Fifteen minutes I was ready to go. I almost ran down the stairs, then turned and waited for Nancy. She was striding purposefully, and she waved a hand. Go on. Go for it.”
So I ran down the stairs the rest of the way. Mom was in the kitchen and I hugged her and swung her around a little and she laughed in delight. 
 
    Then we were all sitting and eating. 
 
    “So what’s the deal with Dad? You said he had put on the chastity tube.” 
 
    “Yep,” Nancy grinned. “And now comes the fun part. Your tube confines, and there’s a tube for a urethra, which reminds me, we should probably play with that today. But your father’s chastity device is much more powerful. Now, here is your fob. Your mother and I each have ours, and the only thing we have to watch out for is each other. Harold may be chastised, but we can’t leave him alone with only your mother or myself.” 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    “Finish your bacon and we’ll go down and I’ll show you.” 
 
    Eagerly, I chewed the last of my bacon, and shortly we were trooping down the stairs. 
 
    “Good morning, Harold,” said Nancy cheerfully. 
 
    I looked into the cell and Dad was sitting on his blankets, a glum expression on his face. He tried to look cheerful. “Good morning.” 
 
    Nancy tossed him the key to his cuffs and said, “Come out and we’ll have a talk.” 
 
    Oh, the expression on his face. Freedom. Glee. Suspicion. He fumbled as he inserted the key. 
 
    Nancy moved back and Mom and I stayed with her. There were four chairs set up in a square, and we each sat in one. 
 
    “You’re letting him go?” I asked in a low voice. 
 
    Nancy smiled a devious smile. “Watch.” 
 
    Dad came out of his cell. He was rubbing his wrist. He looked down at the chastity cage on his cock briefly, then started moving towards the stairs. 
 
    “Before you go…” 
 
    “Fuck you, bitch.” He snarled. “I can cut this stupid thing off with ease. You just fucking wait!” 
 
    Still he was suspicious and walked around us. 
 
    “You really should have a seat so we can explain things.” 
 
    “You can explain things to the cops. And my lawyers. I know you have money, and it’s all about to be mine. Wrongful imprisonment. Kidnapping. Assault. You’re going to get yours.” 
 
    Mom was looking alarmed. I was stunned by how vicious Dad sounded. 
 
    “You’re sure you want to go up those stairs?” 
 
    “Watch me, you cunt!” 
 
    He took two steps, and stopped, and groaned. 
 
    Nancy smiled. “That was pleasure. Take another step.” 
 
    Dad looked at us, and his expression was truly inscrutable. He took another step, and stopped and yipped and grabbed his crotch. 
 
    “That’s pain. Take another step.” 
 
    He managed to, and grunted and I could see his hips give a little hump. “Fuck,” he whispered just loud enough for me to hear. 
 
    “That’s more pleasure. Would you like more pain? Take another step.” 
 
    He did, and buckled at the knee and shouted in pain. 
 
    “Take another step.” 
 
    He took two more steps before he gave up. He backed down the steps, looking up at the door with wild, desperate eyes. 
 
    “Would you like to have a seat so we can talk this over like adults.” 
 
    He staggered across the floor and sank into the fourth chair. He stared at Nancy with broken eyes. 
 
    “Margery, the green button is pleasure. Press it once.” 
 
    Mom did, and Dad groaned and looked down at his cage. His cock was pushing against the metal. 
 
    “Janey, give it one push.” 
 
    I did, and again Dad groaned, and he writhed in the chair and stared at his cock like it was a traitor. 
 
    “The red button is pain. Press it once and he will hesitate. If you start clicking it madly, the pain will multiply geometrically. Three clicks will make him fall. It is possible, theoretically, to actually cause damage. To burn his penis. So be careful and make sure you are circumspect with the number of times you press your fob. 
 
    “Do you understand how this works, Harold?” 
 
    He nodded. I have never seen such a wild look in my life. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, if Harold tries to get his hands on a fob it will not do much good. There is a proximity trigger. He gets close, and you don’t have your finger on the green button, and the fob will automatically start shocking him. And it will be two seconds before it goes up a level, geometrically, and so on.” 
 
    She tossed the fob to Harold and he caught it, yelped and bent at the waist a little, and pushed it back at Nancy. 
 
    She picked it up and said, “Now, Harold. You have been a bad boy. When you do good things we will push the green button. You won’t be able to cum, it is not set for that, but you will get very horny and drippy. If you are bad, especially if we catch you messing with your chastity tube, or trying to get your hands on ours, then you will suffer the red button. 
 
    “And, I might add, there is a fifty foot radius with your chastity tube. You can get outside, even swim, but that is all. Does everybody understand?” 
 
    Mom and I, a bit overwhelmed by the situation, nodded. 
 
    Harold raised and lowered his head. 
 
    “Okay. Harold. You will find cleaning supplies in the closet upstairs. I want you to clean your cell. When you’re done I want you to wash all your bedding and your clothes. I have two uniforms you will wear from here on out. They are simple, utilitarian onesys. you will find them comfortable, and will wash them on alternate days. As soon as you are done with all that there is an IKEA bed in the garage. You can bring it down here and set it up. Do you have any questions?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “Excellent.” Nancy stood up. “Shall we take a dip, girls? It’s been a long week, and I’m ready for a little rest and relaxation. Besides. I want to see Janey in a bikini. 
 
    That was the moment Dad took notice of me. He had been so intent on escaping, and then so cowed by the fob, that he had never noticed my new boobs. Now he noticed. 
 
    He opened his mouth and stared at me, but nothing came out. 
 
    I stood up and left the basement with Mom and Nancy. 
 
    For the next hour we sat around the pool and discussed the situation. We came to agreements on what we would ask of Harold, how we should speak to him, and that sort of thing. 
 
    “I’m going to feminize him,” Nancy said at one point. “It’s the only way he’ll understand what a woman is, it’s the only way to break him of his toxic masculinity.” 
 
    Mom shook her head. “I think you’re being optimistic. Harold is a Democrat. He is intolerant of other races, women, and just about everything else.” 
 
    “How did you come to marry him?” 
 
    “He wasn’t so bad in the beginning, and he treated me wonderfully. After Johnny…Janey…was born he changed. He slowly became more abusive, but in an almost sly way. Like he knew he was wrong but didn’t want to bother being corrected.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose there are men that can’t be changed, but I hope that’s not the case. I don’t have any other solutions. Janey? Are you ready for your draining?” 
 
    I nodded. There was a delightful dread in me, and an almost frantic desire for it to happen. 
 
    We walked over to my boy house and Mom got out the materials. She laid gloves and lube and the prostate massager on the dining room table. 
 
    “Get a couple of cushions from the other couch, Janey.” 
 
    We had two couches and we were sitting on one. I placed the cushions on the sturdy coffee table and pulled my panties down. “I’ve still got my foxtail butt plug in,” I said. 
 
    “No problem,” said Nancy, and she popped it out. It was a quick move, and I jerked and groaned. She and mother laughed. 
 
    “Okay, Margery. Time to fly solo.” 
 
    Mom put on a glove and scooped up a glob of lubricant. She pushed it into me and I moaned. It was cool, and my asshole puckered in delight. I shivered, and Mom started stroking my balls. She pulled them down gently and I have never felt anything so incredibly intense. 
 
    She began reaming my asshole with a couple of fingers. “That butt plug is really working.” 
 
    “I know. He’s not resisting, and his muscles are becoming more toned. He should be wearing a butt plug almost every day now. I’ve got a good one picked out for after you’ve drained him. 
 
    Mom was pushing three fingers into me now, fucking my butt, making it wider and more easy to access. 
 
    “I think he’s ready.” 
 
    “I know, but it’s so much fun.” 
 
    Nancy chuckled. “Tell me about it.” 
 
    Mom placed the prostate massager, it was a little like a butt plug but shaped to find the prostate easily, into my rectum. She began to make stroking motions and I immediately felt the urge to pee. The first time had taken fifteen minutes. This was going to take five. 
 
    “Oh,” I groaned. “I’m going to have to pee in a second.” 
 
    “We’ve got a bowl under you, so just let it go.” 
 
    A minute later the first dribbles started, and I felt that familiar feeling of loosey goosey, every is all right wash over me. 
 
    I relaxed, and the stream of cum picked up. Nancy offered tips, and Margery  worked the prostate massager like it was an old friend. 
 
    “I can’t believe how much he is cumming.” 
 
    “Young men,” agreed Nancy. “If I decide to fuck him at the end of the summer I want to make sure we really build his semen up.” 
 
    “I’m so jealous,” said Mom. “I wish I could fuck him.” 
 
    “Hey, Janey? Do you have any friends that would like to be feminized and fuck your mother.” 
 
    They laughed, almost lost it, and I found laughter burbling out of me. Then I looked to the side. Dad was in the side yard, and he was staring at me. His mouth was gaping and his eyes were wide. I smiled at him and focused on feeling the last of my sperm ooze out. I shivered, and Mom pulled the prostate massager out of me. I immediately missed it. 
 
    “Lost a friend, Janey?” Nancy chuckled. 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, here’s another one for you.” She gripped one of my cheeks and pushed a plug into me. It wasn’t  hard, and it was sort of squooshy. I was to find out that the bend-ability of the thing would massage my insides in the most delicious way. It had a bump that would rub on my prostate. It was a state of the art ‘horny maker.’ 
 
    “Oh…oh, my gosh!” 
 
    Mother picked up the big wine glass she had drained me into. “Would you like a taste, Janey?” 
 
    I looked at the white goo awash in the bottom of the glass. 
 
    “Not yet,” I said, utterly fascinated. Wanting to but…but I don’t know what was stopping me. 
 
    “Halfsies, girlfriend?” Mom asked Nancy. 
 
    Nancy grinned and nodded, and they took turns guzzling my semen. 
 
    “Oh, man. Right from the source. Is there anything better?” 
 
    Mom had placed the glass on the coffee table and I stared at it. I reached out and picked it up. The insides of the glass were coated with the residue of my slime. 
 
    I ran a finger around the inside and goo collected on my finger. I held up my finger and stared at it. My cum. Mom and Nancy loved it. What did it taste like? 
 
    Oblivious to the fact that Mom and Nancy were watching me, I put the finger to my lips and sucked it. It was a little salty, a little slimy, but…it didn’t taste bad. I looked up. 
 
    Mom and Nancy were grinning. Nancy spoke drolly, “Maybe we shouldn’t have let him know. He’s liable to try and hog it all himself next time.” 
 
    I was a little embarrassed, but happy. And, of course, I was empty of cum and feeling like a million dollars. I looked out the window at Dad. He was standing in shock. I raised the glass and tipped it towards him, and he ducked down and disappeared. 
 
      
 
    Over the next few days Dad kept a low profile. He fixed and ate his meals separate from us. He washed his bedding and kept his body clean. He did whatever chores he was assigned, and…he just was lost in his own world. I suppose it was too much what happened to him next. Mind you, I don’t think Nancy was wrong, but maybe she was in just too much of a hurry. 
 
    “I want you to wear that.” 
 
    I had just come down to the basement and heard Nancy. She placed an object on the floor in front of him. 
 
    He looked at it, then looked up. “No.” 
 
    It was a butt plug. Like mine, but small. Not much of an intruder at all. 
 
    “We can do this the easy way or the hard way.” She held up the fob. 
 
    “The hard way.” He was trembling. 
 
    “Nancy?” I chimed up. 
 
    She turned to me, and she was frowning. 
 
    “Can we go upstairs? I have to tell you something.” 
 
    For a moment Nancy was caught. She wanted to finish making Dad follow her instructions, but she could tell that I was insistent. 
 
    We went up the stairs, her glancing at Dad, who’s head was down. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked when we were out of earshot. 
 
    “Two things.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “One, you’re being too rough on Dad.” 
 
    Her lips rippled on that one. She obviously disagreed with me. And I think she was disagreeing because she didn’t want to put up with him anymore. 
 
    “Second?” 
 
    “Want to go fuck?” 
 
    She blinked, then laughed. “You are nefarious.” Then she took my hand. “Come on, lover. I’ve got a new dildo I’d like you to try out on me.” 
 
    We went upstairs and I laid her down and massaged her body. I paid much attention to her sex organs, and she was near frothing at the mouth before I put on the strap on and knelt between her legs. I pushed in and she arched her back and humped her hips and grabbed me. 
 
    “Oh, fuck, oh fuck!” she whimpered. 
 
    I had been learning over the last weeks, and I began to twist and grind and scour her pussy with my fake dick. 
 
    After the third cum she moaned and said, “If you’re this good with a fake dick…what will you be like if I let you fuck me with your real dick?” 
 
    “Probably that much better,” I quipped hopefully. 
 
    She just arched her back again, hugged my mouth to her tits and said, “Shut up and fuck, you asshole.” 
 
    So I did. 
 
      
 
    We lay on the bed, tangled up and sated. Well, she was sated. I was horny with a capital HORNY! 
 
    I had been drained just a couple of days previous and I was still in the midst of the big surge of horniness that followed draining. 
 
    “I think you’re being too rough on him.” 
 
    Nancy was silent for a while, then, “I know I’m impatient, but he can take it.” 
 
    “What if he can’t?” 
 
    She went up on an elbow and cupped one of my tits. “Say, you want to try something?” 
 
    I went onto my own elbow and faced her. My tits sagged a very slight bit on my chest. It felt good. She reached under and heft my tit up. Gave it relief, and brushed my nipple with her thumb. 
 
    “Would you like me to fuck you?” 
 
    The way she said it, it sort of confused me. “You mean take off my chastity tube and fuck?” 
 
    “No. No. I mean I’ll put on the strap on and you can feel what it really feels like.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Come on. It’ll be fun, and you’ll like it.” 
 
    “But won’t that make me gay?” 
 
    “Not unless you want it to. Come on. Lots of men like anal sex, and I know you will, too. Want to try it?” 
 
    “Well…” I considered the question. I considered who I was, how far I had come. In the end, my trust and love for Nancy won out. “Sure.” 
 
    “All right!” She leaped out of the bed, turned and began taking the strap on off me. 
 
    I watched as she put it on. She took out the big dildo I had used on her and replaced it was a smaller one. Just a normal cock. Six inches, light veins, a pair of balls. 
 
    “Later we can break out the big boys. But for the first time this will do the trick. 
 
    She had just cum. Multiple times. But the idea of fucking me horned her up again. She slithered over my body, kissed my tits, hefted my cock cage. Finally she rolled me over and began lubing up my rear hole. 
 
    “Now, the trick is to relax,” she said as she went to two fingers. “Relax and it’ll all go smoothly. Nothing but fun. Resist and it’ll hurt. Think you can relax?” 
 
    “I’ll try.” 
 
    “All right. Let’s do it with you on your back first time. Doggy style is cool, but it’s easy to get carried away. Besides. I want to watch your face. I want to kiss you.” 
 
    She had three fingers in me now, and it was making me feel really good. She kept pumping her hand into me as she leaned forward and kissed me a long juicy one. 
 
    Then she stood back, and I realized that she was screwing me with four fingers, and I wasn’t having any trouble. 
 
    “Are you ready? You hunky bitch?” 
 
    Hunky bitch? I mouthed at her. 
 
    She just laughed and started to insert the dildo. 
 
    It took my breath away. My whole world became condensed on that pillar of plastic invading me. “Oh, fuck…oh, God!” I wheezed. 
 
    She kept sliding in and in, and after an eternity I felt the plastic balls touch my ass. 
 
    She held my caged cock up and began see sawing into me. She rose up and inserted, driving that penis through my channel, then she lowered herself and drew out. 
 
    Every change of direction felt like my nerves were exploding. Every time her balls touched my ass I gasped and tried to breath. 
 
    She reached up to my chest with her free hand and began massaging my tits. Squeezing them, brushing the nipples. Then she leaned forward, pressing her cock hard into me, and she began sucking on my nipples. 
 
    I don’t know when or where it started, but the world turned into a white hot bowl of sex. I forgot about breathing, my eyes rolled back and the world became a milky sludge.  
 
    “You’re having an anal orgasm,” I heard the whisper come to me as if from far away. I didn’t care. I was blasted out of this world and had become a nova. A super nova. I wasn’t aware that I was, only that I was pure, unadulterated pleasure. And it lasted, and stretched out. 
 
    I was aware that the plastic penis was being pulled out of me, but I didn’t care. I was in orgasm, and I wasn’t leaving. 
 
    From far away I felt a kiss on my lips, very light, then a presence left the room. I didn’t care. I just lay there and lived my sexual existence. 
 
      
 
    Time passed. I came down a little. I drifted into a light sleep. I dreamed of angels and penises. I was alive. I wasn’t just in love, I was love. 
 
    I awoke. The house was quiet, and I stretched, and then I felt it. Something bad. Something was wrong. It was that sixth sense and my hair was rising. 
 
    I arose, I put on a pair of panties and a bra. I slipped into my summer dress for the day. I was moving quickly. I just had this bad feeling. I left the room and walked down the hall. I descended the stairs, and the hair on the back of my neck stood up. 
 
    I stood in the foyer. Nobody was there. I started towards the basement and heard a sound. I turn my head and that’s all that saved my life. 
 
    Nancy was crumpled in a corner. She had been struck in the face many times and her face was bruised and her eyes blacked.  
 
    The blow went through the space where my head had been and struck my shoulder. It was hard, vicious, and I was to find out later that Dad had used a lead pipe that was going to be used to repair the sink downstairs. I half fell and half was pushed, then I was on the ground and Dad was leaning over me.  
 
    “You fucking sissy! You’re no son of mine!” 
 
    He grabbed me by the hair and started dragging me away from the wall and Nancy. I was twisting, and I saw Mom slumped against the wall in the basement stairway. Her face was a mess of blood and one eye was swollen shut. She held out a hand for help and I could see the plea in her eyes. 
 
    “I’ll cut this damn thing off and then we’ll see.” His face was twisted in rage. This wasn’t my father. This wasn’t the laughing man who taught me to ride a bike. This wasn’t the stern fellow who lectured me about drinking and driving. This was a maniac. 
 
    I tried to swat at him. I hit his wrist and the my hair extensions came loose at the same time. I fell free and he stumbled forward. 
 
    I scrambled across the floor, dazed, not knowing what was going on, and he scrabbled after me. His hand closed on my ankle and I tried to kick, and in twisting to kick I saw it. 
 
    A fob. 
 
    He pulled me, and my body slid across the floor. I kicked his face and he fell back and I turned the fob in my hand. 
 
    He saw what I was doing and a look of panic crossed his face. He dove for me and I started pressing the red button as hard and as fast as I could. 
 
    He landed on me, laid on me, and forgot about me. All he could think of was the terrific pain in his groin. 
 
    He rolled over, twisted away and folded up, grabbing his groin. 
 
    I don’t know how many times I pressed that damned thing. A million? 
 
    I just know I stopped when I saw smoke rising from between his clutching hands. 
 
    I kicked his face, but he wasn’t moving. 
 
    I struggled to my feet. Nancy was closest and I went to her. She was awake, and she whispered, “Call my lawyer…call 911.” 
 
    I stood up, was shaky, and my shoulder felt like broken marbles were in it. 
 
    Her phone was on the kitchen counter and I picked it up, searched her contacts and found her lawyer. I dialed and a man answered almost immediately.  
 
    “Nancy’s been hurt. We need help.” 
 
    He knew who Nancy was. “I’m on my way.” 
 
    Then I fell to my knees and went to my mother. She was awake, too, and I held her and cried. A few minutes later people started to arrive. 
 
      
 
    Nancy and Mom were badly injured and the ambulance took them away first. While waiting for the second ambulance to arrive I talked to the lawyer. I explained everything that had happened, and then was whisked away. I didn’t know if I had said enough, or too much, but…but I was done. 
 
      
 
    I had a broken shoulder. Required a surgery. The only difficult part of the surgery was when they figured out I was a guy and not a girl. No biggie. Surgery went as planned and I would make a full recovery. 
 
      
 
    Mom and Nancy would make full recoveries, too, but theirs would be more painful and take longer than mine. Dad had really done a number on them. 
 
    Mostly, he had broken bones in their faces. But they had the best doctors and bones heal. Trauma might take longer, but it, too, would pass. 
 
     
 
    As for Dad. He was scorched. His skin would heal, but his nerves were toast. He would get erections, but he wouldn’t be able to feel them. He would get horny, but…no sensation, so no relief. 
 
    I hoped he enjoyed his new lack of sex in prison. 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how the lawyer did it, there was so much evidence against us, but he turned the tables on Dad. Showed he was an abusive  and perverted husband who had home invaded. Ten years. At least. 
 
    I think it was, in the long run, Nancy’s contacts that saved us. 
 
      
 
    So we wound up on the last day of summer sitting around the pool. I was in a cast, taking pain pills, which was sort of cool. 
 
    Nancy and Mom were waiting on me hand and foot. I was the hero who had subdued my father. And the fact that he was maimed was only a bonus point in my favor. 
 
    “It’s the last day of summer,” I said. 
 
    “You’re going to start school next week.” 
 
    I looked down at my flat chest sadly. “I sort of wanted to go as a girl.” 
 
    “There’s time,” observed Nancy. “Soon as we heal up we’re going to transform you all over again.” 
 
    I smiled. I loved these two women. Then I had a thought. 
 
    “I know I didn’t last the whole summer…I had an anal orgasm, but do I still get relief?” 
 
    Mom and Nancy smiled at each other. 
 
    “Well, about that.” 
 
    “Oh, crap,” I said sadly. “And I thought I would make it the whole summer.” 
 
    “Oh, we didn’t say you weren’t going to get relief.” 
 
    “I am?” I perked up. 
 
    “You are, but there’s a couple of things to consider.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Well, first, as soon as you get your relief you are going back into chastity. And we might make you wait a while this time. None of this couple of months of summer stuff. We want you to get real horny this time.” 
 
    “Real horny?” I grinned. “I can handle that. What else.” 
 
    Nancy and Mom faced me and smiled. They were each in bathing suits. “You may not have noticed, but there are two keys here.” 
 
    I looked at their abundant chests. Nestled in their boob valleys were two keys. 
 
    “So you’re going to have to make a choice.” 
 
    I looked at Nancy. Who had feminized me and given me adventure after adventure. Put butt plugs in me and fucked me and even bought me tits. 
 
    I looked at Mom. Oh, God. Mom! 
 
    “So who do you choose?” They asked. 
 
    I made my decision, pointed my finger and said, “I choose you.” 
 
      
 
    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!
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Joan knew she was a target. Her father was richer than rich and it had been driven into her skull for years that she had to always be on the alert. Heck, a beautiful heiress was a prime target for those who wished to get rich without working. 
 
    When she was a child Joan had had bodyguards, but now that she was out on her own she had decided to do without bodyguards. She went where she wanted and didn’t worry about it. 
 
    Of course, there was good reason she didn’t worry. 
 
    First, she had pepper spray in her purse. 
 
    Second, she tried never to go out without friends. 
 
    Third, she trained herself to check out her environment. 
 
    Fourth, and this was the big one, she trained in the martial arts. A lot. 
 
    Her father had insisted, and she had gone along with it, but after a couple of years she had realized that she really liked the physical exercise. She liked practicing against full grown men. She liked knowing that she could defend herself. So she had continued her studies far past where her father might have expected her to stop. 
 
    For these four reasons, capped off by a bit of arrogance, Joan thought she was immune. Nobody was going to take her against her will. 
 
    So on a Saturday night she met with some girlfriends, had a couple of drinks, listened to some fine music, and wound up in the rare position of having to drive herself home without anybody to accompany her. Her bestie, Christie, met some hunky guy and when the new couple decided to go home together Joan took it in stride. 
 
    After the couple left Joanie only stayed for a couple of more songs, just long enough to finish a bourbon and Coke, then exited the club. 
 
    It was a hot night. Los Angeles hot. And she listened to her feet clicking on the asphalt. 
 
    The parking lot was not well lit, and there were an abundance of cars, and not many people. 
 
    Joanie’s sixth sense, honed by years of karate, suddenly popped. The hair on the back of her shapely neck stood up, her scalp itched, and she could feel it. 
 
    She stopped. Took out her keys and fitted them to her hand. Her keychain was a Kubotan, a small round bar of plastic that was perfect for loading the fist. 
 
    The night club was fifty feet to the rear. Her car was ten feet in front of her. Right beyond a dirty, white van. 
 
    She heard nothing but the sounds of the city, horn honks and the unintelligible mutter of far away voices. 
 
    Ten feet. She moved slowly, setting each step so she would be grounded and have good balance. There was really only one place an attacker could come from, and that would be the van. No wonder it was parked right next to her car. She would walk past and somebody would come out of the shadows and grab her. And it would have worked, except that Joan was no dumbie. 
 
    She put her foot just past the bumper of the van and stopped. The man rush out, arms spread, to encircle, to grab, to bear her to the pavement. To pick her up and maybe throw her against the side of the van. Knock her out. 
 
    Instead, she stepped back and brought the Kubotan down on the back of the man’s neck. It was a rabbit punch, but as if with a sap. The man lay down and slumbered. 
 
    Joan stared down at the man for about ten seconds. She had never seen him, but she didn’t expect to have. He was about five foot six, a little short for a kidnapper, but he was probably good at kidnapping, didn’t need to be bigger to get the job done. Especially if he was going after the fairer of the species. 
 
    Only ten seconds, then Joan came to herself. Who the hell wanted to kidnap her? She lifted his coat to find a wallet or identification, or maybe a letter with kidnapping instructions signed with a flourish. Instead, she found handcuffs. 
 
    She took the cuffs off and put them on the man, and just in time. He was starting to come around. 
 
    “Unh…” he shook his head, realized he was lying on his face, and he struggled and managed to sit up. 
 
    Joan glanced back at the night club. Nobody had come out. 
 
    “Wha…” 
 
    “Get up,” Joan ordered brusquely. 
 
    “Huh? Wait? What are you…” 
 
    The man started struggling against the handcuffs. 
 
    He was brown eyed, brunette, hair a bit shaggy. He wasn’t ugly, he was just..plain. The kind of features you could forget. 
 
    “Get up. Now.” 
 
    “Get these cuffs off me! Now!” 
 
    Joan looked at the club. Any second somebody would come out. She made up her mind. She reached down between the man’s legs, which were conveniently spread out, and grabbed him by the testicles. She squeezed and lifted. 
 
    “Aieee!” But he was on his feet. Nobody coming.  
 
    She didn’t say a word, just pulled him between the cars. The sliding door on the side of the van was open and she literally tossed him into the van. 
 
    She quickly crawled in after him. 
 
    He lay on the floor and made puking sounds. 
 
    Joan looked around. Duc tape for wrists. A sack for her head. A length of nylon rope. The man had come a’callin’ all right. She searched for instruments of torture, pliers for the nipples, maybe a lighter, but—thank , God—she didn’t find any of that stuff. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whined and jerked to turn himself over. It was hard with his hands cuffed behind his back. 
 
    Joan turned on the overhead light and studied the man.  
 
    “Jeez, lady. Let me loose.” His voice was ragged. He was still feeling the effects of being conked on the head and lifted by the nuts. 
 
    “Who told you about me?” 
 
    “What? I don’t know about you! I just tripped and it looked like I was coming towards you. I’m sorry if it looked—” 
 
    “Handcuffs?” 
 
    “Uh…” he wasn’t able to think fast enough to answer that one. 
 
    “What’s your name.” 
 
    “Douglas Henderson.” 
 
    “Well, Dougie, you’ve got a problem. You see I don’t believe you.” 
 
    He was coming around to himself. “You’d better let me go. This is false imprisonment. You’re doing the kidnapping. I’m going to scream for help.” 
 
    Joan smiled. The odd thing was that she had participated in kidnapping scenarios in her karate class. It was called the ‘stranger danger’ drill, and she knew everything that Doug was going to say or do before he said it. 
 
    “Couple of things wrong with your plan, Dougie.” 
 
    He looked at her suspiciously. 
 
    “First, if you make a peep I am going to kick you in the nuts as hard as I can. Second, if you turn away I will hit you in the back of the head hard enough to make your eyeballs fall out and roll. Third…” she pulled the door shut, “…I actually want you to yell so I can do those things to you.” 
 
    That was the moment that Doug really started to worry. The quick snatch job was turning into a major fuck up. 
 
    “Okay…there’s got to be some way for both of us to go home happy.” 
 
    “I don’t know about your happy, but my happy consists of you telling me who hired you to kidnap me.” 
 
    He answered readily and Joan thought it was the truth. “A phone call. I don’t know any names.” 
 
    “Bad for you…let me explain. I’m an heiress. People would love to hold me for ransom. But because I know this I keep a very low profile. The only people that know where I live are my best and closest friends, who would never betray me, and my family, who are likewise not suspects. But somebody knows, and they told you about me, and…I need to know who. You are going to tell me.” 
 
    “Look, I understand, I even feel for you, if you can believe that. But I was telling the truth. I received all my instructions over the phone.” 
 
    “Well, that’s too bad for you.” 
 
    “Why? What are—“ 
 
    She jumped on him, her full body weight, and bore him backwards to the floor of the van. His arms and shoulders hurt from the awkwardness and the weight pushed down on them, then she was ripping off a piece of duc tape and slapping it over his mouth. 
 
    “Hey! HE—HGHJK!” 
 
    His voice became dour mumble. His eyes flashed frantically, he struggled, but she just got off him and spooled off a piece of rope. 
 
    “Whhie yui ukio?” 
 
    She didn’t bother answering, just looped the rope through his hand cuffs, then over a hook in the ceiling. From there she brought the rope down and sat on his legs and looped the rope around the legs, then pulled the rope to a hook on the ceiling in the back of the van. 
 
    Doug Henderson was barely supported on his belly, his body in a shallow U, and he was trussed up and stretched out. 
 
    “Hmpppjhg! “Huoijhg!” 
 
    She ignored him, got out of the van and looked around. The parking lot was still empty, but it didn’t matter now. Dougie boy was hog tied, and she was more concerned with her purse, which she had dropped. She found it wedged under the tire of her car and she picked it up and went back to the open door of the van. Watching Doug she tapped the face and started making calls. 
 
      
 
    Doug had kidnapped people before. He was actually quite good at it. So good that people never even noticed that he was under sized for a kidnapper. 
 
    But how much size do you need when your primary target is a woman? You push ‘em on the ground, conk their head if need be, and if the situation warrants, use a taser. 
 
    But Joan wasn’t a big girl, he didn’t want to mess with a taser in a parking lot where people could happen by, so he figured he’d just rattle her around, throw her on the ground or against the van, and he’d be gone. 
 
    Obviously, he thought ruefully, he should have gone with the taser. 
 
    What should have been a snatch and go ended up with him hogtied, and her showing a situational awareness that he never expected a woman to have. 
 
    In fact, she was about as efficient as any kidnapper he had ever met. 
 
    After a couple of terse conversations, she had put a sack over his head, turned the music up in the van, and stood outside keeping watch.  
 
    Now unable to hear or see, he yet knew when another person showed up, and another. He could hear voices, differentiate between them, but he couldn’t make out what they were saying. 
 
    No matter. She would make a mistake and he would get free. 
 
    Then the door slid shut. He listened, he felt the van jounce and knew somebody had gotten in. Then he heard the motor start up. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    He lay in the back, sliding a bit in his uncomfortable position. His arms were starting to ache, and he wasn’t a fan of pain. 
 
    He tried to keep track of turns, but rapidly became confused. He tried to at least figure out the compass direction they were going in was, but that didn’t work. 
 
    A half hour later the van bounced over a curb. The tires crunched over some gravel, then bounced again, they they were on smooth surface. The van only went a short ways, probably less than a hundred feet, before it stopped. 
 
    The music was turned off and his ears rejoiced. His arms felt like they were on fire and he groaned. 
 
    The driver’s door opened and closed. 
 
    The sound of more cars inside…a warehouse it sounded like. Then the sound of doors closing, and the click of high heels on cement. Multiple high heels. 
 
    He moaned again, his shoulders bearing the brunt of his weight. They were pulled up and back and he felt like his bones were in danger of coming apart. 
 
    Voices, even some laughter. Fucking bitches. When he got loose… 
 
    The door slid open and he smelled a different odor seeping through the mask. An odor like cars being worked on. But that could mean anything. 
 
    Then he was ignored again. 
 
    Another radio started up, sounded like a boom box, but it wasn’t loud. 
 
    He heard the sound of people moving around, all high heels, and he heard voices chatting. 
 
    A drill started up, and he could tell from the pitch that it was drilling into concrete. 
 
    Concrete? What the hell were they planning on doing to him? 
 
    Then more drilling sounds, hammer sounds, even saw sounds. An hour later the sounds of construction stopped. 
 
    The van shuddered with bodies getting on. He could feel their bodies moving around him. They loosened the ropes and he laid down on his belly. His arms were getting used to pain, and now they generated more pain as they were allowed to relax. 
 
    He was dragged out of the van and across a concrete surface. 
 
    He was put in a chair. A weird chair. It felt like a dentist’s chair. The chair didn’t move, and he realized they must have screwed the chair to the floor. 
 
    Chains were pulled around his ankles, and his legs were fixed to the legs of the chair. 
 
    He was pulled over to one side and a new set of handcuffs was put on his right arm. That set of hand cuffs was fastened to the arm of a chair. The arm was metal, the chair had to be metal, and he tried a sample pull and knew that he was securely fastened, at least for the right arm. But maybe he could pull his left arm loose and—a thin wire was placed around his left wrist. So thin that if he struggled he’d probably just cut himself. Then his left arm was pulled to the armrest and handcuffed. 
 
    This whole time he hadn’t tried to make a sound. He had only tried pulling on the wrist once. He had figured out there were four people, and they were probably all women. No sound of men’s shoes; just heels. 
 
    The four sets of heels walked away. He heard voices muttering in conversation probably fifty feet away. He waited.. 
 
    Ten minutes later the heels came back to him. The bag was pulled off his head and he blinked. He was in a warehouse. The lighting was dim. Four women stared at him. 
 
    They were babes. Good bodies, pretty faces. No, beautiful faces. Two brunettes, a blonde and one with purple streaks in her hair. They were all made up, and he realized they must have been out on the town before they got the call. 
 
    He focused on his target. 
 
    Joan stared at him, her mouth in a moue. 
 
    “Well,” said one of the brunettes, the one that wasn’t Joan, “I vote we take him out to Griffith Park and bury him deep.” 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    “Hummmjh!” Doug attempted to start a conversation. 
 
    “He wants to talk.” 
 
    “He wants to bullshit.” 
 
    “Why Griffith Park? Why not just off him and toss him in a field? It’s not like anybody will miss Mr. Scumbag here.” 
 
    Doug waited. He was sweating. No, he didn’t believe their tough talk, but the idea was out there. Get rid of him. No fuss, no muss, no bother. God, he wished he had used the taser. 
 
    “Well, let’s see what Dougie boy has to say,” suggested Joan. She walked forward, gripped the duc tape and gave a yank. 
 
    “Fuck,” whispered Doug hoarsely. The tape near ripped his lips off. 
 
    Joanie leaned down and placed her arm on his chair. “Okay, Dougie boy. No time for prevarication…who sent you.” 
 
    “I told you, it was a phone call. Money deposited in my account.” 
 
    “How much they pay you for me?” 
 
    “Twenty-five thou.” 
 
    The other three girls had moved closer, and now he felt like he was in the center of a bunch of cops and getting a grilling. 
 
    Joanie looked up at the other girls. 
 
    “I believe him,” said purple head, “But we need to be sure.” 
 
    Joanie stepped back. “Let’s get naked.” 
 
    The girls moved in on him. Two of them held his leg firmly. 
 
    “What are you—“ 
 
    The third girl, the blonde held up a razor knife. “Don’t struggle, Dougle. I’d hate to cut deep.” The look in her eyes said she wanted to cut deep. 
 
    The blonde started at his right ankle and ripped the knife quickly but efficiently up his pant leg. The brunette pulled, and the thing came apart easily. 
 
    The left leg, then some sawing, and he was pantless. 
 
    “Ooh, tighty whiteys,” the blonde chimed. She stuck a finger in the leg hole and start cutting. 
 
    One thing he had never imagined could happen, not that he had imagined himself in this situation at all, was that his penis stood up. 
 
    “Look! Dougie has a stiffie.” 
 
    “How cute. 
 
    Purple hair grabbed it and shook it and Doug groaned. Why the fuck had he chosen this moment to have an erection. Why did it have to feel so good to have a warm hand holding his prized member? 
 
    They cut off his shirt, then they all stood back and Joan stepped forward. While they had been cutting his clothes off she had picked up a pair of scissors. They were rusty, and when she opened and closed them they made a harsh, rasp of a sound. 
 
    “What the fuck!” Doug panicked. “What the fuck are you doing?” 
 
    “Dougie. We have to be sure, and I heard once that eunuchs tell no lies.” 
 
    “No! Stop! I told you everything.” 
 
    “I doubt that. Hold his head. 
 
    The girls moved in again. One of them put a belt around his neck and pulled back. The other two pushed down on his legs. He was caught, he couldn't move. Joan kelt in front of him and he felt her hands grip his testicles. She held them firmly and his pecker pushed up. She slowly shook her head. “So sad.” 
 
    “I’ll talk! I’ll talk! Let me talk!” 
 
    “Too late, and too bad. They look so big and happy, too.” She moved and he felt a cut across his skin, then…then… 
 
    Joan stood up. She held a pair of nuts in her hands. They were slimed in blood, but…his nuts! She had cut off his nuts!” 
 
    Doug sobbed. He had been castrated! He had been…he… 
 
    Joan smiled. She dropped his nuts. He heard them hit the floor. 
 
    CLANG! 
 
    Doug blinked. 
 
    Clang? Metal nuts? And he was supremely confused. He had metal nuts? 
 
    “You…you didn’t…” 
 
    “Nope. You’re still whole down there. Those were just those metal nuts they hang on the backs of trucks. But I suggest you start talking for real now. The next time won’t be fake.” 
 
    No smiles now. 
 
    “So talk. Who paid you?” 
 
    Doug was more than willing to speak now. Unfortunately, he still didn’t have anything worth listening to. 
 
    “But I don’t know! I really don’t! Jobs come in over a phone. I have a…I guess you’d call him a broker, he gets the jobs for me, but he’s not even here. He’s in New York, and he’s mob connected.” 
 
    Joan listened, and frowned. She was pretty sure he was telling the truth. His story hadn’t changed, he had experienced sever trauma…no, he was telling the truth. 
 
    “And that’s all I know. I swear! Please believe me.” 
 
    The other girls were watching and he looked from one to the other, hoping to convince at least one, hoping to get out of this mess with his balls still in their sack and firmly connected to his groin. 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Purple. 
 
    “Yeah,” agreed Blonde. “He’d probably lie to his own mother.” 
 
    “No! No! I swear!” His eyes were moist and tears started overflowing. 
 
    Joan: “What were you supposed to do with me? Kill me?” 
 
    “Oh, God! No! I don’t do that! I was supposed to deliver you to a place.” 
 
    Purple snorted, “And then they’d kill you. I tell ya, Joan, cut ‘em off and make ‘em into dice. You could put ‘em in little blocks of lucite with painted numbers on the side. 
 
    “Snake eyes,” quipped Brunette, and they all laughed. 
 
    “No! Please, believe me! You’ve got me! I have to tell the truth to get out of this! You have to believe me.” 
 
    “Let’s talk this over, girl.” 
 
    The four women retreated into the gloom of the warehouse. Doug could hear their voices discussing him, but he couldn’t make out what they were saying. 
 
    A couple of minutes later they came back. 
 
    Joanie leaned over and placed her hands on his arms. “First things first, Dougie, we are going to need a confession.” 
 
    Purple brought a camera into the circle of light and set it up so it was aimed directly at his face. 
 
    “Sure,” he said, his heart sinking, “I’ll confess.” 
 
    It was that or his nuts. It would mean the end of his career as a kidnapper, but he would still have his testicles. 
 
    “We’re on,” said Purple. 
 
    Joanie stepped back, out of the camera view. 
 
    “Talk, Dougie, and make it good.” 
 
    “Uh…” he was sort of at a loss as to what to say. He hadn’t planned on confessing this evening. 
 
    “Start with your name.” 
 
    “My name is Doug Henderson.” 
 
    “What were you doing tonight.” 
 
    “I went to kidnap a girl.” 
 
    “Give details.” 
 
    So he told the story. He stole the van, he received information about Joan, and he tracked her to a restaurant. He told about having the tables turned on him, he talked and he talked and he talked. 
 
    When he was done, they had him confess a second time. Then a third time. 
 
    After the third time the girls held a quick discussion. 
 
    Blonde: “You believe him?” 
 
    Purple: “He never changed his story. If he was lying he probably would have.” 
 
    Brunette: “It’s not too late to cut his family jewels off.” 
 
    And they actually chuckled at that. Sadistic bitches! 
 
    Joan: “Okay, we know the number he was to call, we know the drop off point. And we need to know who paid him. You girls ready for phase two?” 
 
    Phase two? What the fuck? 
 
    “Oh, yes,” muttered Blonde, and the others shook their heads and grinned. 
 
    “What are you doing? What’s phase two.” 
 
    “Phase two is where you become deserving of retaining your best friends.” Joan looked down at his groin. She turned to the girls. “Lets get set up. I’ll give Dougie a couple of last minute instructions.” 
 
    The girls moved off into the gloom. Shortly he heard cars start, and leave. 
 
    Joan knelt in front of him. Her hands were on his. She was smiling and suddenly didn’t look dangerous at all. 
 
    “Dougie boy, we’ve got your confession. We could call this number, talk to this Steve person you were supposed to report to, and arrange for him to get the confession. 
 
    Doug’s breath caught. He knew what would happen to him, and he knew they wouldn’t stop at his nuts. They would dismember him and spread his remains across the Great Lakes. 
 
    Joan reached forward and grabbed his penis then. He froze. He fully expected her to rip it right off his body. 
 
    “Then there’s the other option.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Doug licked his dry lips. “I’d like the other option.” 
 
    “I’m sure you would. The other option is you walk out of here, with the tapes, and your nutsack, and if not a smile on your face, at least not a frown.” 
 
    She was actually stroking him. Talk about mixed singles. He moaned slightly, then gasped, “Just tell me what to do.” 
 
    “Eventually, we will, but right now…you just have to go along to get along.” 
 
    He gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Okay. Would you like to have an orgasm?” 
 
    “Wha…what? He started blinking at this non sequitur.  
 
    “I asked if you would like to have an orgasm.” 
 
    “Why…I don’t understand?” Man, talk about confusion. First they’re going to cut his nuts off, then…an orgasm? 
 
    “I just thought you might like to have an orgasm. You know, you’ve been under a lot of stress, this might relax you. What do you say, would you like to have a big, old, juicy cum?” 
 
    “Right now?” His voice actually squeaked. 
 
    “No time like the present. How’s my hand feel?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s good.” 
 
    “Of course,” she reached under his penis and took his balls in her other hand, “We could go back to slice and dice. I really thought the idea about making your testicles into dice was cool. I could hang them from my rear view mirror and see them every time I looked behind me. And think about what great conversation pieces they would be. ‘Hey, Joan, nice dice, where’d you get them?’ ‘A friend of mine named Doug.’ ‘Cool, could he make me a pair?’ ‘I don’t think so. There’s sort of a limited supply of these things.’ She shook his nutsack and he groaned.  
 
    “No, please. I’ll take the…I’ll take the orgasm.” 
 
    “I thought you might.” She was stroking him seriously now, and she palpated his nuts, giving little slaps that made him jump. The feeling was building pretty quickly down there. 
 
    Joan had soft hands, educated hands, and she used her fingernails to score him, then blew on the head. 
 
    Doug moaned and tried to move his hips forward. 
 
    “Don’t move, Dougie boy. I don’t want to lose my rhythm. 
 
    “It’s…it’s hard.” He meant to not move. 
 
    “I know it is,” Joanie laughed. “And it is about to feel so good. Are you close?” 
 
    “Yes,” he gulped. “Yes.” 
 
    “Then go for it.” 
 
    A few seconds later Doug began to spurt. Oh, it was heaven, his testicles tightened up, his muscles began to twitch, and he felt that wonderful feeling of hot sperm pushing up his shaft. 
 
    “There we go,” crooned Joan. 
 
    Doug spasmed and emptied his testicles in her hand. It took a while, he hadn’t known he was that horny, but…finally, he was empty. He sagged, and Joanie walked into the darkness. 
 
    He heard her footsteps, then the sound of water running, then she was returning. Click. Click. Click. 
 
    She came out of the gloom, her heels tapping and her ass swaying and her boobs quivering with each step. She had a huge smile on her face. She was holding a little box, maybe six inches on a side. 
 
    “What’s that?” He felt good. After sex lassitude permeated him. 
 
    “It’s a chastity tube, Doug. We’re going to put your little pal in jail for a while. 
 
    “Wait? Why?” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. You do everything right then you can have the key.” 
 
    “But…why?” 
 
    So Joanie explained the plot, and his eyes grew large. 
 
    “No!” he blurted at one point. “I don’t want to do that?” 
 
    “We could just turn your confession over to the police. Would you prefer Steve or the police?” 
 
    “But…I don’t want to do this!” 
 
    “And I didn’t want to be kidnapped. And then you didn’t want to be kidnapped. But here we are, and it’s not like you have a lot of choices. Besides, once we start in on you you’re going to find that you like it. Men always do. So I suggest you just play along, do your part, and this will all be over. 
 
    Suddenly a door far away opened and closed. High heels clicked towards him. He licked his lips and stared into the gloom. 
 
    “The girls are back, Dougie Boy. So what’s it going to be? Do you want to go along and get along? Or do you want to go back to the rusty scissors part of this whole thing?” 
 
    He stared at her. He didn’t know if she really could cut off his testicles. But she had played him thus far, and she certainly didn’t seem like a soft person. 
 
    Joan smiled. “Make up your mind, Dougie Boy.” 
 
    He licked his lips again, then nodded. “Okay.” 
 
    Joanie reached for his package. She slipped a ring around his testicles and penis. Then she slipped a tube over his cock. She locked it… 
 
      
 
    CLICK! 
 
      
 
    Gave it a shake, then stood up and stepped back. 
 
    The other three women had come out of the gloom and they stood waiting. They were holding bags and a small, little mini-suitcase 
 
    “Okay, girls,” said Joanie. “He’s all yours.” 
 
    Joanie stepped back and the three women moved in on him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    The women worked efficiently. They didn’t bother removing his handcuffs, not yet. 
 
    One woman took his legs and the other his arms and the other his body. They slathered white cream all over him. They even reached behind his back and slathered it on. If he hadn’t just cum he would have gotten an erection the way boobs were pressed again him. As it was, he was just aware, painfully aware. 
 
    Then they stood back and chatted. Talked boyfriends and nail polish and stuff. 
 
    Doug didn’t know what was happening, but suddenly his body started to heat up. “Hey! This stuff is burning!” 
 
    They washed the cream off him. They had a hose that went to a far sink, and they sprayed him down. Cold turned to hot, so it was probably connected to a slop sink of some sort. 
 
    They dried him off. Big, fluffy towels. Rub a dub dub. They chatted amongst themselves, and occasionally directed a quip toward shim. 
 
    Dry, two women sat at his feet and two took his hands.  
 
    “Just relax, Dougie.” 
 
    He tried to, and they prepared his nails. He couldn’t see his toes, but he caught occasional glimpses of bottles of polish. Bright red. 
 
    His hands he could see, and his nails were prepped, sanded, and long ovals soon adorned his digits. They painted his new fingernails red. 
 
    His toes were done first, and those two girls began working on his face. They cleansed it with tiny sponges, then began rubbing primer onto him. He had no mirror, but he could imagine what they were doing, and figure it out from the way they talked and the movement of their hands. 
 
    “Give him a bruise there and there,” Joanie directed. 
 
    He felt latex being glued to his skin. He now had swellings as if he had fallen on his face, or just been hit with a fist. 
 
    They put a foundation on him, then began applying blush. Shortly they were working on his eyes. Liner and mascara. 
 
    He sat rigid, aware that sharp objects were fractions of an inch from his orbs. 
 
    “Relax, Dougie.” 
 
    He tried. Lord, how he tried, and then he felt something. Oh shit. His cock tried to stand up. 
 
    Why now? he moaned on the inside. 
 
    He willed his cock to lay down, to go back to sleep, but he might just as well tried to whisper a hurricane to sleep. 
 
    “Hey, Dougie’s getting excited!” 
 
    The girls all chuckled and Joanie picked up his chastity encased cock and looked at it. She looked at him with a grin. “Told you, Dougie boy. Every man loves this.” 
 
    “But I’m not that kind of guy!” 
 
    “That’s what they all say, but the proof is in the pudding. Or in the chastity. She shook it. “You can’t hide from the truth, Dougie.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whined, and his cock kept pressing and trying to get hard. 
 
    They rubbed his chest with glue, pressed a large pair of tits onto his pecs, held them in place till the glue dried, then put a bra on him. 
 
    Doug looked down at his tits. They looked so huge. 
 
    He looked at Joan. 
 
    Joan was contemplating him. He compared her tits to his. They were a pretty good match. With clothes on nobody would be able to tell the the difference between their tits. 
 
    Purple: “We’re going to loosen your legs, Doug.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “They took off the cuffs around his legs and began pulling nylons up his legs. They had him lift his legs and help a little when they pulled the nylons over the part of his legs that were on the chair. 
 
    “Let’s use a garter, I don’t want one of these to slip off at the wrong time. They might look up under his dress to see what’s wrong. 
 
    So they did. 
 
    Doug felt the straps against his skin and his cock was twitching madly in the cage. The girls kept noticing and they kept mentioning it, and even fondling his plastic prison. 
 
    Lipstick. The tube had a bright red label on it. To match his fingers. 
 
    A wig. It looked exactly like Joan’s hair. 
 
    “Fasten it good. If somebody grabs him by the hair I want him to go with it.” 
 
    Blonde said, “Sorry, Doug, but you’re going to have to shave your head to get this wig off.” 
 
    “S’okay,” he mumbled. 
 
    Almost done, except for the dress, they stood back and inspected their work. 
 
    His cheeks had been padded and shadowed. His eyes plucked to perfectly match Joan’s, and he looked like Joan. The slight differences were disguised by a couple of small bruises. 
 
    “Joanie, baby,” muttered Brunette, “I’ve seen you look better.” 
 
    “Yeah, girlfriend,” chimed in Blonde, “I never got around to telling you how ugly you really are.” 
 
    Doug sat and took it, and he thought about his chances. They were going to release him pretty soon, and then what were his options? 
 
    He had none. 
 
    He had to do what they said, even putting his life to risk, because they had his confession, and that would definitely result in his demise. 
 
    Joan: “Okay, Dougie. Now we find out if we can trust you.” 
 
    “I won’t run.” 
 
    “Put high heels on him first.” 
 
    So they slipped some high heels on him, then they undid his handcuffs. 
 
    Doug felt his wrists, felt the life come back into them, and he rubbed the chaff marks. He was so aware of how his hands were female hands. 
 
    And his face felt like it had a mask glued to it. A skin tight mask. 
 
    Which made his weenie struggle again. 
 
    He stood up. 
 
    He wobbled. The high heels were difficult to stand in. He wasn’t going to be doing much walking. 
 
    Joan took off her dress and handed it to him.  
 
    His eyes widened at how perfectly built she was. 
 
    And…how perfectly built he was. 
 
    They helped him slip the dress over his head, and Joanie was handed sweats, including a hoodie, which she rapidly slipped into. 
 
    Finally, done, Joanie turned to Purple. “We’ll do his throat as soon as he makes the call.” 
 
    “You got it.” 
 
    Joanie handed Doug a script, let him read it, and said, “You ready?” 
 
    Doug nodded and cleared his throat. 
 
    Joanie dialed, and they heard the phone click on the other end, then a man’s voice: “You do it?” 
 
    “She’s right here in front of me.” 
 
    “Okay. Take her to 4309 Wilson. Nine tonight. We’ll have a package for you to deliver. Just push the girl out on the mattress, pick up the package and leave. We’ll be waiting for you.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “I had to hit her. A couple of times. She’s got bruises. Does it matter? 
 
    “Nah.” 
 
    Real sweethearts, Joan thought. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Click. 
 
    Joanie held up a spray can. Try not to swallow. One quick breath will hold you for the night. But try not to talk. 
 
    He opened his mouth and she spritzed his throat. 
 
    He didn’t feel anything except the cool of the mist, but when he spoke again his voice came out an octave higher. It sounded feminine. 
 
    The girls all laughed, and he even grinned. He sounded so funny. 
 
    “Okay, girls, and you Doug, let’s go over the plan.” 
 
    So they did, and Doug listened avidly. It was his life on the line, after all. 
 
    Eight o’clock came and Joan got into the van. The other girls piled into another car and followed her. 
 
    Wilson St. was on the far side of town, and it wasn’t a nice area. Shabby houses mixed in with garages and the streets were filthy. 
 
    Joan threaded her way through a narrow gateway and back to 4309. The door was a metal roll up and it was open. There were no lights inside, and that was good. Joan was wearing the baggie hoodie and her body was pretty well disguised, but a careful look wild reveal that she was a woman. No lights would help conceal her. 
 
    She drove into the garage and the lights revealed a mattress just inside the door. There was a package, just a bubble wrap envelope, on the mattress. She stopped, slid the door open and rolled Doug out. Then she grabbed the package and backed out of the garage. 
 
    Doug lay on the mattress, huddled up as in fear, trying to keep his body and face hard to examine. 
 
    The door rolled shut and all was silent. Doug waited. 
 
      
 
    On the street Joan drove away. She drove for some minutes, searching for tails. She saw nothing. She stopped at a seven eleven and ordered a hot dog and a Coke. She kept her eye on the street. Nobody. 
 
    She went back out to the van, took out a stick with a mirror on it and walked around the van. She saw nothing attached to the car. Not that there was much chance of somebody putting a bug on her, but better safe than sorry. She got into the van and opened the package she was supposed to deliver. She didn’t feel bad about opening somebody else’s mail because it rally wasn’t somebody else’s mail. It was addressed to her home, her real home where her father lived. 
 
      
 
    Earlier that night Blonde, Purple and Brunette had driven to a location up the street from the garage. Blonde got out and walked up to a house. The house was dark, nobody home, and she acted like she had lost her keys, then walked around the house, through a couple of back yards, and set up to watch the garage. 
 
    Purple and Brunette waited in the car, laying down and not moving. Purple had a mirror on a stick and she held it up and watched the driveway at 4309. 
 
    Across from the garage Blonde watched from under a bush. She had brought a Coke and a Three Musketeers bar. She waited, and took a nibble off the bar, and a swig, and waited. 
 
    She watched the van pull in, some sort of movement just inside the garage, then the van backed out to the street and drove away. 
 
    The door to the garage rolled down. 
 
      
 
    Doug listened to the sound of the rollers and the door rumbling. He was about as scared as he had ever been in his life. He wanted to jump up and run, and keep running. But he couldn’t. He had to get that confession back. 
 
    He heard the sound of somebody coming across the floor. A flashlight shone on him and he ducked his face away from the light. 
 
    “All right.” It sounded like the man was trying to disguise his voice. 
 
      
 
    Joan stopped at a Copymat and made copies of the letter inside the thick envelope. Then she continued on to her father’s house. And now came the sticky wicket. She had to deliver the package and worry her father to death. 
 
    It went against everything inside her. But she had to. 
 
    She put the package on the front door step, rang hell out of the bell, and ran for it. She was watching from the shrubbery when her father opened the door, looked out, looked down, and picked up the package. 
 
    She was crying, cursing herself, but she walked around the house and looked in a side window. 
 
    Her father, with lowered brows, opened the package. A look of shock and horror crosseed his face. Then he went upstairs to the computer. 
 
    Joan had her own laptop, and she picked it up and connected with the house system. It was a simple matter to tap into the feed that her father was calling up.  
 
      
 
    Darkness. The screen pixillated, then a picture formed. It was Joan, huddled on a mattress. Her face was bruised and puffy in a couple of places. But it was her. 
 
    A voice came over the feed. “Ten million dollars. Deposit it in The Bank of the West Indies. Account number 23-54398222-542.” 
 
    The number was written at the bottom of the screen and stayed there. 
 
    “If you call the police, the FBI, or anybody…you will never see her again. We are watching you.” 
 
    The screen faded to black. 
 
     
 
    Upstairs Henry Fielding, Joan’s father, collapsed in on himself. His only daughter! The love of his life! How…how!? 
 
    Trembling, he reached for the phone, and then stopped. They were watching him. 
 
    He thought. 
 
    The ten million was no problem. It was chicken feed.  
 
    The bank was just. a stopping point for his money As soon as his money was deposited it would disappear, go to other untraceable accounts. 
 
    Fine. He didn’t care. He just wanted his daughter back. He straightened up and reached for the computer again. Time to transfer some money. 
 
     
 
    Joan hit the gas and the van, which was turning into ‘old Trusty,’ responded. She slowed for lights, kept an eye out for cops, but she was in a hurry. Whoever had sent the computer feed was working out of the warehouse. They hadn’t bothered to move Doug, and she recognized the filthy mattress. 
 
    She had no idea who had sent the internet stream, and that meant she had no idea who was behind everything, but her only chance of finding out was back at the warehouse. If she could get there in time. Now that the video had been sent they could move at any time. 
 
    Blonde held her position. She had finished her candy bar and Coke and needed to pee But she had received no phone call, so she should just keep watching. 
 
    Purple and Brunette stayed in the car. Nothing was happening, so they set tight. 
 
      
 
    Inside the warehouse Doug lay on the mattress and waited. The man who had filmed him had gone into the back room and he could see the glow of a computer screen. The man was waiting for ten million dollars. If Joan was right, her father would send it quickly, and then…then the dispensation of one Doug Henderson would be seen to. 
 
    Would he be let go? Left bound on the mattress? Worse? 
 
    He was a kidnapper. Sort of a middle man snatch artist. He kidnapped the women, turned them over to a third party for…disposal. 
 
    He had often wondered what happened to his victims. Had they been…disposed of? 
 
    He didn’t know, and now that he was laying on a dirty mattress in a garage he wanted to know. 
 
    Now that he was experiencing what he had handed out…he was having a change of mind. 
 
    He had done it for the money, and never bothered to find out what happened to the victims. 
 
    For the first time in his life he considered himself a bad person. 
 
    For the first time in his life he wished he could go back and change things. 
 
    “YES!” the man in the back of the garage exulted. He pumped a fist towards the roof, and the sky above, and began a happy dance. He had managed to pull it off! He had won! He had beaten that old fool, the father of Joan, and he was ten million dollars richer! 
 
    He stood and stared at the screen, saw his offshore bank account swell by ten million buckaroonies. 
 
    He leaned his fists on the grey table the computer was on and stared at the screen. Ten million dollars. He could get away now. Heck, he could skip out on the money he owed. Fuck those idiots. They could never catch him once he lifted wheels for the Indies. 
 
    He straightened up and sighed heavily. 
 
    Then: “YEAH!” He pumped his fist and did his happy dance all over again. 
 
    Joan turned the van into the shabby district and picked up her cell phone. She had been so intent o driving…and her friends were already there. 
 
    “Guys!” she barked. “Is there anything happening?” 
 
    “Nope,” and “Nada.” 
 
      
 
    The man finished chortling and chuckling and celebrating his cleverness and came out of the back room. Doug finally got a good look at him, and he memorized those features. Then he turned his face away and prayed he wouldn’t end up with a bullet in his skull. Or worse. 
 
    The man walked up to Doug and laughed. “Okay, my dear, thank you for your service.” He toed her softly in the buttocks. “But I’ll be on my way now. I’ll arrange for somebody to come get you and…” he stopped. The girl wasn’t moving. She should be reacting somehow. 
 
    Suspicious, the man leaned down, grabbed her shoulder and pulled her over. 
 
    “What the…you’re not…who…” 
 
    He saw through the paint and the fake bruises. He saw different eyes than the ones he expected. 
 
    His mind spun crazy. 
 
    But he had the money. 
 
    But…who was the girl? And if he didn’t have Joan, then where was she now? Could this all be…was it a trap!” 
 
    Doug expected violence, but the man didn’t react the way he thought he would. Not anger, but fear. In fact, terror. 
 
    The man ran to the garage door and began pulling it up. 
 
      
 
    Across the street. “Joan, something’s happening. The door is going up.” 
 
    Down the street Purple and Brunette went into action. Purple crawled over the seat, Brunette sat up and turned the key. 
 
     
 
    The man didn’t wait to hoist the door fully open. He ran out into the yard. 
 
    “He’s on foot,” Blonde was trying to remain calm, but the man wasn’t calm, and she had a feeling everything was turning sideways. 
 
      
 
    Joan was only a couple of blocks away, driving like a madman. Or madwoman. The van nearly tilted over, but she managed to keep it upright and closed in on the garage. 
 
    Brunette turned the car around. 
 
    Blonde came out from under the bush, yelling into her cell phone. 
 
    “He’s got a car!” 
 
      
 
    The man leaped into his Jag, turned the key and hit the gas. The car spurted out into the yard and he cranked the wheel. Two wheels throwing up a rooster tail of dust, and slid into the street, just cutting off Brunette. 
 
    The engine roared and the Jag jumped like somebody had poked a stick up its ass. 
 
    Down the street Joan was listening to the commotion, trying to make sense out of it. She came around the corner, saw the oncoming car and tried to cut it off. 
 
    The Jag swerved, made it around her, and all Joan did was succeed in cutting off Brunette and Purple. 
 
    Cursing, frustrated, angry, Brunette and Purple leaped from their car and screamed at the disappearing headlights. 
 
    Joan got out of the car, but she wasn’t angry. She had a sad smile on her face. “It’s okay.” 
 
    “It is? But…he got away!” 
 
    “Maybe,” said Joan. “Let’s go check on Dougie.” 
 
     
 
    Doug was twisting on the mattress, trying in vain to bust his handcuffs. The four women walked in through the open door and looked down on him. 
 
    “Sorta cute like that, isn’t he?” 
 
    “We could take him home. Keep him for a pet.” 
 
    Joan (chuckling): “Come on, guys. He did good.” She knelt and reached behind him and inserted the key and freed him. 
 
    Doug didn’t run, he didn’t jump up or curse or anything. He just latched on to Joan and started crying. 
 
    He had just lived an hour of terror. He thought of the people he had terrorized. What had he done? What on earth had he done!? 
 
    Joan was surprised, then she smiled and returned the hug. Finally, she stood up, helped Doug to his feet. “Did you see him?” 
 
    Doug nodded. “But I don’t know who he is. I’ve never seen him before.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” Joan just smiled ruefully. “Come on, you guys. There’s one piece left to this puzzle.” 
 
    Curious, Doug and the girls left the garage. 
 
      
 
    The police arrived at Henry Fielding’s house at the same time Joan and company did. Joan had told the police some of what was going on, and now she finished her story. 
 
    “So who kidnapped you?” asked a grizzled sergeant. 
 
    “He’s inside the house. Talking to my father right now.” 
 
    Everybody looked at each other. They were stunned. 
 
    “But who?” asked Blonde. 
 
    “Come on in and let’s find out.” 
 
    Joan opened the door and lead the way into the big house. 
 
      
 
    Henry Fielding was talking to the man. They were in chairs pushed together, heads bent, discussing the kidnapping. 
 
    Joan walked in. “Hello, Father.” 
 
    Henry jumped to his feet. “Joan” He rushed to her, held her, was crying. 
 
    Peter Fielding was on his feet, a relieved smile on his face. “Joan! Thank God! Henry was telling me about your terrible ordeal!” Yet there were beads of sweat descending from his hairline. 
 
    The girls filed into the room. Then two police officers. 
 
    “But…who? Who kidnapped you? What is—“ 
 
    “Hello.” Doug entered the room. Wearing a dress, made up to look like Joan, bruises on his…her…face. 
 
    Peter turned white. Still, he tried to brazen his way out. “I…who are these people?” 
 
    “Father. It was Peter.” 
 
    “Me!? Nonsense!” 
 
    Henry turned around and stared at his brother in shock. 
 
    “Henry! You can’t believe this!” 
 
    Doug: “I saw him face to face. He was surprised when I wasn’t Joan.” 
 
    “But…nonsense! I’ve never seen this…this…whoever she is, in my life!” 
 
    “He left a computer in a warehouse,” said Blonde. “We brought it with us.” 
 
    Peter sputtered some more, but finally caved in. Eyewitnesses, computer proof, it was too much. 
 
    “I needed the money,” he said, as if that was an apology, before the police carted him away. 
 
     
 
    “Lynn, Janice, Sandy. I can never thank you enough for helping my daughter. When an emergency hits you find out who your true friends are, and I guess Joan knows who her friends are. Anything I can do for you. Anything.” 
 
    The girls just laughed it off, except for Purple, who said, “I heard you have a bottle of 100 year old bourbon.” 
 
    Henry laughed. He went to a cabinet and lifted out an ancient bottle. He poured six glasses and cautioned, “This isn’t your cheap ass shit.” They chuckled at his earthy language. “So just sip it straight, swirl it around, and enjoy the glow. 
 
    They all sipped, and the girls all went ‘Gah’ and added Coke. 
 
    Doug swirled it, said, “This puts all the cheap shit I’ve ever drunk to shame.” 
 
    Henry laughed at that one, and poured another couple of fingers for Doug. 
 
    “And that brings us to you, young man. You really are a man?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    “Well, thank you.” Henry clinked his glass to Doug’s and they sipped. 
 
    “Except…” 
 
    All listened. 
 
    “Except I’ve done some bad things. I need to undo them.” 
 
    “Like what kind of bad things?” 
 
    And the story came out. Joan listened, and was impressed. Doug could have walked out. He was free, he had his confession, but…there were unseen depths to Dougie Boy. 
 
    “So, that’s my situation, and…I want to fix some of the things I’ve done. But for that…I need money.” 
 
    Henry saw it then. He measured Doug’s level look. He considered what Doug had done, and what he wished to undo. He sighed, sat down in a chair, and thought. And he said, “Being a businessman, normally I’d ask what kind of collateral you have to offer. But since this situation is entirely— 
 
    “Father?” 
 
    He turned to Joan. 
 
    “Why don’t you think about this for a while. I want to clean Doug up and talk to him first. Can you hold off for a bit? Maybe drink some more of that disgusting bourbon or something?” 
 
    Puzzled, Henry nodded. Joan took Doug by the hand and led him back into the house. 
 
    Doug followed along. They went upstairs and down a long hall into Joan’s room. 
 
    She sat him down at her vanity table and began to work on him. She removed the latex bumps, undid the bruise coloring, and repaired his make up. 
 
    “This is my room when I live here.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For getting you involved in this whole mess.” 
 
    “And you should be. I’ll probably make you pay for the rest of your life.” 
 
    She used brushes and creams and studied his face carefully as she worked. 
 
    “Aren’t you taking this stuff off?” 
 
    “Why? Don’t you like being a girl?” 
 
    “It’s not…It’s that…I…” 
 
    She put a finger on his red lips and shushed him. She reached down to his groin and put a key in a lock. 
 
    He sprang forth like a horny, young man. Which, of course, he was. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “I thought I told you to shut up.” 
 
    She pulled her sweat pants and panties off and sat on his dick. He gasped as the pleasure hit him. 
 
    She took his hands and guided them under her hoodie, and she kissed him. She chewed on his mouth like it was her last meal. She ate his lips, stuck her tongue down his throat, and totally overwhelmed him with the purity of her sex. And all the while she was grinding her buttocks down into his lap. 
 
    “Oh…oh, fuck. I’m going to cum.” 
 
    “Good.” She got off him. 
 
    He stared down at his erect penis. He had never been so close, and so denied, in his life. 
 
    “But…but…” he looked at her helplessly. 
 
    “I always wondered what it would be like to fuck a woman, and it’s pretty good, although we have some unfinished business.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” He was breathing hard and his cock was bobbing. 
 
    “Before we finish our business, however, we need to talk.” 
 
    We need to talk. Possibly the most nefarious statement of all womandom. But they did talk, and after a while Joan got back on top of Doug, and this time she didn’t stop him. This time she reached under and gripped his nuts and slapped them. When Doug came it was prodigious. It was like nothing he had ever experienced. 
 
    And she felt the same. 
 
      
 
    They returned to the dining room. The bottle was empty. Blonde and Brunette were in two chairs next to each other, harmonizing over, of all things, ‘Row, row, row your boat.’ 
 
    Purple was sitting on her father’s lap and lecturing him on why women had an innate advantage in business. 
 
    They all looked up as Joan and Doug entered the room. 
 
    “Father?” 
 
    Henry tried to straighten up and look dignified, which made Purple laugh. 
 
    “You asked what kind of collateral Doug has. And I am here to say that I am it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I will personally oversee Doug, make sure he makes sound business decisions and pursues justice for his victims. I will watch him, guide him, and…you may safely invest in him.” 
 
    Henry was a bit mystified, but the girls weren’t. They noted how Joan fingered the little gold key on the chain hanging between her breasts. 
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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?
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “You are an addictive personality!’ Liv exclaimed, busting through the kitchen door. “And I’ve had enough of it!” 
 
    Owen entered the kitchen behind her, his head was down and he just sank down at the kitchen table. His fists were clenched and he couldn’t take it any more. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I—“ 
 
    “You were sorry last time! And the time before that! But then you do it again!” 
 
    “But I didn’t mean to—“ 
 
    “Of course you didn’t. It’s the whiskey that makes you do it. Or the beer. Well, let me tell you, buster, I have had it and I’m done!” 
 
    “No! You…look! I can stop. I can stop drinking. I can! I just…I just need…” he trailed off. 
 
    Liv was at the sink, her hands on the sink. Now she spun around, “You need what?” 
 
    “I don’t know what I need. I try. Honest to God I try, but then opportunity presents itself and I can’t help myself. It’s like everything shuts down and I just have to drink!” 
 
    “And if you drink again and get stopped you’ll lose your license for a year. How will you get to work? How will you get a new job? how will you do anything?” 
 
    Owen put his face in his hands. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” He was crying, and Liv’s heart was near broken. She loved him. He was her husband, and if it wasn’t for this problem he would be the perfect husband. 
 
    He looked up at her, tears streaming down his face. “Liv…help me! I don’t know what to do! There’a go to be some way to kick this…this addiction. 
 
    Liv at down opposite him. She knew he meant it, it wasn’t that he wasn’t trying, but…there had to be some way. 
 
    She put a hand on his hand. She was caving in, she knew it, she knew she shouldn’t, but she wasn’t willing to give up on their marriage. Not yet. there had to be some way to curb his addiction. There had to be! 
 
     
 
    An hour later she had put him to bed. A big, crying baby boy, unable to control himself, knowing he needed help but not sure how to get it. 
 
    Liv sat at the table and poured herself a Coke. She paused for a second, then went and got out the bottle of bourbon. It was her own private stock, hidden from him because he would drink the whole thing. 
 
    She added a dollop to her drink, put the bottle away and took a sip. 
 
    She didn’t have a problem. She would sip a whiskey once in a week, or a month, or a year. Only when she felt like it, and those times were rare. 
 
    How could she help Owen do that? 
 
    Suddenly, she picked up her cell and tapped the face. 
 
    “Liv? It’s late, are you okay?” 
 
    “Yes, mother. I’m fine, it’s just that…” 
 
    “Uh oh, I can hear it in your voice. Some thing is wrong. Go ahead and tell me. Let it out.” 
 
    So Liv told her. She told her how Owen was trying, but failing to control himself. She described his condition, how they were at their wits end. 
 
    Her mother listened patiently. Didn’t talk much, and when Liv was all talked out she said, “There is a solution.” 
 
    “What? What is it? What can I do?” 
 
    Her mother began to speak, and Liv’s mouth opened. Her jaw dropped and her eyes got big. 
 
    “Mother…I don’t think I can do that.” 
 
    “Then you might just as well give up.” 
 
    “Mother, I’m not that strong. You are. I don’t—” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to have to.” 
 
    And, though they kept talking, there it was: if she was going to save her marriage she was just going to have to. 
 
      
 
    Owen woke up and groaned. He felt okay, but he remembered the night before. Being picked up, and it was only the grace of God, and the fact that the deputy knew Liv. that he ended up with a ride home instead of a ride to the hoosegow. 
 
    Liv was already up, and he dreaded going out and talking to her. She was so disappointed in him. No matter how hard he tried he just…he could stop himself. 
 
    He was a drunk. And he didn’t know any way around it. 
 
    He got dressed slowly, then went out to the kitchen. 
 
    Liv was making breakfast, which surprised him. Normally she was so pissed sh wouldn’t speak to him for a week. 
 
    “Good morning,” she spoke cheerfully. 
 
    “Uh, hi.” He sat down and waited for her to lay into him. 
 
    She poured orange juice and placed it in front of him. 
 
    “Sleep well?” 
 
    “Yeah.” He was puzzled. What was going on? 
 
    “Good. I have some news for you.” 
 
    “You do?” What? She was leaving him? And that was why she was so happy? 
 
    “I’ve figured out a cure for you.” 
 
    “You have?” He blinked, was stunned, but felt a little surge of hope inside. 
 
    “Absolutely. Would you like to hear about it?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    She placed his breakfast on the table and sat down opposite him. “Eat, and I will tell you what we’re going to do.” 
 
    He picked up a piece of bacon and began chewing. 
 
    She reached over tot he counter and picked up a small white board. 
 
    “If you break the rules, if you touch alcohol, you will not be punished. You will be rewarded.” 
 
    “Rewarded?” He frowned. 
 
    “Yep. You first reward I’ve written down. If you drink you get to shave your head. Bald.” 
 
    He stared at her. “But I don’t want to shave my head! People who shave their heads…they’re …they…”               
 
    “You don’t want your reward? Okay. When are you moving out?” 
 
    There it was. 
 
    “But I don’t want to move out?” 
 
    “I know, honey. And I don’t want you to move out. But you either take the reward or the punishment. You’ve reached the end of the trail. I won’t ding you for drinking, but I write down your next reward, and you will be thoroughly honest with me, even admitting when you’ve snuck a drink, and you will get your next reward.” 
 
    “This is weird.” 
 
    She placed her hand on his. “I know. But do you want to keep drinking?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Then you will have to give me some control here. I don’t like punishing, so we’ll consider them rewards, and you will get your rewards, or…” 
 
    “Or I leave.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Owen sat back. I don’t think this is going to work.” 
 
    “Anything can work, if you make it work.” 
 
    He sighed. The trouble was he knew she was right. 
 
    “Look, honey. You will know what is going to happen, you’ll know the next step, there will never be any mystery. I won’t make you do these things on the white board, it will be up to you.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She said, “If you’re man enough.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    She waited. She had talked long and hard with her mother on this point, and her mother had said men held on to their manhood, would fight for it, and that Owen would give in and start the program. She also said that each step, if he broke the rule, would become harder for him to accept, and easier to do. 
 
    “Let me think about it.” 
 
    “Of course. This is a decision not to be made lightly. Finish your breakfast and take your time. You have until six o’clock tonight to make up your mind.” 
 
    “Six o’clock?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Liv stood up, smiled, and went back to the bedroom. She was going to do a little shopping, and it was a wonderful opportunity for him to be alone with his demons. 
 
    Owen was still sitting at the table when she came back through the house. 
 
    Liv stopped, gazed at him, then got out her private stock. 
 
    Owen’s eyes went wide. 
 
    She poured a finger into a glass. Sipped it. Then left. And left the whiskey bottle, half full, on the counter. 
 
    Own heard her car start up, heard her back out of the driveway. He stared at the whiskey bottle. 
 
    Whiskey. His favorite. He could drink anything, and would, but whiskey was his particular downfall. He loved the taste, he loved the burn on the way down. Most of all, he loved the high. That golden feeling of being in the clouds. 
 
    The bottle sat on the counter. The morning sun glinted through the amber liquid within. 
 
    She was messing with him. No, she was testing him. If he drank then she would have that much more reason to bitch at him, to make him…shave his head bald. 
 
    So all he had to do was leave the bottle there. Forget about it. Go about his business. Not drink. 
 
    He licked his lips. 
 
    He stood up and left the kitchen. He walked into the living room and turned on a football game. Oh, good. Tampa Bay. He was in the mood for for a good game. Of course, he needed some chips. And some Coke. 
 
    He got up and went back to the kitchen. 
 
    The bottle was there. Half empty. Just sitting on the counter. 
 
    He poured some ice into a glass, added Coke. Picked up a bag of potato chips, and headed back for the game. 
 
    He stopped at the kitchen door. 
 
    The bottle was still there. Funny thing about bottles. They had different shapes, different corks. But they all held liquid. 
 
    He wondered what a little sniff would be like. Not a drink, just put his nose to the neck and smell. 
 
    Heck, maybe that would be enough to sate his liquid appetite. Just a little sip. 
 
    He turned and went back the game. 
 
    He watched grown men prance around, catch and kick, throw and…he found himself in the kitchen, looking at the bottle. And it was almost like the bottle was looking back at him. 
 
    He popped the cork and sniffed. Mmmm! Ambrosia. The drink of the gods. Nectar of the soul. 
 
    He touched his tongue to the bottom of the cork. 
 
    Oh, fuck! 
 
    A half a sob escaped his throat, and… 
 
      
 
    The bottle was down to a quarter when Liv came home. She smiled as she held it up and gazed at the liquor inside. 
 
    Excellent. 
 
    She put her purse down and went to the bedroom where she put a couple of bags down. She had passed the living room where a football game was happening on the big screen. She had seen the top of Owen’s head over the couch. 
 
    She returned to the living room and walked to the side of the couch. 
 
    Owen was watching the game. He was grinning, a fool. A drunken fool. “Hi, honey.” 
 
    “Hello, Owen.”  
 
    He caved in right away. His grin just sort of crumbled and and his face narrowed. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I, uh…drank some of your whiskey.” 
 
    “Okay,” she smiled. “Thanks for telling me.” She turned around and headed for the kitchen. She hadn’t been in the kitchen but a minute when he followed her in. 
 
    ”Is that all?” 
 
    “Is what all?” 
 
    “I drank and you just…say ‘okay?’ And that’s it?” 
 
    “Honey, I’ve tried nagging, and it doesn’t work. You’re a ig boy and you can do what you want. I do appreciate your honesty, however.” 
 
    “And you’re not going to leave me?” 
 
    “Of course I will!” She looked surprised. 
 
    “But…honey—” 
 
    She held up a hand, “Hold on…look at this.” 
 
    She held up the white board. 
 
    He stared, a bit owlish, at the line across the top. ‘Shave your head bald.’ 
 
    “I’m not going to do that!” 
 
    “And if you don’t want to you shouldn’t.” 
 
    “Wait a minute…what are you pulling on me?” 
 
    “It’s your life…your choice. You haven’t agreed to this white board, yet, so you don’t have to shave your head. But if you had, then I would expect you to act the honorable man, to keep your word, and you’d be in the bathroom right now scraping your hairs off.” 
 
    She stood up, went to the fridge and poured herself a Coke.  
 
    He stared at her back. “This is weird,” he muttered. 
 
    “I know,” she sipped. “But it’s your life.” 
 
    “But it’s like you’re giving up on me!” 
 
    “Nope. I actually have confidence in you. I believe you’re the kind of man who does the right thing.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Honey, I’ve got things to do, you understand the rules, so…end of conversation.” 
 
    She walked out. 
 
    He followed her. He wasn’t about to let this go. 
 
    “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re doing!” 
 
    She picked up her cell phone and tapped the face. While it was ringing she put her hand over it and whispered to him. “Do you mind, dear?” 
 
    He did mind, and he complained, so when Jeannie answered the phone she said, “Hey, girlfriend. How about a little lunch?” 
 
    A minute later she was heading for the door, keys and purse in hand. 
 
    Owen jumped in front of her, grabbed her biceps. 
 
    She looked at his hands sadly, and with a little pain in here expression. “You’re actually going to abuse me?” 
 
    He let go like she had burst into flames. “I’m sorry…I just…we’re not done.” 
 
    “Well, maybe not, but my argument is on the white board. I’ll see you in a few hours.” 
 
    A half a minute later he listened to the sound of her car driving down the street. 
 
    He couldn’t believe that he had actually grabbed her. He didn’t mean anything, but…it wasn’t him. 
 
    He wandered back into the living room. He looked at the TV. Somebody was running the ball back fifty yards. He didn’t care. He was having trouble getting into the game. 
 
    He went into the kitchen and stared at the bottle. It was still standing there, beckoning, a magnet for his addictive personality. 
 
    He sighed. 
 
      
 
    Liv returned home a couple of hours later. She walked into the kitchen and saw the bottle on the counter. It hadn’t been touched. She smiled. 
 
    As soon as she exited the kitchen Owen was all over her. 
 
    “See? I can quit! So we can just knock off this white board stuff.” 
 
    Liv patted his cheek and walked into the bedroom. He followed her. 
 
    “Right?” 
 
    She kicked off her high heels and said, “So you don’t agree to the white board?” 
 
    “Of course not,” he scoffed. 
 
    “Then this will be the last night we sleep together. Six o’clock will roll around and I will help you pack your bags. You can sleep on the couch and tomorrow morning you can hop in your car and leave.” 
 
    “That’s…that’s ridiculous!” 
 
    “What’s ridiculous is a man without honor.” 
 
    He blinked like she had just slapped him in the face. He stood for a moment, absorbing her words, then, “What if I don’t leave.” 
 
    “Honey, if you don’t leave then I will. And I will call a lawyer and sue you for alimony and a share of the house. I will get real nasty and show no mercy. And you know that women are the more vicious of the species.” 
 
    She stated this with no rancor, no emotion at all. 
 
    Owen stomped out. 
 
      
 
    Six o’clock came and went.  
 
    Liv fixed dinner, hamburger and fries, and whiel they ate she said, “I’ll get your suitcase out.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll get my suitcase out. I’m not going to wait for tomorrow morning, however. I’m leaving tonight.” 
 
    He glared at her. 
 
    After dinner she packed. Lingerie and a few dresses. “I’ll come back for the rest of the stuff as soon as I find an apartment.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    She rolled her suitcase out the door and put it in the trunk. 
 
    She walked to the door and opened it. 
 
    She got in and turned the key. She put the car in gear and started to back out. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    Liv turned to him. 
 
    “You’re going to throw our life away.” 
 
    “I would prefer not to.” 
 
    He said nothing. She turned to back out again and— “Stop!” 
 
    She sighed. “What is it. Owen?” 
 
    He broke. “Okay I’ll agree to your stupid white board.” 
 
    “Okay.” She got out of the car. “Will you bring in my bag?” 
 
    And he did. 
 
      
 
    That night they lay in bed. Owen was on his back, staring at the ceiling, his fingers laced behind his head. 
 
    Liv turned to him, threw a leg over his and put a hand on his penis. 
 
    He acted like he didn’t want to, but he did. The pressure of her demands, being faced with losing a wife…he really wanted to. 
 
    “Wake up, little Susie,” she crooned. 
 
    His boner was magnitudious and she grinned. “Baby, baby, can’t you feel my hard beat.” She was a fan of oldies. 
 
    He turned to her and whispered. “You really would have left.” 
 
    “Shut up, asshole. Don’t mess up good sex with a bunch of lip.” 
 
    She dove under the blankets and began giving him another kind of lip. 
 
    He groaned and put his hands on her head. Her mouth sliding up and down his shaft was heaven, and the way she swirled her tongue around his head…oh, God! 
 
    She crawled up his body, nipping him, biting his nipples, nuzzling his throat, then she was sitting on him, covers back, holding his face and chewing on his lips. 
 
    Owen always thought it was unfair, this power  she had over him. If he kissed her like this she would respond or not depending on her mood. But when she kissed him like this he had no choice, he couldn't help himself. It was worse than…than…whiskey! 
 
    He flipped her over and positioned himself at her hole. She had a hold of his penis and she wrote on her pussy with the tip. “Oh, yeah!” she smiled in the dark. 
 
    He pushed it into her, sank into her soft flesh, buried his soul in her slit. 
 
    “Fuck!” she wheezed. “God, that feels good! Every time is like the first time!” 
 
    He pushed deep, and she gasped. He pulled and she exhaled. He pushed, in and out, and she held on. 
 
    And he was aware that he was a little desperate. This whole white board thing…but he had agreed, so…there it was. 
 
    “FUUUU!” she cried out, her hips thrashing, coming up to him, holding on to his cock like a weasel holds a chicken. 
 
    And he began to spurt. A lot. His groin felt like it was on fire, and he gave himself to her. 
 
     
 
      
 
    The first few days were fine. No hint of unhappiness. It was all below the surface. 
 
    They went to work, they came home, they ate dinner and watched TV and made love, and it was all like normal. 
 
    On Friday he had a lunch with the bosses, and the bosses were a couple of happy dappies who liked to have a cocktail with their lunch. 
 
    And he usually had a cocktail with them, so they ordered one for him without even asking him. 
 
    Owen stared at the shiny glass just the other side of his plate. 
 
    Bald, shot through his mind. 
 
    He determined that he had the will power to withstand, to keep his hands off the alcohol, to just drink water. 
 
    Tom and Bill toasted high statistics, and he found his hand with the glass in it. He put the glass to his lips, he forced himself not to touch the liquid. 
 
    And he managed to do that, through two toasts. but the third toast, it was just an accident a jiggle of the hand at the wrong time, and the vodka touched his lips. 
 
    Well, shit. Now that it was done. He gulped the drink down. 
 
    Tom ordered him another one. And another. 
 
     
 
    Owen knew he was in trouble. He was drunk. Fortunately, he had enough presence of mind, just barely, to take an Uber home. 
 
    He walked to the front door, opened it, and entered. 
 
    Liv was in the kitchen and had watched him get out of the Prius. His walk was none too steady, and it was plain that he had been drinking. 
 
    “Hey, honey, lost your car , eh?” 
 
    “I…the bosses mad em have a drink with them.” 
 
    “I understand. We can shave your head tonight, and I’ll put the next reward on the board.” 
 
    “Hey…uh…” 
 
    She looked at him. 
 
    “There should be special considerations for when I have to drink with the bosses.” 
 
    “Oh, like shaving your ass, too?” 
 
    “That’s not funny.” 
 
    But she was grinning. She patted his cheek. “Of course it is. And you’ll probably see the humor…once you’ve shaved your head. Now come on in and let’s put some coffee in you. Or would you rather enjoy your high for a while.” 
 
    He wanted to enjoy his high, but he was also messed up, and felt that he should sober up. 
 
    She assessed his mood accurately. “I’ll just pour you a Coke. Enjoy yourself. 
 
     
 
    Owen was confused. She was not mad. She was not all over him. She was even…okay with it. 
 
    Except that he had to shave his head. 
 
    He felt his hair. He liked hair. He had a particularly good head of hair, and to lose it over a stupid drink…hunh! 
 
     
 
    He stared at the mirror in the bathroom.  
 
    “Would you like me to leave you alone? Or help you?” 
 
    “I…uh…” 
 
    She hugged him from behind. “I’ve very proud of you. Keeping your word like this. But you have always been a good man.” 
 
    He picked up the shaver and began whittling. After a while he gave in and let Liv help him. He watched, sad, as his hairs fell on the floor. 
 
    Being bald was weird. It made his head cold, and he could feel air currents like a hurricane was blowing on his scalp. 
 
    He ran his hand over it, then she ran hers, and…it was weird. 
 
    What was really weird, however, was when he passed through the kitchen and noticed the white board. 
 
      
 
    Use Nair on your whole body 
 
      
 
    He stared at the words, then walked back into the living room. “My whole body?” 
 
    Liv was watching the Kardashians. She looked up with a happy smile, “Won’t that be cute?” 
 
    “Having a bald body? Like…my genitals? Everything?” 
 
    “Sure. Why not. Girls do it all the time, it’ll feel cool. Ooh, gives me a tingle down thee…thinking of your whole body being hairless.” 
 
    He said nothing, just went intot he computer room and started working.Ostensibly. But he was really just staring at the screen. What had he gotten himself into? 
 
    And he felt his poor head with one hand. 
 
    It felt so weird. 
 
      
 
    They went to a party down the block. It was the Nelson’s, and they held the shindig twice a year, simply invited all the neighbors over, everybody got drunk and had a good time. 
 
    For a change, Owen walked in sober, and he greeted people, and shook hands and accepted hugs, and…he was sober. 
 
    Now that was a weird experience. 
 
    But, he went with it, and everybody admired his bald head, which was strange in itself, and, the party went on. 
 
    They had a couple of hot dogs, then the girl from across the street handed Owen a Coke and he sipped it. And his face panicked. 
 
    It had liquor in it! 
 
    Of course it did. The girl knew what Owen liked. She thought she had been doing him a favor. 
 
    Liv was over talking to Marsha Godwin about plants, and she saw his face. Making a few excuses, she arrowed on over to him. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Sandy…she gave me a drink!” 
 
    Liv took the drink, sniffed it, and grinned. “Oh, Owen. You poor boy. But don’t worry, it’s not like everybody will see your hairless body.” 
 
    “But it was an accident! A mistake! I didn’t even know and…and…” 
 
    Liv was chuckling as she shook her head slowly.  “Haven’t you watched Kung Fu Panda?” It was one of his favorite movies, “There are no accidents.” 
 
    He groaned and looked at the glass. 
 
    Oddly, there was a tinge of excitement to this. Shaving his whole body? Even his groin? That was sort of…sexy. 
 
    “I’ll make you a deal, though.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You can finish that drink. You’ve already been rewarded for it, but if you have another drink tonight then you’ll get to have another reward.” 
 
    “Drink this but don’t drink again?” 
 
    “Sure. Can you do it?” She lifted an eyebrow and he could see how she was enjoying this. 
 
    “I can do that.” 
 
    “Then bottoms up, my loving lush.” 
 
    “Wait a minute…what’s the next reward?” 
 
    She leaned up and whispered into his ear, “You have to wear my teddy to bed. 
 
    “What?” he squeaked. “Every night?” An exciting thought. 
 
    “Yep. But, hey, it’s not like anybody will see you.” 
 
    He thought about that. 
 
    “Now go ahead and enjoy yourself. I’ll be back later to help you walk home.” She laughed. 
 
    He frowned, but her laugh was so infectious that his frown died, and he sipped his drink. 
 
      
 
    They came home at nine o’clock, and Owen was singing. 
 
      
 
    The man who shot 
 
    Liberty Valance 
 
    He shot 
 
    Liberty Valance! 
 
    He was the… 
 
      
 
    Liv guided him up the walk and through the door. 
 
    “How many did you have?” 
 
    “Lotsh.” 
 
    “Oh, that many, eh?” 
 
    She guided him to the shower and pushed him in. Cold water. 
 
    “GAH!” But she held the door shut. Five minutes later, turning blue, he shivered while she  toweled him off. 
 
    He was still drunk, but able to function. 
 
    She began slathering a cream on his body. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Nair, baby. We’re getting rid of all that ugly hair.” 
 
    Maybe if he had been sober Owen would have complained. But drunk, and horny…he just watched, and felt his cock grow. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later she pushed him back in the shower and he washed everything off. Everything. 
 
    Getting out of the shower he felt like his skin was super alive. Now how could losing your hair do that? 
 
    But it did, and he just stood there and absorbed an entirely new world of sensations. 
 
    “Wow,” he blurted at one point. “Is this what women feel like?” 
 
    “Now you know,” she laughed. 
 
    He suddenly grew serious. “Honey?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Shaving my head, that was tough. I like having a head of hair.” 
 
    “Maybe some day you’ll be able to grow it back.” 
 
    Maybe. If he could stop drinking. 
 
    “You don’t understand.” 
 
    “Then enlighten me.” 
 
    “Shaving the head, bad, but this bald body thing, that’s kinky.” 
 
    “So?” 
 
    “So you don’t want to reward me with kinky.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “No. It feels too good. I’ll start drinking just to get the kink.” 
 
    “Not a problem. You let me know when that occurs and I’ll fix it.” 
 
    “Oh…” he had no idea how she would ‘fix’ it, but…he was too busy feeling his new body to worry about it. 
 
    “Okay. Well. That’s that,” he said. 
 
    “Not quite.” 
 
    He looked at her, and he shivered. He knew what was next. 
 
    She opened her dresser drawer and pulled out a wad of flimsy material. She tossed it to him. 
 
    He held it up, and his cock, which was almost hard, became super hard. It throbbed and pulsed, and a little drop of pre-cum formed on the tip. 
 
    “I think somebody like it.” She grabbed his cock, ran her finger along the underside and scooped up the pre-cum. She put it to her lips. 
 
    Owen was going crazy. He was shivering and trembling and couldn’t stop looking at the teddy. 
 
    “I can’t put this on,” he whispered. 
 
    “I know. You’d be less than a man, wearing women’s underthings, feeling sexy, like a woman.” 
 
    He stepped into it and wiggled, the garment slid up his body and he put his arms under the shoulder straps. 
 
    It was like a bathing suit, but thin, satiny, with little fringes and girly designs. It was rubbing him in all the right places. His cock was pushed up, and it looked like the end of an electric wire in a puddle. Jumping and twitching. All that lacked were the sparks, and he was feeling those in his mind. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. He look at her. “Want to make love?” 
 
    “With a girl?” 
 
    “Yeah!” His mind was fevered. He wasn’t in control. 
 
    “Girls don’t fuck, she explaiend gently. They cuddle. So that’s what I want to do, cuddle all night.” 
 
    “You don’t want to fuck?” 
 
    She got another teddy out of the drawer and put it on. Her boobs were thrust out and her bare pussy was moist and shiny. 
 
    “No. But I want to go to bed.” 
 
    She crawled into bed, and he crawled in after her. She turned to him, pushed his groping hands away, and snuggled. She didn’t present her pussy for fingering, she let him suck on her tits, but she kept her legs closed and kept rubbing his cock through the teddy. 
 
    He felt like he was being electrocuted. Slowly. And it felt so good. 
 
    She kissed him, rubbed his chest, his bare chest, and then sucked hi nipples. 
 
    “Just like a woman,” she murmured. So soft and smooth. 
 
    He arched his back and felt like he was going to cum. Just a couple of strokes and…but she just held to him, and loved him, and treated him like a girl.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    She had told him to come to breakfast in his teddy, and he had. He had a good body, and it accentuated his muscles, but in a feminine way. 
 
    He had had a sleepless night. He had sobered up just laying there, his hard on bouncing around like a Mexican jumping bean. He was excruciatingly aware of her hands on him. 
 
    Every once in a while she would mumble something, adjust her position, and he would become even more electric. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Ted looked at her. Looked back at the white board. 
 
      
 
    Tap pants and camisole every day wear…everywhere. 
 
      
 
    “Tap pants are those frilly panties.” 
 
    “Yes. But they’re loose, almost like boxers in appearance, but they feel oh, so good.” 
 
    “And the camisole?” 
 
    “Like a boy beater. We can get one that’s loose or tight. Whichever you prefer.” 
 
    “I prefer not to drink.” 
 
    “Oh,” she acted disappointed. “So you don’t want your reward?” 
 
    “No!” But he felt an excitement in the pit of his belly. There was something so deliciously naughty about wearing women’s underwear. 
 
    “Well, okay. Then don’t. And you’ll have nothing to worry about.” She kissed his cheek. “Now sit down and let’s have some breakfast.” 
 
      
 
    The week went well. He was not tempted, though he did think about it a lot. But, in spite of any excitation, he was determined to beat his addiction. No more booze for him. 
 
    On Saturday they went to an art exhibit. One of their friends had invited them to a showing, and they walked through the gallery. Sometimes oohing, sometimes awing, and sometimes gulping and trying not to choke. 
 
    “That’s art?” Owen whispered as they looked at one painting. It was an elephant surfing in the clouds. It looked like a cartoon, and had an enormous price tag. What was even more surprising was that people were talking serious bidding. 
 
    “Dumbo laughs,” quipped Liv. 
 
    Another painting almost had them in hysterics. Donald Duck poking his head up from behind Mickey’s ass, a surprised look on his face. 
 
    “When Disney hears of this they’ll sue.” 
 
    They continued down a hallway and into the main room. 
 
    In the main room they headed for a table laden with candies. They stood at one end and sampled sugar coated peanuts, chocolates that looked like shells, and other assorted goodies. 
 
    Owen picked up a round ball that looked like powdered sugar on chocolate. 
 
    “Don’t!” yelped Liv, but she was too late. The round ball went into Owen’s mouth and he sucked on it. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You don’t know what that was?” 
 
    “A piece of candy.” 
 
    She shook her head. 
 
    He got a little worried. What had he done now? 
 
    “It’s called a bourbon ball.” 
 
    “A what who?” his heart sinking. 
 
    “A bourbon ball. A quarter cup of bourbon to 24 balls. You just had a drink.” 
 
    “No! Wait a minute! You know that’s not fair.” 
 
    She just kept shaking her head sadly. “I tried to stop you.” 
 
    “But it’s a piece of candy!” 
 
    “You drank.” 
 
    “You can’t be serious! 
 
      
 
    On Monday, wearing tap pants and camisole under his suit, body bald, Owen went to work. 
 
    It turned him on. 
 
    The loose panties, the material rubbing against him…the camisole, silky and caressing on his upper body, especially keeping his nipples rigid…he was horny all day. Really horny. 
 
    “Honey! I can’t do this!” he complained when he got home. 
 
    “Do what?” 
 
    “Wear this stuff all day! It’s turning me on.” 
 
    Liv nodded. She knew it was, but the problem was that it was turning her on, too. When she had dressed him this morning, his cock throbbing, his skin outlined in feminine garments, she had felt herself growing moist. Real moist. 
 
    “Well, unfortunately, you’re stuck with it. And have you seen the latest on the white board?” 
 
    He went into the kitchen, satin rubbing on flesh the whole way. His boner running around in his pants like a race horse with jock itch. 
 
      
 
    Dress like a woman for a week. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, no,” he whispered, turning pale, and his cock getting even more excited. 
 
    He reached down, pushed his cock down, and Liv came up and stood next to him. Saw him pushing his cock down. 
 
    “Poor Owen,” she said. 
 
    “I can’t go to work like a woman.” 
 
    “Then don’t drink.” 
 
    “You don’t understand…they’ll fire me!” 
 
    “Actually, they won’t.” 
 
    “Why not?” he challenged. 
 
    “Who’s their best salesperson?” 
 
    “That has nothing to do with it.” 
 
    “You’re saying money doesn’t talk?” 
 
    “It does, but not in this case.” 
 
    “Furthermore,” she ignored his argument, “Companies can be sued for discrimination against people of other sexual preferences.” 
 
    “We’re talking about my job here! Not sexual preferences.” 
 
    “Plus,” she prepared to skewer him, “I talked to Beth, Tom’s wife. She runs HR and she said there would be no problem.” 
 
    “You…what…I…can’t…but…what…” he babbled on, mind totally disconnected from reality. 
 
    “So you see, hubby dear, the only thing standing between you and being a woman for a week is…you. Your drinking habits, to be sure. Don’t drink and you stay a man. Do drink, and…” she shrugged. 
 
      
 
    Owen was more determined than ever to not drink. When he drove home he took routes that avoided liquor stores. When he was invited to lunches he made his excuses. He poured out every bottle in the house, including Liv’s secret stash. 
 
    He was determined to live the straight and narrow. No more alcohol for him. He would be sober. He would overcome his addictive personality. There was no way he was going to dress as a woman. No matter what. No how. Nada. 
 
    Then came ‘Alcohol Saturday,’ and the end of life as he knew it. 
 
     
 
    Owen got up and went to the bathroom. He used a mouthwash. 
 
    At breakfast he had a smoothie consisting of bananas, apples and oranges. He also had a roll. 
 
    He added Stevia to his coffee. 
 
    He complimented Liv on a delicious breakfast. And he felt…weird. Like…almost high. 
 
    For lunch they went out and he ordered some braised chicken. Delicious. Again, he felt a strange lightheadedness afterwards. 
 
    For dinner Liv prepared beef tenderloin with a chocolate sauce. Owen had two helpings, pushed back, patted his belly and said, “Man! Is that good!” 
 
    “Thank you, honey. Now it’s time for the bad news.” 
 
    “What bad news.” 
 
    “Your mouthwash had alcohol sugar in it, your toothpaste had xylitol, which is a type of alcohol. Bananas, orange and apples all have alcohol in them. Natural, but…alcohol. Your roll similarly was made with alcohol in it. The braised chicken…the braising sauce is made with alcohol. And the beef tenderloin…” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    The beef tenderloin was made with a chocolate wine sauce.” 
 
    “You’re not serious!” 
 
    She watched him, her lips pursed, waiting for the shock to run its course. It did, and he blurted, “You set me up! You did this!” 
 
    “Guilty.” 
 
    “Then you can’ expect me to be a woman for a week!” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t.” 
 
    “I expect you to be a woman for the rest of our marriage.” 
 
    “WHAT!” his voice was a shriek. 
 
    She put her hand palm down and motioned. 
 
    He was upset, but he was also befuddled, and he knew that there was something more going on here. He listened. 
 
    “Honey, these past few weeks, how much alcohol have you drunk.” 
 
    He was suspicious, but he recounted: “Well, there was when I licked the cork and got carried away, after that a girl gave me a drink, but then it was bourbon balls, and this shit you pulled today.” 
 
    “So you have gone two weeks without seriously drinking. The only alcohol you ingested was inadvertent. An unknown mistake that you wouldn’t have done if you had known.” 
 
    He frowned. “Where are you going with this?” 
 
    “And how are you doing? Do you miss drinking?” 
 
    He thought about that. He wasn’t waking up with hangovers. He wasn’t in danger of getting a DUI. He wasn’t making a fool of himself around people. Even the bosses, that very day, had complimented him on his work ethic the past couple of weeks. And he hadn’t touched a drop of the obligatory cocktail sitting in front of his plate at the weekly meeting. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “Are you happy?” 
 
    “I’m…I’m sober.” 
 
    “But are you happy?” 
 
    “I think so. I…yes.” 
 
    And why haven’t you been drinking? 
 
    That was an easy one. “Because I’ve been so worried about having to dress like a girl.” 
 
    “Yet the less you drink the more you turn into a girl.” 
 
    That confused him. “Wait a minute…” 
 
    “Let me cleanup that phrasing,”Liv said. 
 
    Owen waited, his head slightly tilted, a frown on his face. 
 
    She stated, “Wearing girly things takes your mind off of the need to drink.” 
 
    He started to say something but she held her hand up and concluded, “Being a girl is more fun than drinking.” 
 
    He opened his mouth, then stopped. Her words slowly sunk into him. There was a truth here that eluded him, that was obvious and plain to see, but was escaping him. 
 
    “Owen,” she took hold of his hand. “Are you horny?” 
 
    “Yes!” he stated emphatically. “We don’t fuck anymore, we just cuddle, and you play with me, and it’s driving me crazy!” 
 
    “Do you like it?” 
 
    His mouth was open to say something and he froze. 
 
    “Do you like being horny all the time?” 
 
    He did, but he couldn’t say it. But she saw that he did, so she continued. “And does wearing women’s underwear make you horny?” 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” 
 
    She grabbed him by the arms and looked right into his face. “Owen, would you rather be a woman? Or a drunk?” 
 
    He took his time answering, but finally admitted. “A woman.” 
 
    Liv nodded. Then here’s what you’re going to have to do. You can’t back into being a woman. You have to deserve being a woman. So instead of making you wear women’s clothes, or make up, or whatever when you drink, we’re going to change that to the longer you don’t drink the more woman we will make you.” 
 
    “You…we…you’re going to make me a woman?” 
 
    His mind was frazzled with this new thought. He was confused by feelings and sensations. He loved wearing tap pants and camisole, and wearing a teddy to bed. But…could he do more? 
 
    And now it wasn’t a punishment, it was truly a reward, and he understood why she had insisted on calling it a reward. 
 
    “So you’re going to…” 
 
    “You had alcohol all day. No, you didn’t know it. Yes, I fooled you. But I made my point. If you want to continue exploring what it is to be a woman, if you want to spend more time cuddling and loving, instead of fucking and rutting like a mindless squirrel, then you’re going to have to earn it.” 
 
    She reached for the whiteboard and the erasable pen. She wrote on the board, then turned it around so he could see it. 
 
      
 
    You will receive your reward today and be a woman. 
 
    If you want to take the next step, 
 
    if you want me to make you a woman complete, 
 
    then don’t drink for a week. 
 
    Avoid even these foods with alcohol in them, 
 
     and I will make you a complete woman. 
 
      
 
    He read her words. He was faint. He could feel his life teetering. But whereas before it was teetering out of control, now it was teetering to in control…in control of his wife. 
 
    He was going to have to give up certain things about being a man and…and change. 
 
    He liked being a man, but he saw the bad things he was doing. The drinking. Certain attitudes that seemed to have evaporated when he started to feminize. 
 
    As the words settled into his cranium Liv asked one last thing. 
 
    “Owen, when you get drunk and fuck me, do you enjoy that? Or do you even remember it?” 
 
    That question hit him like a sledge hammer. Did he enjoy sex when he got slobbery and literally forced himself on her? 
 
    When he rammed his penis in and out and squirted mindlessly, was it truly enjoyable? 
 
    Or was he like a rutting animal, divesting himself of need at the cost of another? 
 
    She saw the answer in his eyes, and very softly she asked one last time, “Owen, would you like to receive your reward?” 
 
    He was starting to tear up when he nodded his head. 
 
      
 
    They began his transition that morning. They began it, interestingly enough, by shopping. 
 
    Liv had some clothes that would fit him, and she had even purchased a few things, but he needed more. 
 
    So they headed for the mall. Her as a woman, him wearing tap pants and camisole under his clothes. 
 
    They visited lingerie shops and he bought a complete outfit of undergarments. Panties, bra, corset, tummy shapers, garters, nylons…everything. 
 
    Liv asked his advice freely, and made no secret of the fact that the things were for him. 
 
    Owen turned a bright red at first, but after a half hour of discussing bras and how they fit and how to correctly size cups, he was only a little red. 
 
    “You got me a bra, but I don’t have tits.” 
 
    She just smiled and led him into a medical store. Prosthetics. A half hour later they walked out with breast forms and chest glue. 
 
    They bought dresses. Summer dresses and culottes, evening dresses and simple robes. Some colorful and gorgeous, some utilitarian. 
 
    They stopped at a shoe store and bought him a complete selection of shoes. Sandals and pumps. Boots and high heels. 
 
    And, the make up store. By the time he was done there he was totally confused, and smelling like eight different perfumes, and even had light pink lipstick on his lips. 
 
    Out to the car, a quick drive through, then home again home again. 
 
      
 
    They unpacked his purchases and he quickly realized he had no place to put everything. 
 
    “Move your male clothes into the guest room.” 
 
    So he did, and then he found plenty of room for his girl clothes in his regular closet. While he was hanging things up Liv made an interesting remark. 
 
    “When you feel like a man you can sleep in the guest bedroom. When you feel like a woman you can sleep with me.” 
 
    During this whole time his belly felt like there was a lightening rod in it. And he asked, “When are we going to make love?” 
 
    She faced him squarely. “Infrequently, and always the way I want to do it.” 
 
    That shut him up. And excited him. And made him very, very thoughtful. 
 
     
 
    Mid-afternoon they began transforming him. 
 
    He bathed, spritzed himself with perfume, and began putting on underwear. 
 
    Panties and a bra and a corselet. A very short corselet that just wrapped around his mid-section, flared his hips and his pectoral area. 
 
    Liv helped him. She didn’t need to do much, but she kept up a running commentary, explaining things about wearing these types of clothes.   
 
    He slipped his breast forms in and marveled at how stacked he was in the mirror. 
 
    Nylons and a dress. High heels. And he sat down at the vanity table and they began opening up and going over his cosmetics. 
 
    First were fingernails. Liv put those on him, showed him how to prepare and apply, how to shape and paint. She promised to do his toe nails the next day. 
 
    After his nails were done she started on his. face. 
 
    She cleaned one half of his face, moisturizing the skin and cleaning the pores. He did the other half of his face, and wasn’t given a pass until she was happy. 
 
    She primed one half, and he primed the other half, and this time she helped him. There’s a difference between erasing pore dirt and preparing a canvas. 
 
    Foundation, and that was even more difficult. 
 
    Then blush and eyes. Surprisingly, the eyes were easier for him. He was adept at fine detail. 
 
    Lipstick, and he thought his cock was going to blow up and go to orgasm heaven. His chest had felt like there was a shaft of white heat in it the whole time, but that final canvas, the lips, and he felt like he was going to heaven. 
 
    “Okay. Beautiful. Are you ready for a wig?” 
 
    He stared at his bald female face in the mirror and gulped and nodded. 
 
    She had tried to match his hair closely, and she applied glue and fastened his new hair in place. The difference to his appearance was crazy. He looked female. Totally. 
 
    He wore a pencil skirt and a blouse. He would have gone with a summer dress, but he wanted to wear what he might wear to work. All done, he inspected himself, and he was the young professional. Zowie. 
 
    Liv was proud and happy and couldn’t keep her hands off him. She kept smoothing his skirt, tugging at his blouse, and finally she sat down and plucked his eyebrows. 
 
    “I’m going to have a rough time going back to male,” he mentioned. 
 
    “So don’t,” she mentioned right back. 
 
    By five o’clock he was done, and in the mirror they posed. There was no way to tell them apart, femininely speaking. He was a woman.  
 
    “Okay, we have a couple of things to do before we quit for the night.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “Hop in the car and I’ll tell you when we’re on the way. 
 
    He was surprised when they headed back to the mall. 
 
    He was nervous. He wasn’t good at walking with high heels, but Liv linked her arm with his and helped him. They walked back through the mall to a jewelry store and he breathed, “You’re going to get my ears pierced.” 
 
    “Bingo. Plus, you need a necklace or two, maybe a ring. Bangles. You want men to try to pick you up?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Then it’s wedding ring time for you.” 
 
    He thought about that. Men trying to pick him up. He might be a woman in shape, he might be a cross dresser now, but he preferred women. 
 
      
 
    That week, every day he got up a couple of hours early and prepared himself for work. Full make up, outfit suitable for work, and he worried about his cock being a bit frisky. 
 
    At night he took off his face, laid out his clothes for the next day, repaired his nails, and thought about what he was doing, what he had to do. 
 
    That week was one he would remember forever, in spite of the fact that it went smoothly. People at work stared, which he expected, but the girls were outright supportive. Even gave him tips and hints about being a woman. The men were a bit stand offish, but when he entered the men’s room and whipped it out they started to come around. By the end of the day they were even joking about what he was doing. 
 
    Every day brought new challenges. 
 
    On the first day he learned how to work a computer with red talons on his fingers. Among other things. 
 
    On Tuesday some of the girls helped him repair his face, showed him little tricks to help make his cosmetics life easier. 
 
    On Wednesday he had a client who got upset. He simply turned the client over to one of the other fellows in the office and continued on. 
 
    Thursday he had a long meeting with HR, which was actually a boost. They wanted to know how he was doing, what they could do to help, any problems…he left with a song in his heart. 
 
    On Friday, before work, Liv presented him with a chastity tube. 
 
    “Lock it up?” he had protested. 
 
    “You want your boner showing?” 
 
    “Well, no, but I should have control of my cock!” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that. You’re not getting any sex anyway, and if there’s ever a real problem I’ll unlock you.” 
 
    “What about at work?” 
 
    “I’ll give Beth a key. If you have any emergency you just go to her.” 
 
    “What if I need to pee?” 
 
    “That’s not an emergency. You just sit down and do your business.” 
 
    He blinked, and worried, but it was a done deal. She had locked him up and simply kept the keys, and that was that. 
 
    His cock, of course, loved it. All day long it was trying to get hard, and he began to experience a whole new set of, and level of, frustrations. 
 
    He walked into work, gave Beth an envelope with a key in it, and waited until she grinned and said, “You betcha. We’re gonna have fun.” She actually took the little, gold key and put it on a necklace around her neck. It nestled between her sizable boobs and she laughed when he kept staring at it. 
 
    “Is that a key between your boobs? Or are you glad to see me?” 
 
    Mae West would have found that hysterical. 
 
    At lunch on Friday he was treated differently. There were eight people at the Friday meeting/lunches, and only two were women. Now there were three, and he found himself sitting between them. And they kept leaning in and whispering to him, treating him like one of them. 
 
    Interestingly, a drink was placed in front of him, and he had absolutely no interest. Didn’t want a drink at all. Asked for a Coke with a straw. 
 
    Even management was impressed by his degree of self control. 
 
     
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    Liv came in from the patio and gave him a sweet and juicy kiss. He could taste his lipstick more than hers, and his cock started doing the rhumba. 
 
    “How was your day?” she tapped his cock cage significantly. 
 
    “I think we’re going to have to rethink this chastity tube thing.” 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Yeah. It’s just too tough. I’m erect all the time, at least trying to be erect. It’s hard to think, it’s hard to even drive. 
 
    She just leaned against the counter and smiled. “You’ll get used to it. Besides, you’ve been a dream all week long, and it’s because you’re horny. I want to keep you this way.” 
 
    “You don’t understand…I can’t stay this way. My cock is going crazy, and I…I need relief!” 
 
    “Oh, is that all!” She chuckled. “Well, it’s been a week, are you ready to be a complete woman? Are you ready to get your relief?” 
 
    “We’re going to fuck?” 
 
    “Absolutely. You have been a perfect woman all week. No drinking. You deserve a reward.” 
 
    A grin broke out on his face and he couldn’t stop it if he wanted. 
 
    “All right. I wrote your last reward on the white board.” 
 
    He turned to the table and looked at where the white board was hanging on the wall. His mouth opened in surprise, and he turned back slowly. “No.” 
 
    “Oh, yes. You’re going to do it. You need to. Otherwise all this has been for naught.” 
 
    “But it’s not…that’s too much…you—“ 
 
    She touched his lips with a finger and he shut up. 
 
    “Do you know how different you’re acting?” 
 
    “Uh…I think so.” 
 
    “You have been well mannered. You’re no longer over bearing. You listen and speak considerately. I’d say that you’ve been a perfect man, but, really, you’ve been a perfect woman.” 
 
    He was about to say something but she cut him off. 
 
    “Honey, men have testosterone. They act like tigers, never retreat, ‘my way or the highway.’ They have no quit in them, and certainly no submit. 
 
    “Women are more balanced. They can be hard chargers, but they also have the ability to back up and look at a situation. They balance their aggression with submission. This past week you have achieved that. You have been more interested in learning how to be the other half than to remake the world as you would like it. 
 
    “If I don’t give you this final reward that will stop. You will eventually backslide. You’ll almost have to. We’re changing your behavior, but you still have that testosterone rumbling and grumbling and waiting to be heard. Demanding to be heard. Once we give you your final reward, however, you will understand, and you will be able to fight that occasional explosion of testosterone. 
 
    “So you see, honey, this has to be.” 
 
    A couple of weeks previous Owen wouldn't have seen the logic, he wouldn’t be able to give in, but now, after the last week, he could see it, and he knew Liv was right. 
 
    She took his hand and walked him into the bedroom. He followed along. Docile on the outside, a raging country of worry and ‘what ifs’ on the inside. 
 
    “How do we do this?” he asked. 
 
    “In the most degrading way we can,” she answered, which made him stare. 
 
    “Take off your high heels, and lean over and put your hands on the bed.” 
 
    Moving slowly, making himself move, he bent over the bed, leaned on his elbows. He could see Liv behind him. He watched as she dropped her dress and stepped out of it, then she put on the strap on. 
 
    He felt like his heart was going to pound right out of his chest. 
 
    She lifted his pencil skirt and he was able to spread his legs, she pulled his panties down and lubed him up. 
 
    He twitched as her fingers soothed his asshole and rubbed lubricant into it. It felt good. He had never been touched like that before, and suddenly he was sorry he hadn’t been. 
 
    She massaged his cheek with one hand and inserted a finger. 
 
    He gasped, jerked away, but she pulled him back and kept her finger inside him, swirling, reaming, spreading the lube on thick. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whimpered. 
 
    “Don’t be scared, honey. Anal sex has been around since Adam and Eve.” 
 
    Still, he was scared. his asshole kept tightening up and he kept telling it to relax. 
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    A big gulp, and he nodded. 
 
    Slowly but inexorably she penetrated him. Her plastic peter moved inwards, and she kept wiggling and shifting and making it fill him. 
 
    “Oh…” he said. “Oh…” 
 
    Then he closed his eyes and focused on the delicious sensations erupting from his asshole. 
 
    Liv took her time, but eventually bottomed out. She was balls deep in him, holding on to his waist, and she began to slide in and out, giving little side motions so as to wiggle her cock inside him. 
 
    “Fuck!” his voice was small, and he started to understand. He wasn’t the fuckor, he was the fuckee. He was the bottom, and there was no way out of this melange of good feeling exploding inside his ass. He couldn’t summon up a magic potion of testosterone. He had a dick up his ass and there was only one thing he could do: submit. 
 
    He started to cry. Not because of the pain, but because of the joy of no longer being addicted to testosterone. 
 
    And he realized that that was the crux of his addicted personality. He was addicted to testosterone, and that made him addictable, and he was addicted to alcohol, and that was a cry for submission. 
 
    And that was why, when he started to become feminized, that his need to drink disappeared. 
 
    Liv noted his tears, but she wasn’t willing to stop. This had to be seen through. 
 
    “How are you doing, honey?” 
 
    “I’m good.” 
 
    “Are you really?” 
 
    “Please,” he begged. “Just keep fucking me.” 
 
    So she did. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to bring home a lot of money tonight?” Joe stared at his wife. 
 
    Brenda sat at her vanity and added the finishing touches to her spectacular face. To say that she was a beautiful woman would be an understatement. Her face was even and oval with good cheekbones. Her hair a luscious chestnut wave. Her brown eyes were perfectly made up and her lips were plump and soft. 
 
    But she wasn't just a face. She had perfect statistics, 38 by 24 by 36. Her breasts being slightly large, when she entered a room eyes blinked and smiles began. 
 
    And now, already perfect, she was making herself more perfect with immaculate and sexy make up. 
 
    Joe stared at her so hard his eyes almost hurt. 
 
    “I hope so,” she dabbed a bit of gloss on her lips and smacked. 
 
    “And you say you just play cards at this…this club you belong to.” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “What kind of cards?” 
 
    She looked at him in the mirror and her lips twisted with a bit of humor. “Joe, are you going to pull the jealousy number on me?” 
 
    “No! No. I just…you’ve never shown any skill at cards, but now you’re coming home every week with hundreds of dollars. A couple of weeks ago you had near a thousand dollars!” 
 
    Brenda stood up and turned sideways for the mirror. She was incredibly beautiful and Joe’s heart ached. Could she be cheating? 
 
    She turned to him with a grin, which gave him an instant boner. Of course just being near her gave him a chub at all times, but that smile, those lips, that body… 
 
    “I know. As little as I know…the girls know less.” 
 
    She had an answer for everything. Except for what was going on at her club. 
 
    “And that’s all you do is play cards.” 
 
    “Oh, we talk about charity work. We’re all involved with our churches. You know.” 
 
    She patted his face and walked down the hallway. 
 
    Joe followed her, staring hungrily as her perfect globes swayed back and forth. He wasn’t about to let it go. This had been going on for months, all this extra money. 
 
    “But how come…” he paused. 
 
    “What?” she asked as her heels clicked on the foyer wood. She was wearing a skin tight dress. It was a bit much just to meet with a bunch of girls and play poker, or whatever game they played. 
 
    “How come you come back all horny?” 
 
    She turned to him, her face quizzical but filled with humor. “Joe? Are you serious? Are you complaining because I go out with a bunch of girls, we talk sassy between ourselves, and I then come home and want to jump that delicious bone of yours?” 
 
    “Well, ah…yeah.” 
 
    She stepped back to him, put her hands, her perfectly manicured hands, on his cheeks. She leaned into him and touched, very gently so as not to mess up her make up, her lips to his. 
 
    He about shot his load right then. 
 
    “Joe, I love you. But you really need to get a grip on yourself.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “I am out with a bunch of girls. We don’t talk to any men. I’m bringing home a chunk of change….and I am not using my body to do that. Joe…”she squeezed his cheeks together, “I am NOT cheating on you. NOT. Now, do I have to smack your bottom and rub your nose in it?” 
 
    “Well, uh, no.” 
 
    “Good.” She kissed him again, just a light peck, then continued into the kitchen. Her purse was on the counter and she checked inside, took out her keys, and turned back to him. She mused, “I bring all sorts of money to you, I come home and am sexually starved, and you accuse me of cheating? Heck. If I was cheating I’d be hiding that money, and I certainly wouldn’t want to be putting my pussy on that big dick of yours. Right?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” he shrugged helplessly. Put like that… 
 
    She kissed him a third time, still gently, but she had to brush a bit of lipstick off his lips. “Joe, I love you. Good bye.” 
 
    Laughing, she sashayed out of the kitchen. A moment later he heard her car door slam and the car starting up. 
 
    He went to the kitchen window and watched her back out. She saw him in the window and waved merrily. As she drove down the street he was left with burning questions. 
 
    Where did she really go every week? 
 
    What was she really doing to get so much money? 
 
    What was she hiding? 
 
      
 
    Joe went into the den and plopped down on a recliner. He turned the game on. He didn’t give a crap that some kid was running a hundred yard touchdown. 
 
    He went back to the kitchen and got down the bourbon. He poured a big, old bourbon and Coke and got out some chips. He returned to the den and tried to watch the game. 
 
    What was his wife doing. 
 
      
 
    “Joe!” He felt her hand touching his shoulder. 
 
    “Wha…” 
 
    “You fell asleep in the den. Come on, honey. Come to bed.” 
 
    He was still waking up when she pulled on his hand. He managed to lurch upright.  
 
    She was even more beautiful. It looked like she had freshened her make up for him, and now, instead of just being happy and glowing, she was glowing with lust. For him. 
 
    “Hi,” he said, blinking. 
 
    She planted a kiss on him. A real kiss. A movie star kiss. Her lips scorched his and her tongue explored him. He was awake now, and so was his dick! 
 
    “God! Are you a sexy, fucking man!” 
 
    He couldn’t help but grin as she reached into his pants, kissed him even more deeply, and started stroking him. 
 
    Seconds later she was pulling his cock down the hallway, and he was going happily along with it. 
 
    She stopped inside the bedroom door and gobbled him. Over the past few months she had been working on her deep throat skills, and she was getting good. She took his whole cock in her mouth, her lips nibbled right up against his pubic area, her tongue actually slipped out and tapped his balls. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whined. 
 
    “Don’t come yet, lover. Save all that sperm for mama.” She kissed him yet again, and started peeling his clothes off. She was frantic, like a sex fiend, as she unbuckled his pants, near ripped his zipper off, and pulled his pants down. She grabbed his underwear and almost tore it as she pulled it down. His dick, already out, was handled roughly, and he loved it. 
 
    She grabbed his balls in her hands and squeezed. 
 
    “Damn!” he yelped. 
 
    She pulled him to the bed, turned him around and pushed. He flew backwards, then scrambled to get all the way onto the bed. 
 
    She stood in front of him, her breath heaving, her bosom rising and falling, and undid the zipper on her dress. then she was shucking out of it, revealing her mammoth breasts. 
 
    She undid her bra and Joe looked at her breasts hungrily. She pulled off her panties. 
 
    She was in nylons and garters, very sexy, and she climbed on top of him and sat down. 
 
    She groaned in pleasure. She twisted her hips around and his cock was pulled around and her pussy slithered up and down. 
 
    She was like a rabbit in heat. A rabid, rapid rabbit. She fucked him like he was the last dick on earth. She moaned and pulled on her tit. She leaned over and jammed her nips in his mouth. 
 
    “Fuck me, Joe. Fuck me like a whore. Fuck me and use me and make me know what it is to be a woman.” 
 
    At this point he knew she had her edge off and wanted the deep plumb. He gripped her and surged up. He flipped her over and landed on her, driving his dick deep, deep, deep.” 
 
    “Fuck!” she cried. “Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” 
 
    Her voice was almost shouting, and he went to town. He banged his hips down on hers. He pushed her legs back for better angle, for better access. 
 
    “Fuck!” she screamed. She began to cum. She was a good cummer, a hard cummer, and her body went riot. Her hips spasmed, then locked up. Muscles quivered from the thighs to the belly, and she jerked her pussy at him. 
 
    He felt like his cock was being torn out by the roots, but in the best possible way. He felt her pussy muscles squeezing, and her rim tilted and slid the length of his cock, and it was too much. Her golden pussy had done its job, and he began to squirt. 
 
    “Yes…yes!” she sobbed, feeling him explode deep inside her. 
 
    And he was gasping uncontrollably as he emptied himself into her. 
 
    Finally, he collapsed, rolled off and laid next to her. 
 
    “God, you’re good,” she murmured. 
 
    He could hardly breath for his exertions. 
 
    She turned and placed an arm over his chest. She snuggled. “I made so much money for you, Joe. We’ll count it tomorrow. But…thanks.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For being my husband. For being the man I love. For being you. Now shut up and let me sleep. 
 
    Shortly she was breathing deep, and then she was snoring. 
 
    Joe extricated himself quietly and didn’t wake her up. 
 
    He sat on the edge of the bed for a long moment. Damn. She had really fucked the hell out of him. 
 
    He got up and went out to the kitchen. He sipped some water, let his breathing slow down. He saw her purse on the counter. It was chockfull of money. Mostly tens and twenties, but a couple of hundreds. He took the money out and counted it. 
 
    $1102! 
 
    Over a thousand dollars! What the hell had she done? What was she doing? How could she earn that much money? 
 
    And he certainly didn’t think it was poker. No matter how bad the other women were, people didn’t just lose this much money in a game week after week after week. 
 
    He stood by the counter, and even though she had just near fucked his dick off, he was jealous. What was she doing? 
 
    And the only thing he could think…the only explanation in his mind…was that she had to be selling her body. She was fucking people, and getting paid for it. 
 
    He had heard of housewives turning into hookers. 
 
    That had to be it. 
 
    Of course, her pussy wasn’t filled with sperm, but she probably had the men use condoms. 
 
    And she would fuck for a few hours, get super horny, and then need even more when she came home. 
 
    That had to be it. 
 
    What else could it be? 
 
    Joe’s hands were on the counter, his arms bracing his slumping shoulders, his head hanging. 
 
    She was fucking other men. 
 
    His wife. 
 
    And he determined, in those late hours of misery, that he was going to get to the bottom of this.  
 
    He had to. 
 
    She was his wife! Dammit! 
 
      
 
    The week went slowly. Brenda was loving, but not overly sexual. She had pretty much gotten her edge off that one night, and she was content with soft, slow loving. 
 
    She didn’t say much about the money, just gave him a hundred bucks for mad money and put the rest in a bank account she had opened. 
 
    Once, when she was out and about with her girlfriends, he had checked her bank account. Over $20,000! She had been going to these late night wive’s club meetings just over six months, and she had over $20 grand! 
 
    Joe had to work long hours and he was only at $10K in his account. what was she doing that was raking in such big bucks? 
 
    Well, he was going to find out. 
 
    He thought about putting a GPS tracker in her phone. But though she might not be good at cards, she was pretty savvy with her phone. Heck, she was on it enough, and she might notice something. 
 
    He thought about hiring a private detective. But…that was money. PIs charged around a hundred bucks an hour. And up. He certainly wasn’t going to pay that kind of money for something that he could do himself. 
 
    Yes, darn it. What was so difficult about following a person? You just get in your car, stay a few cars back, and…follow. What could be so hard about that? 
 
    A hundred dollars an hour. Hah! 
 
    So the week passed, and it came time for Brenda’s women’s club again. 
 
    Joe watched, eating his heart out, as she got dolled up. He stared at her lush body as she got out of the shower and dried off. She slathered herself with sweet smelling body cream, put on a sexy thong and a half bra. 
 
    Her tits overflowed, the nipples easy to see and totally erect. 
 
    She didn’t appear to be be feeling any kind of sexy, but she pulled on a slinky, red dress, adorned herself with jewelry, and made her face up. 
 
    He wanted to grab her, shake her, make her tell him where she was going. what she was doing. 
 
    Instead, he just watched, and as his heart pounded with jealousy it was compounded by the throbbing of his penis. Just watching her made him horny. And the idea that she was going to come home and fuck him till his dick fell off…it was too much. 
 
    He went into the kitchen and made a drink, brought it back and watched her some more. 
 
    She was almost done, and she smiled at him in the mirror. “Are you ready for tonight, Joe?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” He was, and he wasn’t. He was terribly conflicted. 
 
    She stood up, touched her lips to his, and headed for the kitchen. 
 
    Once again he followed her through the house, his heart breaking. 
 
    “Okay, honey, wish me luck.” 
 
    “Luck,” he gave her a quavery smile. She just chuckled at his expression and headed out. 
 
    She had no sooner zipped down the street than Joe was on the trail. He sprinted out to his car, a snazzy Mustang, and squealed the tires as he backed out. 
 
    Her lights were already at the stop light at the far end of the street. He drove slowly, timed it, and only put his foot down when the light turned green. 
 
    She turned left and joined traffic. 
 
    Joe just made it, running an orange light and cutting off a car. He was too close, though, so he slowed down. The guy he cut off honked, then passed him, cut him off and pointed his middle finger towards the moon. 
 
    Joe chuckled. That kind of thing usually made him mad. This night the guy was in between him and Brenda, so he was actually doing him a favor. 
 
    They drove over to fourth street, he almost lost her at the light, but saw her eight cars ahead. He slowly closed in on her and fell in three cars back. 
 
    ‘No lights…no lights…’ he prayed. 
 
    There weren’t any lights, and she took the turn for downtown. 
 
    Downtown? He couldn’t think of any buildings down there that might be good for a bunch of women playing cards. 
 
    So she wasn’t playing cards. Hmm. 
 
    She turned on Wilson and slowed down. 
 
    Joe turned in behind her, and pulled to the side, let her get ahead, but she didn’t get ahead. She turned into a parking garage. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    He zoomed up the street and parked next to the parking garage. 
 
    She was driving an SUV, and he saw the top of it going up a ramp. 
 
    He jumped out and ran for the stairs at the corner of the building. 
 
    At every floor he peered out through a door for sign of her. 
 
    No sign. No sign. No sign. 
 
    On the top floor, the eighth floor, he saw her car. It was parked at the far corner of the parking lot with a lot of other cars. Some cars were mid-range, like hers. Some were fancy shmancy. Jags, Maseratis, Mercedes, and so on. The expensive cars were all black. 
 
    He opened the door and sauntered across the parking lot. At the far corner was the Bender Building. It was 16 stories high, and there had been some scandal attached to it. Most people didn’t know, but he had been talking with one of the city inspectors, and it turned out that there was serious mob money behind the building. 
 
    Mob money, in his little town. It seemed ludicrous. But it was probably money laundering, and he could just imagine all these mugs getting out of their fancy shmancy cars and gathering inside a big meeting hall on the top floor. Talking about who they were going to rub out. What business they were going to firebomb. 
 
    How much money their whores were making them. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    He reached his wife’s car and placed a hand on the hood. Warm. He must have just missed her. In his mind’s eye he could see that statuesque body ambulating across the rooftop parking lot. Maybe greeting one of the gangsters. Maybe patting his cheek, like she did his, or even (choke) kissing him. 
 
    Then, into the building, up an elevator. Meeting some john in the penthouse. They went to a room with a view, he poured her a drink, they stood on the patio and looked out at the city. Maybe he talked about how many schmucks there were in the world, and he would consider Joe one of them as he took Brenda in his arms, bent her backward and nibbled her neck, put his filthy paws all over her tits, and his hand would creep down to her slit. He would feel her, and lift her dress, and she would help him, pull down her panties, then he would throw her down on a bed right there on the patio and…and… 
 
    Joe pounded his fist on the wall of the building in front of his wife’s SUV. 
 
    “You okay, fella?” 
 
    Joe spun around. Two big guys in a golf cart. Real big. And they looked like thugs. Low brows. Meat. Muscle. 
 
    “Who are you?” Joe managed to ask, though he was starting to feel a little weak in the knees. 
 
    “I’m Thug, he’s Basher. We’re security for the building. So why are you up here al alone and punching the building? 
 
    “I just…I…I don’t know.” 
 
    They were standing next to him. He felt like a shrimp next to them. They were both six inches taller than him, and their shoulders were twice as wide as his. He wasn’t a big muscular guy, sort of slender, actually, but they were ridiculous big compared to him. 
 
    “Well, maybe ya oughta go beat up some other poor building.” 
 
    The other mug grinned and let a slight snicker out. 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “You got a car around here?” 
 
    Joe shook his head. 
 
    “So you walked up here for what? A look around?” 
 
    The two guys were getting closer, made him feel smaller. 
 
    “I just wanted to see what the city looked like.” 
 
    One of then nodded. His big head went up and down. 
 
    The other one said, “Did you see it?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “So you’ll be going now.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    And, like that, they parted. Very polite. Left him lots of room. 
 
    Joe passed between them, and he felt like a dinghy between two battleships. He imagined one of them conking him on the head with one ham fist, the other one kicking him when he was down. But they just let him go. 
 
    He walked across the parking lot, and he imagined a bullet catching him between the shoulder blades. Falling on the cement, then being put on the back of the golf cart and taken to a car where he was loaded into the trunk. To a shallow grave. Or maybe just weighed down with anchors and dropped into the ocean. Except they weren’t near the ocean. They were in a small burg in middle America. Thugs. Criminals. Mobsters. Gangsters. 
 
    He arrived at the stairs and glanced behind him. The two big guys just stared at him. He started trotting down the stairs, and was soon taking two at a time. 
 
    He arrived at the ground floor and stepped out on the sidewalk. His Mustang waited for him. 
 
    He looked up. Thug and Basher were leaning over the edge of the building, looking down on him. 
 
    He felt like flipping them off, but restrained himself. He got into his Mustang and peeled out. 
 
      
 
    Joe sat in the den, the TV on but with no sound. Colored TV light played over the room, and he held a drink and didn’t drink. 
 
    He was thinking. 
 
    What the fuck was Brenda doing? 
 
    And, more important, how was he going to get her out of it? 
 
    She probably didn’t even know they were gangsters. She just went and….and fucked…and…they were thugs. Murderers. Rapists. 
 
    Well, not rapists, they just paid a whore when they wanted some. 
 
    Je gulped. He wanted to cry, and he was outraged at the same time. 
 
    What was he going to do? 
 
    The difficult thing was that he couldn’t just go talk to Brenda. 
 
    Aside from the fact that he had no proof, he didn’t think she would appreciate him tailing her, getting involved in her business. No, he had to have proof. He was going to have to get in there, take pictures. He was going to have to find out who owned the building. And he had to do it without Thug and Basher catching him. 
 
    How to…how to…how to. How was he going to do it. 
 
    “Honey! I’m home!”  
 
    He turned up the TV a bit so she wouldn’t think anything was off. He acted like he was waking up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. 
 
    “Hey, babe?” Act normal. Don’t go nuts. Don’t make her suspicious. “Have a good night?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” she grinned, but we can count it later. She advanced on him like Sherman marched through Georgia. 
 
    He stood up and she attacked him. She bent him back and kissed him. Then she was down on her knees, slurping like he was an ice cream sundae on the hottest day of summer. Then she was up on her feet again, chewing on his mouth, sucking on his lips and tongue. One hand went down and grabbed his prick. 
 
    He responded…how could he not? But inside he was thinking thoughts. 
 
    Who had she fucked tonight? How was he going to get her out of the grip of monsters? 
 
    She grabbed his dong, giggled insanely, and pulled him down the hallway. 
 
    He thought, who sucked on her tits tonight? Who put their penis in her? 
 
    Yet, in spite of these thoughts, or (choke) maybe because of them, his pecker was harder than ever. 
 
    No! He didn’t want to get hard because somebody else was fucking his wife! 
 
    She yanked him into the bedroom, threw him on the bed, began ripping off his clothes. She was a madwoman. She was as if imbued with ape-like strength, and she tore his clothes off and sucked on his cock and pulled on his nipples. 
 
    He had thoughts, bad thoughts, which made his dong long, and he gave as good as he got. 
 
    He ravished her. He grabbed her tits and squeezed them till she yelped. 
 
    He gripped her nips with his teeth and bit and pulled. 
 
    She pounded on his head. 
 
    He tried to control himself, but in his mind he could see some greasy-headed goon fold his dark suit on the back of a chair and crawl in between his wife’s legs. 
 
    Did she respond this way to…to whoever? Did she get excited and treat his balls like little punching bags? Did she put her fingers up his ass and get him off? 
 
    No, he did it to her. He pummeled her, punched her tits and her pussy and got her excited. She couldn’t cum with all that going on, but she brought all that abuse and excitement home to him. 
 
    She climbed all over his body, pulled on his dick till he yelled, grabbed his balls and said, fiercely, “These are mine! Do you hear me?” 
 
    And though voices were screaming in his head: She’s fucking mob hit men! She’s sucking Al Capone! he was harder than steel, and then he was inside her, holding her tits with his hands like claws, biting her lips. then he was down between her legs, poking his nose into her pussy with force. Sucking on those juicy lips like they were steaks and he was starved for meat. 
 
    Then, her pounding on his shoulders, he slithered up her body and jammed his penis into her. Roughly. Like he meant business. He slammed his hips into hers and she held on and bit his chest and clawed his back. 
 
    “Fuck!” she screamed. “Fuck me! Now!” 
 
    He did. He became like a jackhammer, pounding his spike into her core. Building a highway of sex between her legs. 
 
    She arched her back, bit her own hand, and began to spasm and twitch and jerk. Her eyes rolled back and she made a keening sound. She sounded like an animal howling. A female animal, howling for sex. 
 
    He felt his balls tighten up, he felt that twitch way down deep, and the surges started. He unloaded inside her. Big gobs and chunks of semen. And she took every gob, every chunk, and wanted more. 
 
    More. 
 
    More. 
 
      
 
    Joe lay on the bed. Eyes open. Cock upright. It had never gone down. Even after he fucked her and shot his seed. It just…stayed hard. 
 
    How could that be? 
 
    How could he be hard after what she had done? 
 
    She was fucking other men, and…that shouldn’t make him hard! 
 
    But he was like a thick nail, ready to be pounded all over again. 
 
    He got out of bed and walked to the kitchen, his cock leading the way. 
 
    Her purse was there, full of money, but he didn’t bother counting it. He just poured a glass of water and sipped. And thought. 
 
    His wife was in the clutches of the Mob. 
 
    He had to get her loose. He had to break her free. He had to get the goods and convince her how dangerous what she was doing was. 
 
    He put the glass down on the counter, bent his head, and big tears began to fall from his eyes.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    A week passed, and Joe was in turmoil. On one hand he was hornier than he had ever been. Every time he looked at Brenda images flew across his mind. Men in dark suits pushing her up against a wall. Mob hit men bending her over and fucking her doggy style. And her loving it. Her face twisted in pleasure as her hole was scoured.  
 
    And she probably took on more than one. Maybe she fucked two, or three, or even more. And she gobbled their dicks, giving head until her belly was full. 
 
    And, on the other hand, he was revulsed. She was being untrue to him. She was cuckolding him. She was betraying him, letting other men screw her. 
 
    Yet, in this conflict of betrayal versus lust, he loved his wife more than ever. He loved her and he wanted to protect her, to pry her loose from the mob. 
 
    So he lived with his conflict, his anger and fear, and he kept everything under control. He didn’t let Brenda see any part of his emotional turmoil. He kept a straight face, he told her he loved her without hint of his shrieking repulsion. He laughed and joked, made sure he wasn’t too quiet, or in any way weird. 
 
    So the week passed, one excruciating day at a time. And the day approached when he was going to have to do something. 
 
    He researched the building at city hall, getting a copy of the blueprints from a friend and claiming he was just trying to figure out a template for a video game. It was such a weird excuse that it worked. 
 
    He drove past the building every chance he got. He even took pictures with his cell phone and loaded them into a special file on his computer.  
 
    He went into the building. He rode the elevator up to the 15th floor, and back down again. 
 
    The elevator only went to 15, then it required a special key. That had to be the room where the women were taken against their will. 
 
    Well, they had to be taken against their will! No housewife would willingly sell her body to the mob! And he conjured up all sorts of scenarios where they had something on her and were blackmailing her. Something from her past that he knew nothing about, but the mob had found out and now they were using it against her, using it to force her to fuck men. And his mind filled with images of her spreading her legs, pounding on the backs of men who were pumping her. And she had managed to make herself like it because…dammit…what else could she do? 
 
    He wandered around some of the other floors, even talking to a couple of people going to and from offices, and had a pretty good idea of how the building was set up. 
 
    Except for that 16th floor. 
 
    He had no idea how he was going to get up there. 
 
    He imagined himself hiring a helicopter and sliding down a rope. He thought about shooting a long rope with a grappling hook on it. He even thought about getting a hundred balloons filled with helium and floating to the top, then breaking through a door, or jumping to a patio, gun in hand and rescuing Brenda. 
 
    She would hug him, and he would keep the mugs covered as she clung to him and he walked her, the the others, out of the penthouse. 
 
    He would be the hero. The city would give him the keys. Brenda would realize that he had to do what he had done. 
 
    But…he couldn’t come up with a safe and sane way to get to the 16th floor. 
 
    So, he decided, he was going to have to wing it. Maybe get on the elevator with somebody else, sneak in, figure it out. 
 
    The week passed, and came the night of Brenda’s supposed poker game. 
 
    He watched her get in the shower, get out. He felt his heart pounding as she dried her hair and styled it.And he said, “Honey, since you’re going out tonight, I thought…there’s a movie I wanted to see. Down at the theater.” 
 
    “That’s wonderful! I don’t like the thought of you just sitting around here doing nothing. But you’ll be home in time for a little you know what?” She winked at him. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I can’t wait for tonight,” thinking of rescuing her from the mob. 
 
    “Then I guess you better go.” 
 
    “All right, thanks, and good luck tonight.” 
 
    “Thanks, Joe. I have a good feeling. I’m feeling pretty lucky.” 
 
    He kissed her a quick one, then grabbed his keys and headed out. 
 
    He drove fast, zipping through the traffic like he was on his way to a fire. He had an hour, but he wanted plenty of time to figure this out. 
 
    He arrived at the building, drove around it, then headed up to the top of the parking garage. Since it was past working hours the place was pretty empty. When he got to the seventh floor, however, he turned off. If he parked on the 8th floor Brenda would see him when she arrived. There was no way she wouldn’t recognize his Mustang. So he parked on the seventh floor, right next to a white van which was parked next to the stairs and an entrance to the building. 
 
    He got out and scouted around. No sign of Thug and Basher, and he could see, through the 7th floor entrance to the building, the elevator. He could see the numbers of the floors red lighted as the elevator went up and down. 
 
    Okay. He had a plan. He would wait for Brenda to arrive, then, after she had enough time to go up the elevator he would try the 7th floor entrance, get on the elevator and just ride it until somebody went to the 16th floor. He would just piggy back, and when he got to the top he would figure it out. Thug and Basher weren’t here, so he could probably just walk in, slip around and figure out the rest of his plan. 
 
    Mentally high fiving himself he went back to his Mustang and sat down. He had 45 minutes to wait, so he would just catch a nap, wake up refreshed and ready to go. He would get those gangsters…and get them good! 
 
    He leaned back, closed his eyes, and… 
 
    Click! Click! 
 
    His eyes opened and he turned his head. Oh, fuck! Thug and Basher! And one of them was tapping on his window with a key. 
 
    He rolled the window down a few inches. “Uh, hi. I’m just taking a nap.” 
 
    “I’d like you to get out of your car.” 
 
    “Hey, uh…I was going to go…” he looked in the rear view mirror. Their golf cart was parked right behind his car. He looked up at the two thugs. “Could you move your golf cart? I need to leave.” 
 
    “You need to get out of your car. Now.” 
 
    Thug was doing the speaking, and his voice was low and menacing. 
 
    “No, really, I need to go.” 
 
    “You need to get out before we drag you out.” 
 
    Joe was frightened, but he had had enough. He picked up his cell phone. 
 
    CRASH! Basher had smacked his window with one meaty fist. Shattered it with one blow. Glass showered him and hands reached in. 
 
    Thug pulled up the lock and they opened the door. 
 
    “Hey! What the fuck!” 
 
    Then they had him. Their big, gnarly hands were gripping his arm, his hair, and they yanked him out of the car like a dentist yanks a tooth. 
 
    “What the fu—oof!” 
 
    They pushed him against the wall. Thug held both his hands behind his back and Basher wrapped some zip ties around his wrist. They turned him around, patted him down, took out his wallet and went through it. Basher got his keys out of his car. They pushed him towards their golf cart and sat him in it. 
 
    “You guys better let me go. You let me go now I’ll forget about this. Otherwise I’m going to sue the fucking shit out of you.” 
 
    They ignored him. 
 
    Basher sat next to him on the golf cart, and the cart sank down under his weight. 
 
    Thug stood in front of him. “Okay, mutt. What’s the skinny. What you doin’ here?” 
 
    He sounded like a gangster. Maybe from New York or Chicago. 
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    Thug slapped him in the face. CRACK! And Basher stopped him from falling out of the golf cart. 
 
    Interestingly, Thug showed no emotion. It was like he had just slapped a piece of meat down on a counter. That was how much he cared. 
 
    “Okay, mutt. We can do this the easy way or the hard way. The hard way is you play the role. I slap you around till my hand gets tired. You’ll tell us after a while. You’ll beg to tell us. But, bad news, by then you’ll be so messed up we’ll have to throw you off the building to make your body match your face.” He stared at Joe complacently, like he had no hurry in his life. 
 
    Basher: “Tell him the easy way.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. The easy way. You spill, if we like what you say then you get in your car and vamoose and we never see you again. Not here, not in the supermarket, not in a bar in ten years.” 
 
    “Twenty years,” put in Basher. 
 
    Joe looked back and forth between the two gangsters. No emotion. Didn’t care. As soon rub him out as put on a pair of cufflinks. He gave a sigh. 
 
    “My wife comes here every week. I think she’s cheating on me. I want to…to…” he stopped. He wasn’t about to let them know the details of any of his fantasized rescues. 
 
    The two crooks watched him. Their eyes were like lizard eyes, blinking every once in a while. 
 
    Basher said, “It’s so stupid it could be.” 
 
    Thug scratched his ear. “Dames make guys do funny things.” 
 
    “Better just call it in.” 
 
    Thug nodded, then moved away from the golf cart and took out his cell phone. 
 
    Joe tried to listen. Thug was walking back and forth and he could only make out words half the time.  
 
    “Guy says his wife is one of the babes upstairs. He’s….” He was out of earshot, then he turned around and came back. “Yeah, the Mustang. He’s been casing the joint. I seen him on the street all week and….” Too far away, and Joe waited. “…that’s the name. Yeah, guy says he’ll leave.” Thug listened, and stopped walking right in front of Joe. He started to grin. He stared at Joe and his big, thick teeth were laughing. “You’re…yeah…oh, God! that’s…sure. Okay. We’re on the way.”  
 
    He closed his phone, put it away, grinned at Basher. “Zelda says to bring him in.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    Thug got into the golf cart and started driving. 
 
    “Hey! Aren’t you going to let me go?” 
 
    “You wanted to find out what your wife is doing, right?” 
 
    “Well, yeah.”  
 
    “And we’re going to show you.” 
 
    Basher: “Really?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    “Is he going to…” the big mug’s face showed open astonishment. 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    And Basher started to chuckle, then laugh, then laugh loudly. If gangsters could go into hysterics, that was Basher. 
 
      
 
    They parked the golf cart and entered the building. On the elevator Thug pressed 15. Heck. He didn’t have to go to the top. He could have just gone to the 15th floor. 
 
    Next to him, standing like skyscrapers with an outhouse squeezed in between them, Thug and Basher waited patiently while the floors passed. 
 
    DING! 
 
    The door opened and they walked him out. His hands were still tied. They went down a long hallway and into the last door on the left. 
 
    They were in a wardrobe room. There were racks of clothes here, there and everywhere. One wall was a long make up table. There were closets filled with wigs, high heeled shoes, every sort of female accouterment. 
 
    A woman was down at the far end of the room talking on a phone. She waved to them to bring Joe in, then continued talking for a minute. 
 
    “What is this place?” asked Joe. 
 
    “It’s for the babes. Make themselves look pretty.” Basher spoke solemnly, then snickered.  
 
    Thug spoke to Basher. “Shut up.” then he snickered. 
 
    The woman had hung up her phone and approached. She was good looking, quite good looking. Tall, redhead, big bosoms. “This him?” 
 
    “Yup.” 
 
    The woman stopped ten feet away and frowned at Joe. “Hunh. Took two of you, eh?” 
 
    “Well, he was pretty tough.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can see your broken arms.” 
 
    Joe could tell they were funning each other. That was good. People who made jokes didn’t bury other people in shallow graves. Right? 
 
    “Well, I think we can do this. His body is right. Tammy is coming in to help me. Yeah.” She looked at Joe. “What do you think?” 
 
    Joe answered honestly. “I think I’d rather go home.” 
 
    The woman laughed. “Well, Joe, let me explain a few things. First, my name is Zelda. I’m in charge of the festivities here. I hire the girls, get them ready, and take care of them. Nobody’s died yet, so I must be doing a pretty good job.” 
 
    Thug’s lips mashed and he made a sound. Then, “Sorry, ma’am.” 
 
    She didn’t bother chastising Thug. “So here’s the straight goods. You stepped into a mess, and we can’t let you go. We can’t have you talking. Normally, a situation like that and we’d have to put you in a boat, give you cement overshoes, and…” she shrugged. 
 
    “Howsomever, since you rubes didn’t see fit to put an ocean out here in the middle of America, we have to try another option. And that option is simple. You have something on us, and we have to have something on you. Everything cancels out. Capisce?” 
 
    Joe’s eyebrows were slowly lowering. “I think so.” 
 
    “So we’re going to have you do what your wife does. We’ll have something on you, you’ll never spill your guts, and everybody goes home happy. So, are you ready to get made up like a woman and find out what your wife does?” 
 
    Joe blurted. “I’m not going to kill anybody!” 
 
    Thug and Basher lost it then. Even Zelda cracked a grin. She reached up and patted his cheek. “You’d be surprised, honey.” Which made Thug and Basher howl even louder. 
 
    When everybody had quieted Zelda said, “So, Thug is going to be here in case you change your mind. Thug, show him your gat.” 
 
    Thug lifted a jacket and Joe saw the steely blue of a gun. 
 
    “Now Thug doesn’t like to shoot his gun. Do you, Thug?” 
 
    “Hurts my ears,” the brute admitted. 
 
    “And I know you don’t want to hurt poor Thug’s ears, right?” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “Then I suggest you do exactly what I say. Thug will be at the door playing solitaire on his cell phone. If I raise my eyebrows, however, he will hear it, and he will either a) club you over the head until you’re ugly and compliable, or b) take out his gun and shoot you four or five times. Do we understand each other?” 
 
    Joe had no choice. He nodded, gulped, and said, “Okay.” 
 
    “All right. We got a party going on then. Thug, go over to the door and have a seat. I’ll call you if a I need a bullet. And, Joe, strip.” 
 
    Joe’s mouth opened. 
 
    Thug pulled his jacket back to expose his gun. Zelda waited. 
 
    Slowly, he began to take off his shirt. “Everything?” his voice cracked.  
 
    “Everything but your dick,” Zelda agreed. “You can leave that on.” 
 
     
 
    Joe took off his shirt. He was slender and Zelda nodded approvingly. “At last, a guy without the muscles of you,” she said to Thug. 
 
    “He sure is scrawny.” 
 
    “Not scrawny, ya lug. He’s got a feminine body. Tits will fit nicely, clothes will hang just…what are you still doing here?” 
 
    “Oh, sorry,” and Thug headed for the door. 
 
    “That Thug, honestly. Men have no sense, right honey?”  
 
    Joe blinked, she was already speaking to him as if he was a woman. 
 
    “Now the pants. The shoes. Lose it all.” 
 
    Turning a bright red, unused to stripping in front of strange women, Joe complied. 
 
    “Okay, let’s put some lotion on you.” She slathered a whitish goo all over his body. Up his legs, around his chest, and she paid special attention to his balls. 
 
    “Geez,” he muttered, trying to hold still. 
 
    “Not used to strange woman playing with your balls, eh?” 
 
    “Not exactly.” 
 
    “Well, get over it. Okay. Stand there.” 
 
    Joe stood, and after a few minutes he asked, “What are we waiting for?” 
 
    “Chemical and biological reaction. Shush now.” 
 
    Puzzled, joe stood and waited. After about ten minutes his skin started to itch, then burn.  
 
    “Hey! This is getting hot!” 
 
    “Goodie. There’s a shower in that corner room. Go for it.” 
 
    Joe ran across the room found the shower and began to soap and rinse. The burning sensation left quickly, but so did his hair! Aghast, he stared at his hair washed right off his body and down the drain. But, nothing to do, he continued washing.  
 
    He stepped out of the washer and Zelda was waiting with a big, fluffy towel. 
 
    “What happened to my hair?” 
 
    “You’ve been depilated. Nair. How’s it feel.” 
 
    “How am I going to explain this to my wife?” 
 
    Zelda just grinned. 
 
    “Okay, Tammi is here, so let’s hop.” 
 
    She led him into another of the rooms off the main room. A blonde with big boobs, apparently no other kind of woman was allowed here, was waiting. 
 
    “Sit there,” she indicated a chair that was like a dentist’s chair. 
 
    He lay down and looked around. 
 
    “How you want me to handle this?” 
 
    “Give him a pussy.” 
 
    Joe: “What?” 
 
    “Jack him off first, then stuff his dong back between his legs. You don’t have to worry about him peeing, but…well, maybe you can let his head stick out a bit, just in case.” 
 
    Joe’s mouth was open and Zelda said, “This way you’ll be able to at least sit down to pee. The latex will come off eventually, but why should you suffer while you’re waiting for it. Right?” 
 
    Joe’s head swiveled back and forth. The women were grinning. Then Tammi opened a box and pulled out a latex pussy. Then she grabbed his penis and started jacking. 
 
    Joe didn’t want to squirt. He had been looking forward to squirting in his wife later, but…he didn’t have much choice. Tammie slapped his balls, sucked his head, and stroked his shaft. 
 
    Zelda got impatient and started pinching his nipples. “Come on, Joe. You know you want to.” 
 
    “UNH!” he ejaculated. Hard. Tammi stepped back and slapped a towel onto his groin. 
 
    “Fuck!” he whined. He might not have wanted to cum, but he really didn’t want a ruined orgasm. But his penis just kept squirting, no stimulation, and the orgasm died a sad death. 
 
    Zelda was watching with a twisted smile. “Don’t you hate it when that happens?” 
 
    “Me bad,” quipped Tammi, wiping his groin with the towel. “Okay, here we go.” 
 
    She picked up the fake pussy and fit it to his shrinking cock. She pulled his penis through so the head stuck out the other side. It looked just like a little clitoris. 
 
    She held the pussy in place, had Zelda hold the edges up, and squirted a heaping helping of glue between the latex and his skin. 
 
    Joe gulped. “Is it going to come off?” 
 
    “It’ll wear off. Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    Five minutes later the glue was dry, and Joe had never felt so weird in his life. He looked down and saw a pussy. Complete with a landing strip and a very sensitive clitoris. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered. 
 
    “Not for a while,” said Zelda. “Until the glue dissolves it’s going to be the same as being in a chastity tube. 
 
    Joe felt like crying. 
 
    “Okay. He’s a pussy,” Tammi laughed. “You want the full nine yards?” 
 
    “The works. He’s got to fool some pretty important people. She looked at Joe. “I’ll be serious here, Joe. If you can’t convince some powerful fellows that you’re just another pussy…it is not inconceivable that they would pull out a gun and puncturize you. 
 
    “Just a little bit,” Tammi kept a straight face. 
 
    “So you go with this as if your life depended on it. You got that?” 
 
    Joe was convinced. 
 
    “Okay, Tam. Go for it. 
 
    Tammi started with some basic clothes. She had him pull on nylons and crotchless panties. Then she glued a pair of large breasts to his chest and put him in a bra. 
 
    Joe was in shock, he stared at the mountains on his chest and swallowed. 
 
    “Pretty cool having titties, eh? You’ll be the envy of suburbia.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. 
 
    She put him in a corselet, pulled it tight, and he suddenly had a female waist. And his hips flared, as did his boobs.” 
 
    She handed him a dress and watched as he pulled it over his head. 
 
    The dress didn’t provide for cleavage, but it made his fake boobs look really real. It was so short that if he so much as bent an inch his fake pussy would be exposed. 
 
    “Okay, Joe, have a seat, and let’s finish you up.” 
 
    Joe sat, and Tammi plucked his eyebrows, cleansed and primed his face, and began putting on make up. 
 
    Joe watched in the mirror. His arched eyebrows, the color of his eyes, the red lipstick, he looked like a woman now. In fact, not even he could tell that he was a man. 
 
    “I put lipstain on you, so don’t worry about it wearing off,” said Tami. 
 
    That confused Joe. Why would he worry about his lipstick coming off? He was going to wipe it off as soon as he could, anyway. 
 
    She attached extensions to his hair. He already wore long hair, but now it was down below his shoulders, long, wavy locks. One more example of femininity gone wild. 
 
    She pierced his ears and put some semi-long earrings in his lobes. 
 
    “I thought about piercing your nose, but not everybody likes that look. I do, but…meh.” 
 
    She put high heels on his feet and helped him out of the chair. 
 
    Joe could hardly stand up. His ankles wobbled and he almost fell down with every step. Tammi took him out and presented him to Zelda. 
 
    Zelda and Thug walked him out to the hallway and down to the elevators. 
 
    DING! 
 
    Joe heard voices, and he shrunk back, and it was well he did. Brenda got off the elevator! She was with two other girls, and none of them even glanced at him. they continued down the hallway and Joe was ushered onto the elevator. 
 
    The 16th floor. 
 
      
 
    Zelda steadied Joe, and they walked around a large room with a round table and a sunken floor. They came to a bunch of little machines all lined up against the far wall. 
 
    Zelda picked up a joystick and worked it. One of the machines zipped out of line and came to them. 
 
    It was shaped like a box, but tilted. It was see through, except for the bottom which held the motor. 
 
    “Hop in, Joe.” 
 
    Confused, Joe stepped forward and put his knees over the lip. He slowly lowered himself to a slanted cushion. His body was tilted forward, his head held slightly back. His chin fit onto a small platform and his face was presented out the front and on top of the machine. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    Zelda lowered the top of the machine. It pushed Joe’s head forward firmly, and he was suddenly unable to move his head. His body could wiggle, but only a little bit. His arms were in small tubes, and his legs were straddling a hump up the middle of the machine. His dress had risen up and his pussy was plain to see. Looking form the backside his ass was easy to see, too. His chest hung down and looked enormous. 
 
    But it was his face that was front and center. One of the walls was made of mirrors and he could see himself easily. He looked like a woman in a weird go kart.               
 
    At that moment the elevator arrived again, and women, chatting and laughing, entered the room. They went to the little machines, got into them, and helped each other get themselves adjusted and lowered the tops. 
 
    Zelda knelt in front of him. “Normally, these go buggies are self steering, but as this is your first time I’ll do the driving.” She held up the joy stick. 
 
    “What’s happening?” 
 
    “What’s happening, dear Joe, is that you are going to find out what your wife does. Open your mouth.” 
 
    He didn’t. 
 
    “Thug, put your fist up his ass if he doesn’t open his mouth.” 
 
    Joe opened. 
 
    Zelda pushed a stuff rubber circle into his mouth. It was out of the way  and behind his teeth. It held his mouth open. 
 
    “Uhmmmssutt!” Joe tried. 
 
    “Don’t bother trying to talk, Joe. Now this,” she held up a spray can, “is a little solution that will numb your gag reflex. Nobody likes to vomit, right?” 
 
    Joe’s eyes went back and forth wildly. 
 
    She put a straw on the top of the spray can. She pushed the straw back into his throat until he gagged, and she sprayed. The cool spray stopped his gag reflex instantly. The back of his throat became totally numb. He could still taste, and feel, but the back of his throat would no longer gag. 
 
    “Now then, Joe. We’ll be filming this, so we’ll have something on you. If you ever feel like telling tales, think about the world seeing you as you are now.” 
 
    Zelda smiled, turned and walked off. 
 
    More women came up and took their places. None of them tried to talk to him, or him to them, because with the contraption in his mouth he couldn’t be understood. 
 
    Finally, all the go buggies were filled with semi naked, beautiful women. Joe had never seen so many tits and asses in one place. He had never seen so much pussy, but it did him no good. His dick was unable to erect in the latex pussy, and the tip just became more and more sensitive. 
 
    Suddenly a door behind the big, circular table opened and men began coming into the room. They were a mix. Some ugly, some handsome, bit they all had one thing in common. None of them wore pants. 
 
    And Joe had never seen so many swinging dicks in one place. And all the dicks were big and hard. 
 
    The men sat down at the table and big screen TVs on the walls showed the tables. 
 
    Cards were dealt, and as the men turned their cards over there were shouts of excitement or groans. 
 
    Suddenly Joe’s go buggy lurched into motion. It went smoothly cross the sunken floor, avoided other buggies, and aimed for a little ‘dock’ under the curve of the table. 
 
    Joe was terrified, and then he was more terrified. His buggy was aiming directly for a dock, and a hairy pair of legs, and a big, hard cock! 
 
    “AHHHTTKK!” He yelled. Which sound became “Muuummmm,” as the cock went right into his mouth and back into his throat. 
 
    Deep throat. 
 
    He would have gagged, except that he had no gag reflex. 
 
    The man whose cock he was impaled on grunted and murmured. “Oh, that’s good.” 
 
    The machine started to whir, and a plate behind Joe’s head started pushing his head forward, then it retreated and his head moved back, then forward, then back. 
 
    “Fuck! No fair! She’s going to get me off.” 
 
    Other men laughed. “To bad, short fuse.” 
 
    For a long minute the machine pushed Joe’s head into the blow job. He felt the head of the cock pushing against the walls of his throat. He could taste the groin-y odor of the man’s package. It tasted like the man had just pissed before he came out, and he hadn’t shaken himself off! 
 
    While Joe was giving head the card game was pursued. Men shouted out bets, men cursed. And men came. 
 
    “FUUU!” 
 
    “OH, GOD!” 
 
    “YOU BITCH!” 
 
    Then Joe felt it. A blast of pre-cum, then the penis in his mouth started to pulse. A big glob of jism shot down his throat. He could feel it, taste it, and he had to swallow. He had no gag reflex. He had no way of puking. Shot after shot went down his throat. He could feel the slime gathering deep in his belly. 
 
    Suddenly the man whose cock he had just sucked put a hand down and stuffed a hundred dollar bill into a slot in the top of the machine. The man growled. “You cost me money, bitch, but you were worth every cent.” 
 
    Joe’s buggy lurched backwards, out from under the circular table, and he groaned in relief. Done! 
 
    His buggy backed up and stopped and he could watch what was happening. 
 
    He wasn’t sure how they played cards, special rules, undoubtedly, and everything was complicated by side bets. 
 
    On top of everything, the sooner a man came the sooner he was out of the game. 
 
    Some men lost money. Some men made money, a lot of money. And most of the women made money. They gobbled and drank and men shoved bills into their carts. 
 
    Suddenly Joe’s cart lurched into motion. Trying to yell again, his buggy slid under the table and into a dock, and another man’s cock filled his mouth. It was bigger than the last one, and it stretched his throat, but…no gag reflex. 
 
    This man was more active. He reached down and pinched Joe’s nose. Joe couldn’t breath, which made his mouth gasp more, which gave better head. 
 
    Suddenly the man yelled. “Hey Hank! You’re right! Number 47 is good!” 
 
    Then a stream of slimy cum shot down his throat. And dribbled out his lips and down his front. Balls slapped against chin as the man tried to get every last drop out. 
 
    Then money was put into his cart and the buggy zoomed back. 
 
    Joe was crying, his mascara was smudged, and his buggy zoomed forward again. 
 
    Again and again. 
 
    Some carts stopped moving, were backed up to the side wall and their occupants were helped out. They collected their money and went to the front of the room to watch for a while, then they left. 
 
    Joe was called again and again. He was number 47, and he became wildly popular. Men were offering each other money to get number 47. 
 
    After a couple of hours there were only half a dozen buggies in operation. Most of the gamblers had run out of money, and the big winners were getting pretty intense. The money went from trying to get Joe, to trying to get Joe for somebody else. 
 
    Joe was dazed. His belly was bloated with all the semen he had ingested. His make up was smeared, except for his red lips. those had been stained. 
 
    His cart zoomed again and again. 
 
    Then there was only one other cart. 
 
    And, finally, a last squirt of cum down his throat, the game was over. His buggy went back to the side wall and parked. 
 
    The woman in the other cart got out and stretched. Joe, being prisoner, couldn’t get out. He had to wait for Zelda to take mercy on him. 
 
    The other woman stretched, and Zelda appeared. 
 
    “Hey, Brenda, somebody finally beat you.” 
 
    “Damn,” his wife said. “I had a good run, how in hell did she beat me? I thought I was queen of the blow jobs!” 
 
    “Well, I wouldn’t take it personal, if I were you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    Zelda guided Brenda in front of Joe’s buggy. “Brenda, meet Joe. Joe…Brenda.” 
 
    Joe stared his wife. His heart was stopped, tears came from his eyes, and she stared at him. 
 
    She looked past the shaped eyebrows, the red lips. She glanced down at his body, and her face opened up in shock. “Joe?” 
 
    “Joe was doing a little spying. Seems he didn’t entirely trust you. But I guess he will now, eh?” 
 
    Brenda was speechless. She gazed at her husband in shock. She tried to speak, but couldn’t. 
 
    “Unh huh!” Joe tried. 
 
    “Sorry about that, Joe, let me take that thing out of your—“ 
 
    “Hold it.” 
 
    Zelda turned to Brenda. 
 
    “Come here.” 
 
    Brenda pulled Zelda to the side and spoke urgently into her ear. Zelda listened, nodded, glanced at Joe, then nodded again. Then Brenda walked off to the elevator and Zelda came back to Joe. 
 
    “Well, Joe, it looks like we have a little imbroglio here.” 
 
    She took the thing out of his mouth. He worked his mouth for sore muscles, but didn’t have to worry about his mouth being dry. He certainly didn’t have to worry about that. 
 
    “Was she mad?” 
 
    “Of course she was. After all, you made more money than her! She’s been top dog for months now, and you just knocked her off her perch. Of course, she’s mad.” 
 
    “But what about the other stuff? Me following her, me being suspicious.” 
 
    “Oh, that. I don’t know. You’ll have to figure that out for yourselves.” 
 
    “Oh, crap. Well, get me out of here and—“ 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Well, we’re not going to set you free just yet.” 
 
    “Why not? I did it! You have to let me loose!” 
 
    Thug entered the room. “Brenda said you needed me?” 
 
    “Yes, Thug. “I’d like Joe with handcuffs behind his back.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Thug lifted the top of the buggy. He kept one of Joe’s arms in the tube it was in and pulled the other out. He kept a hand on Joe’s back so he couldn’t struggle and hand cuffed one hand. Then he handcuffed the other hand. He helped Joe out of the buggy and Joe stood, wobbly in his high heels. 
 
    “Okay, Thug. I’m going to fix Joe’s make up, then I’m going to drive Joe home in his car. You want to follow and give me a ride?” 
 
    “Sure. 
 
      
 
    Joe sat in the passenger seat of his Mustang and Zelda zipped through the streets. His window had been repaired and there was no sign that it had ever been broken. 
 
    “Nice ride, Joe. Hope you don’t mind if I use up some of your tires.” She popped the clutch and smoked his tires for a hundred yards. 
 
    “Damn! This is fun! No wonder you did so well in the buggy.” 
 
    Joe just sat there, cuffed, and looked out the. front window. 
 
    He was going home in handcuffs. Brenda had arranged it. What was going to happen? 
 
    Zelda pulled into his driveway, came around and helped him out, then shoved him up the walk. 
 
    “Geez, Joe. This is a first for me. I hope your wife doesn’t beat you too bad.” She laughed, rang the bell, and walked back to where Thug was waiting. 
 
    Joe stood there and shivered. His knees were weak. He was helpless, and he had betrayed his wife. He had not trusted her. He knew she was going to be furious. 
 
    Click. Click. Click. The sound of his wife’s heels coming across the foyer. 
 
    The door opened. 
 
    Brenda stood there in a  negligee, and she was never more beautiful. Her boobs were high and tight, over flowing. Her make up was perfect and her hair long and flowing. 
 
    “Why, Joe! How nice to see you!” 
 
    “Please, honey, I’m sorry.” 
 
    She linked her arm with his and helped him over the step. 
 
    “Nothing to be sorry for. Come on, I have a surprise for you in the bedroom.” 
 
    He walked with her, him wobbly and her coordinated.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to spy on you. It’s just that it got to be too much. And I love you so much and I just had to be sure and…” 
 
    Joe blithered and blathered and spouted his concerns, and Brenda just held his arm and guided him. Kept him from falling and breaking his neck. 
 
    In the bedroom she walked him across to the bed. 
 
    “So will you forgive me?” 
 
    She pushed him back on the bed and he sat and stared at here. 
 
    She went to the dresser and took something down, she strapped it on, she turned to him. 
 
    The plastic penis sprouted out from her juncture. It was large, long, and she stepped in front of him. 
 
    Joe’s mouth was open in shock, but when the penis got closer he closed it and looked up. “What is this?” 
 
    “Joe, I’ve been the queen cock sucker for months, and you beat me. But I’m not mad, I just want to know how you did it. So you show me how you were a better cock sucker than me. 
 
    She grabbed his hair and pulled his head forward. If Joe didn’t open his mouth she was going to shove it right up his nose, so he opened his mouth. 
 
    The penis slid right in, and he didn’t gag. Either he was used to sucking cock, or the gag spray was still working. At any rate, her balls were banging on his chin and she was thrusting in and out and Joe was sucking helplessly. 
 
    Brenda fucked his face remorselessly, and she smiled and said, “Joe, believe it or not, I’ve always dreamed of this. And, you know, we’re going to make so much money down there. That’s right, I signed you up for next week. Zelda’s always looking for good cock suckers. 
 
    Joe tried to speak, but he couldn’t. And his hands cuffed behind himself, he couldn’t fight back. 
 
    And Brenda said, “And, you know, you being a better cock sucker than me…when we’re done here I’m going to turn you over and find out if you’re a better cock fucker than me. 
 
    “What do you say, Joe? Sound good?” 
 
    Joe just blinked, and tears came out of his eyes, and the bobbing of his head on her cock looked very much like he was nodding. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    The Broken Man ~ (50,000 words)Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Ha ha!” Brad threw his cards down and crowed in victory. 
 
    Shelly pushed her cards away and snorted. “Mr. Lucky.” 
 
    Tom heaved a sigh and threw his cards in. 
 
    Leah held her hand steady. “I’m not through.” 
 
    They all looked at her. 
 
    Brad and Shelly were taking on Tom and Leah in their weekly card game. Brad, as usual, was a poor winner. He was so poor that even his own wife was tired of him. 
 
    “Game’s over,” stated Brad with a smirky grin, reaching for the pot. His hands had just surrounded the five bucks worth of nickels and dimes when Leah said, “Want to bet some more?” 
 
    Brad eyed her. “I’ve got a straight flush. There’s only one hand that can beat that. Are you saying you have a royal flush? 
 
    “Would you like to bet to find out?” 
 
    Brad sat back. He wasn’t worried. It was a zillion to one that Leah had a royal flush. He went over the cards of the last few hands. He couldn’t recall everything specific, but it seemed he’d seen enough of the various face cards that it just wasn’t possible. 
 
    “You realize that bluffing could be dangerous to your health?” 
 
    “Being a four flusher could be dangerous to yours. 
 
    Brad turned a little red. He was a slender fellow, and a bit of a banty rooster, which was why he was always lording it over everybody when he won a hand. “Big talk. What kind of bet are we talking?” 
 
    “Brad, I don’t think you should bet. You know Shelly is conservative, she only bets on sure things.” 
 
    “And she knows we know, so she’s betting on that to do a big fake out. She’s bluffing.” 
 
    Tom put in, “Well, if they want to walk the walk.” 
 
    Leah grinned at her husband. “Brad can’t resist. I’m going to bring home the bacon.” 
 
    Brad got a little pissy then. “You haven’t won anything all night.” 
 
    “Then let it go. Let me have my bluff. I’ll just slide these cards back in the deck and you can wonder for the rest of your life. 
 
    “Wonder whether you’re faking. Ha!” 
 
    Lean turned to Shelly. “Let’s trade teams. Tom and Brad on one side, you and I on the other. We win and they have to do what we say. both of them. They win and we have to do what they say.” 
 
    Brad chuckled. Tom put one hand on his face and groaned. Shelly looked interested. “So we could make them take us out, buy us outfits, take us on a great vacation?” 
 
    “Sure, if you want to think small.” 
 
    Shelly blinked at that. She started to wonder what her friend really had in mind. 
 
    “Sure, how about it, Tom. You know there’s no way on earth that she has a royal flush. You want to get in on it?” 
 
    “No way. I’ve got a healthy respect for the girls. If they want to team on you that’s fine, but it’s you against them.” 
 
    “Chicken.” 
 
    Tom frowned, but said nothing. He had a feeling the cards were going to be doing all the talking in a short while. 
 
    “So….what are you going to have us do if you win? That’s two girls you get to push around and abuse.” 
 
    “Moo hah hah!” Brad rubbed his hands together. “Just so there will be no misunderstanding, I’m going to write it out. Paper!” 
 
    Lean handed him a piece of paper and a pen. 
 
    “Hmm, let’s see. I would like you two to wait on us—I’ll include Tom in on the win even though he’s such a chicken—for a month. That means you wear sexy clothes all day. Show lots of boob. Full make up.  Do your hair and everything. Long, sharp fingernails. Corsets and sexy bras. Past five o’clock you have to wear nothing but lingerie. Anything we say is a royal command and you have to hop to it. You don’t get to beg out and say you’re tired…you just wait on us hand and foot.” 
 
    Brad had been writing madly as he spoke. He looked up at Tom. “Anything else you can think of?” 
 
    Now Tom wasn’t in on it. And he was adamant in stating that fact again, and then he blew the world apart. He said, “I’d like the girls to get breast implants.” 
 
    It was like he had exploded a bomb in the room. There was a deathly silence. His wife gawped. Brad and Shelly stared so hard they risked permanent bug eyes. 
 
    Tom laughed and said, “I’m kidding. I really got you though.” 
 
    Then Brad started laughing. And he said, “Man, you are the kick.  So bigger boobs, and I want the make up to be permanent. And why make it for a month? Let’s go for a year.” 
 
    “Hey!” said Tom. “Just kidding!” 
 
    “And I’m not.” 
 
    Shelly knew it was crazy, everything was totally out of hand. She looked at Leah, and Leah simply gave a slight nod. So slight that neither Brad nor Tom noticed. 
 
    If Tom had noticed he would have unsaid everything. Even Brad, if he had seen such confidence, might have back pedaled. But he didn’t see her nod, he was bent over his paper making notes. “Permanent make up. Breast implants. And we get to choose how big they’ll be. Oh, yes. This is going to be great.” He looked up. “Did you want to list your bet?” 
 
    Leah grabbed another piece of paper and wrote one sentence. She showed it to Shelly, who opened her mouth in surprise. 
 
    Brad was still bent over his note, so once again he missed out on a significant communication. Finally, he looked up a question in his eye. 
 
    Leah handed him her one sentence. “Whatever Brad wants to do to me I will do to him.” 
 
    Brad blinked, then laughed it off. He actually looked up and said, “Loser.” 
 
    “Hey, Brad. I think you should call it off.” 
 
    Brad ignored Tom.“Nah. It’s time I showed these bitches who the boss is.” He looked up, “Now, how are we going to make sure the loser pays off?” 
 
    Shelly said, “Brad, if you lose this bet you’re going to pay off because I’m going to make you. I will shame you, divorce you, tell everybody that you have a little dick.” 
 
    Brad blinked, but he lost none of his confidence. 
 
    “We could record a contract and put it on Facebutt. If anybody welches the whole town will be watching. It would be hard for the loser to back out.” 
 
    “Heck,” said Shelly, “Brad’s boss is big on your word being your bond. He’ll make sure Brad pays up…or demote him to second assistant to the outhouse cleaner or something.” 
 
    They all chuckled. 
 
    Tom: “Brad, call off the bet.” 
 
    “No way!” He pulled out his cell phone. “I, Brad Long, have made a bet with Leah Standish. The details are on a piece of paper which I will now take a picture of. 
 
    Leah took out her phone and made a similar statement. 
 
    Brad took a picture of his bet. Leah took a picture of hers.  
 
    Brad grinned, “Okay, blowhard, beat this!” 
 
    Brad pushed his hand out to the center of the table. It was a five, six, seven, eight and nine of spades. 
 
    Leah leaned forward and got ready to lay her hand down. She looked up at Brad. “Brad, we’re friends. Promise me that we’ll still be friends when I win.” 
 
    Brad laughed. “No problem. We’re friends, even if you actually did have a good hand.” 
 
    “And you want to go through with this? You’re sure?” 
 
    “Of course, I’m sure. Now lay ‘em out. I want my slaves to wait on me tonight.” 
 
    Leah slapped a card down. Ten of hearts. 
 
    Brad chuckled. “That’s one. Four more to go.” 
 
    Leah slapped another card down. Jack of hearts. 
 
    Brad was still chuckling, but there was a tiny tinge of worry in his voice. 
 
    Queen of hearts. 
 
    Brad blinked. 
 
    King of hearts. 
 
    Brad’s mouth opened. He wanted to say something, but words were failing him. 
 
    The final card. An ace of hearts. 
 
    Tom stared, slapped the table and howled like a wolf. 
 
    Leah sat back and watched Brad. 
 
    Shelly stared at her husband. The implications of what had just happened had just changed from silly fantasy to rock hard reality. 
 
    “Ah…ah…” Brad said. Actually, he wasn’t expressing himself…he was just gobsmacked and blathering. 
 
    Leah turned to Shelly. “Shell, if you want me to call it off I will.” 
 
    Shelly looked at Brad, who was picking up the cards, one by one, and inspecting them front and back. His expression was as one who has been officially struck by lightening. 
 
    “You know what? I think this will be good for Brad. Enforce the bet. The full year. Give him tits. We live right next door to each other, so you can come over, walk right in, inspect him whenever you want. And we can even hook up a special audio feed, so if you need somebody to fix you a plate of cookies and milk at three in the morning all you have to do is press a button.” 
 
    “I don’t…I don’t…” Brad was still looking at the cards. His eyes were focused, but his mind was blasted. He saw the cards, he understood the cards, but his mind was screaming, ‘How could this happen!’ as loud as it could. 
 
      
 
    Leah didn’t waste time. She reached into her purse and pulled out a tube of lipstick. She rolled it across the table towards Brad. Brad watched the little gold tube roll like it was a grenade coming to call. 
 
    “Hey…I…uh…” 
 
    “Put it on.” 
 
    Deathly silence from Brad. Snickers from Tom and Shelly. 
 
    Brad shook his head, put his hand out to stop the slowly rolling tube. “I…you…I…” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    Brad was stuck. What was worse he no longer had the power of speech. In truth, it would be a couple of hours before he was even capable of putting together a coherent sentence. He was that messed up. 
 
    “I…uh…” He picked up the tube and looked around the table. His eyes were haunted, a thousand yard stare. This couldn’t have happened. This couldn’t have… 
 
    Shelly leaned forward and helped him unscrew the base and the pillar of red rolled out. She put his hand to his mouth and rolled the paint on. 
 
    “I…you…no…” 
 
    She then took the lipstick and screwed it back in. She sat back in her chair and had a lopsided look of humor on her face. “You know, the funny thing is…I’ve always had the desire to do that.” 
 
    Leah looked at her. 
 
    “I mean he’s always so pushy, and sometimes he’s disrespectful. I always thought maybe experiencing a little femininity would help him. 
 
    “Well, he’s going to be experiencing a. lot of femininity for the next year, “ quipped Leah. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” asked Tom. “I mean, specifically?” 
 
    “Well, for starters, he’s going to get real boobs. Real fake boobs, I mean. 
 
    Shelly grinned. Tom shook his head.  
 
    “I’d hate to be you, buddy.” 
 
    Brad: “I…you…I don’t…” 
 
    “As for the rest…I’ll come over tomorrow morning, maybe about six. You guys are awake then, right? And we’ll get started.” 
 
    “Oh, girlfriend. I’ve been dying for something like this.” And the girls high fived. 
 
    Tom: “Sucks to be you, Brad.” 
 
    And Brad said, “No…I….but…” 
 
    Brad was very quiet the rest of the night. The card game was pretty much over. Leah and Shelly went to a corner and started making plans. 
 
    Tom tried to talk to Brad, but Brad just looked at him and mumbled gibberish. So Tom made some drinks, listened to the girls for a while, then just sat and studied Brad. 
 
    Brad’s face was a study in hang dog-ism. His eyes were shattered, his cheeks were slack, and he just kept shaking his head and mumbling. 
 
      
 
    “Hello! Hello!” Leah walked into Brad and Shelly’s bedroom cheerfully. It was 6:07 on the side clock, and they sat up. Brad in shock, Shelly with a big grin. 
 
    “Okay, time to get started with your new year. Time for a make over of gargantuan proportions. You ready for this, Shell?” 
 
    “Born ready. How about you, Brad? Are you ready.” 
 
    Brad said his first whole sentence since the previous night. “You had a royal flush.” 
 
    “I did. I sent pictures of our hands over Facebutt a while ago, along with our videos and the picture of our contracts. 
 
    “You…did.” Brad choked. In truth, he thought, just for an instant, that maybe he could talk his way out of this mess. The look on the girls; faces, the fact that their bet was now public knowledge, he was realizing that he was stuck. He was going to have to pay off. 
 
    Leah continued. “I figure we can do his nails and maybe have him clean the house in a negligee this morning. We can go shopping and get him some stuff while he’s cleaning the house. This afternoon we can go hog wild. And Monday morning I’ll make an appointment for his new boobs. 
 
    Brad blinked. Hard. Boobs. Everything seemed surrealistic. A dream A nightmare. And he was going to have to go through with it! 
 
    “Now, Brad, I brought you over a bottle of Nair. Shell and I are going to have a light breakfast, and I want you to use the Nair. Follow the directions carefully. I would hate for you to lose all that long, luscious hair, you are so proud of. 
 
    Brad felt his locks. He liked long hair. Now he wasn’t so sure. 
 
    Shelly got out of bed, linked arms with her friend and they started to walk out of the room. Brad stared at the bottle of Nair. 
 
    Leah suddenly stopped and looked back at him. “And, Brad, you wear nothing but what I tell you. When you’re done getting rid of your hair come out naked.” 
 
    Brad turned red. 
 
    “And don’t misunderstand me. I have my own cock waiting at home, so don’t think I want any from you. I just want you to know your place, and naked men know their place. Got it?” 
 
    Brad murmured something.” 
 
    “I asked if you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, dammit!” 
 
    “And no attitude. Or things are going to get gnarly.” 
 
    The girls left then, and Brad read the instructions. 
 
      
 
    In the kitchen Shelly put slices of bread into the toaster and Leah made the coffee. Two minutes later they were seated at the table, Leah adding sugar and Shelly slapping on the butter and honey. 
 
    “So, what do you think?” asked Leah. “Am I going too far?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? This is going to be the most fun year of our lives! I never told you this, but a couple of times I have put Brad in panties and bra, and, man, was he turned on!” 
 
    Leah laughed. “I know. I tried that with Tom and he turned into the god of all horn dogs. But what about boobs? Should I push that?” 
 
    “Yes!” Shelly replied emphatically. “Look. He’s my hubby, and I love him, but this is going to be good for him. And…” she grinned. “Good for us.” 
 
    A couple of minutes later Brad appeared at the door, standing behind the jamb. His face was red and he stuck just his head out and said, “Uh…” 
 
    “Excellent. Slave boy is here Come on in, Brad.” 
 
    Brad’s whole body turned red then, as he stepped into the doorway. 
 
    Shelly giggled at how subdued her husband was. 
 
    “Come on, all the way in. Put your cock on the table where we can see it.” 
 
    Brad shuffled in. He stood in front of the table, but he didn’t put his cock on the surface. 
 
    Leah stared at it with a bemused smile. “Say, that’s not too bad.” She turned to her friend. “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Be my guest.” 
 
    Leah reached for his cock, it was half a chub, and when she touched it he moaned and his knees shook and it got hard. Real hard. It stuck straight out over the table. 
 
    “Did I ever tell you that Brad once discussed which neighbors he wouldn’t mind fucking?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Brad whimpered. This was worse than embarrassing. 
 
    “Really? Did my name come up?” 
 
    I asked him specifically, and he protested, so I knew he had thought about jumping you.” 
 
    “Brad! It that true? Do you want to put your cock in my tight hole?” 
 
    Brad was gulping now. 
 
    Leah reached out again and held his cock. “Now, tell the truth, and no spurting. If you squirt I will put you in a chastity tube.” She looked at Shelly. “I might do that anyway, do you mind?” 
 
    “Hey, mi pene es tu pene.” 
 
    Leah looked blank, so Shelly explained, “My penis is your penis.” 
 
    Leah giggled. She looked up at Brad “Your penis is all mine, little boy. But you’d better not think it’s going to get in me. You got that?” She shook his cock, and a little drop of pre-cum flew off. 
 
    Brad gulped and nodded. 
 
    “Better let go now, he’s got a quick trigger.” 
 
    “Is that true? Brad? Are you a quick cummer?” 
 
    “Please,” he begged. 
 
    Leah sighed and let go. “Okay. Before we head out, go get the little kit I put in the foyer. 
 
    Brad was glad to leave, and he brought back a small suitcase. 
 
    Leah opened it and Brad gawped. Shelly laughed. 
 
    The case was filled with fake nails, polish, and everything needed to shape hands. 
 
    “Pull up a chair, Bradley. It’s time to start your new life.” 
 
    Brad pulled a chair around and sat down. They could see his cock, poking up against the bottom of the glass table top. The head was flattened in part, and pre-cum was smearing the glass. 
 
    “Put your hands here.” 
 
    Brad extended his hands and the girls went to work. Leah worked on one and the Shelly worked on the other. Brad stared as his hands began to transform. 
 
    “Really, you need to take better care of your mitts,” observed Leah. 
 
    “Your hands are so gnarly they’re embarrassing. 
 
    Brad just sat there and said nothing. 
 
    They smoothed moisturizer into his hands. Tons of moisturizer. The skin started to smooth out a bit and look more gentle. 
 
    “Should we put stilettos on him?” 
 
    “First time? Nah. He’d probably puncture his butt when wiping.” 
 
    Both girls giggled. 
 
    “Okay, but we need to get them long enough to make up for how short his real nails are.” 
 
    “Ovals? Medium length?” 
 
    “Probably. Yes. We can always give him some real talons next week.” 
 
    So the girls began shaping and gluing nails on his digits. Brad watched in horror as the nails began to dominate the appearance of his hands. 
 
    “Red? Pink? Something else?” 
 
    “I like pink, but men like red. We should probably give him what men like.” 
 
    So they agreed again, and Brad began to feel faint as they coated his nails with red polish. Finally, they began painting his nails with a hard protective lacquer. 
 
    “Now, be careful, Brad. We’ve used the best glue, but it’s always possible to break a nail, or lift one. We can always repair, but try to keep them in good shape for a couple of weeks. By then we’ll be ready to teach you how to fix your own nails.” 
 
    “Fix…my own…” 
 
    “How cute! He speaks!” 
 
    Shelly and Leah giggled and Brad went right back to being super red in the face. 
 
    “Okay, here’s your lipstick, Brad. Go ahead.” Leah put the dreaded gold tube on the table. 
 
    Brad reached for it slowly, and was scared of his own hands! The long, red nails were surreal, like they weren’t his own hands. 
 
    “Come on, Brad,” Shelly giggled. “You know you want to.” 
 
    He cast a malevolent glance at her, and picked up the tube of lipstick. His nails gave him a bit of trouble, but he managed to roll out the pillar and then he colored his lips. He had nice, full lips, and it really feminized his face. 
 
    Leah took back the lipstick. “By the way, this was lipstain, not lipstick. It will last a week, not a day. But here’s some gloss. Put some gloss on every couple of hours to keep those lips a popping. 
 
    Under the table his dick was smashed up against the glass top. Shelly noticed, then she looked up at his troubled face. His lips so red. His mouth so…appealing. 
 
    She reached out and grabbed a handful of his hair. “Come here, lover.” 
 
    Leah watched, fascinated, as his red lips closed in on hers. She noticed his cock banging against the under part of the table. When their lips touched a big drool of pre-cum over flowed and a long, silvery stalactite of drool hung towards the floor. 
 
    “He likes this,” she observed. 
 
    Shelly backed off, “Whew. Wow.” She looked down at the table top and giggled. She turned to Leah. “This is hot. This is really fucking hot. Have a kiss.” 
 
    Leah couldn’t resist. She leaned forward and Brad tried to back up, but his wife had his hair in a firm grip. 
 
    Lean touched her lips to his, and she felt a burst of excitement that went from her ample chest down to her pussy. 
 
    She backed away. “Oh, my God. that is…that is…”” 
 
    “And the lipstain doesn’t smear!” 
 
    “We can kiss him all we want, get as hot as we want,  and there’s no smear. Oh, I love this.” 
 
    Then Shelly twisted his hair and made his head tilt to the side. “Ow!” 
 
    “But listen, lover. No cumming. We’re gonna kiss the hell out of you, but if you leak even one drop I will give you a spanking that you will wish you could forget!” 
 
    Leah laughed at the tormented expression on Brad’s face. “All right. Ready to go shopping?” 
 
    “I am. Brad. Credit card.” 
 
    Brad groaned. 
 
    He waited, hoping she was kidding, but she wasn’t. He stood up, his cock turning with him, the string of gleaming pre-cum elongating. A minute later he was back with a credit card. 
 
    “Please don’t spend too much.” 
 
    “Only what we need to make you the total beauty.” Shelly patted his face. 
 
    The girls told him to vacuum the house then, and headed out the door. 
 
    Ready to cry, Brad went to the hall closet and took out the vacuum. When he closed the door he flinched. Tom was standing on the other side of the front door looking in. A big grin was plastered on his face. 
 
    Brad turned away, dragged the vacuum cleaner across the floor. Behind him Tom opened the front door and came in. 
 
    “Hey, buddy.” 
 
    Brad groaned and unraveled the cord. 
 
    “Sucks to be you, eh?” 
 
    “You have no idea.” 
 
    “Well, I’m not going to tell you I told you so, but…” 
 
    “You told me so. If only I had listened. You want a beer or something? Before I get on with my house chores.” 
 
    “House chores, eh? Just a Coke. Thanks. I got an invite to play gold over at Pendleton’s.” Pendleton’s was the high end golf course that just opened, and they had been dying to play there. 
 
    “I was going to invite you, but…uh…looks like you’re not going to be up for it.” 
 
    Brad looked at his fingernails. “How can I even hold a club?” 
 
    “Maybe this will qualify you for the WPGA.” 
 
    Brad looked at his friend, but Tom had a straight face. Which didn’t mean he hadn’t been poking fun at him. 
 
    “Easy, boy. Let’s just have a Coke and…and that’s all.” 
 
    Brad sighed and they went into the kitchen. He got a couple of Cokes out of the fridge and started to pop the tops, then stopped. 
 
    Tom watched, his lips writhing in suppressed humor as Brad tried to figure out how to open the cans without breaking a nail. 
 
    “Hey, let me give you a hand.” He took the Cokes and opened them. Brad just stood there, his back slumped. He sat down heavily, and had the most listless expression on his face. 
 
    And, even more embarrassing, his Cock was starting to get hard. 
 
    “Don’t shoot!” laughed Tom, raising his hands in surrender. 
 
    “Oh, crap. How am I going to get through a whole year of this shit? And they’re serious about making me have boobs!” 
 
    Tom sipped, straightened out the grin on his face and said, “You know, it’s not all bad news.” 
 
    “It’s not? You could have fooled me.” 
 
    “Nah. Have you checked out Facebutt?” 
 
    “I don’t use Facebutt.” 
 
    “Well, you should. Does your wife have an iPad?” 
 
    Brad got up, was humiliated by his cock waving in the air, and got Shelly’s iPad. He placed it on the table and went back to his Coke. 
 
    Tom opened up the electronic device and pulled up the Facebutt social media page. 
 
    The comments sprang out, like headlines, and Tom read, “Local man to deliver on bet! It was actually a complimentary but of writing, talking about how all men should keep their word. 
 
    Then there was the fellow who, anonymously, said, ‘Man, kinky. What a lucky guy.’ 
 
    And: ‘Wish I had a wife like his.’ 
 
    And there were a couple of entries that weren’t so pleasant. 
 
    ‘Faggot.’ 
 
    ‘Homo is as homo does.’ 
 
    But most of them were supportive. 
 
    ‘Hey, I know Brad. He’s a stand up guy. Shake his hand and you can trust him.’ 
 
    ‘Now here’s a guy who’s man enough to be a woman.’ 
 
    Brad blinked as he read the comments. “I mean, it’s embarrassing…” 
 
    “But it’s not all bad. And you know how things like this go. After a while people forget, come to accept whatever as normal and natural.” 
 
    “Normal and natural. Huh!” 
 
    “But the point is this…you’re gettin two women to fuss over you. All that attention. Man, that’d make me hard, too. And that’s sort of why I came over.” 
 
    There was an edge to Tom’s voice, and Brad put his Coke down. 
 
    “I just want you to know that I understand, and I know how these girls can be, but…you’d better not be thinking about my wife in….that way.” 
 
    “What way?” 
 
    “Do I have to spell it out? I don’t want you fucking my wife.” 
 
    It was a flat statement, a serious statement, and delivered with full intensity. 
 
    Then Brad said something he shouldn’t have. He was just trying to reassure his friend, but he said, “Heck, they’re talking about putting me in a chastity device, anyway.” 
 
    Tom nodded. “Well, that’s good. That would probably keep you safe for the whole year.” Then he lightened up, “But…you know…that’s one of the perks of getting all made up like a woman.” 
 
    “What is?” 
 
    “There’s lots of women out there who like women, who would rather fuck a woman than a man, and if that woman to be fucked had a dick…well, I’m just saying.” 
 
    Brad felt like somebody was doing somersaults in the back of his head. Maybe in the front, too. Except every somersault was ending up a face plant.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Saturday afternoon the girls were back and they were loaded for bear. They had panties and bras, corsets and garters. They had dresses and culottes and cheongsams, They had skirts and blouses and earrings and bangles and scarves and a full collection of make up for Brad’s own use. They had nylons and high heels and scrunchies and even perfume! 
 
    They entered the house, sauntered into the kitchen where Brad was sitting reading the newspaper, turning the pages with his long, red nails, and said, “The car needs to be emptied. Put on a robe and hop to it.” 
 
    Brad, boner coming back with a vengeance—whenever the girls ‘bullied’ him, or made fun of him, or made him up, he would get instant boners—put on a long robe and went out to the car. 
 
    Sam Turner, an old guy across the street who was constantly trying to drown his lawn, yelled out, “Looking good, cutie!” 
 
    Brad couldn’t help himself. He flipped the old man off, which just made him laugh louder. When Brad came back in, however, he was given a lecture on not reacting to less than encouraging people. 
 
    “Smile and move along, dear.” 
 
    “Don’t start a fight you’re obviously not equipped to handle.” 
 
    The girls giggled at that one. 
 
    Brad brought the bags and boxes into the bedroom, and shortly the girls began to work. 
 
    First, they glued big tits on his chest. Just until he had his fake ones implanted, mind you. 
 
    They put a bra on him, and a corselet. His waist, already thin, was now wasp-like. and this emphasized his upper chest and his hips. 
 
    Nylons, no panties. High heels. 
 
    And a dress. 
 
    The dress was a wrap around affair, blue, and the skirt opened up so he could walk. Of course, his penis pushed the material right out. 
 
    Shelly and Leah thought his penis was funny, and they kept pushing it out of the way, bumping into it, as they worked. Finally, they gave him a pair of panties and he tried to keep it down. His penis went from being a pole to being a bump, something was going to have to be done. 
 
    His under and outer wear settled, they washed his hair and gave him a perm. He ended up with a bouncy set of locks that were quite cute. 
 
    As for his make up, he already had red lips, so they opted for shades that would go along with those red lips. They gave him smoky eyes, plucked his eyebrows and…pierced his ears. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    “Baby,” Shelly remarked as she slid a pole through his wounds. 
 
    Then: “OW!” Sorry, honey, but we’re going to give you loops.” She had given him real long chains and she attached the other end so the chain hung down in a loop. 
 
    “Oh, that’s pretty.” 
 
    “Want to pierce his nose?” 
 
    Tom protested, and they thought about it, but in the end decided not to.  
 
    “It might be fun to give him a sparkly, little diamond over the side of his lip.” 
 
    “How about a tiny, weeny animal, like a butterfly or something.” 
 
    “Oooh, I like it. I’ll stared shopping around.” 
 
    Finally, Tom was done. He stood up in high heels, half a boner showing, and looked at himself in the mirror. 
 
    He looked exactly like a woman. No ‘almost’ or ‘just about.’ He was feminized, and he was a woman. 
 
    Shelly and Leah invited Tom over for the grand unveiling, and Tom’s mouth dropped. “Shit, buddy, if I didn’t know you and saw you on the street, I’d try to pick you up!” 
 
    He turned to his wife, “If I wasn’t married. Which I am. And happily.” 
 
    Leah grabbed her husband and planted her mouth on his. “Fuck, she whispered, after raping his mouth. This has really made me horny. I think Brad’s feminization is going to make you a happy man.” 
 
    “Hey, doll him up. I like being a winner!” 
 
    They poured some shots of tequila and downed them. Brad was especially glad of the alcohol. He needed something to cushion his fragile psyche. 
 
    “You know,” Tom said. 
 
    They all looked at him. “The one bad thing, the thing you didn’t get, was you can still see his cock. I think you should get him one of the chastity things.” 
 
    Brad groaned. He had told Tom about it, and now it came back to haunt him. 
 
    “You know, I think we’ll do that, but…I’ve got a better idea.” 
 
    They all looked at Shelly.  
 
    “I was talking to Wanda Pearson, the gal who does make up in Hollywood?” 
 
    “Yeah?” asked Tom. 
 
    “She told me that they have latex pussies. Actually look like a real pussy. Apparently they fit the latex to the man…uh, person’s crotch. the head of the dick is pulled through, it is confined, like a chastity tube, but the head is exposed, like a little clitoris.” 
 
    “Wow! Brad with a real pussy?” 
 
    “I don’t know how long it lasts, I don’t think we could put him in latex permanently, but it might be fun to do that and take him out on the town. Maybe make him wear tights, so he has a real camel toe, or monkey knuckle, or whatever they call it.” 
 
    “Oh, my Gosh! That would be perfect!” 
 
    Brad, of course, tried to downplay everything, but he was pretty much ignored. At one point his wife actually turned to him and said, “Honey, sex pots should be seen and not heard.” 
 
    Lots of laughter for that one. 
 
      
 
    Three things happened over the next week. 
 
    One, he went to work. His boss, John Sampson, was particularly gracious. Of course he was a former gambler, and he was a member of AA, so he thought it was funny, even as he made sure nobody made fun of Brad in the office. 
 
    So Brad did his work, put up with some sly digs, and found that the secretaries all seemed to want to talk to him, ask him about how he liked make up, and that sort of thing. 
 
    The guys, seeing all the attention he was getting, actually got a little jealous. 
 
    Two, the chastity tube was delivered, and his cock was immediately imprisoned. It struggled, it squawked, it tried to get hard…it started oozing so much pre-cum he had to wear a pad. But it cured his figure of the unsightly boner bump. He now had a totally smooth pubic area. 
 
    Of course, he was immediately sent into horny heaven. He was dying to get out of the device and let his cock stretch. 
 
    Unfortunately, Shelly was getting off on his horniness. She said it made him a nicer, more compliant person. She loved how he doted on her and nuzzled her and opened doors for her. 
 
    “Imagine,” she said at one point, “a woman opening doors and holding chairs for another woman.” 
 
    Brad failed to see the humor. 
 
    Third, he went to the doctor. It was Friday afternoon and he had a three o’clock appointment. When he got off work early he had to tell John why he needed the time off, and when John found out he got a big grin on his face and said, “Wonderful. And, Brad, I’ll be giving you a raise.” 
 
    “What? I mean, yeah, but…why?” 
 
    “Have you seen your statistics this week? They are out the roof!” Of course they were, Brad was focusing on work and not hanging around the water cooler. 
 
    “Not only that, but HR said you’re getting us out of a jam with the government. They insist we have a percentage of ‘other’ people working for us. I don’t mind that, but we have you now, and you’re all trained and everything.” 
 
    Brad went home and got ready for his doctor’s appointment, and he told Shelly the good news. She was delighted and immediately called Leah. 
 
    While Shelly talked on the phone Brad thought about it. Except for embarrassment, things were working out pretty good. He got a raise, women were hanging around him more, and…and he was horny all the time. 
 
    Yes, he desperately wanted to get out of his chastity thing, but…there was a certain joy to his horniness. He looked it up on the net and found that he was permanently stuck in something called the ‘excitation phase’ of sex. Furrthermore, many men liked it. A lot. 
 
    He thought about that. He liked it, but he was a little afraid of liking it. What if he liked it so much he gave up orgasms? Now that was a terrible thought. 
 
    Three o’clock and he and Shelly were sitting in the doctor’s office. 
 
    Mr….ah…Long.” The nurse hesitated, not sure what to call Brad. The paperwork said he was male, but…he obviously wasn’t. 
 
    Once again embarrassed, Brad followed the nurse down the hallway and into an exam room. Shelly was right behind him, grinning at his discomfiture. 
 
    Five minutes later the doctor entered, grinned and asked Brad up on the exam table. 
 
    “So you want breast implants. I have to tell you, I’ve been following your saga on Facebutt. I never read the damned thing, but your story…” He pressed on Brad’s chest around the pectorals. He pinched skin and pulled out folds, and made ‘hmm’ sounds. 
 
    Finally, he sat down on the rolling stool and faced Brad and Shelly. “I can give you implants, schedule an operation, but I have a better idea.” 
 
    “Oh?” Shelly asked. 
 
    “Yes. If I was to give Brad breast implants right now he wouldn’t have enough skin, we would be limited in how big we could make them. But if we give him vacation boobs then the skin will have time to stretch, and we could do it a couple of times, making him able to hold larger and larger implants, and then we could give him a pair of Chyna 2000s, or even bigger.” 
 
    Shelly blinked. 
 
    Brad’s mouth was hanging a bit. 
 
    “The extra bonus is that vacation boobs are a new thing, just injections of a solution into the chest that last a month, and I can do them today.” 
 
    “Right now?” Brad blurted, horrified. 
 
    “Right now,” affirmed the doctor. 
 
    Shelly, of course, grinned and said, “Shoot the juice, Bruce. We’re going to party tonight!” 
 
    So Brad walked out of the doctor’s office with a pair of sizable boobs, and the promise that they would eventually be twice as big. 
 
    His breast forms were in a paper sack and carried by Shelly. His bra was working overtime. 
 
      
 
    It being Friday the foursome got together for a little celebration. Brad had been ‘womanized’ for a week, and he was starting to understand what he was in for. And he wasn’t so quiet now. He wasn’t loud and obnoxious, but at least he was able to talk and laugh, sort of, at jokes. 
 
    Then Sam Turner, the neighbor from across the street showed up with his wife, Greta. They saw the get together and decided to ask how things were. 
 
    Then the neighbors from the other side of the house showed up, with their sister. 
 
    And more people came by. 
 
    Brad, it turned out, was now officially a celebrity, and it was good that he was getting over his embarrassment. There were a lots of oohs and aws at his new boobs, and lots of questions. 
 
    At one point during the evening Shelly and Leah were discussing the situation from afar. Everybody was out on the patio and it seemed like everybody was clustered around Brad. 
 
    “You know, he’s enjoying this.” 
 
    “He likes attention. I think he used to act macho to get a little extra attention, now being feminine is getting him more attention.” 
 
    “Make you wonder what he’s going to be like at the end of the year.” 
 
    Shelly looked at her friend. “You know, I haven’t fucked him since this began.” 
 
    “Really? Why not?” 
 
    “At first it was just part of the game, but I sort of got used to it. I’ve jilled off a few times, and he’s made offers, but…I  just haven’t. 
 
    “You could always fuck him and not let him cum. You get your jollies and he gets to enjoy, uh…not getting his jollies.” 
 
    “I suppose.” she paused. “I think I will. Tell the truth, I don’t think he’s going to mind. He—I don’t know if I should be saying this—but he seems to like being used. It’s like there’s all this submissiveness inside him that’s just dying to come out.” 
 
    “Many men are that way,” agreed Leah. “Tom doesn’t seem to be that way, and sometimes I wish he was. It looks like you’ve got the best of both worlds in Brad.” 
 
    “I do, don’t I.” 
 
    At that point Brad suddenly looked around for her, and yelled, “Honey!” His voice was high pitched, exactly like a woman’s and Shelly blinked. 
 
    He sauntered over, sashayed, really, his ass swaying, his heels clicking. his boobs actually jiggling. “Look what Sammy gave me!” His voice was till high, like a woman’s. 
 
    He held up a bottle. It read, ‘Voice Go High!’ “You spray this down your throat and it lasts an hour. You’ve got a voice exactly like a woman!” 
 
    Shelly handed the bottle back and was…stunned. Brad was happy. Happier than she had ever seen him. “That’s wonderful, honey.” 
 
    “I’m going to take this work. I have to show everybody this!” 
 
    For a moment everybody was clustered around Brad, then he wandered back to the other side of the pool and his adoring throng accompanied him. 
 
    “Wow,” said Shelly. 
 
    Leah just nodded. 
 
      
 
    That night, everybody gone, Shelly decided to get a little sex. 
 
    They were in their bedroom, each sitting at their own vanity table, and Shelly said, “Bradley?” 
 
    He turned to her and saw that she was holding up the little, gold key that nestled between her breasts. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He licked his red lips and stared at his wife. 
 
    “Come her, lover…girl. Let’s see if you can get it up.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Brad repeated, and he bounced over to her. 
 
    Oddly, he wasn’t as thrilled as he thought he might be. Oh, he was happy, he wanted to get his ever struggling penis out, but…he just wasn’t thrilled. 
 
    Shelly fit the key to the lock and turned. There was a little click and she pulled his chastity tube off. 
 
    Sproing. 
 
    But not a SPROING! 
 
    Just a…sproing. 
 
    It was hard, but not bobbing and throbbing. 
 
    Shelly noticed this, but figured he just needed to get used to being on the loose again. She took his penis in her mouth and began to suck it. 
 
    Brad groaned. it felt good. 
 
    Shelly grabbed his testicles and began fondling them. 
 
    Brad pushed his hips forward to fuck her face. 
 
    For a long minute to sucked on his meat. She used all her wiles, she slapped his balls, she pinched his nipples. 
 
    Brad thought it felt good, but though it was mildly exciting, it wasn’t putting him over the edge. 
 
    Shelly stopped and looked up. “Let’s put it in.” 
 
    She went to the bed and lay down. Brad slipped in between her legs and began licking. Oddly, this was much more exciting. It was more fun to blow than get blown. His dick got harder, started to throb, and he slithered up her body and put his penis into her hole. 
 
    She gasped as he entered, and he began to fuck her. Long, slow strokes, the way she liked it. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she mumbled, and she kissed his red lips and felt his big tits. This was it, this was…he started to get soft. 
 
    “What the fuck?” she blurted as he fell out. 
 
    He was embarrassed, but didn’t know what to do. “I’m sorry. I just…it isn’t…” 
 
    “Well get down there and eat me! Get me over the top! Do something!” 
 
    Brad slid back down her body and began eating her out. Once again his dick stood up. Once again it became stuff and rigid, but Shelly didn’t bother with it. She held his hair and fucked his face and… “Fuck! Yes! Yes!” 
 
    Her hips pumped his face savagely and she actually spurted a little fluid on his face. 
 
    And she was done. 
 
    Poor Brad, though, was not done. His cock was standing up tall. And he looked at her hole, and he wanted to fuck it, but she was done. 
 
    “Oh, geez,” he whined. 
 
    Shelly felt pretty good, and she lazed back and said, “You can go jack off, if you want to.” 
 
    He wanted to. Well, he told himself that he wanted to. He went into the bathroom and pumped away, but his dick, though it was hard, wasn’t hard enough. And the big joy buzzer never got pressed. Fifteen minutes later he exited the bathroom. His cock was red and sore from his hand, and it was now limp. 
 
    Sighing, he put his cock cage back on. Immediately his cock started trying to get hard. New waves of horniness assailed him. But…he was done. 
 
    Shelly was asleep, so he crawled into bed and waited for sleep to come. 
 
     
 
    Time passed. 
 
    A month passed. Two months passed. 
 
    Shelly bought a bigger, better vibrator, and began getting herself off. At first she hid the masturbation from Brad, but then she shrugged. What the fuck. He couldn’t do anything, so why should he care? 
 
    But he did care. He couldn't cum, but he wanted to. He would lay awake, listening to her vibrator chug along, listen to her moans, feel the mattress bounce, or go still when she came and her body spasmed. 
 
    Brad was hornier than he had ever been, and…not horny. Unless his cock was in the cage it didn’t try to get hard.  
 
     
 
    He had gotten two redos on the vacation boobs, and his skin was well stretched. On the fourth month of his year he got Chyna 2000s. These were massive breast implants named after the professional wrestler who they had originally been designed for. This made his cock struggle harder in the cage, but it didn’t really do anything for his cock out of the cage. 
 
    And he still couldn’t get erect enough to fuck Shelly. Even if she had wanted him to. She was getting used to the vibrator, and once even wondered out loud why she had ever bothered with flesh dildos. Which meant his cock. 
 
    Still, he wasn’t unhappy. He was too horny to be unhappy. And he was doing well at work. And he had lots and lots of female friends. Seemed like every woman in town knew him and wanted to hang with him. 
 
    After all, he had all the benefits of a man, but without the drawbacks of a man. 
 
    Then came…’The Night.’ 
 
      
 
    It was a city wide celebration. St. Patrick’s day. There being a heavy Irish community in town, there was a big parade, which parade ended up with the mayor making a speech and everybody getting drunk, and…it was great fun. 
 
    And Brad was invited. 
 
    Not Tom not Leah nor even his wife, though it was perfectly fine if they attended, just Brad. 
 
    Brad was the celebrity. 
 
    Brad, getting used to being a woman, took it in stride. He was a bit nervous, but only a bit. 
 
    “But what are you going to say up there?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll just say thanks.” 
 
    “But they’re going to give you the key to the city!” 
 
    “Well, good.” 
 
    “And you’re being touted as a spokesperson for the LGTBQ whatever community?” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t know about that. I don’t really think of myself like that.” 
 
    Which was surprising. He was totally en femme now. He hadn’t been in boy clothes for months, he was always fully made up, his hair done perfect, and…he didn’t even think about his poor cock all locked up down there. 
 
    He just enjoyed the eternal horniness that seemed to float him through life. 
 
    That morning he and Shelly got ready for the day. They got dressed, they made each other up, and Shelly was actually jealous of his boobs. They were bigger than hers! 
 
    But, that aside, they got into their car, Tom and Leah came out, wearing green hats and Tom had a shirt that said, “Don’t pinch me, I’m Irish. Leah had a shirt on that said, “Pinch him, I’m Irish.” 
 
    They headed downtown and parked near the beginning of the parade route. 
 
    Shortly Brad was installed on a city float, and Tom, Leah and Shelly walked along the sidewalk. It was a great time. People cheering, a lot of drunks, Kids with squirt guns, lots of drunks, women flaunting their wares, and lots of drunks, and there were a lot of drunks, too. 
 
    They made it to the city square and the participants were escorted up to the bandstand. Brad was escorted by a hunky fireman type, which made Shelly very jealous. Brad accepted the linked arm, and he was nervous, but he kept looking up at the fellow, and people cheered and patted him on the back, so he made it up tot eh bandstand and stood behind the mayor. 
 
    “We welcome this time of year…” blah blah blah. 
 
    “Introduce the leader of the women’s club…” blah blah blah. 
 
    “Introduce our guest speaker today…Brad Long!” 
 
    Cheers, and Brad almost fell when somebody pushed him. Well, he was in high heels, after all. 
 
    Brad stood up and smiled, and cell phones clicked and cameras flashed. People cheered and Brad felt very good. 
 
    He had a lifetime of being a man. Of bucking up, of keeping his nose to the grindstone, of behaving responsibility. Now he was giddy with beauty, and the world loved him! At least the women did. He wasn’t sure about the men. But the cheers…the clapping…he gave a short speech. Gave his ‘thanks,’ and stepped back. 
 
    In the audience Leah waved to him and held her hand to her mouth to indicate drinking beer. She pointed across the lawn towards an Irish pub. 
 
    He waved, and his wife and friends set off. 
 
    He was stuck on the bandstand until all the politicians got tired of contributing to global warming with their hot air. He sighed, and listened to the guff. 
 
      
 
    Once the speeches were over Brad broke away from crowd and the admirers to go find his friends and Shelly. Standing up there for so long…he had a thirst. 
 
    He crossed the street and entered ‘Clancy’s Irish Pub.’ 
 
    It was crowded in the pub. Wall to wall people. As a guy he could have pushed a little. As a woman he couldn’t. Not that he couldn’t couldn’t, but he couldn’t because he had big tits. Pushing your way through a packed crowd with big tits is a good way to get loose hands all over said tits. 
 
    So he waited, shuffled a little, looked around, but didn’t see anybody. Crap. He hoped they hadn’t moved on. 
 
    He managed to break free and headed for the bathrooms. There was a phone in the hallway and he could give them a call. All he had to do was get past all the drunks. 
 
    “Hey, baby!” The guy was big and oafish, and he shoved Brad back into a corner. His rough hands grabbed his tits and started groping. He wasn’t gentle and it hurt. 
 
    “Hey! Let go!” Brad’s voice was high, he had just sprayed it, and the guy laughed at his girlish tones. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll let go. Hey, Billy! come see our little Irish lass.” 
 
    Another drunk pushed forth, and now Brad was totally hemmed in. His hands were trapped and they were pulling on his tits painfully. One hand reached down and grabbed for his snatch, which snatch he did not have. 
 
    “Hey! This fuck is a guy!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    A fist hit him in the face. He sagged into the corner. A knee hit him in the belly and he would have collapsed, except there wasn’t enough room. 
 
    A hand knotted in his hair and another fist hit him. 
 
    He was dazed, he tried to clinch, to hang on, but he was pushed back and punched some more, and then he collapsed. He just slid down the wall. He lay there, his legs spread, his cock cage exposed, people stepping over him. 
 
    Somebody pissed on him. He was stinking, sodden, his clothes ruined, and crying. 
 
    “Hey! What the fuck!” 
 
    The bar owner found him and pushed everybody back, then took him into his office. 
 
    Brad sat there, sobbing, while the bar owner called Shelly. 
 
      
 
    At home, Brad sat on the couch. He had managed to stop crying, but he was shattered. From a hero to a zero. He was disheveled and Shelly and Tom and Leah sat in the kitchen and discussed the situation. 
 
    He could hear them, and what they were saying didn’t make him happy. 
 
    “He hasn’t been the same since this started. He can’t even make love.” 
 
    “Those guys took him apart. The old Brad wouldn’t have put up with that.” 
 
    “The old Brad wouldn’t have had tits and a dress.” 
 
    And so on. 
 
    Brad listened. And he thought. And he finally got up and walked back to the bedroom. He took off his clothes and took a shower. He put on a gown and sat down at his vanity table and began repairing his face. 
 
    Tom, Leah and Shelly came in and confronted him. 
 
    “Brad,” said Leah. “I’m calling off the bet.” 
 
    Brad kept putting on make up, checking his face in the mirror. He had some bruises, but he was able to cover them up with make up. 
 
    “Did you hear Leah?” asked Shelly. 
 
    Tom said, “You can go back to being a man.” 
 
    Brad sighed and turned to them. He had covered up the bruises and he was again a beautiful woman. He studied them. They were his friends. Sure, they had faults, but who doesn’t. Before he had become a woman he had had faults. Lots of them. And he still had faults, though not as many. 
 
    Most important, he was happy now. As a man he was always trying to play the role, sometimes he would even be a bully. Now he wasn’t. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The three looked at him. 
 
    “Brad?” Shelly started. “I want you to go back to being a man. I want you to stop wearing dresses. You can even have those implants removed.” 
 
    “Nothing to win, buddy. You’ve more than proven you can keep your word. 
 
    Brad repeated, “No.” 
 
    Leah: “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m a better woman than I ever was a man. I don’t lust after women on the street. I don’t look at porn for hours and hours. I don’t jack off. I rarely drink. I’m a softer, kinder person.” 
 
    “But you can be all that while you’re a man?” 
 
    “Can I? 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    He turned to his wife. “I know I haven’t pleased you in bed, and I have some ideas about that. 
 
    He turned to Leah and said, “You winning that bet opened my eyes. You taught me things I never would have learned. You once asked me if we would stay friends. Honey, you’ll always be my friend.” 
 
    He turned to Tom. “And, Tom…want to play golf next Saturday?” Which remark broke the ice. There were a couple of giggles, some embarrassed looks. 
 
    Brad said, “What happened today, that was a miscalculation on my part. I’ll take responsibility for that. I won’t let that happen again. I’ll stay out of dark alleys. I’ll hang only with my real friends.” 
 
    The four friends talked long after that, and for the first time they delved into what makes people people, why people can be mean, and how people can be soft and generous, and yet still hold their ground. 
 
    Finally, Tom and Leah headed for home. They planned to have a card game the next Saturday night, and Tom and Brad were going to play golf, and everybody was in a high state of happy. 
 
      
 
    “Brad?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “What did you mean when you said you had ideas about making love?” 
 
    For an answer Brad led her back into the bedroom. He had her sit on the bed, and he got out a strap on they had ordered but never used. 
 
    “I don’t want to fuck a man, to be fucked by a man. The idea repulses me. The idea of exploring a different kind of sex with you, however, is something else. I think we should explore this strap on. Both ways. And if it doesn't work then there are other things that might work. But we should try this first. Are you willing to at least give it a try?” 
 
    “You don’t even have to ask.” 
 
    “So who does who first?” 
 
    “You can do me. I’m not so proud that I can’t admit I have missed a good dicking.” 
 
    Brad stepped into the harness and buckled up. He screwed in a large penis and adjusted the strap on. 
 
    Shelly scooted back on the bed 
 
    “Let’s do it doggy style.” 
 
    “Sure, but why?” 
 
    “Because that’s the way I want it, and maybe you can pick up things from what I do.” 
 
    Shelly smiled. “Sounds like a deal.” She turned over, got on all fours, and presented her ass. 
 
    Brad had a dick again. A plastic one, but still a dick. He was, however, a changed man. A softer man. 
 
    He placed his hands on Shelly and stroked her flesh. He felt her tits and nuzzled her neck. He was soft, like a woman, and Shelly found herself responding. She had always felt that men were a little rough. She liked it, but preferred a softer approach. 
 
    Brad ran his hands over her frame, he tickled her labia and then got down and started eating her. 
 
    She moaned and pushed her pussy back into his face. 
 
    Brad stood up and, like a man, placed his cock at the entrance to her pleasure palace. 
 
    They held for a moment, feeling the tip of the big dick nuzzling into her snatch. Then he started sliding it into her. 
 
    She gasped. It was hard, harder than a flesh dick, but that was okay. Brad had done proper foreplay and she was ready.  
 
    Brad was so gentle it was like a dream. She felt the thing rippling through her love tunnel, and she couldn’t stop herself from tilting her ass and tilting back and trying to get more. 
 
    For long minutes Brad fucked her, and she loved it. Him being soft made the hard phallus desirable. She began pushing back, trying to get more and more, and finally, she began to cum. Long jerks of the muscles, quivers of the thighs and buns. Her pussy felt like it was on fire. 
 
    Then she collapsed. Laid down, and Brad was out of her. 
 
    Brad stepped back. It had been so weird, to fuck her and not feel anything. But it had been good. He loved the feeling of her climaxing; he loved the feeling of her having virtual ‘seizures’ on his fake dick. It was almost like he was there. 
 
    Long minutes passed, then Shelly stirred. “Are you ready for your turn?” 
 
    He nodded, said, “Yes,” and sat down on the bed. 
 
    She got off the bed and stepped into the strap on. She felt the big penis that had been used to bring her to pleasure, and she grabbed a big handful of lube and started stroking. she looked at Brad with a smile. “Up and on all fours.” 
 
    Brad knelt in front of her, and she began lubing up his asshole. Long, slithery strokes of love, she reamed him and prepared him. 
 
    Brad had never felt anything like this. Her fingers were so soft and considerate. They went around and around inside his asshole, and he found himself making little, groaning sounds. 
 
    Then she moved forward, placed the tip of the dildo inside his brown button, and began to move forward. 
 
    Brad had dreamed of this. He had been incapable of sex, conflicted between being a man and being a woman, but now…now…he gasped as the long dong slid up his passage. 
 
    Plastic balls struck his ass, and the dildo started going in and out. 
 
    In, and he felt like he was being blown apart, but in the most pleasant way. Out, sensations rippling through his whole body. 
 
    Shelly had a hold of his hips. She paused and reached around and grabbed his hanging tits. “God, you’re beautiful,” she whispered, then she went back to banging him. 
 
    Brad began to shiver, to tremble, and he felt little spasms deep inside his ass. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whimpered. 
 
    “Yeah, baby,” Shelly whispered back. 
 
    In and out, more trembling, and it felt like little earthquakes were happening in his whole groin area. Then it was big earthquakes. He started to say things, he wasn’t sure what, but his ass was jerking back and forth, his muscles squeezing on the plastic invader. 
 
    He felt like his boobs were on fire, his nipples little firecrackers that kept popping, again and again. 
 
    “OH…OH!” his voice was high, but loud as pleasure blasted his senses away. 
 
    “YES!…YES!” 
 
    He came. A hard orgasm with soft edges. Semen leaked out of his locked cock, and splattered on the bed. 
 
    Shelly kept fucking and fucking. 
 
    And finally Brad gave up, laid down, and was at peace with the world. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    They were watching reruns of the old TV show, ‘The Fear Factor.’ The host, Joe Rogan brought together a group of people and gave them challenges. The first challenge was walking on a plank between two tall buildings. 
 
    Ted started to laugh. “You’ve got to be kidding!” 
 
    Julie shushed him. “Come on, Ted, let me watch.” 
 
    “But it’s bogus. They all have wires on them. If they fall it doesn’t matter. They’re just going to bounce a little, then be hauled up again.” 
 
    The other couple in the room, Jill and Lance, told him to be quiet. 
 
    Ted was quiet, except for laughing when somebody fell off the plank. His laughter ruined the whole thing. 
 
    “Come on, Ted. Don’t spoil it for everybody.” 
 
    “Aw, come on. It’s just that it’s not really scary.” 
 
    “Shut up, Ted,” Lance muttered. 
 
    They watched the next challenge. It was to walk on the wings of a plane in flight. They had on crash helmets and parachutes and Joe Rogan talked about the long fall to the earth and how nobody could survive such impact. 
 
    “They’ve got harness on, Joe! Get real! They’ll just be hauled back up on the wing!” 
 
    Ted! Shut!” Julie hit him in the belly with an elbow. 
 
    “Come on! you guys aren’t falling for this, are you?” 
 
    Jill: “Stop being an asshole, Ted. Let the rest of us enjoy the show.” 
 
    Ted didn’t say anything. For all of thirty seconds. Then: “Enjoy the scam, you mean.” 
 
    Everybody gave him dirty looks and he sighed and watched the show. Nobody fell off the plane, and if they had it wouldn’t have mattered. When the show went into commercial he blurted, “Boring!” 
 
    Lance turned to him, “You’re being an ass, Ted. Even if you don’t like it, the rest of us do. You should just hold it in and let us have fun.” 
 
    “Have fun when they foist something that is supposedly scary on you and it isn’t at all.” 
 
    “Well, I like it,” Jill pronounced. “The idea of being up on a plane and falling…it makes me very afraid.” She gave a shiver and held onto Lance. 
 
    “Then you’re scared of stuff that isn’t really scary.” 
 
    “Can’t you let it go, Ted?” Julie grumped. 
 
    “Not when it’s a Hollywood fake out and there’s nothing there.” 
 
    The show started up again, and the third challenge was unveiled. The contests had to be immersed in a bathtub full of worms. 
 
    Ted started laughing hysterically. “You’ve got to be kidding! Worms? What’s the fear factor in that? What’s to be scared of?” 
 
    Jill made a sound in her throat like she was gagging. “All those worms! How do they stand it!” 
 
    Julie actually looked away. “I can’t take it!” 
 
    “Man, I couldn’t do that,” Lance admitted. 
 
    “They’re worms! They’re tiny little things! And if something was to go wrong the TV crew would just lift you out of the tub!” 
 
    But Ted was in the severe minority now. Lance, Julie and Jill made gagging sounds and held their mouths. Jill finally had enough and actually started to barf. She caught it in a bowl of popcorn, but it was too late. Ted howled with laughter. 
 
    “Ted, you’re an asshole!” Julie said, as she held Jill’s hair out of the mess. 
 
    “Yeah, man. Maybe you don’t find it scary, but it’s more than we like.” 
 
    “Well, you guys are pussies then.” 
 
    The show was over then, they turned the lights on and sat and looked at each other. Mostly they looked at Ted, who had raised all their ire. 
 
    “So what are you scared of, Ted.” 
 
    “None of that stuff. In fact, I haven’t seen anything that scared me since I was a kid. Let’s face it. Life is easy, and—“ 
 
    “What if a car was going to hit you?” 
 
    “I’d have enough presence of mind to jump out of the way.” 
 
    “What if a mugger was aiming a gun at you?” 
 
    “I’d pick my moment and fight back. I certainly wouldn’t be frozen into fear like some of those bozos on the TV. 
 
    Lance said, “Ted, you’re my buddy, but in this case I think that you’re a poser.” 
 
    “Says the guy who flinched at a few worms.” 
 
    Lance’s lip rippled through a frown. 
 
    Jill exclaimed: “I’ll bet there’s something that you’re scared of. Everybody’s scared of something.” 
 
    “Not me. I don’t scare, and I don’t chicken out. You can’t find the factor of fear that would get to me. 
 
    “What if a pack of wild dogs started attacking you?” Jill said.  
 
    “Hey, it’d hurt, but I’d fight back. I wouldn’t start crying like a little baby.” 
 
    The others threw scenarios at him quick then. 
 
    “What if somebody held a knife over your penis.” 
 
    “What if they did?” Ted challenged back. 
 
    “What if somebody was going to rape you and they had AIDS!” 
 
    “Rape me? Rape is for people who are too scared to fight back. I’d fight back.” 
 
    Obviously, Ted was saying some very unpopular things, even offensive things, but he didn’t back off. 
 
    “What if you had to fight an MMA champ?” 
 
    “Hey, I might lose, but I wouldn’t cry about it and act like a wuss.” 
 
    Finally, his girlfriend had had enough. “Ted, you talk the talk, but I’ll bet I can come up with something that scares the hell out of you and even makes you call uncle. You toss off things like being raped, or getting beaten up and claim nothing bothers you, but I can find something that bothers you enough to quit.” 
 
    Ted just laughed, and by now he had truly pissed everybody off. 
 
    Jill said, “You give us a week and we’ll figure something out that will reduce you to a crying, cringing baby.” 
 
    “Oh, boo hoo. Bring it on, fraidy cat.” 
 
    “Okay, we will. Next weekend. Be ready, because we’re going to take you to the mat.” 
 
    Ted just laughed. “You guys are ridiculous!” 
 
    And that’s where it all ended. Shortly afterwards Ted decided it was time to go home. Julie walked him to the front door and bid him good night. 
 
    He turned to kiss her, but her return kiss was lukewarm. 
 
    “Aw, hey, baby. You aren’t mad about all that, are you?” 
 
    “I think you’re awfully proud, Ted. Maybe a little too proud.”               
 
    “So you think you guys are going to come up with something that scares me.” 
 
    “Nobody’s perfect, Ted. And there’s something that you’re afraid of. And I’ll tell you right now, you were so disrespectful in there that I’m on Jill and Lance’s side. I’m going to help them figure out something that will truly scare you. And then I’m going to say ‘I told you so.’” 
 
    Ted just laughed. “Look, baby. I’m sorry if I pissed you off. And maybe I was a bit rough. But I love you, and it’s okay if you guys try to get me. But you shouldn’t take it personal. This is me, and you should be glad I’m a big, tough, brave guy.” 
 
    Julie melted. She was smart enough to know that she had reacted strongly. She gave him a better kiss. Actually, it was a scorcher that woke up his pants. 
 
    “Oh, baby. That’s better.” 
 
    “Okay, Ted. We love each other, but we’re going to play this game, and then we still love each other, even if you lose. Right?” 
 
    “I won’t lose, but…even in the remote possibility that I didn’t come out on top…you’re the one for me.” 
 
    They kissed and groped and did everything short of sex, and they would have done that if Ted didn’t have to leave. At any rate, it was a happy couple that parted that evening. Ted strolled down the walk to his car. He was whistling and still felt the soft warmth of her lips on his. 
 
    Inside the house Julie closed the door and leaned against it. She sighed. Ted was the man for her, but he did have a big head and a lot of attitude. That wasn’t all bad, men should be world beaters. But he had gone over the line tonight. 
 
    Pushing away from the door, her lips still burning from his passionate kisses, she walked back into the TV room. 
 
    Jill and Lance were humping with their clothes on, moaning and kissing and warming their hands on each others private parts. 
 
    “Hey1 Hey! Knock it off?” 
 
    Groaning, the couple separated, but still sat on the couch in each others arms. 
 
    “Now, look. We have to come up with something. We have to figure out what will scare the be-heysoos out of my knucklehead boyfriend. Now who’s got some ideas?” 
 
      
 
    Ted would have forgotten about the whole Fear Factor thing. He was a working man and didn’t really dwell on things. So he worked the week through, talked to Julie on the phone, took her out for dinner on Wednesday, and she reminded him of the upcoming weekend. 
 
    “I think we’ve got something to scare you.” 
 
    Ted remembered and grinned. “Bring it on. There’s nothing you guys can think of that will scare me.” 
 
    Julie smiled and wouldn’t give him a clue. 
 
    So Friday night rolled around, and Julie called Ted in the morning and told him to report to their house as soon as he got off work. 
 
    Ted stopped only to clean up, and was front and center at six in the evening. He knocked on the door, and Julie immediately opened the door, grabbed his hand and pulled him into the house.  
 
    “Come on, hurry! Take off your clothes!” 
 
    It was hard to take off his clothes while he was walking, but he left a trail of garments all the way to…the bathroom. 
 
    He looked at the bed longingly. “Don’t you want to, uh…” he eyed the bed. 
 
    “No time,” she stated, and she began slathering cream on his body. 
 
    “What’s this stuff?” 
 
    “Nair.” 
 
    “Making me bald is going to scare me.” 
 
    “Hah. No. But we have to have you hairless for what comes next.” 
 
    Fifteen minutes later Ted stepped out of the shower. He was baby bald and Julie threw his clothes at him before he could even dry off. “Come on! We have an appointment.” 
 
    He used his tee to dry off and pulled his clothes on as they exited the house. He hoped on one foot and managed to get his shoes on, then they were in her car and she was driving fast through the streets of Hollywood. 
 
    “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To get you ready for your challenge.” 
 
    Ted went along willingly, and soon they were closing in on a complex of Hollywood studios. When they pulled through the gate of Magic Pictures Ted quipped, “I hope you’re not going to make a movie star out of me. That’s really scary.” 
 
    “I tell ya, Ted, you’re going to laugh at your own funeral,” Julie shot back.” 
 
    “Hey! My own funeral! Great! That will scare me. Make sure you have lots of Gummy Bears. 
 
    Julie just smiled. 
 
    They threaded their through parking lots and big warehouses to a manufactured building at the back of the lot. 
 
    “What the heck are we doing?” 
 
    Julie pulled him out of the car., locked it, and led him up the steps of the building. The sign on the door said, ‘Prosthetics.’ 
 
    “What? You’re going to chop my leg off and give me a fake on? Okay, I give up!” 
 
    Julie knocked on the door, and shortly it opened. 
 
    The girl was chunky with purple hair. She had thick, black glasses, wore witch boots, a purple dress that was designed for somebody a pounds lighter, and heavy make up. 
 
    “Hey, guys, come on in.” 
 
    The entered the trailer and the two girls hugged, and Ted looked around in amazement. The trailer was packed with latex products. There were masks for horror pictures, fake arms and legs, buttocks, bloody gashes waiting to be glued on to murder victims…it was a slice of Hollywood at its finest. 
 
    “This is Janice. Janice, Ted.” 
 
    “Hey Ted, so you’re the guinea pig, eh? You’re a brave soul. Wanna buy some life insurance?” 
 
    Ted chuckled. “I’d rather have a hamburger.” 
 
    Janice grinned at him. “Moo hah hah! Sit over there.” 
 
    Ted sat in a padded chair that was sort of like a dentist chair. It could go and down and round and round and bend over and everything. 
 
    “So what’s going to happen here?” 
 
    Janice held up a piece of latex and said, “You’re gonna be a big pussy.” 
 
    Ted blinked. The latex she was holding was a perfect pussy. Life sized, and incredibly lifelike. It had a slit, and slightly bent he could see a little hole where a penis might stick out. 
 
    “You’re going to turn me into a girl? That’s supposed to scare me?” 
 
    “Be patient,” Julie patted his arm with an evil look. “Do you want him to get naked?” 
 
    “Sure. Yeah. No. Let me take a measurement or two.” 
 
    Janice placed the pussy on his crotch pushed it down. “I’m just eyeballing right now. Once we get you naked I’ll do the fine tuning. You ever wear anything like this before, Ted?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Well, you’re gonna have some fun. Horny fun, but fun. I hope you like being horny.” 
 
    “He’ll learn to love it,” Julie said. “Come on, Ted, show us what you got.” 
 
    Ted slowly took off his shirt.. Julie was laughing, Janice was at a work bench cutting the latex pussy, so Ted shrugged and got out of his pants. He was a commando kind of guy, so he just stood there, and being naked in front of two girls he was got hard. 
 
    Janice glanced at him. “He’s got to be soft for the fitting. Once in it doesn’t matter. Can you get him soft?” 
 
    Julie giggled. “Ted! Down, boy!” Which command, of course, didn’t work. 
 
    Janice chuckled. “Jack him off. I won’t look.” 
 
    Julie didn’t even hesitate, which surprised Ted, but then the feel of her warm mouth on his member distracted him from any feelings of embarrassment. 
 
    Janice, of course, turned to watch. 
 
    “Hey, good technique. Feel his balls a little, that always helps.” Ted was gulping. There was a low rafter and he reached up and grabbed it to help support himself. 
 
    Julie’s mouth was heaven in a bottle, and she squeezed his nuts and stroked him and worked the head with her red lips. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whimpered Ted. He was close, but he couldn’t quite get over. 
 
    “No fuckee fuck! Got to be a blow job or hand job!” Janice yelled. 
 
    Ted gasped out a laugh at that. 
 
    “Slap his nuts. That always works.” 
 
    So Julie slapped his testicles.  
 
    “Ow…Oh!…UNH! Ted squirted into her mouth. She gobbled up his cream and licked him clean. 
 
    Janice clapped her fingertips together. “Well done. Have a seat, Ted. We have to do this before you get all randy again. 
 
    Ted was only too glad to collapse in the chair, His knees were weak and he just sagged in the chair and gulped air. 
 
    Janice fit the latex pussy to him. On the inside there was a little cup, It was too small for a boner, but a soft pecker slid into it nicely. Once it was in Janice pressed, reached into his crotch and pushed, and the head of his penis came through the little hole in the latex. It looked like a perfect, slightly over-sized, clitoris. 
 
    “Holy crap!” Muttered Ted. 
 
    “I find crap less than holy,” remarked Janice. She kept pushing and pressing and making sure the head of his dick was perfectly positioned. “We developed this pubic shield for actors to go pee in. Long hours in a Ninja turtle suit required a way to pee without taking the whole suit off.” 
 
    She began putting a thick layer of glue on the inside of the latex pussy shield. She worked outward, making sure there were no air bubbles, that everything was skin tight and there would be no slippage. 
 
    “We stopped using them because when the head of the dick sticks out it gets rubbed by clothing, and the next thing you know the actor is too horny to deliver his lines. Can you imagine being that horny?” 
 
    Ted couldn’t imagine anything. He was stunned by being totally captured in latex. His nuts were pushed up into his body, his pecker head was barely sticking out and wasn’t going to be retracted. 
 
    “It’ll wear off in a few days. I’ve got some glue dissolver if you want, but…you’re going to be female below the waist for the foreseeable future.” 
 
    Julie was staring, fascinated, as Ted’s manhood became a thing of the past. 
 
    Finally, he was done.  
 
    Janice stepped back and grinned. “There it is, a modern, twentieth century, ultimate chastity device.” She looked up at Ted. “Aren’t you glad you got your rocks off?” 
 
    “Uh…” Ted stuttered, too shocked to even think. 
 
    “Okay, boobers. You want him big?” 
 
    “Real big!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Janice pulled out a couple of breast forms that looked positively gigantic. “Based on Chyna 2000s. You know, that wrestler that was billed as ‘The Ninth Wonder of the World.’ 
 
    “Joannie Laurer,” Ted blurted. 
 
    “Yeah! That’s the one. It’s obvious that Ted can …’smell what the Rock is cooking!’ She imitated Dwayne Johnson perfectly. 
 
    She moved the chair Ted was sitting in to a lay down position and positioned the big tits on his chest. In a moment she was slathering glue on the back of the boobs, then she got up on a box and put her weight on his chest. She looked at him, “We’re going to have to stop meeting like this.” 
 
    Ted grunted a laugh. 
 
    Five minutes passed, and he was done. 
 
    “You’re gonna need a bra, you might want to hold them up with your hands till we get you one. The skin stretches and it gets a little irritating. She turned to Julie. “Okay, Jules, shall we dress our little pussy boy up?” 
 
    Julie clapped her hands in glee. 
 
    Ted found that walking was a little awkward. For one thing, he didn’t have a pair of boulders keeping his thighs apart. His testicles pushed up into his body definitely gave for a different experience. For another thing, the latex pushed his legs very slightly apart. It wasn’t painful, just…different. 
 
    Janice led them to the end of the trailer and through a doorway into another trailer. “This is wardrobe. Specially designed for people wearing pussies or cocks.” 
 
    “You have a latex shield with a cock on it?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    Janice gave a secretive smile. You would be shocked at how many  nubile, young things want to experience having a package between their legs. Heck, I should have told you. You want to have a swinging dick between your legs tonight?” 
 
    Julie stopped and stared, her mouth indelicately open. 
 
    Janice. “My best girl is gonna be here any second. We could do you up. Make you look like a man, the whole thing. Wanna?” 
 
    “This is weird,” blurted Ted. Which decided Julie. 
 
    “Sure. Give me a big one.” 
 
    “We’ll John Holmes ya. But first, let’s get pussy boy dressed.” 
 
    Normally, Ted would have been a little angry with the way he was being referred to as ‘pussy boy,’ but Janice was so happy, and he was so amazed, he sort of enjoyed it. 
 
    Him. A guy. A manly man. With a real, live pussy. Heh! 
 
    Julie helped him into some panties. He didn’t have lots of flexibility,  and he was getting used to the latex shield pulling on his flesh. He figured a certain amount of ‘stretchability’ would eventually result, but until then, he needed help moving around. 
 
    Janice got him a bra. It was strong, not your normal over the shoulder boulder holder, but it was sexy, too. His tits had eternally erect nipples on them, and they showed right through the material of the bra. 
 
    “Comfy?” she asked, adjusting the straps. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “Good. This won’t be.” 
 
    She helped him into a corselet. His tummy instantly became smaller. His waist kept shrinking and shrinking, and it made his butt flare out, and pushed up his already considerable boobs. 
 
    “Fuck!” he wheezed. “How am I supposed to breath?” 
 
    “Suck it up, Bambi.” She put a little padlock through the top hole. 
 
    Ted couldn’t bend over, so the girls put nylons on him, then high heels. 
 
    “How am I supposed to walk?” 
 
    “Now you know why we’re always saying ‘break a leg.’ Janice quipped. 
 
    “Hey, kids, how’s it?” A skinny girl entered the trailer. She had long blonde hair, no tits, and pretty lips. 
 
    “Nancy!” This is Ted and Julie. Can you give Julie a Cock?” 
 
    “Sure.” She turned to Julie. “Nice to meet you how big a cock would you like?” 
 
    Julie grinned. 
 
    Nancy grinned. “That big, eh?” She led Julie back to the first trailer. 
 
    “That leaves you and me, lover. Too bad you’re limp. I’ve got a thing for well hung pussies.” 
 
    Ted laughed nervously. He wasn’t scared, but he was definitely out of his comfort zone. 
 
    Janice helped him into a latex skirt. It was so tight you could see a pimple, if he had a pimple, and it was so snug around the knees he could only walk with his ankles. He took a few mincing steps and Janice approved. 
 
    “All right. Let’s do your top. 
 
    She pulled a skin tight rubber top over his…chest. Glancing at a mirror was was stunned by how this increased his apparent dimensions. 
 
    “Okay. Ready for make up?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    Janice laughed. “You’re a sport, you know? Sit here.” 
 
    Ted sat in a chair and she began cleaning his pores and priming him. He watched, and slowly he became feminine in the face. 
 
    “Do you do this kind of stuff all the time?” 
 
    “On weekends we sometimes get some of the actors and actresses in here. Like I say, they like to have packages of a different persuasion between their legs. As for the make up…you’d be surprised at how ugly some of these beautiful people are before we get ahold of them. 
 
    She was fast, and she was working on his eyes. He tried not to blink as she ran a sharp pencil around his eyes, then glued on some eyelashes. then she brushed color onto his eyelids. Finally, she rolled thick, red lipstick on his lips. 
 
    “Okay, sport, you’ll make somebody a wonderful bride.” At his grimace she chuckled and said, “Or not. Now put your hands out and I’ll give them some quick nails.” 
 
    It didn’t take her long to give Ted some red claws, and then she put a long, red wig on his head. She fastened it down, gave it a few tugs and said, “That’s not coming loose.”” And grinned.  
 
    Ted kept blinking and staring and holding his hands up. Janice just laughed at the expression on his face. 
 
    “Come on, let’s go see how the jewel is doing. 
 
    They walked back through the trailers, and Janice had to help him walk. In the first trailer Nancy had Julie almost done. Julie had opted for fifties greaser thug look. She had slightly padded shoulders, which, oddly, made her look bigger than Ted. His shoulders were made small looking by the big boobs he was sporting. 
 
    She was wearing lifts, and they were about the same size. He had maybe an inch on her, so for all intents and purposes, they were compatible. 
 
    “Wow! Look at you!” 
 
    “Double wow right back,” he said. 
 
    “I’d give you a big kiss but I don’t want to mess your make up.” 
 
    Suddenly Ted squirmed. 
 
    “What?” asked Janice. 
 
    “I can…I felt…” 
 
    Janice grinned. “Teddie’s got a boner.” 
 
    “Yeah, the panties are rubbing me. I didn’t know it was going to feel like this.” 
 
    “Yeah. Told ya, you’re going to be one horny puppy this evening. 
 
    Ted felt the material sliding over the head of his cock. It made his cock excited, but he couldn’t reach it to scratch. And could he scratch it, anyway? Only the head was sticking out! Not enough to jack, unable to push it back, he suddenly realized how nefarious the latex pussy was. 
 
    The girls watched him, enjoying his discomfort. 
 
    “Poor Ted,” giggled Julie. 
 
    “Rough being a sexy girl, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Maybe you’ll meet some tall, dark and handsome who can scratch that itch for you. 
 
    Ted just groaned. 
 
    “Well, that’s about it. That’ll be five grand.” 
 
    Ted’s eyes opened. 
 
    “Just kidding. Now you kids head on out and…don’t stay out too late.” She guffawed as they left the trailer and headed back to the car. 
 
    “This is weird,” Ted said. He was pooching his butt back, trying to get a little relief from the material stimulating his cock head. 
 
    “Sure is. How do you guys walk with these big things hanging between your legs?” 
 
    “How to you girls walk with your clitoris all exposed and getting jacked?” 
 
    Julie laughed. “Normally, girl’s clits are inside the folds of the labia.” 
 
    “Can I borrow your labia?” 
 
    Ted’s small steps had to hurry to keep up with Julie’s more many stride, and he staggered a bit. Julie was quick, though, and she caught him and helped him across the parking lot to her car. 
 
    She gallantly opened the door for him and helped him into the seat. He had to sit, pivot carefully, and she actually had to lift his legs to get them in. 
 
    Then, manlike, she trotted around the front of the car and opened her own door and got in. 
 
    Ted sat there, in the female seat, and watched her. 
 
    Julie moved with confidence. Turned on the car, turned on the headlights, started moving through the parking lot. 
 
    For the first time in his life he felt like baggage. He was always used to being in control. He drove. He started things. He was the man in charge. But the simple act of being a passenger, with no say on where he was going, or even a clue as to where he was going, he felt his ‘hard charger’ personality leaking out of him. 
 
    He wanted to say something, to give a direction, to be a positive force in some manner. 
 
    Instead, he was the woman. And he had no choice. 
 
      
 
    They drove east from the studios along Santa Monica Boulevard. Julie was humming, then turned on the radio. Ted wished he had turned on the radio. 
 
    They drove for a half hour and arrived in a rundown area just the other side of Dodger Stadium.  
 
    “The police don’t come out here much,” Julie mentioned, her lips turned up slightly at the corners. 
 
    “Oh?” 
 
    “Nope. Gets a bit rough out here. They just come out here and tote away the bodies the next morning. 
 
    “Oh, hardee har har! You’re going to have to do better than that!” 
 
    “Oh, I will.” 
 
    They were driving along side the rail road tracks and up ahead was a big warehouse. There were only a few lights on the warehouse, no sign telling what it was. The parking lot was filled with cars, though. 
 
    Julie turned into the parking lot. The car tires crunched on the gravel and she parked at the far end. Maybe fifty yards from the single door in the side of the warehouse. 
 
    The car made cooling sounds, and she turned to Ted. 
 
    “Ted, once we go into this building I won’t have any control. Whatever is going to happen will happen. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Sure. I’ll be on my own. You’ll push me into a pit of phony vipers and then the camera crew will pull me out.” 
 
    She shook her head slowly. “Ted, to find something that we knew would frighten you we had to find the real deal. There are no safety harnesses in here. No hard hats or safety vests. There is going to be no crew to pull you to safety. No net, no safety harness…nothing but you and your sexy dress.” 
 
    “Why are you telling me this, Julie?” 
 
    “I’m giving you a last chance to back out. There’s no money riding on this. Nobody’s going to jump out of the trunk and yell ‘gotcha!’ There is absolutely no shame in turning down this challenge. And, to tell you the truth, I wish you would. Honest to God, I’m a little scared of what might happen here. So let’s go home. I’ll give you a long back rub, I’ll fuck you, and we can laugh this off.” 
 
    Ted shook his head. “Julie, I don’t back off. I’m in this to win, even if there’s nothing to win. I’m just the kind of guy that can’t be frightened. So…lead on. Or, if you want, stand back and let me lead. 
 
    Julie stared at Ted for a long time. She leaned forward and carefully touched her lips to his. She kept her hand on his cheek for a long second, then whispered, “Let the challenge begin.” 
 
    She got out of the car and ran around to help him out. He needed the help. 
 
    They walked across the parking lot, and he had to rely on her arm not to fall. He took, mincing, little steps, and he felt…powerless. 
 
    Then they reached the door. Julie took a last look at him, a sad look, and opened the door. 
 
    Ted walked in.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    It was a warehouse on the outside, and it was something else on the inside. 
 
    First, Ted noticed the people. They were freaks. There were both persuasions, male and female, and they wore kinky leather, tight latex like himself, and lots of tattoos. Girls had hair down to their ass, or no hair, and piercings were the order of the day. Tits were on display with barbells, horseshoes, nipple shields and a lot more. 
 
    Guys were nipple pierced, too, and he even saw some guys with breasts. Like his…but real! 
 
    Genitalia were often on display. A guy might have a pair of skin tight leathers with the crotch cut out. Dicks hung, or even poked out, everywhere. 
 
    Julie was sort of a stand out, looked like a regular guy, but she looked enough like a girl that everybody took her for one. Ted looked like a girl, and only a girl, and all girl, and everybody assumed he was one. 
 
    The music was heavy metal, and it was loud. Metallica was telling everybody that nothing else matters as they entered. 
 
    A few people were dancing on the far side of the warehouse, but most of the people were just standing around. There was a bar working overtime, and the smell of marijuana was sweet in the air. 
 
    Right inside the entrance was a small table and they stood in a short line waiting to get into the warehouse proper. 
 
    The girl in front of them was a man in a leopard unitard, massive ear bangles, and a thin, silver chain stretched from one ear to her nose. She could only turn her head to the right. 
 
    She had a brief conversation, paid $40 and was stamped on the back of the hand and admitted. Ted and Julie stepped up. 
 
    “Hey guys, you here for the challenge?” 
 
    Julie said, “Ted is,” and motioned to Ted. 
 
    The guy behind the table squinted, then smiled. “Man, nice outfit. You had me totally fooled. You been here before?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    The guy bent to the side and picked up a spray can. He shook it and it rattled. 
 
    “Let me help you. Breath in.” He held the can up. 
 
    Ted looked at Julie, who shrugged and gave him a look. It’s part of the challenge. 
 
    Ted opened his mouth and breathed in. The fellow behind the table spritzed right into his throat. 
 
    It was sweet, and he gasped, and said, “What the—“ He stared at Julie in shock. His voice had risen an octave and he sounded exactly like a girl. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Julie blurted. 
 
    The guy behind the table grinned and put the rattle can down. “Now, you ever been in a challenge?” 
 
    “It’s our first time here,” said Julie. 
 
    “First time and you want to go the challenge?” 
 
    Julie nodded. Ted felt his throat and swallowed. He could feel his vocal chords tightening. 
 
    “You don’t want to maybe watch the first time?” 
 
    “No, no. We know all about it. Ted is dying to get in on it.” 
 
    The guy behind the table grinned ruefully and shook his head. “Okay.” He looked at Ted. “You realize that since you’re a newbie they’ll probably choose you?” 
 
    “Okay,” Ted said. His voice was so high he touched his red tipped hands to his throat in an amazingly feminine motion. 
 
    “Okay. $80.” 
 
    Julie paid and they entered into the madness. 
 
    They were immersed in flesh. Boobs and cocks dressed in skimpy leather. Women with whips coiled over their shoulders and men with silver collars and chains. 
 
    In one corner there were several people dressed as animals. Dogs and pussycats and one fellow who looked like an artichoke with a stiff cock sticking out. 
 
    “Let’s hit the bar,” Julie pulled Ted through the mass of humanity. 
 
    “Okay.” Ted’s eyes were wide, which gave him the wide and innocent look, at the sound of his own voice. 
 
    The music got louder as they crossed the floor, and the bar was three deep. Julie eventually got a couple of bourbon and Cokes, and she let Ted drink both of them. 
 
    He needed them. For a brave guy he was looking pretty frazzled. 
 
    Suddenly the music died and the lights went on. A tall, rangy fellow in a Tarzan loin clothe stood up on the bar. 
 
    “Okay, everybody, are you ready for…The Challenge?” 
 
    There were cheers and over in a corner a guy had lifted his girlfriend up and she was giving him some monkey love. They humped, only his back was visible, and nobody cared. 
 
    “Okay, we read your name off and you report to the stage.” He pointed—his fingernails were long and black—towards a stage set up at the far end of the warehouse. 
 
    Julie held to Ted’s arm and whispered, isn’t this exciting?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” His voice was even higher, if that was possible, and he was gulping. He must have gotten too big a dose of the ‘female voice spray,’ or whatever it was. If this kept up he wasn’t even going to be able to talk. 
 
    “First contestant, “Jasmine Holder!” 
 
    Jasmine was a black girl with big, huge bangles in her nipples. She clasped her hands and raised them and shook them in victory. The crowd cheered, and as she walked through the crowd towards the far stage she was patted and groped mercilessly. She looked like she liked it. 
 
    The fellow on the bar waited a while, then shouted, “Second contestant, “Billy Hardon!” 
 
    Billy was one of the crotchless leather boys. He, too, had nipple rings, though not big like Jasmine’s.  
 
    Billy sauntered through the crowd, grinning arrogantly. Girls reached out and stroked his genitals as he walked, and at one point a large woman dressed like a cavewoman got down on her knees and started to suck him. 
 
    Billy raised both fists like a rock star and fucked her face for a minute before moving on. 
 
    “Holy shit!” whispered Julie. “Ted…is this getting out of hand?” 
 
    Ted’s voice wasn’t working properly. He squawked, “My throat won’t work. Let’s get out of here!” 
 
    But with all the yelling, and the garbled, high pitched sound of Ted’s voice, Julie couldn’t understand him at all. 
 
    “Johnnie Fuckemfaster!” The guy on the bar yelled. 
 
    Johnny Fuckemfaster was well know, for there was lots of cheering, and when Johnny went through the crowd he was greeted with hand shakes and kisses. He was wearing a pair of leather shorts, skin tight, with a porthole for his package. He was pierced and a beautiful woman dressed like catwoman had his cock on a silver chain leash. She pulled him through the crowd and the cheers got louder and louder. 
 
    “Marsha Cumbucket!” 
 
    Marsha was a chunky woman, okay tits, a square face, and obviously about as butch as a woman could get. 
 
    Still, the crowd loved her. She was wearing a strap on and not a few of the guys knelt in front of her to suck on her big, plastic dong. 
 
    “Here’s Tom Will! The only question is…will Tom?” 
 
    Laughter, and a normal guy, just wearing jeans and a boy beater and high heels, strode through the crowd. 
 
    Tom Will was apparently something of a contender, because people gave a few cheers, and he growled, and his piercing eyes looked at the crowd like they were only people and they were poking sticks through the bars of his cage. 
 
    “And now, friends and fiends!” 
 
    The crowd chuckled at this description of them.  
 
    “Every once in a while we get a brave soul from another land. One who thinks our antics a bit tame, and is willing to show us what it’s all about.” 
 
    Everybody looked around, as if they could identify the next contestant with no name given. 
 
    “This woman is a fox who likes cocks! She is so good looking she could wear out my dick and ask for more!” 
 
    Hoots and yells. 
 
    “And she is here and ready to show us what the fuck is going on! Yes?” 
 
    His voice had risen to a shout and Ted looked around to see who this devastating femme would be. 
 
    “Now,” the man’s voice lowered to a stage whisper, “Since this is her first time, as with all newbies, she gets to wear the Silver Collar of Servitude!” 
 
    Two guys stepped through the crowd. They were holding an open collar to which two chains were attached. 
 
    “So let me hear it for…Ted Long!” 
 
    Ted was stunned. Julie clapped her hands. The two fellows with the collar turned to him. Perhaps if Julie hadn’t been holding on to his arm he would have pushed the collar away, but she was holding on, and the two guys were practiced, and suddenly he had a collar around his neck. The two guys stepped back and stretched out the chain. 
 
    “OhmyGod!” Julie cheered, kissed his cheek, then he was led away. 
 
    He was pulled through the crowd, and it was impossible to fight back. First, the two guys who held his chains were big and muscular. They kept the collar tight. Second, the crowd itself was trying to get close to him. People felt his tits, grabbed his pussy, kissed him and slapped him on the back. His ass was groped more times than there were M&Ms in the world. 
 
    He tried to hold back, but in his heels he was off balance. He tried to step in the other direction, but his legs were held by the tight, rubber skirt and he couldn’t get his feet down solid enough to push. 
 
    Cheers! A girl with massive tits hugged him and had to be pulled off him. 
 
    Screams! People kissed him on the mouth and his mouth took on many different hues. 
 
    Shouts! He was led through the crowd towards the stage. Then he was lifted, by arms and leashes, onto the stage. The stage had six contraptions on it. The contraptions were basically poles upon which were two planks with holes in them. That’s right…pillories. Stocks. Ancient methods of punishing law breakers. 
 
    Ted stared, and he would have turned around but somebody pushed his back and he stumbled forward. 
 
    Five of the stocks were already occupied. The other contestants all stood with their hands and heads sticking through the holes in the planks. They turned their heads and tried to look up at Ted. 
 
    “Hey!” Ted tried to yell, to protest, but his voice was almost completely shut down now. All that came out was a sort of a squeal-ish squeak. 
 
    He was pulled around behind the last pillory and the top plank was lifted. 
 
    He tried to stop it…he didn’t want to be imprisoned and at the mercy of a bunch of crazy people! But he couldn’t get his feet set, and his voice just squeaked, and a pair of hands pushed his head forward. Two other sets of hands pulled his hands so the wrists were laying in the side holes. 
 
    Clunk. The plank was lowered over his head and he stared out at the crowd in shock. 
 
    He was bent at the waist and his butt was pooched out. His tits hung down. His hair draggled over his face like a bead curtain. 
 
    Ted was done. He was suddenly face to face with his brags and boasts, and he was willing to admit there was more to this fear thing than he had thought. 
 
    He kept opening his mouth to speak, to quit, to beg for mercy, but his throat wouldn’t work. That spray that gave him a girly pitch, it had totally shut down his vocal chords. Everything he said came out in garbled, shrill squeals. 
 
    “Sounds like Ted is ready to go!” The guy from the bar was on the stage now, and the crowd had pushed forward. 
 
    Ted stared at the hundreds of faces just a couple of feet from his. He tried to talk, he tried to beg for mercy. His eyes were big and scared, but that made it look like he was just sweet and innocent, wide-eyed at his first time in the big city, 
 
    “Okay! May I have The Bowl!” 
 
    Somebody brought a fishbowl through the crowd and handed it up. The MC reached in and pulled out a piece of paper. 
 
    “Okay, people, here are the methods, are you ready?” 
 
    Cheers. 
 
    Julie was stuck at the back of the crowd. She had a good viewpoint, could see everything, but she couldn’t get closer. 
 
    “Okay, Jasmine…Jasmine is going to get…” he opened up the fold of paper and read it. Then shouted: “electrocution!” 
 
    And the crowd went wild. 
 
    Jasmine gulped. What she expected nobody knew, but she didn’t look too happy. 
 
    “Roll out the defibrillator!” 
 
    A cart was rolled out and a small box was on it. 
 
    “What’s that?” Julie asked of no one. A big guy in heels and lipstick and that was about all answered her. “Used to start hearts.” 
 
    Julie blinked. Start hearts? 
 
    The MC waited while his crew attached leads to Jasmine’s nipple rings. She had big nipples and they were fully distended. She looked a little worried. 
 
    “Okay, everybody! Let’s electrocute the bitch!” 
 
    Everybody screamed their approval, and a switch was thrown. 
 
    Jasmine screamed. Right out of the gate, and she pissed herself. When the juice was turned off she mumbled, “I quit…I quit…” 
 
    There were some boos, but not many. Just being willing to get up on the stage and try it Jasmine had earned some serious respect. 
 
    “Okay, it’s time for Billy Hardon!” 
 
    Billy gave a sickly grimace that was supposed to be a grin.  
 
    “And Billy gets…” the MC opened another piece of paper. “A spanking!” 
 
    A machine was rolled up behind Billy and turned on. A big spindle spun and a ping pong paddle whirred around and around. There was about two seconds between each spank, the paddle coming around, hesitating, then releasing it. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    The paddling went on and on, and people moved around, got drinks, chatted in small groups. There were even a few bets as to how long Billy would last. 
 
    And how long he would last was the question. 
 
    If others got spanked they would be measured against Billy’s count. 
 
    While Billy was groaning and trying not to cry the MC yelled out, “Johnny Fuckemfaster!” 
 
    Johnnie gave a thumbs up with one trapped hand. He grinned. 
 
    MC reached into the bowl and unfolded a slip of paper. He grinned, looked out at the crowd and said: “Suspension!” 
 
    Johnnie made a hooting sound and several people rushed forward. They let him out of the stocks and led him to a corner of the warehouse. Ted watched and was fascinated in spite of himself. 
 
    Three people washed Johnnie’s body, then rubbed disinfectant at four points on his body. Then the slowly bunched up skin and inserted long rods through it. The rods were placed in hanging circlets, and Johnnie was slowly raised up. He looked like an angel, his arms up, his face open in astonishment. Six feet. Eight feet. Ten feet. Then the lifting stopped. Johnnie hovered off the floor, the crowd staring up at him. 
 
    MC said, “The good news for the other contestants is that Johnnie is out of the competition. He will hang for the rest of the night and be celebrated in the future. The bad news is that with Johnnie out the competition has tightened. Marsha Cumbucket!” 
 
    He screamed out her name and the crowd started pounding on the stage. 
 
    Marsha was quivering in her stocks. Her eyes were rolling, but when MC pulled her paper and read it she almost fainted. 
 
    “Needles!” 
 
    She was right next to Ted, and Ted was horrified when a woman stepped out on the stage and began putting needles through her flesh. Through her breasts, through her labia, even through her cheeks. 
 
    After a moment, however, the endorphines kicked in, and Marsha sighed and began to enjoy it. 
 
    In the corner of the ceiling Johnnie Fuckemfaster was making small sounds, moans that sounded like little orgasms. He was quite happy. 
 
    “Tom Will!” 
 
    And Tim Will quit. Just like that. The mean, nasty looks evaporated and he was just a scared boy. 
 
    There were a few boos, but nothing of consequence. Tom was released and he hopped off the state and headed for the exit. 
 
    MC: “Forever after…Tom Will will be known as Tom Won’t!” 
 
    A few cheers, then all attention was on Ted. 
 
    Ted was scared. His heart was pumping, he was having trouble breathing. The corset was too tight. His feet hurt. And, worst of all, his little clitoris, the head of his penis, kept trying to poke out of the latex sheath. 
 
    But it couldn’t. It was the most sexual thing Ted had ever felt, and the most sexually frustrating. 
 
    MC stood next to Ted, put his hand on Ted’s top plank and spoke conversationally. “Now, everybody knows that newbies usually quit fast. It’s just too much to be yanked up to the ceiling, or have needles put in their bodies. And the electricity…whoa!” MC shook his hand back and forth and everybody laughed. 
 
    “So, if everybody is okay with it, I’ll start Ted off with something. easy…spanking. Is that okay?” 
 
    There were cheers, and it was obviously okay. 
 
    “All right! Bring the other machine out. Somebody get a drink for poor Ted?” 
 
    Several people offered up their drinks and Ted ended up sucking Tequila out of a straw. He was terrified, and grateful for any liquid courage. He tried to talk, to get out of this thing, but he still couldn’t talk, and then it got worse. Up till then Ted had been able to squeak a little, but with the bit of tequila his throat froze completely. He couldn’t make a sound, and he realized that the spray made his voice higher pitched, but the alcohol increased the effects and froze his vocal chords. He thought a bit of liquid would help, that he would be able to talk, but the opposite was true. He couldn’t even squeak now! 
 
    The machine was started up and…SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! 
 
    The sound of his spanking blended with the sound of Billy Hardon’s spanking. And it hurt. Not greatly, but a little bit, but that little bit would grow and grow and grow! 
 
    And, worse, with every spank his cock head was stimulated by th elatex. Shortly it was dripping and drooling onto the stage. 
 
    During those first few moments, however, he still had his senses about him, and he heard MC say, “Okay, people, you can come up and talk to your spankee’s, and have fun with them.” 
 
    The music started up, people went to dancing or chatting, and a few people climbed up on the stage. 
 
    Julie came up on the stage and knelt and spoke to Ted. “I can’t believe you’re doing this! Does it hurt?” 
 
    Did it hurt? He was starting to cry, and he wished he had never said he wasn’t scared of anything! 
 
    “Well, you let me know when you want to stop. You’ve already proven you’re the bravest man alive. You win this bet.” 
 
    Ted tried to talk, tried to call it off, but his mouth just sent out air and no sound. 
 
    Julie kissed him on the cheek. “I’ll go get a drink. Bourbon and Coke. We can share.” 
 
    Ted wanted to shake his head no. He didn’t want any alcohol. He wanted to be able to talk, to call this off, but he couldn’t move his head in the stocks. 
 
    Julie disappeared into the crowd and Ted was left at the mercy of strangers. 
 
    He heard talking, but it was hard to hear what they were saying. 
 
    Hands groped his boobs. Fine. They were fake. He couldn’t fell anything, no pain there. 
 
    Then he felt his skirt splitting! Somebody had a knife and they were slicing up the rubber dress. His knees were suddenly freed and he put his legs to the side. 
 
    He opened his mouth and screamed, and nothing came out. 
 
    Then there was some talk about his latex pussy. People tried to stick their fingers up his fake pussy, but only got an inch in before running into the latex. 
 
    Somebody was groping his ass in between smacks. 
 
    Next to him Billy Hardon was crying, but didn’t look like he wanted to stop his spanking. 
 
    Then somebody stuck a finger in his asshole! 
 
    “Hey! I think he likes it!” 
 
    The finger moved around and around. It slid in and out, and Ted wiggled and waggled and tried to dislodge the finger. 
 
    The finger pulled out. Talk receded in his ears to be replaced by a buzzing sound. He was being overwhelmed by sensation. 
 
    Then he felt the finger in his ass again, and this time it was pushing something slick into his asshole. Dimly, through the pain of the spanking, he realized: lube! 
 
    He tried to kick, but whoever it was had moved in closer and was pushing their penis into him. 
 
    He tried to scream! He cried! His mouth opened and closed helplessly, then the penis went into him. 
 
    All pain receded. The room went away. There was only the intruder in his asshole. 
 
    Now Ted couldn’t move. He was impaled, stuck, and the superior weight of whoever was pushing the penis into him was holding him down. 
 
    He tried to move, but the fellow, unless it was a woman with a fake dick, moved with him. 
 
    In and out. Hands holding his hips. And somebody found his little clitoris. 
 
    That somebody crawled under him, laid on a chair, really, and began sucking on the head of his dick. 
 
    The penis in his ass held him in place. The mouth stimulated his cock head, and Ted left his mind and went into some kind of happy place. 
 
    He was overwhelmed. 
 
    There was nothing else to do. 
 
    And the cock in his butt started to feel good. The mouth on his clit excited him, and he began to groan. 
 
    Silently moan. 
 
    No noise groan. 
 
    But…groan. 
 
    Julie came back to the stage and knelt next to him. “Oh, my God! Ted! They’re fucking you!” 
 
    Ted moved his head about a half inch up and down, which was all the motion he was capable of. 
 
    She hugged his head then. “You are the bravest man I know!” 
 
    She stuck a straw in his mouth and he sucked, then realized…the vocal chords. Oh, shit! 
 
    And the fucking went on and on. 
 
     
 
    “And the winner of this week’s competition, our own newbie himself…TED!” 
 
    It was late, but there were still people to cheer and congratulate Ted. 
 
    Ted was let loose from the stocks. The silver collar was taken from his neck, and he was handed ten, crisp, hundred dollar bills. 
 
    Julie took them and put them in her purse. Ted wasn’t capable of much. 
 
    His hands were shaking. His mouth was drooling. His eyes were vacant and far away. 
 
    His little clitoris was dribbling a long stream of pre-cum. He had never been so thoroughly horny in his life, and yet there was nothing he could do about it. 
 
    Julie supported him as he walked across the warehouse and he wobbled and staggered, and people patted his back and treated him like a conquering hero. 
 
    He had outlasted Billy Hardon by ten spanks. 
 
    Back in the corner of the warehouse Johnnie Fuckemfaster flew in endless vistas of endorphin enhanced universes. 
 
    The guy at the front table bid them good night, and said, “You’re no longer newbies. Come back for a challenge any time.” 
 
    “We will!” Julie chirped. 
 
    Ted just taking one step at a time. 
 
    The tight skirt was no more. It had been ripped off during the night’s fucking. Ted’s little peeny head was visible, and it drooled in the cool night air. It didn’t look like it would ever stop drooling. 
 
    Julie walked him across the parking lot to her car. She tucked him into the passenger side and they drove home. 
 
    Ted just stared out the side window and didn’t care. He was shattered because, underneath it all, he was a coward. He was afraid. He had tried to call off the challenge a hundred times, but he hand’t been able to.  
 
    Julie took him to his house and put him to bed. 
 
    He just fell forward and lay on his belly. His butt was pooched up because of his cock head. 
 
    “Oh, Ted. You’re such a man. I wish I could get that latex pussy off you. I have never wanted to fuck anybody so much in my life. 
 
    Ted didn’t say anything. 
 
    Then he heard the sound of her taking off her pants. 
 
    “Ted, I just realized…I have a cock tonight.” 
 
    Ted would have moved, but he was exhausted, tired, and…and Julie was suddenly slipping her cock between his buns. 
 
    “Now that I know this doesn’t bother you…” she held the big cock to his hole and positioned it, “we can be doing it it a lot. It really makes me hot to see you taking it up the ass.” 
 
    Ted tried to move, he flailed his arms, he wanted to talk, but though a little feeling was coming back into his mouth he still couldn’t speak. 
 
    Julie moved forward, and her penis slid up his back channel. 
 
    Ted arched his back. This was the biggest penis of the night, but…it was only just another penis. 
 
    Julie began to move forward and back, and the huge cock began to slide in and out. 
 
    Ted lay there, and was quiet. 
 
    Julie reached around and tickled the head of his penis, and slowly, finally, Ted began to feel an orgasm approaching. With a mighty grunt he finally came. Julie held on to him, and felt his semen fill her hand. She smiled and then held her hand to his mouth. 
 
    That was it for Ted. He could no longer fight back, and he just lay there, a cock up his ass, and let Julie stuff sperm into his mouth. 
 
     
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    Time wounds all heels. Uh, or maybe it’s time heals all wounds. 
 
    A couple of months passed and Ted recovered. He wasn’t obnoxious anymore, but rather quite polite. 
 
    On a Friday night he and Julie and Lance and Jill were once again watching reruns of The Fear Factor.  
 
    The challenge the contestants had was to leap from the top of one car to the tap of another…while traveling at 60 miles per hour. 
 
    Lance: “Heck, I could do that.” 
 
    Ted was silent. Julie snuggled into his arms. 
 
    The next challenge was to leap from the window of one building to the window of another…twenty stories up. 
 
    Lance: “I used to think this stuff was hard. But…yeah, I could do that.” 
 
    Ted held on to Julie and wished Lance would shut up. 
 
    The third challenge was to eat a bowl full of maggots. 
 
    “ACK!” Jill threw up in the popcorn bowl. 
 
    “I give up!” Lance blurted. 
 
    Julie looked at Ted, who watched the contestants eating maggots with no expression. 
 
    “You are the bravest man I know,” she whispered to him. “You can do anything.” 
 
    In his mind he answered, No. I can’t. 
 
    But Julie didn’t hear that which was only in his mind, and she didn’t feel the shivering terror inside his bones. She just looked forward to later that night when she would once again put on the strap on and have her way with him. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Breaking Jack ~ Jack Windsor is a nice fellow who loves his wife. Unfortunately, in a drunken moment he cheated on her. Now April is out for revenge. Using Facebook she cultivates friends, organizes them, and begins the breaking of Jack. Now, no matter what is done to him, Jack must hold on to his love for April.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The Path to Feminization! 
 
    His wife doesn’t want him, 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh…yes….oh!” Liam pushed his hips forward and squirted. 
 
    Linda lay underneath him and waited for him to be done. 
 
    “Oh….geez!” And he collapsed. 
 
    Linda pushed him and he rolled off her. He was perspiring and exhausted. it had been a great cum. 
 
    Linda got up and went to the bathroom. In the light from the bathroom he studied her sexy body. She had a classic Barby body, high tits with perky nips, flared waist with two perfect globes. Her face was oval with chestnut hair waving down over the shoulders. Her eyes were green and her lips plump and curvy. 
 
    Just looking at her he wanted to make love all over again. 
 
    She closed the door and shortly he heard the sound of the shower. 
 
    He sighed. She was a knock out, but he knew something. was wrong. When they had first married she had been all over him, a regular nymphomaniac. But now, just a year later, it was like she was bored. 
 
    He was having great cums, but she just acted bored, and he didn’t think she had even squirted. 
 
    Frowning, he got up and went to the bathroom door. He heard a moan, and he cracked the door and peeked in. He caught sight of her shape through the frosted shower door. It looked like she was slightly crouched and rubbing her pussy. 
 
    Fuck! Was his wife jacking off? Jilling off? 
 
    He opened the door further and stepped in. “Hey!” 
 
    His wife straightened up and started soaping. “What?” 
 
    “Are you jacking off?” 
 
    “What?” Her voice was a little high, a little squeaky. It was obvious that he had caught her. And right after they had just fucked. 
 
    “Are you masturbating?” 
 
    He opened the shower and stepped in. 
 
    “Do you mind?” 
 
    “Yes. I do. I mean, I don’t, but why couldn’t you get off with me?” 
 
    “I can…I mean, I did.” She was biting her gorgeous lip and obviously lying. 
 
    “Linda. Baby. I want to make sure you’re happy. If I’m failing you in bed then I want to figure it out.” 
 
    She was silent. Soaping. Frowning. 
 
    “Look, we’re man and wife. If we can’t talk to each other…” 
 
    “I can talk.” 
 
    “Then talk! Tell me what I can do to….to….to make you happy.” 
 
    “You can get out of the shower,” she muttered. 
 
    There wasn’t much to say to that, so Liam opened the door and stepped out. He was wet, and hadn’t taken his own shower, so he just sat on the toilet and waited. 
 
    A minute later she opened the door, looked at him, then commenced to dry herself off. 
 
    He stepped into the shower without a word. He soaped, rinse, and got out. 
 
    Linda was sitting in the bedroom, waiting for him. He dried himself off and went and sat in her vanity chair. 
 
    She was not happy, and she said, “I don’t know why I can’t get off with you. I just know that I get super horny, but no more. Then, afterwards, a quick stop in the shower and I’m fine. 
 
    He started with the obvious questions. “Is it something I did?” And, “Do you still love me?” 
 
    She reassured him on both points. 
 
    They talked long into the night then, and it was good for both of them. Liam pledged to be more considerate, to find out what she wanted and do his best to please her. She pledged to be more open and to try her hardest. 
 
    In the end, Liam said, “You know, if I can’t please you, then it’s perfectly all right with me if you masturbate.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything to that. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of months were dry months for Liam. He was horny as ever, but in bringing up the situation of here not having orgasms he had opened a can of worms. It was now awkward whenever he wanted to make love, and she began putting him off, claiming headache, or period, or just general malaise. 
 
    Yet he knew she was masturbating in the shower.  
 
    And one day she left her bottom dresser drawer half open. In closing it he saw a dildo, a big one with that vibrated, nestled in a mess of straps. He didn’t know what the straps were for, but he sure knew what a dick shaped bedroom appliance was for. 
 
    Eventually, he would have brought the subject up again. Tried, in as polite a manner as possible, to point out that there were certain marital obligations, but he didn’t have to. :She brought it up instead. 
 
    “Liam?” She rarely addressed him as ‘honey,’ or ‘baby,’ or any other term of endearment, “I want to go away for a couple of weeks.” She said this at breakfast, not during the small hours of rest that are the usual time for intimate conversations. 
 
    “You mean like a vacation?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And…uh…am I invited along on this ‘vacation?’ 
 
    “I would prefer not.” 
 
    They were in the kitchen at the moment, and he had been fixing breakfast. He stopped what he was doing and turned to her. “Can you elaborate?” 
 
    “I’m not happy.” 
 
    “And that’s it? We don’t talk about what it is that makes you unhappy? There’s no other solution?” They were sliding, naturally enough, right back into the sexual aspect of their marriage. 
 
    Her lips pursed, which made them sexier, but which revealed her unhappiness. “I’m…I want some space. Some space in which I am not constantly put upon to…to…” 
 
    “To make love to your husband.” 
 
    “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “We haven’t been making love.” 
 
    “But there is always the pressure to.” 
 
    “Making love is normal. Running from a relationship not so much.” 
 
    She sighed. 
 
    He said, “Have you considered talking to somebody?” 
 
    “Now you’re saying I’m mentally ill.” 
 
    Liam blinked. “No…no…” 
 
    “Then what’s wrong with me having a little retreat, a time and space in which to evaluate what is happening between us?” 
 
    He sighed, and…” Okay.” 
 
      
 
    Two weeks later Liam took Linda’s suitcase out to the car. He was feeling a bit dour. 
 
    Linda giggled, “You’re acting like your dog died. Come on. It’s just two weeks, and then I’ll be back and I’ll definitely feel differently about our relationship.” 
 
    I hope so, he thought. 
 
    Suddenly a van pulled into the driveway of the house next door. A striking woman of about fifty stepped out of the van. The driver got out and started taking suitcases out of the van and into the house. 
 
    Linda sauntered over tot he side bushes. “Hello!” 
 
    The woman was built. For being middle-aged she had a chest like Marilyn Monroe. She had a face like that actress’s, too. Her features were defined, but feminine soft. Her hair was a blonde bubble and her lips were full and red. 
 
    Liam couldn’t help himself. After being deprived for so long his dick went boner on the spot. 
 
    “Hello, you must be the neighbors.” 
 
    “We are, I’m Linda and this is Liam.” They shook hands all around and the woman said, “I’m Sue, but just call me Sue.” 
 
    Chuckles at her forthright manner. 
 
    “So are you moving in permanently?” 
 
    “Just for the summer. Two months, then I’ll be shooting off on my broom.” 
 
    More chuckles at her self deprecating humor. 
 
    “Well, I’m off for a month,” Liam blinked at Linda’s time estimate, “But hubby here is at your service.” 
 
    Another blink. He was actually looking forward to a lot of golf. 
 
    “If you need anything Liam is the man. ” 
 
    “Well, thank you, Liam,” and Sue took his hand again and held it, “That is actually a relief, because there are apparently a couple of things that need to be done over here. I really need a big, strong man to help me out.” 
 
    “Oh, wonderful. That will insure that Liam doesn’t get bored while I’m away. Here, let me put our numbers into your cell.” 
 
    While Linda put their numbers into Sue’s cell, Sue studied Liam, and he could swear there was a gleam in her eyes. “I’m sure he won’t get bored with me around.” 
 
    Linda seemed not to notice any inflection, but Liam did, and the way she kept hold of his hand, now she was holding on with two hands, and her fingers were stroking his wrist in a downright suggestive manner. 
 
    This made Liam nervous, but, dammit, he had a king-sized hard on! 
 
    “Well, it was a pleasure meeting you,” Linda smiled, “but Liam has to take me to the airport.” 
 
    “Of course. You have a wonderful vacation, and I’ll take care of Liam.” Then Sue placed a hand on Liam’s chest. He could feel his heart pounding, his nipple was rigid under her palm and he knew she could feel that, was feeling that. “Right, Liam?” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Linda just laughed. It was overtly sexual, but Linda didn’t feel threatened, and didn’t even seem to notice. “That’s wonderful. Come along, Liam.” 
 
    “There is just one thing,” and now Sue looked a bit nervous. She even unhanded Liam. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “I’m…I was a victim. Sexual violence.” 
 
    “Oh, Sue! That’s terrible.” 
 
    “I would like to use Liam, but I have to insist, for my peace of mind, mind you, that…he be ‘contained.’ 
 
    Linda’s mouth dropped and she blinked. 
 
    Liam turned his head and stared. 
 
    “Oh, I know. the foibles of an old woman. But I have a chastity device he can wear. And I really will need help putting in a security system. Is there any way you could see fit to…I’m afraid to call security companies…they might…but do you think you could…?”  
 
    Linda closed her mouth, she placed a hand on Sue’s arm, then went in for a brief hug. “Don’t you worry about a thing. Liam will be glad to wear this…’chastity device’ you called it?” 
 
    “Yes. It will be snug, especially for such a virile man as Liam. But it would make me feel so much better. And if you do help me put in the security system that would really help me out. I’m just so scared after…after…being attacked. 
 
    “Sue. Not to worry. She doesn’t have to worry about you, does she, Liam? Liam will wear whatever you need and he will be at your beck and call. You hear a prowler late at night? Even if you just hear a sound or get a feeling…you call Liam. Isn’t that right, honey?” 
 
    It was the first time she had used an endearment, called him ‘honey,’ in months. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. Yes.” 
 
    “And you’ll put in her alarm system or whatever?” 
 
    “It’s very easy,” gushed Sue, again placing a hand on his chest.” 
 
    “Yeah. Sure.” Damn. There went his golfing days. 
 
    “Excellent,” Linda smiled, “Then it’s all settled. Let’s go, Liam. You can help Sue this afternoon.” 
 
     
 
    “I’m not sure about this,” said Liam as they drove to the airport. 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About getting so chummy with temporary neighbors.” 
 
    Linda laughed. “Why not. A couple of months and she’ll be gone. Is the mice thinking about playing while I’m away?” 
 
    An immediate image of him being intimate with Sue flashed through his head. “No…no!” 
 
    “I wouldn’t care, you know.” 
 
    Liam almost drove off the road. He swerved and a driver in the next lane honked and flipped him off. 
 
    Linda continued as if nothing had happened, “She’s not so old, and did you see her chest? You’ve always liked big chests. She probably doesn’t get any, and you certainly haven’t been getting any.” 
 
    “Honey, I have no intention of cheating on you.” 
 
    “I’m just saying that I am not vengeful, or jealous, and I understand what you’ve been going through.” 
 
    Liam was silent for a moment. Then: “There’s something wrong with her.” 
 
    “What? How can you say such a thing?” 
 
    “Maybe you didn’t notice, but she was all over me. And then the mixed signal about being a victim. How can she be horny and afraid all at the same time. It just doesn’t make sense. 
 
    “It makes perfect sense. The woman probably needs a friend. She’s probably at wit’s end after being attacked. She probably isn’t even aware that she is sexually hungry, even though she obviously is.” 
 
    “Sexually hungry,” Liam was getting a bit mind blasted. “Well, I don’t know.” 
 
    Linda turned to him. “Honey, promise me that you’ll be kind to her. Watch out for her, do everything she says, and…and I’ll understand if you help her.” 
 
    ‘Help her.’ An obvious reference to sexual relations. 
 
    Liam wanted to talk further, but they were at the airport. 
 
    Liam fond parking and toted her bags into the terminal. At the gate they were just boarding, and Linda pulled him over to the side. She put her arms around him, his first hug in a month. “Honey, I’m sorry about all this. But it’s working. I’m already horny at the thought of missing you.” 
 
    She kissed him then, a bedroom kiss, right in the middle of the terminal. She almost devoured his mouth with pure sexual desire.  When they came up for air he could hardly breath. “Fuck,” he whispered. His erection was poking her in the belly. Hard. 
 
    She laughed and lowered a hand. They were turned so nobody could see them, and she stroked his penis through his pants. 
 
    “Maybe this was a bad idea, me leaving.” 
 
    “Oh, please,” he blurted. “Come home.” 
 
    She laughed and broke their hug. “Not a chance. I want to explore this feeling of missing you for a few weeks.” A few weeks? Not two weeks? But he said nothing. 
 
    “Besides, I don’t want to get in the way of your relationship with Sue.” 
 
    “What? But thee’s no—“ 
 
    She placed a hand on his lips. “Fuck her.” 
 
    Liam’s eyes made pies look small. 
 
    “Fuck her and tell me about it on the phone. It will make me horny. It will make me realize what I’ve been missing. “Put your dick in her and cum, then tell me about it. I want you to.” 
 
    Over the loudspeaker: “Last call for Flight 243 at gate 9.” 
 
    She grabbed his crotch then, and squeezed. “God, this is making me so fucking horny I can’t believe it! Do this and I’ll come back to you and everything will be right.” 
 
    Then she slapped a last kiss across his lips and ran for the gate. 
 
    Liam just stood there, boner city, and wondered what the fuck had just happened. 
 
      
 
    All the way home Liam’s mind was in a state of shock. His wife had just asked him to fuck somebody. It went against everything he believed in. And…it turned him on. His dick was like a rock all the way home. He got out of the car and had to walk a little pooched over, his dick was so hard. 
 
    He walked into the house and immediately thought about jacking off. Such a delicious feeling, having a stiff one. He decided, since it would be his first cum in a while, that he would have a drink, watch some porn, then pleasure himself. 
 
    In the kitchen he filled a tall glass with ice, then poured in half a glass of bourbon. He smiled. Added a bit of Coke, and headed for the computer room. 
 
    Like any guy, Liam had a knowledge of porn. He wasn’t an addict, by any means, but he knew his way around. He started with big boobed women. Casca, Ava, Richelle. Mmmm. 
 
    From there he went to orgasms. He found one of Brandi cumming her mind out. Seven orgasms on one clip.  
 
    Midway through he refreshed his drink, then came back to the computer. And went to…older ladies. It was sort of natural, the progression from ‘MILFs’ to ‘mature’ to grannies, and he knew it was because of what Linda had said. ‘Go fuck Sue.’ 
 
    Heysoos. He had no intention of dipping his wick in a grey pussy. But it sure was fun to think about it, to imagine it, and to watch a little porn on it.               
 
    Truth was, older woman could be very sexy. They weren’t giggly girls, they seemed to know what they wanted. And, in Sue’s case, she had a world class set of tits, an ass worth tapping, and full lips that looked like she could suck with the best of them. 
 
    Then he frowned. But she was victim of an attack. She would hardly be wanting to have sex. Even if Loam wanted to. Even if Liam’s wife hadn’t told him directly to have sex with her. 
 
    Second drink done, he headed for the kitchen. He put in the ice cubes, poured in the bourbon, and…he was out of Coke. 
 
    No big deal. He had a case of the stuff in the refrigerator int he garage. 
 
    He stepped over to the door. He was a bit wobbly from drinking, and his penis was hanging out of his pants. Well, not hanging. More like sprouting out like a lance. Ready to split the night with sperm. 
 
    He chuckled, opened the door and stepped out. 
 
    “OH!” Sue was there. The side door was open and she had apparently just come in and was holding something in her hand. 
 
    “Oh!” Liam echoed, and the stared at each other. 
 
    Her eyes went down his frame and took in his cock. Her eyes grew big and round and she staggered back. “No! No!” She was having a reaction to seeing his sex. She was victim, and she would be afraid. 
 
    “Hey! Wait! I’m sorry. I didn’t…” 
 
    But Sue just dropped what she was holding, a little black bag, on the ground and ran back out the door. 
 
    Liam went to the door and stared after her. She was already through the hedge and almost to he own back door. 
 
    “Wait!” Liam tried, and he stuffed his shrinking boner into his pants. 
 
    Her door slammed. 
 
    Liam said a bad word and stepped back and closed the door. Fuck. He hadn’t…he just wanted a Coke…why had she been there, anyway? 
 
    He took a step and his foot touched the black bag. He bent and picked it up. She was probably bringing this over to show him something. Or something. 
 
    He grabbed a Coke out of the fridge and went into the house. He would have to call on her later, reassure her, mend broken bridges. 
 
    He put the bag on the sink and ruined the bourbon with the soft drink. 
 
    He tilted the glass and sucked down a little joy. When he put the glass down he saw the bag on the sink. 
 
    Curious, no reason not to, he opened the mouth of the bag. 
 
    It was metal, with a little tube in the center of what looked like an over-sized prick. There was a ring attached to it, and there was a lock built into it. 
 
    Holy crap! It was one of those chastity things! 
 
    Was she really expecting him to wear this? 
 
    Shaking his head, he put the thing back in the bag and went back to his porn. 
 
    Two hours later, delightfully soused and preparing dinner, Liam’s phone rang. 
 
    “Hey, babe! Miss me already?” 
 
    “Honey, this is the best thing we could have done. All I can do is think about your big, stiff, hard dick!” 
 
    Liam grinned. This was more like it. 
 
    “But I just got a call from Sue.” 
 
    “Oh?” And Liam explained what had happened. 
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad,” Linda said, when he was done. “But now we have a problem.” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “She insists that you put it on.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “That’s what she was going to ask you to do when you…you exposed yourself to her.” 
 
    “But that’s ridiculous!” 
 
    Liam could almost hear Linda shaking her head. 
 
    “Ridiculous or not, I’m afraid she might call the police.” 
 
    “But I was in my own house! She’s the one who came in to my house!” 
 
    “I know that, and you know that, but you know that she’s a victim, and she really needs a gentle hand.” 
 
    “First you’re telling me to fuck her, and now you’re telling me to lock my cock up!” 
 
    “I know, isn’t it terrible?” She didn’t sound like she thought it was terrible. 
 
    “You sound like you’re getting a kick out of this!” 
 
    “Well, it sure is making my pussy wet.” 
 
    Liam blinked big over that one. This was a new Linda. One he wanted to keep. 
 
    “So put it on.” 
 
    “The chastity tube thing?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “It will reassure her, and it will make me horny. Just think. I’ll talk sex with you every night, and you will be forced to hold it in, to save it for me. I’ll come back thoroughly hornicized, and you’ll be unlocked and your big dick will be twice as big…” 
 
    “I don’t think dick’s get larger like that.” 
 
    “You know what I mean. Twice as hard. Your balls twice as full. And all waiting for little, old me.” 
 
    Liam’s penis was working overtime now. Just hearing his wife’s voice, and now hearing what that voice was saying, his boner was entering gargantuan proportions. It might not be twice as big, but it sure felt like it. 
 
    “Come on, just for laughs. Can you do it? For me? For our horny, little marriage?” 
 
    “Well, I guess…” 
 
    Between being horny and drunk, he was giving in. 
 
    “Come on. Try it on. right now.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “My dick is too hard.” 
 
    Linda giggled. “Oh, I like it. Okay, so go do something that will calm you down. Cut the lawn, or have some more liquor.” 
 
    “How do you know I’m drinking?” 
 
    “Honey, you sound different when you’re drinking. You sound…sexier. So go have a drink or five, and when your penis finally calms down…send me a picture of it. I really need to see a picture of your locked up penis. That would make me so hot. I wouldn’t just be wet…I’d be steaming!” 
 
    Liam sighed. He was getting talked into this. And he was drunk enough that he was okay with it. So after a little more dirty talk he hung up, poured himself some more bourbon, and went and watched TV and waited for his dick to go down. 
 
     
 
    Liam woke up on the couch. He was naked, and he hurt down there. “”Oh, fuck!” he whined. He had put on the chastity thing, and now he had to pee. 
 
    He rolled off the couch and ran, crouching to the bathroom. He was still a little drunk, and he sat down on the toilet and held his head in his hands. 
 
    He sat there and listened to the dribble of water in the bowl. 
 
    Dribble. He usually had a thick stream, a manly stream, but now…a dribble that just kept on dribbling out. 
 
    Fuck. What had he done? 
 
    He stared at his cock. It was smunched into the cock cage, and it wasn’t getting out. 
 
    A serious miscalculation, he hadn’t found a key in the bag. After he had locked his dick up. how could he have done that? The lock was built into the chastity tube so there was no way of cutting it off. The device was metal, and he didn’t feel like taking a dremel saw to his private parts. So how was he supposed to get out of this? 
 
    The phone rang. He blotted his cage with a few squares of toilet paper and staggered out to the kitchen. 
 
    It was Linda and he answered, sounding like he had had his head stuffed into a bag of fertilizer, and then the fertilizer had been beaten with a baseball bat. 
 
    “Whoa!” she laughed. “You don’t sound too happy.” 
 
    “I locked this damned thing on and now I can’t get it off!” 
 
    “You’re kidding!” 
 
    “I’m not. There’s no key.” 
 
    “Oh, Sue will have a key. You have to go over and apologize for scaring her last night.” 
 
    “Me apologize?” 
 
    “Well, if you want the key I suggest you take a respectful attitude. 
 
    Liam groaned. She was right. 
 
    “Now, I believe you owe me some pictures.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. hold on.” 
 
    Liam angled his cell phone and snapped off a few pictures. He showed the chastity device from several angles, holding his dick up with one hand. 
 
    His dick was already trying to get hard. It wiggled and squirmed and pressed against the cage. Even the still pictures made it look like it was angry and desperate. 
 
    On the other end of the line Linda laughed. “Oh, my God! This is incredible! And whoever has the key owns you. I guess you better do whatever Sue says.” 
 
    “I guess. I’m going to have some breakfast now.” 
 
    “Don’t you want to talk dirty for a while?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” he didn’t want to. He just wanted to eat and get sober. 
 
    “Oh, I knew it. She has the key, so you’re thinking dirty thoughts with her. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “So you finally get me all horny and desperate and I want to come home and jump your bone, but your heart belongs to another woman.” 
 
    “Honey! You can’t say that! You can’t—“ 
 
    Linda started laughing. “Oh, your voice. You sound pathetic!” 
 
    “I need to eat,” he muttered. 
 
    “Well, you go ahead and eat, but remember, this is so fucking sexy…I’m going to be hot and wet all day long over this.” 
 
    “But, honey…” 
 
    “God, this is good. And just think. I don’t have to worry about you fucking Sue.” 
 
    “Me? Fucking Sue?” His voice squeaked. 
 
    “Sure. You said you wanted to fuck her.” 
 
    “I didn’t say that! You said that!” 
 
    “Yeah, but you got all excited. But now I don’t have to worry about it. You are safe and protected until I get home.” 
 
    Liam had wandered into the kitchen and he sat down at the table and held his head in one hand. 
 
    “Unless, of course, she’s just trying to make you horny enough so that you’ll be desperate enough…and then she’s going to unlock you and fuck you.” 
 
    “Honey, please. This is just too much.” 
 
    “Hey, it’s okay. I know you want to fuck her. If she unlocks you we both know what she’ll want, and…it’s okay.” 
 
    “What’s okay?” 
 
    “That you fuck her. God, that is making me hot!” 
 
    “But I don’t want to fuck her!” 
 
    “You will. A couple of days in that device and you’ll be wanting to fuck anything with a hole.” 
 
    Liam was dazed. His wife was making no sense. She was telling him to fuck the neighbor, not to fuck the neighbor, and the more she contradicted herself the more horny she got.” 
 
    “Honey,” he finally said, “I need to eat.” 
 
    “But…wait! You’ve got me horny and now you want to leave me high and dry?” 
 
    Which statement confused Liam. After all, that was what she did to him. Had done to him before she went off to this retreat thing. 
 
    But he really need to eat. He was hurting, officially hurting, and he wanted breakfast. “Look, I’ll call you back when I’ve eaten. Right now I have to put some solid food in my belly. I drank too much last night so I could get this thing on, and now…I need to eat.” 
 
    “Well, it you must. But you’d better call. This is making me so horny that I’m going to need to jack off. And then I’m going to need to get horny again, so you’re going to have to call me. Okay?” 
 
    “Okay,” he agreed. 
 
    So, with a big ‘Mwah!’ Linda hung up and Liam was left to fix breakfast. His cock struggling and pressing against the metal so hard it hurt.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Liam intended to call Sue. Sometime. But he was in no hurry. He was confused by all the contradictory sexuality she was presenting. He was confused by the thing on his dick. He was confused by his wife’s attitudes. 
 
    But he intended to call her, then, DING DING! 
 
    It was his wife again. “Hey, babe,” 
 
    “Feeling better?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. I just needed some grub.” 
 
    “Good, because I just got off the phone with Sue.” 
 
    Oh, fuck! went through his mind. 
 
    “And, uh…what?” 
 
    “She was very upset, and I’m glad I called. She was thinking about calling the police. But I talked her out of it. I had to send her a picture of you in the chastity tube, though.” 
 
    “You did?” 
 
    “I mean, she knew about it, she wanted it, and it went a long way towards reassuring her that you were safe to be around.” 
 
    Just the thought, safe to be around, messed with Liam’s head. When had he ever been a man that was not safe to be around? 
 
    “Well, uh. Okay.” 
 
    “Now, here’s what you have to do,” and she told him. And he, predictably, didn’t agree with her or want anything to do with what she was proposing. 
 
    “But you have to!” Linda insisted. “She’s got to see how safe you are!” 
 
    “Why don’t we just stay in our own homes?” 
 
    “Because…we can’t. Now you go do what I said.” She hung up the phone and Liam sighed at the echoes of the ‘or else’ in her attitude. 
 
    Liam cleaned up. He took a shower, then he put on a robe. Heaving a sigh, not wanting to do this, he walked out the front door. He walked across the lawn and knocked on Sue’s door. 
 
    Sue cracked the door and peeked out. 
 
    Liam stood in his robe, arms folded and feeling very self conscious. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Linda said I should show you that I am safe to be around. Can I open my robe? I’m naked underneath except for the chastity tube, which I’m wearing.” 
 
    And which was causing him much sexual distress. His pecker was doing everything it could to get out, but a penis can’t bust metal. 
 
    Sue opened the door a little further and moved her head out. It looked like she was wearing some kind of robe herself. “Okay.” 
 
    Feeling like seven kinds of a fool, Liam undid his sash and opened his robe. He looked exactly like a dirty, old man kind of flasher. 
 
    Sue stared at his groin. It was definitely locked. And it was moving very slightly as his cock tried to throb and grow. 
 
    Sue smiled and opened the door, “All right, come on in.” 
 
    “Well, uh, I need to—“ 
 
    “Nonsense. I’ve caused you enough trouble. Now come on in. I just baked some cookies and I know you’ll want some. 
 
    Hesitantly, wanting to be elsewhere, Liam entered the house. 
 
    Sue closed the door and he saw that she was actually wearing a flimsy negligee. She linked her arm in his, which brought him into contact with her big knockers, and walked him into the kitchen. 
 
    “I feel like such a goof, getting all upset. I really apologize.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay. I just…well, I’m sorry.” 
 
    In the kitchen was the sweet smell of chocolate chip cookies. Sue  maneuvered him into a chair and handed him one. 
 
    Liam tasted the cookie, and it was simply one of the best cookies he had ever tasted in his life. his eyes opened and he quickly finished it off. 
 
    Sue giggled. “It looks like you like cookies.” 
 
    “I never met a cookie I didn’t like,” admitted Liam. 
 
    She brought the plate over and placed it in front of him. “Well, eat them all. I do more cooking than I should. I cook for two, and there’s just me.” 
 
    Her voice was sad, and Liam actually felt a little bad for her. After all, a victim of…of abuse, or whatever—he really wasn’t sure of what—and being alone. That was tough. 
 
    She sat down opposite him and smiled at him. 
 
    Her boobs were in a half bra and he could see her nipples. Her breasts just rested on the surface of the table and stared at him. Her lips were pursed, freshly painted with sexy red. Her eyes, he realized, were a pale blue that seemed to just reach out and absorb. 
 
    “Well, uh, you said you had a security system to set up?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” She jumped up, which made her bounce, and she ran into another room for a pamphlet. She leaned over him and opened it on the table. Her breasts pressed firmly against him, then she sat down next to him, effectively trapping him in the chair. 
 
    “I can’t tell you how much good this does, being able to talk to a man without worrying whether…you know.” 
 
    “I understand,” he forced himself to look away from her hungry eyes and down at the instruction pamphlet. 
 
    “Well, this seems sort of straight forward.” The odd thing was that he felt a little dizzy. But he shrugged it off. He had had a lot to drink the night previous, after all. 
 
    “Then you can install it?” She was holding his arm again, her breasts were surrounding his arm and he could even feel her nipple brushing against his skin. 
 
    “Shouldn’t be a problem.” the room tilted to a 30 degree angle and he blinked. He started to move to correct the slant, but realized he was sitting straight. So why was the room crooked? 
 
    “What about tools? Do you have tools?” 
 
    “Oh, sure,” he was eyes wandered around and came to focus on a calendar. It had a fireman, half naked, with a big hose on it. He giggled. 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” He didn’t know why he had giggled. What was wrong with him. 
 
    “That’s okay. “Now, will it be secure from the outside?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” the room turned slowly about him and he started moving his head, at least he thought he was moving his head, to keep everything on an even keel. 
 
    “And what if I wanted you to make my basement into a dungeon?” 
 
    For some reason her outlandish question just slid past his filters. It seemed like an entirely logical idea. 
 
    “Of course it’s more a fungeon. That’s a dungeon that’s fun. I’ll want to put a fucking bench on it, for people like you. And I’d like to have a sound system, and maybe a cell for certain people.” 
 
    “Definitely,” Liam agreed, the room now spinning faster and faster. He tried to keep his eyes on her so he wouldn’t fall over. “Every game room should have a fungeon.” He wasn’t making sense, but it sounded fine, and she didn’t object. 
 
    She took his hand and placed it over her boob. “Do you like my charms?” 
 
    The room was near upside down now, and Liam kept straightening his head, which kept listing to the side. “Absolutely.” 
 
    “Would you like to feel them?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” He was already feeling them. 
 
    She leaned forward and kissed him quickly on the lips. Her lips were soft and tender and very moist. 
 
    “One of the things I have trouble with is being with men who try to control me. So I usually get them in chastity as soon as I can. Would you like me to put in your catheter?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    He was dazed, and his thoughts coming slowly, life was like a deck of playing cards, the cards being tossed on the table one at a time. Slowly. And he was having trouble seeing what each card was. 
 
    She had him turn around and she opened his robe. 
 
    His cock wormed about inside the chastity tube. 
 
    She smiled. “I’m so glad you’re safe to be around. Stay here.” 
 
    She got up and left. A second or an eternity later she was back. She was holding a little silver tube. 
 
    Liam watched as she put the little tube into the chastity cage, and then…she slowly pushed it into his penis! Right into his slit! 
 
    It felt weird, real weird. About as a weird as a room that was kaleidoscoping  around. He felt the end slide through his most sensitive tissue, and his cock really began shrieking. So weird, so good, and then she screwed the base of the tube into the end of the cock cage. 
 
    “There we go. How does that feel?” She held his nuts and smiled at him. He wasn’t sure where she was. He wasn’t sure where he was. 
 
    “I have a confession to make.” 
 
    “You’re not a woman?” 
 
    She laughed, quite merrily, and said, “Oh, no. I am a woman. Through and through. Would you like to see my pussy?” 
 
    He found himself nodding. 
 
    She stood up and brushed the lapels of her negligee to the sides and tilted her hips up. 
 
    It was a beautiful pussy. Out of all the pussies in the world, thought Liam dizzily, that is one! 
 
    “Pretty, isn’t it. 
 
    “More than pretty,” Liam burbled. “Ish beautifial.” 
 
    “Beautifial,” murmured Sue. “I like that. Would you like to know my confession?” 
 
    “Shure.” 
 
    “I’m scared of men, so I lock them up. And then, to make sure, I give them brownies. Do you know what’s in the brownies?” 
 
    “Maririagejuandice?” 
 
    “Exactly. Marijuana. Only when you’re locked up and so stoned you can’t count do I feel safe in unlocking a man and having my pleasure.” 
 
    “Pleesure.” 
 
    “Yes. Oh, don’t worry, I’ll put you back. But…let’s let you out for a while. Would you like to let your cock out and have a little fun?” 
 
    “Shure.” 
 
    Sue had a key hanging on a chain around her neck. The key hung between her awesome boobs. She took the key and smiled at him. He ate another cookie and grinned stupidly. 
 
    She unlocked him, too the tube of, the catheter slid out of him and made him shiver. He stared at his penis as it unfolded.  
 
    “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “I’ll bet,” she said. She reached into his lap and took hold of his cock and stood up. He stood up with her. 
 
    “Come along now,” she smiled at him. 
 
    “Okay,” he answered happily. 
 
    She led him out of the kitchen and down the hall. Her hand was moving back and forth on his penis and she was smiling over her shoulder at him. 
 
    She pulled him around and took his robe off and he was completely naked now. His cock stuck out at right angles and throbbed and bobbed. 
 
    “You got nice tits,” he blurted staring at them. 
 
    “Would you like to make love to them?” 
 
    He nodded his head up and down. The room wasn’t so spinning now, but he felt like everything was a joke. 
 
    She unclasped the bra and it fell loose. She sat down on her big bed, then laid back. The pillows supported her and her boobs were simply enormous. And beautiful. And her nipples stood up like soldiers saluting. 
 
    “Come…but don’t cum.” 
 
    He giggled  at that and crawled on to the bed. He laid at her side and slowly lost himself in sucking her nipples. 
 
    She sighed and relaxed. 
 
    “Now, Liam, I am going to explain how to make love to a woman, and you must learn. Do you understand?” 
 
    A mouthful of tit, his head nodded. His eyes were looking up at her in a most trusting manner. 
 
    “Take the nipples very gently and move your tongue around them. Yes, that’s it. Now don’t suck too hard, unless the woman likes it that way.” 
 
    “Um hmm,” he followed her advice and she gasped and arched her chest out to him. 
 
    “Squeeze them with your hands, gently, and use your palms to…yes, very good.” 
 
    “Now, you want to slide down and start licking my vagina. Take long, slow strokes with your tongue.” 
 
    Liam’s head was in her crotch now, and his tongue lapped at her labia. 
 
    “Very good, get every little crevice and work your way up to the clitoris.” 
 
    She had a large, well developed clitoris, and he marveled at how it was shaped like a little dick. And it tased so-o-o good. 
 
    “Now, use your fingers to stroke my labia, open it like a flower and you are stroking the petals. Mmm. Now, very slowly, insert a finger and began moving it in a circular motion. Ahhh.” 
 
    Liam sucked on her button as he fingered her, always watching her. 
 
    “Now then, you may go to two fingers. Always remember to go from one to two to…whatever the woman wants.” 
 
    He nodded, and she gasped as he put two fingers into her hole and began rimming her. 
 
    “Okay, honey, put in three now, and start jacking me.” 
 
    He slid three fingers into her, and he could feel the rim of her pussy as he pressed his hand in, then pulled it out. Her pussy was in amazing shape, very pink and wet, with muscles that seemed to suck his fingers deeper into her. 
 
    “Now then, most women are afraid of this, but I love it. I want you to press forward, that’s it, feel your knuckles trying to get in…I’m going to tilt my hips slightly and you will find everything just…OHH!” 
 
    His hand slipped inside her. His wrist was gripped firmly by her strong slit. 
 
    “Oh, yes!” She arched her back and fucked his fist. 
 
    “Do me, honey. Little motions. Feel me in there. Oh, yes, give a twist every once in a while…oh….yes…OH!” 
 
    Her hips left the bed and she began convulsing violently. She reached down and held his wrist and pulled him into her. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t seeing anything. She was totally lost in the massive orgasm that was overtaking her. 
 
    For a long minute she spasmed, her limbs twitching, her muscles locking and releasing suddenly, then she sighed and came down. “Oh, yes. that was good.” 
 
    She leaned forward and cupped her hands around his face.  “That was very good. Now take your fist out of my pussy.” 
 
    Liam withdrew his hand. 
 
    She sighed as he emptied her, then patted the bed next to her. “Come sleep, little one.” 
 
    He crawled forward, lay down next to her, and stared at her. 
 
    “You have to close your eyes to sleep,” she smiled at him. 
 
    He did so, and was awake for a while, then he was asleep. 
 
      
 
    Liam had pleasant dreams, but the kind that one didn’t remember upon waking. Then he felt his cock being played with, something slid into his penis, and he heard ‘click!’ 
 
    He opened his eyes. 
 
    Sue sat next to him, his cock, caged, in her hand. The catheter firmly embedded in his dick. 
 
    She smiled, then leaned in and kissed him. It was a tender and gentle kiss, and he felt his dong trying to stand up. 
 
    She said, “I do so love the feeling of the penis trying to erect. One can feel the frustration.” 
 
    “Uh…” he was sober, and suddenly embarrassed. “What…did we…you know?” 
 
    “Oh, honey, no. You gave me a glorious orgasm, however, and I thank you. Now, up and at ‘em, you have to install the security system.” 
 
    “Then we didn’t…” 
 
    “Does your cock act like it has cum?” 
 
    His cock didn’t. It was pushing out at the cage frantically. And his balls felt like he had a full load. 
 
    “How…uh, come. Why didn’t I…uh…” 
 
    Sue patted his cheek. “Oh, you silly. You’re Linda’s property. It’s perfectly okay if you bring me to an orgasm, but as for fucking me? Really. Must you be so obtuse?” 
 
    Liam got out of bed and looked down at his poor weenie. All locked up and nowhere to go. 
 
    “I think I’d like to go home. Can I have the key?” He held out his hand. 
 
    “Of course not,” she acted a little surprised that he would even ask. 
 
    “But…I need to go home.” 
 
    “No you don’t. Unless you want to go home naked. I took your robe home and locked your house up, so…you’re going to have to work for your supper.” She smiled happily. 
 
    “Uh, Sue…I need to go home.” 
 
    “What for? To jack off? I don’t think so. You have to learn how to be a good husband. And watching internet porn does not help. I looked at your history, you know. You have such a delightfully filthy mind.” 
 
    Liam was dazed all over, and not because of any dope. 
 
    “The good news, however, is that you may avail yourself of my cookies any time you feel a bit overwhelmed. So if you need to feel good before you start work…” 
 
    She stood up and got dressed. Completely. She wore a dress that was buttoned from the neck and hung to her ankles. She still had her massive mammaries, but they, everything, was concealed. 
 
    Which made his cock try even harder to erect. 
 
    She slipped into some high heels and headed out to the kitchen. 
 
    “Come along, Liam, dear.” 
 
    Liam looked around. He had nothing to wear. The robe was gone. And she had apparently locked his house up. What the hell? 
 
    But all he could do was follow her. 
 
    She prepared breakfast. He just stood there, in shock, until she told him to sit. He sat, and she sat, and she pushed a cookie to him. 
 
    “Only one, with meals, if you want to stay intelligent. If you want to get truly messed up then eat a bunch.” 
 
    He ate the one cookie, and shortly was feeling no pain. But at least the world didn’t spin him around and drop him on his head. 
 
    She laid out the pamphlet with the security system installation instructions. “I’ve checked the tools and I have everything you’ll need. So you may begin when you wish.” 
 
    She stood up then and went into the living room. 
 
    Liam finished eating, then went in after her. 
 
    “We’ve got to talk,” he said. 
 
    She closed here fashion magazine and grinned. Oh, I so love it when men say that. It means they’ve already given up, and just have to realize it. Go on and talk.” 
 
    “You’ve got to…let me go home.” 
 
    “So go.” 
 
    “But I need a key.” 
 
    “Too bad. So sad. You have work to do first.” 
 
    “And then you’ll let me go home?” 
 
    “You’re free to go home at any time.” 
 
    “But I need a key,” he patiently explained. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “So will you give me the key?” 
 
    “Not until you’ve done your chores.” 
 
    Liam felt like screaming. 
 
    “And, let me tell you, you were quite delightful last night. You really know your way around a woman’s body.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Now then, if you’re all done talking…” 
 
    He wasn’t, but no matter how much he talked, he just got more frustrated. 
 
    Finally, he said, “Look. I can’t spend my time over here. I need to go home, I need to call my wife. I need to…” she interrupted him by pushing her phone towards him. 
 
    “So call.” 
 
    He stared at the phone, then he grabbed it. He opened it to contacts, found his wife’s number, and went into the backyard. Sue watched him, a small smiled perched on her lips. 
 
    “Hey, babe! How’s it going?” 
 
    “Not good,” he said. 
 
    She picked up on his mood quickly. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Our neighbor. She’s kidnapped me. She’s…” he explained the situation. He was very honest, even telling Linda about getting stoned and bringing Sue to an orgasm. 
 
    When he was done Linda was silent. 
 
    “So what can I do?” 
 
    “Well, it sounds like you’re stuck. I mean, I’d help you, but you’re there and I’m here, so…” 
 
    “Can’t we call the police or something?” 
 
    “And explain that you’re naked in the home of a person who has been victimized?” 
 
    That shut Liam’s mouth real quick. 
 
    “Look, honey, I know this isn’t what you might have planned, but it sounds like you’re just going to have to bite the bullet and do whatever she tells you to do.” 
 
    Liam was silent for a good 30 seconds then. “I don’t mind the security thing, but she’s…she’s…” 
 
    “She’s what?” 
 
    He whispered, “When I was stoned, she was talking about a dungeon.” 
 
    “A dungeon?” 
 
    “Yes. She called it a fungeon.” 
 
    “Well, will wonders never cease. The things that people do.” 
 
    “So what should I do?” 
 
    “Well, it looks you don’t have much choice. Until I get home you’re just going to have to build her a dungeon.” 
 
    “Really?”  
 
    “Look at the bright side, she’ll let us use it anytime we want.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    Linda giggled. “God, that makes me hot. I can just see you, hanging from a wall, me taking a cat o’ nine tails to you. Oh, the wonderful screams. The stripes on your lily white flesh.” 
 
    “This isn’t funny!” 
 
    “I know. I know, but…I have to tell you, I feel so relaxed here, and talking to you like this…it makes me feel so sexy!” 
 
    Liam was silent. 
 
    “And I have a confession to make.” 
 
    Still silent. 
 
    “I masturbated last night. I just got so hot thinking about you, dreaming of your body, of how your cock is all locked up…it made me so wet I couldn’t resist.” 
 
    “Well, I, uh…” 
 
    “Twice.” 
 
    A big ball of air seeped out of Liam. 
 
    “And, Liam, there are men here.” 
 
    “What? No! But…” 
 
    “And we all went swimming, and some of them are quite well endowed. They have big packages.” 
 
    “Linda!” 
 
    “Well, heck,” she pouted. “If you get to fuck Sue then I should be allowed to get a little loose.” 
 
    “But I’m not fucking her! I’m locked up! And she’s just…just using me!” 
 
    “Well, I can’t help it if you were silly enough to get yourself all locked up. That shouldn’t spoil my fun.” 
 
    “But we’re married and—“ 
 
    “Oops, there’s the lunch bell. I have to go. Gonna go swimming later, and I’ll tell you if I see any packages worth fucking.” 
 
    “Linda!” But the phone was dead. 
 
    Liam re-entered the house. He was sagging, badly, and the worst thing was…his cock wouldn’t stop trying to get hard! It was like his wife telling him that she was thinking of fucking somebody else had woken it up. Big time. 
 
    “And how’s your…never mind. I can see how your wife is.” 
 
    She looked at his crotch. His cock was actually pushing the cage out a little, stretching his balls. And his throb was obvious. 
 
    “Are you ready to start work?” 
 
      
 
    The security system was easy. He knew his way around a power drill, and he understood schematics, so he hooked the thing up in a couple of hours. It was neat and professional looking, and he stood back and gazed at the key pad in the closet next to the foyer. 
 
    “You did a wonderful job. Here.” She handed him a cookie and a beer. 
 
    Liam ate and drank, and felt that nice sense of satisfaction that one gets at a job well done. And then he felt that happy glow of drunk and stoned. 
 
    When he was done with his beer and cookies, Sue put her hand on his cage and fondled him. 
 
    “You’re a nice man, Liam. You’re going to make me very happy.” 
 
    “Uh…I’ve got a wife.” 
 
    “Of course you do. But I’m sure she’ll be amenable to lending you out every once in a while.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “We’ll talk later, Liam, first I want to show you something.” 
 
    Liam followed her into her computer room where she sat down and pulled up images. Liam’s mouth began to open. 
 
    “That’s me!” 
 
    And it was. Unbeknowst to him, Sue had been taking pictures. She had apparently passed behind him, clicked a pic of him measuring the wall, his cock cage in plain view. 
 
    And she had caught him on a ladder. Naked, Working a Sawzall. 
 
    And taking a break in the backyard. Sitting for a moment, and in this one he was examining his cock cage, and it looked like he was fondling it. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Picture after picture flashed before his eyes. 
 
    “Aren’t they wonderful? Aren’t you wonderful?” 
 
    He didn’t think so. 
 
    “Now then, we have a lot to do, and I don’t have time for your silly male-isms.” 
 
    “I don’t…but…” 
 
    “There is some Nair in the second bathroom—that will be your bathroom, so keep it clean—and I want you to follow the directions and get rid of all your messy hair.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    “I would love to put these pictures up on Facebutt. Can you imagine the scandal? Or maybe, instead scandal…the intrigue? Do you know how many women would like to hire a naked handyman? It could be a whole new career for you. Of course there is always the problem of the jealous husbands. But how jealous will they be of a man who can’t get it up?” 
 
    She giggled, quite delighted with herself. 
 
    Liam’s mouth was officially open. He was gobsmacked. He was flabbergasted, stunned and stupefied. “You…you…” 
 
    “Hurry along now. I want to feel your new and improved body.” 
 
    In the end, he had no choice. He staggered into the bathroom and read the instructions. Twenty minutes later he was denuded. Not a hair below the neck. 
 
    He dried off, then stepped out of the bathroom. 
 
    Sue was waiting for him. She was lying, odalisque style, on the bed. One arm supporting her head, naked, her large tits thrusting out. 
 
    “You know,” she said, “I didn’t get a boob job. these are natural. I did get a type of surgery that would keep them high and tight. Nothing is worse than saggy boobs, right? I mean, have you ever seen a woman whose breasts looked like a man’s testicles? In a manner of speaking.” 
 
    He started at her. Quite flummoxed. 
 
    “Come here, dear. Let me feel your new body.” 
 
    He went to the bed and stood there. She ran her hands over his frame. “Good muscles, but you should probably work out more.” 
 
    She turned him around and felt his ass with both hands. 
 
    “Oh, baby. You got the hammer that can pound the nail. Feel those glutes.” She squeezed his buns, hard, then she reached between his legs and grabbed his cage. “Aren’t you glad I’m keeping you pure for your wife?” 
 
    “I—“ 
 
    “Why, without me you’d be wasting your sperm down the drain, or maybe even finding a woman to fuck. This way I get to fuck you, and you never get to fuck anybody. Isn’t that wonderful?” 
 
    “No,” he whispered. 
 
    “Nonsense,” she whispered, pulling him down and running a finger over his asshole. 
 
    Liam jerked. 
 
    “Liam, honey. I am your dream come true. You will get all the sex you want, and still be true. Now, hold still.” 
 
    She put her hand in a jar of lube and coated her fingers. She pulled on his cock again and he was forced to bend over more. 
 
    She inserted a finger and he gasped. She rimmed him, and he gulped. “Hey, please don’t…” 
 
    “Please don’t what?” she asked, putting two fingers in his ass. 
 
    He tried to straighten up, but he couldn’t her grip was hard, and it felt like she was perfectly willing to pull his balls off if he didn’t do exactly as she said.” 
 
    “Now hold still and enjoy. I’ll show you what it’s really all about.” 
 
    Three fingers, and he was having trouble standing up. 
 
    She stood up, held bent over, and moved him around by the asshole and his testicles until he faced the bed. 
 
    She pushed, and he fell across the bed. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    The problem was that it didn’t hurt! It felt good! He wanted it to stop, but he was rapidly coming to the point where he would want it to continue. 
 
    “There’s a boy,” she leaned over him and began pushing four fingers into him, pulling out, pushing in. 
 
    Liam started to gasp. He could feel Sue leaning over him, her big breasts pressed against his back. 
 
    “Some day I’ll get out my dildo and show you some real fun. Until then, however, I think this will suffice.” 
 
    “Please…don’t.” 
 
    “Please, do,” she responded. 
 
    His ass felt loose, and his mind was looser. He had always been raised to think that asshole’s were for pooping, and that anybody who had sex with them was an irredeemable pervert. But now he was feeling it, and loving it, and…he…wanted more.” 
 
    Suddenly, he felt a warm feeling gush over him. It was that warm, glow-y feeling after an orgasm, but he hadn’t had an orgasm. 
 
    “There you go. Good boy. Keep going.” 
 
    A minute later Sue pulled her fingers out of hi ass and he laid with his top half on the bed. His legs were unable to support him, and he started to slide down. 
 
    Sue grinned as he slipped off the bed and puddled on the floor. 
 
    “Did you see your cum?” 
 
    “Huh? What?” 
 
    She made no sense, not that he was able to make much sense of anything right then. 
 
    “Feel the bed, where your cock was.” 
 
    He turned his head, reached up, and felt a gooey mess on the sheet. 
 
    “You see? You had a cum.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t feel it! There was no orgasm.” 
 
    “Of course not. Good boys don’t get orgasms. They learn how to please women, not themselves. But you have been drained. You have been relieved. All that nasty cum in you is gone and your system is refreshed and rejuvenated. You're welcome.” 
 
    Liam stared at her, dumfounded. 
 
    “Of course, you should know that your mind doesn’t know that your testicles are empty. It’s going to be telling you that you need to cum, and you are going to feel so wonderfully horny in just a short while. But, don’t worry. We can do this again next week. Okay?” 
 
    “But…I…you can’t…” 
 
    “Now then, honey, I want you to go down to our future dungeon and make a list of materials. The door is in the little hallway between the kitchen and the garage. 
 
    With that, she reached down and grabbed his package once again. She hoisted him to his feet, patted his ass, and shooed him out of the bedroom. 
 
    Liam walked down the hallway, dazed, mind melted, and wondered what on earth he could do. This woman was crazy! But she had him in her power! 
 
    Was she really a victim? Or was she something else? 
 
    He didn’t know, and he reached the kitchen and descended into the basement. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    Tim slouched against the side of the building and watched the studio across the street. 
 
    He stood in the shadows and sipped a Coke and waited. 
 
    The studio across the street was a small building attached to the side of a warehouse, and it was a dance studio. Young, nubile things went there to learn how to do things with their bodies. Apparently the space was owned by a woman named Dorothy Johnson, and she hired people to come in and teach classes. The sign in the window listed everything from Yoga to pole dancing. He had even seen a bunch of women learning how to Twerk when he walked past that afternoon. 
 
    Of course, Tim didn’t care about twerking and dancing and all that. He just wanted to filch a bunch of clothes. 
 
    Tim was a freak. He got off on wearing women’s underwear and sexy clothes. 
 
    In looking around for some place to shoplift some items he had come across the dance studio, and it had advertised a whole line of sexy underthings, unitards, and so on. 
 
    Exactly what he was looking for, and in bulk. Heh heh. 
 
    So he leaned against the building like he was holding it up and watched people come and go. The hours of four to five were little girls learning how to be ballerinas. Six to seven were young girls learning gymnastics. Eight and nine had classes in pole dancing. 
 
    Yoga was six in the morning, so he didn’t care about that. 
 
    By ten o’clock things were winding down, and by eleven, or thereabouts, Dorothy Johnson, called ‘Dot’ by the instructors, locked the place up and left. 
 
    Tim watched for several days and made sure everything was regular. He watched through the weekend and that brought no real changes in the schedules and usage of the building. 
 
    So, on a Sunday night, he watched Dot Johnson turn off the lights, walk out and lock the door, and sashay down the street. 
 
    Tim grinned. This was going to be easy. 
 
    Midnight, the witching hour, and there was nobody on the street. 
 
    He sauntered across the street and walked past the building. He slowed down as he walked past and peered in. Nobody. No lights except for a dim nightlight sort of bulb over the stairs. 
 
    The set up was pretty regular. The dance floor occupied a space about forty by thirty. To the right was a stairway to the second floor. The second floor was a big office and a store room. Under the second floor was the ‘store.’ He could see racks of bras and dance uniforms and fancy shoes and things. 
 
    He reached the corner of the building and looked up and down the streets. Nobody. He turned and walked back. Nobody. 
 
    At the end of the building there was a small alley. Real small. Big enough for six garbage cans if you put them in a row. 
 
    Tim darted into the alley and climbed on top of the first garbage can. He was careful, testing that each lid was tight, and he walked to the back of the alley. 
 
    He listened. He heard nothing. He placed his feel against the next building, his back against the dance studio building, and started spelunking up the wall. It was easy and hard at the same time. He had the strength, but it was awkward, something he had never done before. Still, it only took him a moment to reach the roof. 
 
    He grabbed a drain pipe and pushed over the edge and was suddenly laying on his back on the top of the dance studio. 
 
    He took a couple of breaths, then sat up, rolled over and got to his feet. 
 
    He was in the shadow of the larger warehouse, and the second floor of the dance studio was right in front of him. He edged around to the front and looked down the front of the second floor. He snickered. Whoever had built this piece of crap wanted to be robbed. 
 
    He was in the light only for ten seconds as he jimmied the window, then he was inside, on all fours, listening. 
 
    Nothing. Not a whisper. No cat walking. Not even the sound of a plant growing. He grinned a big grin and closed the window. 
 
    He was in the upstairs office, and he walked under the level of the  windows. He didn’t see any cash register, but there was a big safe. He wasn’t a safe cracker, so outside of trying to pull it open on a whim, he left everything in the office alone. 
 
    Into a short hallway, past the storage room, which was open but which he wasn’t interested in, and down the stairs. 
 
    Into the store, and there he was…in nirvana. 
 
    He walked down the rows of lacy underthings and sniffed them. Mmm. What a delightful aroma. He could image sweaty, young girls exercising in them, and then him smelling the crotches. He was almost giddy with the vision. 
 
    But he wasn’t there for that. He was there to abscond with the goods. 
 
    He found a big shopping bag under the counter and began filling it with items. Panties and bras, negligees, and…unitards. Stretchy to fit him. Soft and satiny to excite his senses. He had never worn a unitard before, and he was looking forward to it. 
 
    Within minutes he was done. He peeked through the big window at the front of the building, then walked up the stairs, down the hallway and…stopped. 
 
    He looked into the storeroom, just on a whim, and found a light switch. In that moment Tim realized he had made a mistake. This place was the gold mine.  
 
    It was big shelves with a table bolted in the middle of the room; it was a workshop of sorts. Glues and powders and things on one shelf. The other shelves had kinky underwear. LOTS of kinky underwear. The room seemed to go back into the warehouse itself, and it was jammed and crammed with the kind of things porn stars wore. 
 
    He fingered a couple of items, bras made out of leather, chemises that were totally see through, corsets, nylons, tights, everything. Much more everything than had been in the stupid, little dance studio shop. 
 
    But he already had a bag full of stuff. And here was the problem. He had stolen items at random and tried to make it look like nothing had been stolen. He moved hangers over to fill spaces, he had shifted garments around in bins, and there was no way to go back and replace everything the way it was, and then come back upstairs and steal the stuff he really wanted. 
 
    He sighed, turned the light out and closed the door and headed for the office. He would just have to come back in a couple of months and get all that good stuff then. 
 
    He went through the window, shut it, hung over the edge of the building and dropped right onto the sidewalk. He was across the street and out of sight in less than ten seconds. Total time in the building under five minutes. 
 
      
 
    Tim was in heaven. He had taken more than he had planned, but it had all been so good. He immediately put on bra and panties, stuffed some socks into the bra, and pranced around. 
 
    His penis was harder than a crowbar and poked the panties way out. Nothing he could do about that, and he didn’t really care. Some people think cross dressers are sick and twisted perverts who are a danger to society. The fact is that many crossdressers just do it to get excited. Wearing female clothes, especially underthings, causes a more extreme horniness than even being out and naked with a woman. It is just intense. 
 
    Of course, if being super horny is a disease, then they are sick. But only until they get so horny they can’t stand it and ejaculate. 
 
    For the next few weeks Tim wore bras and panties under his clothes. All day long, while working at the Apple store, he would talk to people about mouses and memory storage, and under his clothes he was a raging fire. 
 
    He would be smiling, incredibly polite and thorough, and his face would be lightly flushed. 
 
    Sometimes he wouldn’t make it through the day, he would head for the bathroom, lock a stall and pump out a quick one. 
 
    But he could usually make it through the day, and he would go home and watch porn and play with himself until he just couldn't stand it anymore. 
 
    And life was grand. 
 
    He wasn’t interested in girlfriends—he saw how his friends who did have girlfriends were always messed up—because he had his stash of kinky clothes. 
 
    And life would have gone on in this fashion for the rest of his life. He was that happy. 
 
    Except…he kept remembering that storeroom. 
 
    He kept picturing all the clothes. The corsets and negligees and…and they were all original! That was a workshop where they were actually creating clothes! He had seen several items he had never seen before. Leather bras with holes for the nipples, crotchless panties with a ring for the dick. 
 
    In spite of the fact that he had a big stash, and that he was happy, he wanted to go back to the dance studio in the worst possible way. 
 
    For that is the one failing of the crossdresser. There was always another rung of sexy just beyond his horny, little grasp. 
 
      
 
    He staked out the place again. Business as usual. Girls and women going in there to tone their bodies, to get strong and limber, to stay flexible. 
 
    The joke of it was that one of the new classes being offered was a series of lessons on self defense. He had to laugh at that. He had no intention of getting in a fight with a girl, and if he did, there was no way a girl could mess with him. He was a guy, with guy muscles and strength. 
 
    Still, it gave him a kick to watch the women jump around in their gis and punch the air and hug each other until one or the other fell on the floor. 
 
    Self defense, hunh! Girls would never learn to throw a baseball right, and they could never hope to match a guy’s muscles. 
 
    But, that amusement aside, everything was pretty normal. There didn’t seem to b any extra alarms, no cameras, people came and went at the same times as usual…and he wondered if they had even discovered his prior theft? 
 
    He watched for three days. It was all so normal, and he was already familiar, that after three days he put his black clothes on, tied his sneakers, had a ski cap, and even put on some black face. 
 
    Midnight on Sunday, and he slunk across the street. Dot Johnson had gone home an hour before, locking the place up tight. What she thought was tight. Heh. 
 
    He sauntered past, sauntered back, and darted into the little alley. Across the garbage cans, spelunk up between the two buildings, sprawl on the roof, and through the window. Heck, this time it wasn’t even locked. 
 
    He tried the safe. Locked, so what. Went down the hallway and into the store room. Or the work room, as he now thought of it. He didn’t bother with the downstairs and all that lame commercial stuff. He wanted the latest and the greatest. He wanted something that was going to make his dick harder than any dick had ever been in the history of the world. 
 
    He closed the storeroom door and turned on the light. 
 
    There, hanging over the work table, was the dream of all dreams. It was a gold, lamé unitard. The full suit, wrists to ankles to neck. He stared at it and was instantly in love. He brushed his fingertips on it and shivered. Lamé actually had threads of gold in it. Very durable. And while it would seem that such material wouldn’t be very stretchable, this unitard did have some stretch. Not a lot, just around the joints where the weave had been aligned so that the person could move without being restricted. It was perfect. 
 
    Tim reached for the hanger and stopped. There was a note on the top of the hanger. He took it down and read it. 
 
      
 
    Use special powder or it will be difficult to get off. 
 
    Powder is in the purple spray can. 
 
    Use a lot. 
 
      
 
    Tim chuckled. How nice of them to leave him instructions. The can was on the workbench, so he grabbed that, the unitard, and put them in a fanny pack he had brought. The stuff was light, bundled up small, and fit right in. 
 
    He looked around a little more, but everything else was just blasé after the gold unitard. He couldn’t wait to get home, powder himself up and slip on that unitard. Oh, God, was he horny! 
 
    He turned off the light, slipped out the door, and headed for home. 
 
      
 
    Tim lived in a one bedroom apartment. It wasn’t anything special, and he didn’t need anymore. He had a kitchenette attached to the living room, a decent sized bedroom, and a large walk in closet for his clothes. 
 
    He walked in and was almost trembling as he opened up the fanny pack and laid the unitard over the back of his couch. He sat down on the couch and ran his hands over the cool material. It truly was unlike anything he had ever seen in his life. 
 
    He placed the spray can of powder on his coffee table and sat back,  turned his head, and just stared at the material. Lamé. Popular back in the twenties and thirties, back when they had flappers and real gangsters, and then it had sort of faded. Still around, just not the big item. 
 
    But it should have been a big item! 
 
    Heck, Elvis had had a suit made of gold! That should have started a whole fashion movement! 
 
    He wondered if Elvis had gold underwear to go with his gold suit, and chuckled. 
 
    Gold underwear. Heh.  
 
    Well, he didn’t need gold underwear because the unitard was gold underwear. 
 
    Finally, he could stand it no more. He had enough anticipation in him to clog an artery. Or ten. 
 
    He went into the bathroom and applied Nair. He did this regularly, he didn’t have much hair, but he didn’t want any hair at all for the unitard. He wanted this to be a special experience. 
 
    Twenty minutes later he was body bald and ready to go. 
 
    He laid out the unitard, looked at the can of powder spray for instructions—there weren't any—and began spraying his body. 
 
    The powder was so fine it was like a mist, and it settled on his body and left no trace. He stepped into the unitard and pulled it up his legs. It felt so incredibly cool, it was like he was growing golden skin. He struggled his butt into it, and then he had a problem. His penis was on fire! 
 
    He thought about pulling it up, but he didn’t want it to look like he had a worm crawling up his front. So he pushed it down, pushed it between his legs so hard that his balls actually went up into the little cavities that had originally descended from. The balls were okay, but the penis ached. Still, it was good. He could stand it for a while. 
 
    He slipped up sleeves on, struggled into the shoulders, and writhed around until the back was in place. 
 
    He was gold. 
 
    He had a golden body. 
 
    He had an erection that hurt, but wouldn’t quit. He didn’t remember ever feeling this horny in his life. Oh, God! He was sexy! With a capital SEX! He couldn’t wait to jack off! 
 
    But, he had just gotten this thing on, and he wanted to enjoy it a bit more, and let his anticipation build. 
 
    He walked around the apartment. Mmm. His thighs slithered together like they were encased by liquid metal, which, in a sense, they were. 
 
    He couldn’t stop staring at himself in the mirror. Unbelievable. His body looked like a Greek God’s! 
 
    Not that he was muscular, he was actually slender, but the suit defined what muscle he had and made him look more muscular than he was. 
 
    And he realized that whoever had made the suit had made it with falsies built in! He actually had little breasts! Imagine the vanity of women who thought they needed extra enhancement. He snorted a laugh. But it was sort of fun to feel them and imagine himself with big knockers. 
 
    He went out on the balcony and presented himself to the world. Being several stories up nobody could see him, but he could see them. He could imagine the worshiping throng, catching a glimpse of the ‘sun god’ and falling to their knees. 
 
    All hail the God with the golden body! 
 
    He went into his closet and took out a dress. He put it on. It was black, medium length, and he put it on. Interestingly, his boobies actually helped fill out the dress. They weren’t big, but they were big enough to make the dress, his body, appear more feminine. 
 
    He looked out of his apartment, down the hall both ways, then darted for the end stairs. They were only a few yards away, and it was late at night, and then he was standing on the stairs. He descended, entered the small garden in the center of the apartment complex. He walked around, feeling his body. He looked like a woman wearing a unitard. Except, of course, he had a male face. 
 
    But that was okay. He had never been one for make up. 
 
    He walked down a walk to the street. He was behind a gate, but perfectly visible. Nobody was out, and he was almost sorry. He almost wished there were people he could impress with his new look. 
 
    He returned to the garden, then, sighing, but knowing it was getting late and that he had to get some sleep if he wanted to make it to work, and he still had to jack off, he headed back to his apartment. 
 
    He made it back no problem. He leaned his back against the door, thoroughly excited, his cock throbbing, and painful for being so bent, and  sighed. 
 
    Time to take off the suit. 
 
    He reached up to the neck and tried to grab the edge of the material. But there was no edge. The suit had adhered to his body. 
 
    Well, it was just a little tight. 
 
    He dug his fingernails in and only succeeded in scoring his neck. 
 
    Fuck. 
 
    Well, no problem. And he tried again, but he simply couldn’t insert his fingers between the lamé and his flesh. 
 
    That was the point at which he started to panic. 
 
    He tried to insert his fingers into the sleeve, and couldn’t. He tried to pull the material away from his body, and couldn’t. It was like it was painted on, like the lamé was actually part of his flesh. 
 
    What the fuck! 
 
    He ended up rolling on the floor, trying to get the unitard off, and all he succeeded in doing was tiring himself out. 
 
    He lay on the floor, dazed in the brain. He had put the unitard on, it should come off, but why wasn’t it? 
 
    He looked at the clock. He had four hours until he had to go to work. He had to get out of this and go to sleep. He had no more thought of jacking off, though his cock was still erect and screaming for a little relief. 
 
    He stood up and went to the computer. He did a search for materials adhering to skin and came up with surgical glue. 
 
    But he had just put a powder on his body, not a glue! 
 
    Then he thought about it. He didn’t know what that powder really was. It just said that it would stop the suit from adhering to the body. But it actually worked the opposite. The powder was some sort of glue, or something, and it made the material stick to his body. It did just the opposite of what the note had claimed. 
 
    And the light went on in Tim’s head. 
 
    It did the opposite, and they made sure he used it, which meant…it was a trap. 
 
    Now he was scared. He had to get the unitard off! He had to get free! He had to get out of this thing! 
 
    He went to the shower and tried soap. The material clung to him, was a second skin to him. 
 
    He tried other things, household cleansers, even Comet. 
 
    Nothing worked. 
 
    He stepped out of the shower, and found that a simple towel worked to dry him off. 
 
    He felt his nuts, which weren’t there, but his throbbing cock, all scrunched and painful, was. 
 
    Yet when he looked down it looked like he had a girlish front. No slit, but…it was flat. Smooth. Like a girl’s. 
 
    Three hours to work. Yet…how could he sleep? 
 
    Oh, he could sleep, the suit wasn’t uncomfortable, a little tight here and there, but his mind…that was frazzled. To the extreme. 
 
    He had to get out of the unitard, but there didn’t seem to be any way to get it off! 
 
    He sat down on the couch to ponder, and the late hours waned and the sun peeked over the horizon. 
 
    He was tired. His mind was wired, but confused. His thoughts wouldn’t stop overwhelming him. 
 
    He got up and looked down. His body was gold. How much of it could he cover? 
 
    He pulled on long pants and put on sock and and shoes. The bottom half was okay, 
 
    He pulled on a shirt, and his gold arms stood out. 
 
    He tried a flannel shirt, and it wasn’t bad. You could still see his neck a bit, and the ends of the gold sleeves, but he could say he was wearing a gold undershirt of sorts. 
 
    Then he took off the flannel shirt, put on a long sleeve turtle neck shirt. There. Everything covered. Only a glimpse of the sleeves, and that barely. Of course it was a little warm. He might be sweating a little, but he could do it. 
 
    Okay. Fine. 
 
    He picked up his wallet and his fanny pack and started for the door, and stopped. 
 
    He had to pee. 
 
    Oh, fuck. 
 
    There was no zipper. He couldn’t just flop his cock out and wee!  
 
    His mind trying to work, he finally realized that the lamé suit dried fast. Would the pee go right through the material? He thought it would. He had felt water in the shower, but it had dried off. But if it didn’t he would be walking around with urine sloshing between the suit and his flesh. 
 
    He went and stood in front of the toilet and…knew he was going to make a mess. There was no telling where the piss would go when it went through the mesh. 
 
    Sighing, he turned and sat down. 
 
    Man, he really needed to pee. He hadn’t realized it, but he could feel the pressure in his bladder now that he had thought about it. He relaxed, pushed the muscles, and pee started dribbling through the suit and into the toilet. 
 
    Oh, God! That felt good. The pressure waned, and he peed and peed and peed, and finally, what seemed ages later, he was done. 
 
    There was a sponge on the sink, normally used for wiping stuff down. He took it and doused it with sink water, then blotted at his groin. Then he used toilet paper to blot, and he stood up. 
 
    Excellent. Hardly any drippage at all. He pulled his pants up, grabbed his wallet and fanny pack, and headed for the door. 
 
      
 
    Work was….frustrating. 
 
    He was irritated by being enclosed in the lamé unitard. He could move all right, but his range was a bit limited. He had to reach for a box on a shelf in the back and actually had to have somebody help him, claiming a pulled muscle. 
 
    He wasn’t happy horny. He was cock-folded irritated horny. 
 
    But he tried to control himself. 
 
    “Hey! What are you wearing under your clothes?: 
 
    One of the girls was staring at where the sleeve of the unitard was showing. 
 
    “Oh, nothing.” 
 
    She reached for his arm, slid the sleeve back and felt the gold sleeve. “Cool.” 
 
    “Hey,” he said, pulling his arm away. 
 
    “What are you wearing that for? And what is it?” 
 
    “It’s just a tight shirt. I feel like a cold might be coming on, so I wanted a little extra warmth.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    And he excused himself to go wait on customers. 
 
    And the day went like chalk on a blackboard. 
 
    And, what was worse, after lunch he had to go again, but not number one. His belly started to gripe, a pain started up and he had to poop. 
 
    But there was no way he could poop. Not through the lamé suit. 
 
    By the time five o’clock rolled around he was hurting. He had to go. Bad.  
 
    He trotted home, being careful not to jar himself and have an accident. He ran into his bathroom and sat down. And…YUCK! What a mess! 
 
    The poop came through the gold lamé, but it was like shitting through a screen. A very fine meshed screen. It got all over him, there was still some left behind the material, and…he had never felt so stinky and miserable in his life. 
 
    When he had cleaned himself as best he could, getting shit all over his hands and parts of his body, he stepped into the shower.  
 
    It took him an hour to clean himself off. An hour of pressing on the material, of squeezing his buns and trying to mush the goo out. Finally, he was clean, and he stepped out and was thoroughly and utterly miserable. 
 
    It had started out so much fun. Wearing a kinky unitard. Looking so cool and feeling so horny. 
 
    Now he had to sit to pee, shit meant a shower, and his cock was harder than ever. All day long it had been hard. 
 
    What the fuck was he going to do? 
 
    He cooked a TV dinner and sat down at the counter in the kitchenette. He pushed his food around for a while, then threw it out. 
 
    He sat down on the couch, and the tightness of the material made even sitting down sort of irritating. 
 
    He couldn’t live like this. He had to get this suit off. 
 
    He spent some time on the internet, but there was no solution. And he didn’t think there would be. This suit, and that meant the powder he had sprayed on his body, was brand, stinkin’ new. An invention. He couldn’t just head down to the corner pharmacy and pick up a bottle of ‘Lamé Be Gone.’ 
 
    He watched TV. And saw nothing. 
 
    And it finally seeped into his cranium. He was going to have to back to the dance studio. In daylight. He was going to have to fess up and demand that they get this thing off him. 
 
    He was going to have to…what if he broke in? They might have what he needed right out in the open? What if they had a powder spray that stripped it right off? 
 
    All he had to do was go back and break in and…yes! That was his solution. 
 
      
 
    At midnight that night, no time to reconnoiter, he walked across the street and into the alley. It was harder moving with the unitard under his clothes, but he walked over the garbage cans, spelunked between the buildings, and crawled over the edge and onto the roof. 
 
    He was breathing hard. It had taken more effort. He rested an extra minute, then headed for the window. 
 
    Again, a little more difficult, his flexibility was compromised, but he fell onto the floor of the office. He took some more deep breaths, then headed across the office for the door. He didn’t bother trying the safe. He didn’t give a shit about the safe. He wouldn’t have cared if it was open and had a million dollars in it. He needed to get out of the lamé get up! 
 
    Out into the hallway, listened for a brief moment, heard nothing, and headed for the store room. The work shop. The place that simply had to have a way to get this damned thing off him. 
 
    He listened at the door to the storeroom. Nothing. 
 
    He opened the door and slipped into the room. 
 
    He turned on the light. 
 
    It was as he remembered it. Kinky clothes everywhere. Slinky, flimsy material shaped into bras and harnesses and stuff. 
 
    He went right to the shelf that held bottles and little cans. There had to be…there had to be…but there wasn’t. Nothing that looked anything more than commercial. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos!” he groaned. There was a chair next to the shelf, and he collapsed into it. He put his head in his hands. He didn’t know what to do. He didn’t know how to get the unitard off. He was looking at a life of wearing that damned thing, of having to take hour long showers whenever he took a dump. 
 
    And his cock! He couldn’t touch his poor cock! No way to relieve the constant priapism that was life life now. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos, mother—“ 
 
    “Hello.” 
 
    Tim screamed.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Tim screamed out of a lot of surprise and a little fear. He was sure he was alone, and to find out that he wasn’t…he screamed. 
 
    Dot Johnson was sitting in a chair at the back of the room. She was in the shadows, but stepped forward so he could see her. 
 
    Tim was frozen, totally and utterly frozen. His mind had stopped working. There was only the knowledge that he had been caught. 
 
    “So you’re the one who’s been making off with our underwear. You kinky, little boy.” 
 
    Tim opened his mouth and shut it like the flapping of a doggy door. 
 
    “And I can see your gold lamé under your sleeves.” 
 
    Tim looked down to where his sleeves had come up and, sure enough, the lamé was visible. 
 
    “How do you like our little unitard?” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “How is it taking a piss.” 
 
    Tim began to turn red.  
 
    “Is it fun sitting like a little girl? Having to blot your pussy when you’re done?” 
 
    Now he was flaming red. 
 
    “And what’s it like pooping? I assume you have pooped through the lamé since you put it on?” 
 
    Finally, Tim managed to speak. “Take it off.” His voice sounded like a frog with a sore throat. 
 
    “But it looks so nice on you! Come, take your clothes off and show me.” 
 
    Tim didn’t want to. He shook his head. 
 
    “Well, if you won’t show me, then I won’t do anything for you. You can leave now.” 
 
    “Wait…no…you have to take this off!” 
 
    “No…no, I don’t. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    Tim saw it then. She had complete control over him. 
 
    “Take them off or leave.” 
 
    “I…you…” 
 
    “Of course I could call the police, but I don’t want them around. And I’m sure you don’t want them finding out about your night time activities. Wearing girls’ underwear. Tsk, tsk.” 
 
    “Look, lady,” Tim tried. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done it, but I’m bringing this thing back to you. Just take it off, you can have it, and you’ll never see me again.” 
 
    “I don’t need to see you ever again right now. I’m sure that, three or four years, or ten, the material will start to wear out, and you might be able to get it off then.” 
 
    “What do I need to do to get you to take it off?” 
 
    “Ah…there we go. Simple. Take your clothes off.” 
 
    Tim almost sobbed as he began taking his clothes off. He slipped out of his black shirt and black hoody. He paused, then unbuckled and took his black pants off, kicking his black sneakers off before pulling them all the way off. 
 
    Dorothy Johnson watched him, an amused half smile on her face. She appeared to be checking him out, but what there was to check out he didn’t know. He was a slender fellow, be it with small tits now, and he no longer felt like a golden god. 
 
    “There. Now, can you get it off?” 
 
    “Hmm. Nice body. Perfect for…” she left the thought unsaid. But he wasn’t thinking about his body, he was thinking about getting her lamé suit off. 
 
    “Before I help you out, I’d like to show you around.” 
 
    “Show me…what?” He was confused. 
 
    She turned, moved the chair she had been sitting in aside, moved some dresses on hangers aside, and opened the back wall. 
 
    Tim’s eyes widened in surprise. 
 
    She walked through the wall and beckoned him to follow her. 
 
    He followed, and found himself in a huge, dark area. He heard a click, she had turned on a light switch, and the warehouse was illuminated. 
 
    They were standing on a catwalk that led to a narrow stairway. Spread out below them was a massive enterprise. A dozen tables, designed for packing and shipping. A station near the far away roll up doors for mailing. Racks of dresses, bins of kinky underwear, dildos and strap ons, latex products, butt plugs, condoms, everything sex under the sun. 
 
    Tim’s jaw was officially dropped. His eyes roamed over the set up and…he was stunned. “This…this…” 
 
    “That’s right. The dance studio is a front. Our real work is out here. This is where the internet makes us billions. That billions with a B. When I left tonight, as I have on other nights, I simply went around the corner, entered the warehouse, and went up to the studio. I knew you would be back.” 
 
    “But…why not just turn me over to the cops and…oh.” 
 
    “That’s right. We aren’t doing anything illegal—well, not too illegal—but the government should not have their noses in our business.” 
 
    “But why not…” he ran out of thoughts. 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Tim.” 
 
    “And I’m Dot. Come with me.” 
 
    She turned and led the way back to the work shop. 
 
    Once she had closed the door and arranged the dresses so nobody could see it, she turned to Tim. She was holding a pair of handcuffs. “Turn around.” 
 
    He took a step back. “You ain’t getting those things on me!” 
 
    She shrugged. “It’s the only way this is going to work. Either put your hands behind your back or go home. See ya sometime.” 
 
    “I…I—“ 
 
    “Look, if I was going to hurt you I would have used a gun on you already. Or a taser. Hell, I’ve got lots of big, strong gentlemen that work in the warehouse that would be more than willing to slap you around a little and put you in cuffs whether you like it or not. Now stop being an idiot. This is for my safety, not any kink you might have in mind. 
 
    He blinked at that. He wasn’t thinking kinky with handcuffs. He just didn’t want to be helpless and at somebody’s mercy. 
 
    Finally, he said, “You aren’t going to hurt me? You promise?” 
 
    “Girl scouts honor. Pinkie swear attested to by a notary. You are safe.” 
 
    It took all he had, but Tim turned around and put his hands back behind him. 
 
    Dot snapped them on quickly. She turned him around, smiled, and said, “See ya.” She walked out of the room. 
 
    “Hey! Hey!” But she had closed the door. 
 
    He stood, panicked, not knowing what to do. He considered trying to knock the door open with his shoulder, but then what would he do? Even if he got out of the dance studio he would be handcuffed, unitard naked and looking like he had been painted with gold. Not a cop friendly look. 
 
    But before he could try anything, or even come up with something worth trying, she re-entered the room. 
 
    “Where—“ 
 
    “Turn around.” 
 
    He turned. 
 
    “Lean on the table.” 
 
    She gave a light push to help him and he leaned on the work table. 
 
    “All right. Don’t move. I don’t want to mess this up.” 
 
    He remained motionless.  
 
    She fiddled with something that was close to his underarm, then he heard a hissing sound. Suddenly he felt pressure on his chest, and he tried to get up. 
 
    “Not yet,” she held him down. Finally, the hissing stopped, it felt like she disconnected something, and he was able to stand up. 
 
    He had tits. She had filled the little tits with air and now they were big tits! 
 
    She grinned at the expression of horror on his face. 
 
    “Why’d you do that!?” 
 
    She just spun him around and pushed him back down. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    She lifted the handcuffs, forcing him up and immobilizing him. She started rubbing something over his butt. Suddenly he felt the back of the unitard give way and her hand was rubbing his crack! 
 
    “Hey.” 
 
    “Hold still.” She ran her fingers up and down his crack, touched his brown button, and took her sweet time. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Do you like this?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Have you ever played with your own butt?” 
 
    “Stop that!” 
 
    “Feels pretty good though, yes?” 
 
    The problem was…it did. It felt real good. He tried to move, but only succeeded in pressing against her fingers. 
 
    She pushed a digit into his hole and he jerked. 
 
    But she was lifting cuffs, pressing on his back with her other hand, and now her digit up his rectum was keeping him fixed in place. 
 
    “Please!” He started to cry. 
 
    “Oh, come on, you big baby.” She pulled her finger out of him and stepped back. He straightened up and turned to see her wiping her hands on a paper towel. 
 
    “Aren’t you going to let me go?” 
 
    She held up the key to the handcuffs and said, “Turn around.” 
 
    He turned, and she let him loose. 
 
    He spun, his hands free, and rubbed his wrists. “Why won’t you let me go?” 
 
    “Go ahead and feel your ass.” 
 
    Puzzled, the satisfaction on her face making him curious, he reached behind himself. Around his asshole the lamé was gone. He could feel where the suit no longer existed…he could feel how, running his hands out from his cheeks, where the material was still present, unable to be pried off, a second skin. 
 
    “You can go to the bathroom now. That should help.” 
 
    “But what about the rest of this thing? What about…what about my cock? I have to pee!” 
 
    “I find it enjoyable to think of you having to sit like a little girl, blotting your little wee wee, getting all embarrassed.” 
 
    “But my cock hurts! It’s all bent down there! And my balls are stuffed up into my body! And what’s with these tits?” 
 
    “Drop by in a week and we’ll discuss it.” 
 
    And that was it. No more talk. No more plea or beg. She simply walked him downstairs, across the dance studio, and opened the door for him. 
 
    “Bye bye!” she giggled and gave a flip wave. 
 
      
 
    Stunned, shamed, a little relieved but still trapped, and now with a big, feminine chest, he walked home. 
 
    Being able to poop was a relief, and it made his life easier. But his penis was still folded down and pressed between his legs. 
 
    And he started to get hornier. 
 
    Now that his mind was off his bodily functions he was starting to feel things. Like the head of his dick. It was pointed down and clothes rubbed the lamé. Even though his clothes didn’t touch his dick, the constant rubbing on the gold material caused a sensation, and excitation. 
 
    He walked up the stairs to his apartment, his underpants—what the hell had he even worn those for?—rubbed against his cock head with every step. By the time he reached hi apartment he was half bent over and grabbing his crotch. 
 
    He looked at how the material had dissolved around his asshole, and the edges had simply grabbed the skin. No way he could get his fingers under the material. Whatever that powder glue was…it really worked. 
 
    But, at least he had some relief. Even if he had big tits. 
 
    The next day he went to work, and he took an Ace bandage and wrapped his chest tight. He was hot and sweaty in his extra clothes, and the floor manager suggested that he take his hoodie off and show his official Apple tee shirt. No way. And he thought about ways he could wear long sleeved turtle necks and then his Apple tee. 
 
    But being hot and sweaty was only half the problem. the way his cock was being rubbed was the real problem. The more the head was rubbed the more horny he got, and the more his dick throbbed and fought the material, and the more it hurt. Time after time he found himself turning so nobody could see him and pushing on his crotch. 
 
    By the time he was done at work he knew he couldn’t stand it anymore. He went straight from work to the dance studio. He walked in and sat down and waited. 
 
    The dance instructor asked him what he wanted, but he just shook his head. She went and told Dot, and five minutes later she leaned over the rail and called to him. “Up here, Tim.” 
 
    Tim walked up the stairs and back to her office. She was sitting at her desk and reading reports. “I thought I told you a week?” 
 
    “I can’t stand it! It rubs my dick! I’m horny all the time! I sit like a little girl. And this chest! these tits! I can’t stand it any more!” And he started to cry. 
 
    Dot looked up. Her smile wasn’t in evidence as she studied the broken man. She nodded to herself. “Very well. Come with me.” 
 
    She led him into the storeroom, through the back wall and into the warehouse. She turned right, instead of left, and walked away from the stairs. 
 
    Tim followed her, sniffling, wiping his nose. 
 
    They entered a small room. It was brightly lit and there was a camera set up on a tripod. It was a big, professional grade camera, good for shooting TV commercials.  
 
    “Take your clothes off and sit in that chair.” 
 
    He didn’t want to take his clothes off, not again, but…he did, and she snickered when he unwound the Ace bandage. When he was naked but for the gold suit she rolled a little tray over to him It was loaded with make up, and he tried to pull away. “Hey!” 
 
    “It’s the only way it’s going to work Tim. You let me make you up, give you a wig, and…” 
 
    He was flustered, he was embarrassed, and he didn’t know what to do. But, finally, no other choice, he sat and let her make him up. 
 
    “You’re quite the beautiful woman, Tim. I know a few models who would give their eye teeth for your skin. And your features are so…forgiving. I tell ya, you’d make a model jealous.” 
 
    He said nothing. Just held still while she shadowed his eyes, then put lipstick on him. 
 
    She finished, put a wig on him and said. “Go stand at that wall.” 
 
    He did, and looked around. There were boxes of dildos in a corner. There was some kind of a machine in another corner. A mattress was leaned against a wall, and next to it was a weird thing made of out pallets. 
 
    “Tim, if you want to be released from the suit you have to do everything I say.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay,” his voice had a bit of blubbering in it.” 
 
    She turned on the camera, a computer next to it, and he was visible on the computer monitor. 
 
    “Now, I want you to say ‘I love it when my heinie is all corked up.’ Then turn to the right and put this butt plug in. Then  show your ass to the camera for about five seconds, wiggle your ass like you’re happy, then straighten up and face the camera and say, ‘See?’ Do have that?” 
 
    He was shocked. Flummoxed. Flabbergasted. “I’m going to what?” 
 
    “Put a butt plug in your butt.” 
 
    “But…no!” 
 
    She straightened up, looked him in the eye and said, “Then go home. We’ll see how you feel next week.” 
 
    He tried to object. He blustered and begged. He threatened police. But he was done. He, and she, knew it wasn’t going to take a week for him to break. The sooner he did this the sooner he would get out of that hellacious gold unitard. 
 
    So, in the end, no pun intended, he smiled for the camera and said, “I love when my hind end is corked up.” He bent to one side and pushed the plug into his butt. 
 
    It went in hard, as she had forgotten the lube, but it went in. He was desperate. It had to go in. So he grunted and pushed and it translated wonderfully on the camera. Then he showed the camera his ass for five seconds. Finally, he faced the camera again. “See?” 
 
    Dot smiled. She shut everything down, let him get dressed, but made him keep the wig and make up on. “Follow me.” She led him first to her office, where she grabbed her purse, then out of the studio. 
 
    She took him to Charlie Coyote’s a fancy nightclub out in Santa Monica. They parked, and he said, “I’m not going in there.” 
 
    “Nobody can tell you’re not a woman. And you are going in there is you ever want to get out of the suit. She got out of the car and walked across the parking lot. Cursing, he followed her out to the patio. He was amazingly 
 
    He looked around in wonder. He wasn’t much for night clubs, and he was quite impressed. 
 
    “A couple of Margaritas,” she tossed at the waiter, and they sat at a small table in a corner of the big room. the room wasn’t crowded, and they had their drinks within two minutes. 
 
    She sipped her drink, leaving a trace of red lipstick on the rim. 
 
    Tim gulped his, and was shocked by leaving his own lip print on the glass. 
 
    “We are a big operation, as you may have noticed.” 
 
    “Uh…yeah.” 
 
    “That suit is specially mad, one of a kind, and I was supposed to test it out. I wasn’t sure what to do about that, then you came along.” 
 
    Tim sucked his drink, she ordered him another one, and listened. In the darkness of the club he was starting to feel almost comfortable. 
 
    “Our big problem is finding models. Regular models are sometimes weirded out by what we ask them to do. To model for us you have to be a real freak. Like you.” 
 
    “I’m not a freak!” 
 
    “Says the guy in gold underwear who has to sit down to pee.” 
 
    “But…you did that!” 
 
    “Nope. Out of all the warehouses in the world, you chose ours. Out of all the underwear in our warehouse, you chose the one you’re wearing. Now, you can say no, but the conditions for release are that you become our sex model for three months. You do everything we say. Butt plugs, dildos, whatever. You will be wearing the most filthiest and intimate apparel in the world. You will be in make up every day, we will give you extension, and we might even consider permanent breast implants. And I’ll tell you this: you will, in spite of anything you might think now, have fun. And in three months, word of honor, no bullshit, we will release you. We’ll even give you a bonus. A sizable bonus.” 
 
    He didn’t bite. He didn’t want to do this. 
 
    But…what choice did he have?” 
 
    She ordered more drinks. “You hungry?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “So let’s talk.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “About you. It’s going to help me if I know what your sexual preferences are, what kind of clothes you like to wear. We’re going to be very close for the next three months, and I need to know you inside and out.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to do this?” 
 
    She took out her cell phone, called up a video, and showed it to him. 
 
    It was him, a half hour ago, putting a butt plug up his ass. 
 
    “Do you see this? You have a freshness, a believability, that will enable us to sell a million of those butt plugs. You’re a natural. You’re going to make us a lot of money, and, contrary to anything you might believe now…you’re going to end up loving it.” 
 
    He stood up and walked out. 
 
    He took an Uber back to his apartment. His mind wasn’t thinking. He didn’t exist as Tim. He was just…stunned. 
 
    She wanted him to model butt plugs and dildos. Impossible. He would never do that. Not as long as he lived! 
 
    But he wouldn’t live long, horny as he was. He didn’t know if anybody had ever died of horniness, but he felt like he was about to. 
 
    And he came up with a plan. 
 
     
 
    He didn’t go to work the next day. He just rested, tried to avoid moving around and getting his cock head stimulated. Early evening, and he got ready. He pulled on his burglar outfit, black pants and hoody and shoes, and walked o ver to the dance studio. 
 
    The lights were on in the studio and young women were dancing around. He waited. 
 
    Ten o’clock and the dancers left. The lights were on dim and he knew that the only person in the place was Dot. He waited for a few minutes, then walked across the street. The door was open and he entered  quietly. 
 
    Across the dance floor, up the stairs, and down to her office. 
 
    She wasn’t in her office. 
 
    The workshop. 
 
    He went to the storeroom and opened the door. She was bent over the work table and measuring a piece of clothe. She looked up, and froze. 
 
    He was holding a taser. 
 
    He sidled into the room. 
 
    She stepped sideways, coming out from behind the table. 
 
    “You’re going to get me out of this suit, or else.” 
 
    “Or else what?” 
 
    “Or else we’re going to find out how many dildos your butt can hold.” 
 
    The humor was lost on her. And, truth, he had not meant it to be funny. 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “You’re got me.” 
 
    He nodded, satisfied. 
 
    “I keep the glue dissolver in the safe.” 
 
    She walked slowly towards him, moved against the table to get past him, and slapped the taser out of his hand and kneed him in the balls. 
 
    Except he didn’t have balls. They were all tucked up in his pubic area. 
 
    Still, it hurt, and he oofed and bent. 
 
    She backed up. “You can stop now.” 
 
    But he couldn’t. He had to get free. He moved towards her, and she kicked him in the thigh, which unbalanced him, then punched him in the throat. 
 
    That was it for Tim. He had laughed at girls doing self defense, but now he had been self defensed, and he fell to the floor and gagged. 
 
    Dot snapped cuffs on one wrist, fell on him so he collapsed, and managed to snap them on his other wrist. 
 
    Tim was having trouble breathing. He lay there and gasped and tried to get his throat working. 
 
    She grabbed a carpet knife off a shelf and began slicing his clothes off. He didn’t even think about struggling. That knife was pretty close to his flesh. 
 
    “Up we go,” Dot said. She tried to grab his groin, but her hand slipped off the gold lamé. She went to a shelf and came back with a big, silver hook. It was shaped like a monster fish hook, but had a ball on the end. She quickly greased it and pushed it in his ass, then she simply lifted the hook. 
 
    “Ack…gah…aahh!” Tim was on his feet. On his toes. Dot walked him back through the wall and towards the the stairs. There were a few people on the floor, mostly good looking girls, and they gawped as she walked him past them. 
 
    And they giggled. Girls who made kinky sex toys were not put off by seeing a young man with a butt hook up his ass. 
 
    Tim was regaining the power of speech and he started pleading. “Please! I’m sorry! Let me go!” 
 
    “Linda, get me the go kart.” 
 
    She walked him into what looked like a lunchroom, but which was bare. 
 
    He heard a whirring and though he was on tip toes he managed to look behind him. A small, electric cart whizzed through the door. Several of the women followed the little buggy. 
 
    The buggy was specially made. It had a raise seat and an electric motor underneath the seat. 
 
    “Okay, girls. this is Tim, let’s get him into the buggy.” She pulled the butt hook out of him and the girls moved in. 
 
    These girls must have been taking the self defense class, because they kicked his knees and when he fell they simply picked him up. 
 
    “No. On his back.” 
 
    The girls looked each other, shrugged, and Tim was placed on his back on the seat.  
 
    “Okay, strap him down, and pull his legs up and tie them to his arms. 
 
    In short order Tim was laying with his ass sticking out. HE was able to raise his head and look between his legs. 
 
    “Go get the size eight dildos. The ones with suction cups on the base. Linda, make marks exactly,” she measured the height of Tim’s asshole from the floor, “Three feet and two and quarter inches.” 
 
    Five minutes later eight dildos had been stuck to the walls at exactly three feet and two and quarter inches. 
 
    Dot sat in a chair and faced the upside down Tim. 
 
    “Tim, there is one thing we won’t stand for, and that is violence. So we are going to teach you a lesson. And you’d better learn it, because if you don’t we won’t hire you to be a model. Got it?” 
 
    Tim’s throat was still sore and the most he could manage, in his bent up position, was ‘Gurk.’ 
 
    “Okay, girls, who’s first?” 
 
    The girls nearly fought for the chance to be first, and Dot ended up giving the remote to a short girl with big tits and a bigger smile. Then she grabbed some lube and smushed it into his asshole. 
 
    “Okay, you have five minutes. How many dildos can you get?” 
 
    The first girl, who was Linda, jiggled the joystick and Tim lurched into motion. The little buggy whirred across the floor, turned a bit, adjusted, and then he saw where the buggy was heading. Right for one of the dildos! 
 
    Tim tried to yell, but he just made acking sounds. He watched as the dildo frew in size, came closer, then the buggy slowed a bit as Linda made the final adjustments. 
 
    “Nauu!” Tim yelled. His butt touched the dildo, the buggy powered up a little, and it went right into his asshole! 
 
    “Nauuu….leeetisstop!” 
 
    No. Let it stop. 
 
    The girls cheered. Then Linda turned the wheels sharply, gave the buggy the juice, and his asshole knocked the dildo off the wall. It popped out of his asshole as Linda headed for the next dildo. 
 
    The buggy closed in on another dildo. Tim watched in horror as the buggy lined up, then the thing disappeared into his ass. Sproing! The dildo flew away and Linda went in search of another dildo. 
 
    Dildo after dildo! It didn’t hurt, the dildos were greased, as well as his ass, and they went in smoothly. 
 
    By the five minute mark Linda had knocked off six dildos. Tim prayed that it was over, but Linda just handed the remote to another girl. 
 
    Zzzzz! The buggy rolled for a wall and a freshly remounted dildo. It paused and lined up, then Tim felt it going in. He felt the head, opening him up.  
 
    And another dildo. And another. 
 
    And then another girl. And another. 
 
    An hour later, his asshole well reamed, Tim was released. Amazingly, the girls all kissed him and thanked him. Dot was waiting by the door and she said, “Come with me.” 
 
    Tim followed. No thoughts of tasers or revolt. No intent to run away. He just followed along, quite docile. 
 
    They walked back up the work room at the back of the dance studio, then down the hall to Linda’s office. 
 
    She sat down. “Have a seat.” 
 
    “I, uh…can’t.” 
 
    She nodded. “You did well. how’d you like it?” 
 
    He said nothing. He was a mix of sore asshole and happy rectum. 
 
    “So, I’m kicking you out. You have a couple of choices. Come back here Monday morning, ready to work. Or, go back to your shitty job selling Apples. If you decide to go sell computers I’ll have a girl bring by the solution to get you out of that suit. What you choose is up to you.” 
 
    He sat there, totally befuddled. Everything that happened…it was all too fast. 
 
    She sat back and watched him. 
 
    He started to say something, then stopped. 
 
    “I messed up your clothes. You want a dress to wear home?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    She handed him a sexy blank dress and he put it on.  
 
    She handed him an overcoat, and he put that on. 
 
    “Your shoes are in the lunchroom.” They had fallen off during his little go kart adventure, “So wear these.” She handed him some high heels. She watched as he put them on. 
 
    “Okay. We’ll talk about piercing your ears later, but you can probably get home without being arrested now. But I’d hurry. You don’t want any cops picking you up and fucking you. They might get a little perturbed when they find out all you have to offer is your asshole.” 
 
    Tim stood, breathing hard. The look in his eyes was that of a bull that had been hit on the head with a four by four. 
 
    Dot shook her head. “You really are quite helpless. Come on.” 
 
    She linked arms and walked him down the stairs and to the front door. She walked him out, locked the door and took him around the corner. Across the street was a parking lot, and she took him to her car and told him to get in. 
 
    She drove the few minutes to his apartment and stopped. 
 
    “You know where I live.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    He turned and looked at her. He was a shattered man…who was a woman.  
 
    She suddenly leaned forward and grabbed his hair. She pulled his face close to hers and whispered. “Grow up, Tim. Come to work for us. You and I, we’ll have a good time. You’ll get rich, and I know what you like. 
 
    She touched her lips to his. A sweet, gentle kiss. 
 
    Then she reached across, pulled his door handle and pushed him out the opening door. 
 
    Tim stood next to the car. He was like a mannequin, motionless, caught between whatever pose somebody put him in. 
 
    “Go on, Tim. And maybe I’ll see you on Monday.” 
 
    Tim’s mouth was open. His chest felt huge. His legs were excited by the breeze bowing under his dress. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    She drove away. 
 
    It was late now. It was dark, and there was nobody on the street. 
 
    He turned and looked up at his apartment, then he walked into the apartment complex. 
 
    Upstairs, he closed the door and saw himself in the reflection of the patio window. 
 
    A girl with golden skin. A face with long hair and lipstick. His cock throbbed tried to stand up, but it wasn’t going to be able to. 
 
    He thought about all that he had been through. 
 
    He thought about the clothes he wore, which were his dirty, little secret. 
 
    He thought about how horny he was. 
 
    He thought about selling computers for the rest of his life. 
 
    And he thought about how anxious he was for Monday morning to arrive. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Why can’t I stay home?” Tom groused as he packed his suitcase 
 
    “Because you can’t,” his mother stated for the eighteenth time. 
 
    He stopped packing and glared at her. “I’m 18. I’m going away to college after summer. I’ll be living on my own in three months. So why can’t you trust me through the summer. 
 
    “Because I want it this way.” 
 
    Tom threw underwear into his suitcase savagely, and his mother sighed.  
 
    Margaret was 35 years old and still retained her youthful beauty. She also retained a memory of her college years. If he was half as wild as her then there was no way she could risk leaving him in charge of the house. 
 
    “Look, Aunt Barb is lots of fun. She’s five years younger than me and she’ll keep you on your toes.” 
 
    “Great. Eighteen and having a baby sitter.” 
 
    Tom was not looking forward to this. He was looking forward to drinking beer and watching porn and just sitting around and having a good time. 
 
    “Perhaps if you acted a little more mature…” 
 
    He gave her the gimlet eye. “That’s an excuse. Even if I was ‘mature,’ he mocked the word, “You wouldn’t let me stay here alone.” 
 
    Margaret sighed. “Well, maybe…maybe not. But that’s the law, buster. So get used to it.” And she stomped out of the room. 
 
    Tom packed, and sulked, and when he was done he put the suitcase on the bed and plopped himself down. Eighteen years old. He could he trusted. But there was no way he could convince his mother. 
 
      
 
    Downstairs Margaret put in a call to Barbara. “Look Barb, Tom is really pissy about spending the summer with you.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Barb soothed her sister. “I’ve handled worse men than spoiled brats.” 
 
    “I know, it’s just…” 
 
    “I know. It’s just that he’s your little baby boy.” 
 
    Margaret laughed ruefully. “Yeah. But I’ve got to go to corporate headquarters this summer. They’re running one class for people on the short list. That’s a big thing.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I’ve got nothing but time on my hands, and I’ll ride close herd on Tommy.” 
 
    “Okay, and thanks. You know how I appreciate this.” 
 
    “No prob. Now what time is he getting in?” 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Tom sat on the bed with laptop in his lap. This might be the last time he got to do this for a while. Who knew what kind of a prude his aunt was. 
 
    He pulled up a browser and entered ‘House of Gord.’ Shortly he was immersed in some of the kinkiest stuff on the net. He watched as some old bald guy put sexy babes into kinky machines. He had a hard on in less than thirty seconds, and he studied how the old man, ’Gord,’ secured latex beauties into weird machines. 
 
    He paid close attention as the old man put a girl upside down on the front bumper of his car. The girl was folded, but comfortable. And as Gord drove around a dildo was pumping up and down into the girl’s vagina. 
 
    Where did this guy get such weird ideas? 
 
    Then there was the girl hoisted up to the roof. She hung there and twirled like a weather vane. She wore nothing but latex and make up. 
 
    “From ‘Gord’s House’ Tom went to kink.com. He loved to watch woman getting so sexed up they lost all control of themselves. Nothing but orgasms and squirts. Man. 
 
    Then he—closed the lid of the laptop.  
 
    “Tom,” his mother opened the door. 
 
    “Yeah?” A little sulky, but who could blame him. 
 
    “I just want to re-emphasize that you are to show Barbara the utmost respect. You do everything she says. Period. You got that?” 
 
    He sighed and nodded. “I got it.” 
 
    She entered his room and sat down next to him. He was well aware that a simple lift of the laptop lid would expose him for the sex crazy dude he was. 
 
    Margaret didn’t open the laptop, fortunately. She just put her arm around him and squeezed. Made him self conscious of her large breasts. “I love you, and I want to do the best for you. You understand that?” 
 
    “Yeah, Mom. I do.” 
 
    “All right.” She kissed his hair and left. Shortly he heard her door close and he knew she was getting ready for bed. 
 
    He smiled, doffed his pants and underwear and sat cross-legged. His boner stuck straight out and he balanced the laptop on a knee as he stroked his dick. 
 
    Oh, man.The girls on the screen moaned and groaned and arched their backs as they came. Men tied them down and put their cocks in them, and the girls just loved it. 
 
    It wasn’t long before Tom let loose with a string of pearls. He grunted, slapped his underwear over the spurt of jizz, and let the orgasm take him to paradise. 
 
    It might be three months before he could do this again, so he enjoyed it. 
 
      
 
    The plane landed in Charlotte at 3 in the afternoon and Tom grabbed his fanny pack out of the overhead and headed down the ramp. 
 
    It was hot, and he could feel the sweat pouring off him in spite of all air conditioning. 
 
    Barbara, ‘Barb,’ was waiting for him, and he blinked. 
 
    He had only seen a few pictures of Barbara in the recent past, other than that he hadn’t seen her since he was eight years old, and he didn’t remember much of her. 
 
    She was a knock out. She was a saucy wench with bazookas to die for. Her hair was long and wavy, but done up in some kind of French style, wisps of delicate hair hung about her neck. 
 
    He waist was thin and she had an ass a twerker would die for. 
 
    She was wearing shorts and high heels and a halter top. Good lord, he had a damned boner for his own aunt! 
 
    Yet he managed to keep moving, keeping a happy teen age smile on his face and hiding all the instant lust within. 
 
    “Hi, Tommy!” She threw her arms around him, pressed those mammoth jugs into his chest, and he felt like he had died and gone to boob heaven. then she backed off, grabbed his face with both hands and planted an actual kiss right on his lips. 
 
    Damn! Double boner damn! 
 
    “I’m so glad you came. We’re going to have a great summer together. Let’s go to the luggage area and…” she held onto his arm as they walked and he felt like her boobs were trying to jack his arm off. 
 
    They picked up his suitcases and went out to her car. It was a Pathfinder, a mid-sized SUV, and it held his suitcase and fanny pack easily. 
 
      
 
    Barb lived in the sticks. No other way to say it. She drove for a couple of hours, passed houses only once in a while, and headed generally up into the Blue Ridge mountains. 
 
    Towards the end of the journey Barb pulled into a gas station to fill up. Tom got out and stretched and inspected the area. 
 
    He was a city boy and he was pretty impressed with the scenery. And not just the countryside scenery. He stood to one side while his aunt filled the tank and tried not to gawk at her figure. And he wasn’t alone. Other people walking by walked with their heads swiveling to watch her. She had a body like Dolly Parton, and a face like Marilyn Monroe’s. 
 
    When she was finished she put the nozzle back, tossed him the keys and said, “Pull over by the propane tank there. I’ve got to check my mail.” 
 
    That was a blinker. He had his license, driving was no problem, but he wasn’t usually let to drive the family car. In giving him the keys Barb had suddenly displayed a degree of trust. 
 
    A minute later she came out of the general store holding a couple of envelopes. He had gotten back in the passenger side and he watched her in the mirror. She came to his side, opened the door and gave him a twisted smile. “Out. You drive.” 
 
    He got out, staring at her. 
 
    “What? You don’t like to drive?” 
 
    “No, uh…I just…” he faded off and trotted around to the driver’s side. 
 
    He drove carefully, a little nervous, but she opened her couple of letters, read them, slipped them inside her purse, sighed, and sat back and stretched. 
 
    Tom had to be careful not to drive off the road the way her boobs thrust up. 
 
    She giggled, “Eyes on the road, mister.” 
 
    He turned red. 
 
    She rolled her window down and said, “Turn right here and drive slow. I like driving, but I like seeing my property more.” 
 
    He turned right and the road became a narrow driveway.  
 
    “That’s where a railroad came through here about a hundred years ago. Somebody told me the Yankees burned it, but…how do you burn a railroad?” They jounced over a pair of rails that cut across the drive. Drove under some spreading limbs, made a sharp turn. 
 
    “That’s an old mill. This whole place went bust back in the twenties. Population 10,000 went to 5, or so I’m told.” They passed a cluster of warped buildings.” 
 
    All the way up the mountain she pointed out sights, and it was a history lesson. In the city there is no history, just what time does the bus run. Here it was which general burnt which farm and what family runs the best stock. 
 
    They came out of a thick section of woods, they were maybe five miles from the main road, and Tom had his first view of Barb’s ‘shack,’ as she called it. 
 
    It was a small mansion. A hundreds yards in front of it was a large pond—when does a pond become a lake? Above the lake was a slight ascent of green lawn. The driveway led to a garage at the side of the house.  
 
    The house itself had several columns, between which were tall bushes. It was three stories and had probably ten bedrooms. There were two chimneys, a small guest house to the right, and…it was beautiful. 
 
    “Wow!” 
 
    “Not bad, eh?” 
 
    “I’ve never….” he trailed off. 
 
    “Me neither,” she laughed. “Just drive onto the lawn and we’ll unpack, then back it into the garage.” 
 
    Tom did as ordered and took his suitcases into the house. 
 
    You can have any room you want, I’m on the third floor, and I recommend the one at the other end of the house from mine. You’ve got a little balcony and there is nothing like sitting out in the early morning or late evening. 
 
    He took his suitcases upstairs and found himself in a large bedroom, bigger than his living room at home. He looked out the balcony and it was breathtaking. He could see across the tops of trees for twenty miles. There were no rooftops to spoil the scenery. 
 
    “Go park the car and I’ll make us some lunch.” 
 
    He parked the car in the garage, closed the garage door and turned to stare at the pond. It was like glass. A family of ducks were floating on the other side of the expanse of water, and there was a raft in the middle of the pond. 
 
    “You can swim, but be careful of the alligators.” 
 
    He turned and Barb was sitting at a table on the porch. There was a plate of sandwiches and a pitcher on the table. 
 
    “Alligators?” 
 
    “Yeah, they filmed Lake Placid up here, forgot to take the damned gators out. Believe me, they’ll take off your toe right up to your balls.” 
 
    The suppressed grin on her face was what gave her away. 
 
    “You’re kidding me.” 
 
    “And you actually believed me! The look on your face…you actually believed me. She guffawed, and hooked a finger to call him up on the porch. 
 
    He went up a couple of shallow steps and sat down at the table. She pushed the plate at him. “There’s more in the kitchen, I’m stocked up for you. You want punch or beer?” 
 
    Beer? “Uh…” 
 
    “I can’t believe I even asked.” She reached into an igloo cooler next to her and extracted two shiny, dripping cans. She shoved them to him. “You are the official beer opener.” She waggled her hands at him. She had long fingernails. “I don’t want to risk my talons.” 
 
    He ate a tuna fish sandwich and sipped a beer. She ate, and watched him, which made him a little nervous. 
 
    “I guess we should talk about the ground rules.” 
 
    “Oh.” he sobered. Ground rules. Right. Don’t do this. Do that. 
 
    “Don’t take your clothes off if there are guests. Let me know if the beer gets low—you’ll be the official take the car down and pick up a few cases guy. I have a few chores, and if you want to help me with them that would be great, but you don’t have to. The internet password is Biteme69 with a capital b, and I don’t care how much porn you watch. And, uh…I guess that’s about it, except if you’re caught with clothes on in the pond I will get out my alligator whistle.” 
 
    His mouth was open and he was staring at her. 
 
    “Gawd. You’re easy. Shut your mouth and drink your beer.” 
 
    He shut his mouth and drank his beer. 
 
    They ate a couple of sandwiches each, and only one beer each, and she spoke of the history of the house.  
 
    “This place was originally built by Carter Johnson, who owned the mill we passed on the way in. Some say he was killed by his slaves during the war of the rebellion. I doubt that, though. I checked in the museum downtown and he was well thought of. Anyway, he passed, and his relatives didn’t want the place. Moonshiners took it over for a while in the thirties, and there is a rumor that there was a big gun battle with the feds, and I don’t think that’s a rumor. There’s a coupe of places you’ll find bullet holes in the walls. I never covered them over because…they’re sort of cool. In the seventies a bunch of hippies had a commune up here. They grew their own pot, which you can still see a few plants on the west side of the house out by the old well. I’ve tried it, pretty good stuff, but I always prefer liquor over dope. You’re welcome to try whatever, but do it out on the porch here. I don’t like the house all smelled up. And…” 
 
    She went on and on, a half hour past lunch, talking about history with a fondness that revealed a frank and humorous nature. 
 
    But he knew her nature was already humorous. 
 
    Finally, she said, “I’ve yakked enough. Last one in the pond is a retard.” 
 
    His jaw dropped, yet again, as she stood up and stripped out of her clothes. She stood with here hands on her hips and laughed at him. “You are so easy.” Then she ran down the steps, across the long lawn, and dove off a little dock. She cut the water cleanly and swam for the raft. She climbed up on the raft, turned to face him, and yelled. “Get your ass down here right now!” She spoke as if angry, but was laughing. 
 
    Tom took his clothes off, but left his tighty whiteys on. He walked down the steps and across the lawn. Barb was sitting on the raft, watching him. 
 
    “Underwear, too, mister.” Firm, funny, and curious. 
 
    “I…I can’t.” 
 
    Truth was, he had a boner. Of course he did. One look at his aunt’s body and a eunuch would have had a boner. 
 
    He jumped in the water, his feet touched the wave of water grass on the bottom, and he swam for the raft. 
 
    The water was cool, but not cold, and it was fresh. He could see the bottom, and there were fish, and even a big turtle. 
 
    He got to the raft and pulled himself up and quickly turned around and sat on the edge. 
 
    Barb came over and sat next to him, their legs dangling in the water, and him sort of hunched to hide his dick. 
 
    “Uh oh. Somebody’s all embarrassed at a natural, biological function.” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    She laughed. “You’re such an idiot.” 
 
    She slid into the water, swam in a circle and came back to him. She placed her hands on his knees and floated. She was right in front of, and had a big view of…his cock. 
 
    Suddenly she grabbed his tighty whiteys and pulled. 
 
    He tried to scramble back, and all he succeeded in doing was losing his underpants to her. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She swam in a circle, waving his underpants in a circle on one finger. “I hope you wash these things…if you poison my turtle I’ll be really pissed. 
 
    She ducked down, came up a minute later and there was no sign of his underpants. 
 
    He huddled, covering his penis. 
 
    She climbed back up on the raft and laughed at him. “Will you relax? I’ve seen a dick before, and if you’re all that stiff over me I consider that a compliment.” 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “Look. I don’t want to fuck you. Although…you’ve got a nice body, and I haven’t had any for a while, but…I’m not in the mood. But I do want you to relax and just have fun.” 
 
    She touched his shoulder. “Now turn around and let me have a look at what you’re packing.” 
 
    She pulled, and he resisted, but she was gently insistent. 
 
    Finally, he was facing her. His face was redder than a sunburned cherry, and his prick stuck out at her. 
 
    “Damn! That’s a big one. You must keep the girls happy.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “What? Don’t you have girlfriends?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “You don’t? Why not? You ought to have them lined up around the block!” 
 
    “Well, uh, Mom doesn’t let me go out much.” 
 
    Barb soughed in disgust. “My Puritan sister. What a dope. This is your time of life.” 
 
    She sat and studied him, one leg flat and the other knee up, her arms around her knee. “You can look at me if you want.” 
 
    “I, uh…” he was trying to keep his eyes on her. 
 
    “I look at you, and it’s fun. So go ahead and look at me. Tits, pussy, memorize them if you want.” 
 
    Slowly, his shyness showing, he looked at her. 
 
    “Yeah. It’s cool. Check these out.” She hefted her big boobs at him. 
 
    He made a choking sound, but he didn’t look away. Now that the genie was out of the bottle he couldn’t not look. 
 
    She smiled, he looked until his eyeballs were sore, then he finally looked up at her eyes. They were sparkling grey, and they apprised him honestly. 
 
    “Honey, I feel for you. You’ve been isolated, kept in the dark, and at a time when you should be climbing mountains.” 
 
    There wasn’t much he could say to that. 
 
    “I love Margaret, but when we left childhood behind…we took different directions. She was wild in college, but right afterwards she got married, had you, and you must have been like religion to her. She stopped all talk of sex, stopped screwing everything that wore pants, and became Miss Hoity Toity.” 
 
    “What about you?” 
 
    “Hell, all I did was talk about sex, screw everything that wore pants, and became the antithesis of hoity toity.” She laughed delightedly. 
 
    They sat on the raft and talked, and Tom found out a bit more about his family history, which didn’t seem all that interesting until Barbara talked about herself. 
 
    Barbara lay back, and her large breasts were mountains pointing towards the skies. Tom laid back next to her and his penis was like a rocket pointing towards the stars. 
 
    After an hour they jumped back in the water and swam around the raft, then they got out and headed up towards the house. Barb held his hand as they walked, and his penis was still a big, fat stiffie. 
 
    On the porch she said, “I’ve got about an hour of work to do now, she looked down at his dick. She reached out and took it in her hand. Made him near jump out of his skin, and his heart felt like it was climbing up inside his chest and trying to get out of his mouth. 
 
    “You might want to take care of this, though, tell you the truth, I really like seeing it.” 
 
    He would have said something, but she went up on tip toes, placed her mouth on his and kissed him. Again, it wasn’t a ‘fuck me’ kiss. It was tender, and appreciative, and made him feel ten feet tall. 
 
    Then she moved back a few inches, patted his cheek, and let go of his cock. She walked into the house and up the stairs. He watched her walk, and was smitten. The way her tight globes swayed, the jiggle of her giant breasts, she was simply the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. 
 
    He cleaned off the table on the porch and washed the dishes, and was surprised that he was doing this. Normally he would have to be nagged half to death to clean up after himself. But…this was different. As he washed the dishes and dried them and put them away he thought about the difference. 
 
    His mother had the same genes as Aunt Barb. And she had big tits, and under her staid clothes he knew she was curvy. He had caught glimpses of her in a slip, or in a one piece, but…she was curvy, and even sexy, if she would let herself go. 
 
    But she didn’t let herself go. He had to admit, his mother was wound a little tight. 
 
    Aunt Barbara, though, was not wound tight. just the opposite. She was a spring that had sprung. She was loosy goosy and filled with a zest for life. 
 
    His mother wasn’t enjoying life. She was always telling him what to do, watching over him. And he resisted this, resented it, and so she had to nag him. 
 
    Barbara, in a couple of hours had totally unscrewed his head. He didn’t want to resist because…because he was appreciated. 
 
    He finished the dishes, dried his hands, and sighed. 
 
    He looked down. His cock was still hard. Time to go do something about that. 
 
    He walked up the stairs, and when he passed the second floor he stopped. He heard a voice coming from a room down the hall. He walked to it, listened, but couldn’t hear much. Just Barbara laughing and talking in a low voice. She must be on the phone. That’s what it sounded like. He turned around and headed up to the third floor. 
 
      
 
    He opened his suitcase and took out his laptop. He powered up, entered Biteme69, and dove into the world of porn. 
 
    First he entered large breasts, perused the vids hungrily, stroking his penis slowly. 
 
    Then he entered ‘horror porn.’ He wasn’t a big fan of horror films, but horror porn, that was something else. He cruised through monsters with monster dildos for dicks deflowering supposed virgins. No virgin is going to display that much pleasure when a king-sized cock is pushed into them, but these did. Or, when they cried they combined moaning and orgasms with the episode. 
 
    He was horny, but, oddly, he didn’t want to cum. 
 
    He lay back and thought of his aunt. He pictured her big boobs in his mind. He imagined her wet pussy, and him being forced to kiss it. Not that it would take much force. 
 
    But, still, he knew what kind of a man he was.  
 
    He wasn’t the kind of guy who liked normal face to face sex. He wanted a woman who he could ride doggy style, and maybe slap her ass until it was red. 
 
    He was the kind of guy who’s cock got steel hard, purple and dripping from watching women tied up, bent over bars, put in stocks. 
 
    He didn’t like the violence, he just loved it when they moaned and couldn’t stop orgasming. 
 
    He didn’t want to use a whip, he wanted to use his hand, gently, to spread the flower and make the woman scream with pleasure. 
 
    He was a twist. 
 
    The normal BDSM devotee wanted pain. But Tom wanted the illusion of pain that brought so much pleasure one couldn’t stand it. 
 
    The old joke: ‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist. ‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist…that was his kind of joke. 
 
    He didn’t want the pain, he wanted the pleasure that could be derived from pain. From the promise of pain, and then the denial. He wanted to be brought to some kind of edge, then pulled back, not allowed, denied. 
 
    The pleasure that was so great it was painful. 
 
    He knew what he wanted exactly, even though it was obtuse and difficult to describe. 
 
    He closed the computer. He lay back and contemplated his dick. I want to use you without…abusing you. His dick throbbed and drooled. 
 
    He sighed, got up and got dressed. Time to go exploring. 
 
     
 
    “So, what do you think so far?” Barb asked him the next day at breakfast. She was wearing a negligee which titillated her nipples, rubbed them to excitation and left hot and pointing. 
 
    “This is a great place.” 
 
    “It wasn’t always like this, I did a lot of work. The plumbing and electrical has all been replaced. I tried to save the old wood, but you can see where the floor couldn’t be saved, and did you see the bullet holes in the side of the garage?” 
 
    “They’re in the shape of…they outline a body.” 
 
    “Isn’t that freaky? To think that gangsters—I don’t think it was civil war soldiers—would do something like that?” 
 
    “Makes you wonder who it was.” 
 
    “I know. I’ve asked people at the museum, and they said I should just go over death records and look for…something.” 
 
    “That’s if they didn’t bury him in a field somewhere.” 
 
    She nodded, “And that’s very likely. I have to move some stuff from a room to the attic. Feel like getting your hands dirty?” 
 
    Funny. He would have dragged his heels at home, kicked and screamed and accused his mother of bullying him. But he wasn’t being treated like a kid here. He was being asked, politely, and by a woman who knew how to have fun. 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    “It’ll be dusty, wear some clothes you don’t mind getting dirty and I’ve got some masks.” 
 
    An hour later she led him to a room on the second floor. Ten boxes were stacked and sealed. The room was right next to the one she had been in the day before, which room was door closed now. 
 
    Tom picked up a box and started up the stairs. It wasn’t heavy, maybe twenty pounds, and this was going to be an easy job. 
 
    The attic was accessible by a pull down, folding staircase. He pulled, walked up the semi-ladder type steps, and inspected the attic. 
 
    Dusty, yes. There were already some things in it. Mostly books. 
 
    “I’m going to have to go through those. They were here when I moved in, and there might be some money in them.” 
 
    “Any place you want to put these boxes?” 
 
    “Over there.” She pointed to a corner of the attic. Next to the corner were two old rocking chairs. One was missing the basket seat, the other looked sturdy enough. 
 
    Tom began the up and down task. He didn’t bother trying to carry a bunch of boxes, he just did them one at a time. 
 
    Barb took a couple of boxes, then she got a phone call. She walked to the end of the hallway and spoke into her iphone. her back was turned and her voice was low. 
 
    Tom finished taking the boxes upstairs. The last one wasn’t sealed, and he placed it on top of two others next to the rocking chair. Then, going up and down stairs took a bit of energy, he sat down in the good rocker and just inspected the attic. 
 
    Didn’t look like the roof leaked, and there were no spiders. But it was hot.  
 
    Rocking, his eye fell on the last box he had brought up. He lifted the flap idly and looked in. Hunh. A bunch of papers, and on top was a scrap book of some kind. He lifted the book up and opened it, and caught his breath. 
 
    Naked women! 
 
    Naked women in poses! 
 
    Naked women with other naked women! 
 
    Naked women with naked men. 
 
    Doing things that naked men did to naked women! 
 
    And, women in leather with whips! 
 
    Women in leather spanking naked men. 
 
    Women in leather with men bound, in stocks, bent into positions. 
 
    Their penises being jacked…or just standing straight out and dripping. The photos were so good he could actually see the pre-cum drooling from their dicks. 
 
    Holy fuck! 
 
    He studied the women in the photos. Most of them were wearing masks, but not all. 
 
    And, in the last photos he saw…Barbara. Aunt Barb. His mouth was open and his brain was stunned. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” 
 
    He jerked and looked up. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Two 
 
      
 
    Barb had come up the squeaking, folding ladder, and he had been so into the photo book he hadn’t heard her. 
 
    “Oh, Geez! I’m sorry…” He closed the book and fumbled while he tried to get it back into the box. 
 
    Barb walked across the attic. She was frowning, biting her lip, but she didn’t seem upset. 
 
    “Don’t put it away.” 
 
    Tom held the book and watched her. She was wearing ragged coveralls and a halter top, and she was sexier than any ten movie stars in the world. 
 
    She looked at the rocker with the hole in the seat, then picked up a square of plywood and placed it on the seat. She sat down next to Tom and held out her hand. He placed the photo album in it. 
 
    She opened it and glanced at the first few photos. She said, “When I finished with college I didn’t want to go the route Margaret went. I didn’t have a man I truly loved, and I liked sex, and I made up my mind that I would make my life a sexual path. It wasn’t long before I was doing porn. I didn’t do much, you’d have to look a long way to find any of my work. There’s a million other women that have gone into porn, and I have been shoved onto the back burner.” 
 
    She flipped a few more pages, touched one the photos, one of the people, and smiled in fond remembrance. 
 
    “The reason I didn’t make a lot of movies was that I got into what is called BDSM.” She looked at him and smiled, “I’m sure you’ve heard of that.” 
 
    He nodded, couldn’t breath. 
 
    She reached over and felt his groin. “It doesn’t felt like you jacked off.” 
 
    “Uh, no.” 
 
    “That’s actually where it started for me. I liked being horny. I wouldn’t let myself cum for weeks, and one of the girls I was working with suggested I talk to someone, and I wound up make BDSM movies. Sometimes I was spankee,” she shrugged, then grinned, “and sometimes I was the spankor. I much preferred spanking to being spanked. 
 
    After the movies, they were getting a little too real for me, I went into domination. Became a mistress. That’s what paid for this house, all the repairs, the land. 
 
    “I made a lot of money. Tons of money. I had a talent, I became known, and I started delivering services to some very important people…and I got busted.” 
 
    She flipped through the book, went to the end where there was more S&M. 
 
    “The only thing that kept me out was that the people I was playing with didn’t want to risk me telling tales. So a deal was made. I retire, life goes on, and…I had enough money to make it work. 
 
    “Oh, I missed it. Badly. There is nothing like bending a man to your will. It’s the greatest turn on in the history of the world, at least as far as I’m concerned. 
 
    “So I live up here, I love my life, and I do a podcast on the net about dominating men, but…that’s the story in a nutshell.” 
 
    She turned to Tom. Then you show up. I can feel you. You have the same excitement in you that Margaret and I had when we were in college. You’re brave, you want to experience, and…you’ve been shut off. But you can’t blame Margaret. 
 
    “Heck, you’ve got the DNA, and she’s bought into a belief system. If you hadn’t met me you would have pulled somebody else in. You would find somebody to teach you, to love you, to abuse you in the manner you need.” 
 
    Tom was silent. 
 
    “Let’s go swimming.” 
 
    She stood up, tossed the book on top of the boxes, and walked out of the attic. 
 
    Tom followed her. He put the attic stairs up, sprinted down to the first floor. She was already walking across the lawn. She had lost her coveralls at the bottom of the stairs, and now she lost her halter top. Kicked off her shoes. Pulled off her socks. 
 
    She dove into the water and began swimming in circles. She didn’t look at him, and he knew she was thinking. 
 
    He stripped as he crossed the lawn and jumped into the pond. His hard dick dragged through the water. 
 
    They swam in lazy circles, around and around. The ducks on the far side ignored them. The turtle crawled up on the grass to enjoy the sun. 
 
    Barb climbed onto the raft and sat, staring at the house. 
 
    Tom climbed up and sat next to her. 
 
    He knew that though she was done talking, she wasn’t done. It was obvious that she was thinking about what came next. 
 
    She turned and pushed him back. His cock was up, and she grabbed it, stroked it, and smiled down at him. 
 
    “To be properly enslaved, to truly enjoy this thing we do, you must be horny. I’ve got a chastity tube if you need help. Do you need help? Or can you not masturbate until I tell you it’s okay?” 
 
    Her hand was soft and heavenly and he gulped. “I can hold off. It’ll be hard, but…I can do it.” 
 
    She laughed, squeezed his dick and shook it. “It’ll be hard? Are you making jokes?” 
 
    “No,” his voice sounded like she was strangling his throat instead of his cock. 
 
    She leaned over him, kept stroking, and kissed him. Her lips were soft, her breath was warm. He felt her large boobs on his chest. 
 
    “I’ve missed this. God, how I missed this. To have a man you can do anything to, and have him do nothing but thank you. I need this. Do you need this?” 
 
    “I…do…I…” 
 
    She let go of his cock. He was close. 
 
    “Tell me when you’re close,” she whispered as she nuzzled her mouth against his neck. “If we’re going to do this right there can be no accidents.” 
 
    He nodded. He was having trouble talking. 
 
    She threw a leg over him and sat on him. His penis was pushed up against her crack. She began grinding her pussy on him. The fact that he wasn’t inside her made it all the more excruciating. 
 
    “Oh, heysoos,” he whispered. 
 
    She leaned on him, kept her face an inch above his, and teased him with kisses. She kissed him lightly, and jerked away, made him want more. She played with his nipples and he arched his chest and groaned. 
 
    “Aren’t you sorry you didn’t take advantage earlier and jack off?” 
 
    “No,” whined. He was arching his hips now, wanting to get inside her in the worst possible way. 
 
    “You say no now, but a week from now you’re going to be begging for permission to cum. And you know what?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You won’t be able to. Not for months. Maybe by the end of the summer I might let you cum a drop, give you a glorious ruined orgasm before you go to school. Would you like that? To go to school with your pecker stiff and totally out of control? You’ll meet so many pretty, young things, and they’re going to want to fuck, but you’ll be scared, and if you manage to overcome your fear you’ll cum prematurely. You reach for your zipper and you’ll cum in your pants. You’ll be that horny. 
 
    “Oh, God,” he whispered. 
 
    She kissed him then, and interspersed words with the kisses to accentuate. 
 
    “I’m going to…fuck you…by not fucking…you…. I’m going to fuck your mind…you’ll…never be the same…. All you’ll want…is me…and you can never have me…. You’ll come up here on the weekends and beg me…but it won’t do any good…. Your cock is mine…your heart is mine…and you will love it.” 
 
    She pinned his arms then and fused her mouth with his. She ground her pussy on his belly and brushed her tits across his chest. 
 
    Suddenly she broke, laughed in delight, and jump up to put her pussy on his mouth. “Eat me, you bitch…take me to heaven. Let me know what it’s like…then I’ll take you to heaven…all summer long.” 
 
    He went to take control, to flip her over and be on top, but when he moved she snaked out of his grasp and slid into the water. She swam for the shore and tossed back over her shoulder. “You’ve already lost control.” 
 
    He jumped into the water and followed her, and knew she was right. 
 
      
 
    She strode up the lawn, not waiting for him, and he watched her perfect ass move back and forth. She didn’t look back and she entered the house before he was even halfway up the lawn. Right before she entered she yelled back, pick up those clothes!” 
 
    He stopped and picked up his clothes, and hers, then continued on into the house. Picked up her coveralls. 
 
    Where was she? What did she want him to do? 
 
    “Up here!” she yelled from the second floor. 
 
    He ran up the stairs, clothes in his hands, two steps at a time. his cock bobbed in the air in front of him. God, he was horny. 
 
    He walked down the second floor hallway and found her in the third room on the right. She was in a closet, and he looked around. It was a pink bedroom. A big poster bed in a corner. Cameras mounted in the other three corners. Little green lights indicated they were on. 
 
    She came out of the closet holding a garter and a bra. “Why did you bring that up here?” She looked at the clothes in his arms. 
 
    “Uh…I didn’t know…” 
 
    “You don’t even know what do do with dirty clothes? You silly, little boy. Throw them in the hallway. You can clean them later.” 
 
    She was forceful now, still joking, still pulling him along, maybe eve more than before. 
 
    He tossed the clothes out into the hallway, turned just in time to catch the garter belt and bra she threw at him. 
 
    “What…?” 
 
    “Put them on, silly.” Her voice could have cut cheese, but she was laughing on the inside, and that made him so happy. 
 
    He stepped into the garter and pulled it up to his waist. He figured out the bra and fastened it, then spun it around his waist and pulled the straps over his shoulders. It was a perfect fit, except for the fact that he didn’t have boobs. 
 
    “Sit down,” she nodded at the bed. 
 
    He sat, and she knelt before him and rolled nylons up his legs. She snapped the garter straps to them, and stood back. “God, you’re beautiful.” 
 
    His face was red, and he looked at the cameras, “What about…somebody will see…” 
 
    “So what? Maybe the world will see. Maybe I’ll black mail you.” She grabbed his cock and squeezed it, hard. He groaned and tried to push her hand away. 
 
    She pulled him off the bed, to his feet, and his knees were weak and as moved him across the room. “Sit down.” She let go. 
 
    He sat, and found himself staring at himself. He was at a vanity table, and it was filled with make up. 
 
    She picked up little sponges and began smoothing his face. She turned the chair sideways, then sat on hi slap. His cock was an inch from her pussy, scrunched up, but unable to enter. She ground her hips onto him and whispered. “You are perfect. You’re like a male me. I’m going to make you my masterpiece.” 
 
    She put the sponges aside and began applying primer. “You are my canvas.” She kissed him, hotly, then continued priming him. 
 
    She began putting foundation on his face. “Do you like this? Your cock is throbbing against my ass.” 
 
    “Oh…oh…” he gulped. His throat didn’t want to work. 
 
    She finished with the foundation and put blush on him, accentuated his cheeks, made his young face more and more feminine. 
 
    “I have missed this. It’s been over two years since I have used my genius, and you show up at my door. Is this destiny?” 
 
    She began to shadow his eyes. She lengthened his eyelashes and used eyeliner.              He caught glimpses of himself in the mirror, and it was frightening, and exhilarating, and his heart was pounding.               
 
    “I called a doctor I know. He’s on his way. We’re going to give you tits.” 
 
    “But…how? Not implants?” 
 
    “Vacation boobs,” she answered. They inject a solution into your chest, it will wear off by the time you go to school. Or not, should you prefer to get a booster before you go for your higher education.” 
 
    His mind was having trouble keeping up. He wanted this. It was a dream come true, but…the idea of him having tits…it was too much! 
 
    “Your hair is long, but not long enough. I can bob it, or give you extensions.” 
 
    “Extensions,” he murmured. 
 
    “Of course,” she kissed him lightly, congratulating him on his choice. 
 
    She put lipstick on him. “This is lipstain, it will last longer. Are you looking forward to going and picking up my mail tomorrow? I told them my niece would be picking it up.” 
 
    “But…how did you know? 
 
    “I didn’t. I just called them before you came upstairs.” 
 
    She pierced his ears, put studs in them, then began working on his hair. It took an hour, but when she was done he had hair down to his shoulders. Wavy and beautiful, it framed his face and took away the last vestiges of his masculinity. 
 
    “Oh, my God,” he said, when he looked at the mirror. 
 
    “Oh, my Goddess,” she corrected him. And he was done. His face was feminine, and his body almost looked feminine. The lingerie changed his whole aspect, and all he needed was some curves on top to complete the transition. 
 
    Her phone rang. She smiled at him, “He’s here.” She picked up the phone, listened, then said, “Come on upstairs. We’re in one of the bedrooms.” 
 
    A minute later a handsome man in a suit entered. He smiled wryly, and said, “Is this the patient?” 
 
    “Big as you can make them, Doc.” 
 
    She didn’t bother to introduce Tom and the Doc, she just talked to the Doc as he worked. They talked about the weather, somebody named Johnson whose mare just foaled, the price of gas, who the latest fuck up in the White house was. 
 
    Tom lay on the bed and watched as the Doc measured him, then injected vial after vial of solution into his pectoral area. His chest began to expand. The skin tightened, and his boobs slowly grew. 
 
    “He’s got great skin.” 
 
    “Doesn’t he?” 
 
    An hour later the doctor was done. He pulled the bra up and refastened it, “You’re going to need this.” Then he backed away. 
 
    Tom looked at the mirror. A girl stared back. “Oh, my God…Goddess.” He breathed out. 
 
    “Wonderful,” complimented Barb. Then she turned to the doctor and grabbed his zipper and pulled it down.  
 
    The Doctor must not have been wearing underwear because his cock sprang out, fully hard.  
 
    Barb took a moment, stared hard at the doctor, who was staring back and breathing deeply. She turned to the vanity table and picked out a tube of red lipstick. She slowly applied it, and the Doc was mesmerized. She smacked her lips and said, “Pay day, Doc.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” he muttered. 
 
    “Oh, Goddess,” she corrected, then she got down on her knees and began slobbering over his cock. Her lips moved back and forth, her hands played with his testicles, spanked them, and she stroked his cock. 
 
    Within a minute the Doc was shivering and gasping. 
 
    “You want it on my face? Or neat?” 
 
    “Neat,” he managed to say. 
 
    She stroked, deep throated him, and his knees buckled. She held him up and he began to pump semen down her throat. A long minute, then she backed up, licked a last couple of drops, and pushed his dick back into his pants. 
 
    He helped her up. his face was red, but he was grinning. “No woman can do it like you.” 
 
    “I know.” She kissed him, and he didn’t mind that she had just had a mouthful of cum. In fact, Tom saw her tongue dart out and into his mouth, and he seemed to enjoy that even more. 
 
    Then he smiled at Tom, turned around and left. 
 
    Barb turned back to Tom. 
 
    “How are you doing?” 
 
    “I…I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe. And let’s go have a drink and talk about the new rules.” 
 
    “The new rules?” 
 
    “Sure. Tom is gone, long live Thomasina. Go sit on the porch and I’ll fix lunch. Oh, one last thing.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Put those shoes one.” 
 
    She pointed towards the dresser. A pair of high heels stood on the surface. 
 
    In a daze, Tom walked out of the room…on high heels. 
 
    He staggered and wobbled, had to hold the wall at one point, but he made it down the hallway, then down the stairs. He sat at the table on the porch and waited. 
 
    He looked down at his nylon clad legs. Chic and slick with a second skin. He had to lean forward to look over his new boobs. 
 
    Boobs. He had boobs. he couldn’t believe it. 
 
    It was like he had been waiting for years, and now it had happened. He hadn’t even had a real idea that this was what he wanted, but it was. 
 
    He looked out over Barb’s property. It was idyllic. Paradise. And he was a brand new Eve. A new woman. 
 
    He heard the door open and turned at Barb’s footsteps. She had a tray in each hand. She handed him the tray of sandwiches, and placed the other tray on the table. The other tray had two frosty glasses on it. 
 
    She put one in front of him and kept the other for herself. She sailed the round tray they had been on out onto the lawn. 
 
    “What are you…” 
 
    “Don’t worry. I’ve got a maid who will pick up after me.” 
 
    It was plain that she meant him. 
 
    “Now, have a drink and let’s celebrate.” She held her glass up to clink. 
 
    He clinked and then sipped the drink and his eyes opened. It was bourbon. Good bourbon, and it went down easily. 
 
    “Whoa,” he muttered as the cold slid down his gullet and exploded into a fire in his belly. 
 
    “Drink up,” Barb said. “There’s plenty more. And sit back like this,” she sat back so that her chest arched forward. 
 
    Tom duplicated the way she was sitting, and though his new chest wasn’t as big as hers, it was plenty big. 
 
    They each ate part of a sandwich, then went to just the whiskey.  
 
    “Drink up,” she said at one point. “We’ve got more to do, and I want you amenable.” 
 
    “What more?” his mind was already blown apart. 
 
    “You’ll find out. 
 
    “You blew the doctor for my tits?” 
 
    “Guilty,” she clinked glasses with him again. “I find bartering so much more profitable than spending money.” 
 
    “Well, thanks.” 
 
    She was already a little tipsy. “Don’t worry. I’ll be sucking on your cock pretty soon.” 
 
    Tom shook his head in amazement. He was also a little tipsy. 
 
    Barb got up and went back into the house. She came out with the bottle and they continued drinking, just passing the bottle back and forth and drinking directly from it. 
 
    “I can’t tell you how rejuvenating this is. I had decided, after college, to devote my life to sex, and then to be told by the government I couldn’t practice what I love best…” she shook her head sadly. “It’s been rough.” 
 
    “I’ll bet.” 
 
    She laughed. “You’ll bet? You don’t know anything, yet!” 
 
    He said, “I know what it is like to be so horny, to want something with your whole soul, and not be able to get it. In truth, to not even have a clear grasp on what it is that you want, but which is driving you crazy.” 
 
    She nodded. “I guess you do know. My apologies.” 
 
    They talked then, two girls, about life, and college, and what Tom really wanted out of college. 
 
    Tom actually had back off on going to college, but listening to Barb he started to think about how good it could be. Especially now, with what he was learning. 
 
    “Well, are you ready for phase two?” 
 
    Tom’s eyes were out of focus, but he nodded. “Sure.” 
 
    “Then let’s go see what we shall see.” 
 
    She stood up, swayed, and when he stood up and staggered she grabbed him by the cock and steadied him. 
 
    She led him into the house, like a dog on a very, very short leash. He fond himself walking better, or maybe it was that he was too drunk to know that he was walking badly. 
 
    She led him back towards the kitchen. Behind the kitchen was a pantry, and the shelves were laden with canned goods and such. 
 
    “You won’t believe this,” she said. “But there is a secret basement. I think it might have been part of the underground railroad.” 
 
    She grabbed a piece of wood that looked like it was nailed to the wall and supporting a shelf and pulled. The whole back of the pantry swung open, and he stared into a stairway that led down into the darkness. 
 
    “Holy fu—“ 
 
    She pulled his weenie before he could finish his expletive, and he followed her down the darkened stairs. 
 
    The wood of the house turned into foundation. The stairway turned into a brick tunnel, and they descended about twenty feet. There the tunnel split. 
 
    To one side the tunnel went off into the distance. “That leads to a hole in the ground. It’s covered with a board, but that’s how the slaves got out. 
 
    To the other side the tunnel turned into darkness and Barb led him down that tunnel. 
 
    They walked about twenty feet and Tom was pretty sure they were under the house. It was pitch dark now, and Tom couldn’t see a thing. Then it felt like he was in an open space. Barb let go of him and he heard a scratching sound. A match flamed up, then a lantern. Tom looked around. 
 
    It was a big space and the walls were made of brick. There were arches and pillars here and there, and the construction was definitely to last. 
 
    “This is where the slaves stayed when they couldn’t be upstairs. They would wait for the coast to be clear, then Carter Johnson, or whoever owned this house then, would lead them out the other tunnel, to some other stop on the road to freedom. 
 
    Tom was awed, and he began to take notice of the furniture. There were a couple of big crates, looked like they had been used for tables, and a couple of rocking chairs. And…a weird sort of horse. It was shaped like a saw horse, but with a wide center plank and padding. There were little platforms on the legs of the horse. Lengths of small chain hung from the legs above the platform. 
 
    Behind the horse was a St. Andrew’s cross. 
 
    Barb was watching him take it all in, and grinning. She said, “Isn’t it funny? This place was used to rescue slaves, and now I use it to make slaves. Am I bad?” 
 
    Tom turned to her. “Oh, no. God, no. Goddess no.” 
 
    She came close to him then, and in the flicker of the lantern she kissed him. Deeply. Like she was going to suck his soul right out through his mouth. 
 
    “Okay, you ready for the real fun and games?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Lay down on the horse.” 
 
    He lay down, felt his garter straps pulling on the nylons, his boobs were flattened out on the center plank of the horse. 
 
    “Put your elbows and knees on the platforms. 
 
    He did, and found that they, too were padded. 
 
    Barb fastened the little chains around his biceps and thighs and he was securely fastened. The horse was bolted to the ground and there was no way he could unbalance it. 
 
    Barb moved back into the shadows. It was very spooky, like a dungeon from the middle ages. 
 
    “I moved my toys down here. I’m going to put in some electric lights. Maybe some dim, yellow bulbs to keep the ambience. What do you think?” 
 
    His face was slanted slightly up, for there was a chin platform at the front of the horse. The horse was a bit short, so his ass was poking up in the air. 
 
    “I…it’s…” 
 
    “Hard to talk, eh?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    She came out of the shadows. She was wearing a leather harness around her waist, and a big penis jutted out from her groin. Tom eyes grew wide. 
 
    “I’ve thought about getting some of those politicians I used to play with down here. Thought about maybe leaving them down here. Let them play with the rats. Would you like to play with rats? Tommy? Thomasina?” 
 
    “I…no.” 
 
    “Good answer. Do you think there are rats down here?” 
 
    “I…I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Hunh. I’ve always wondered.” 
 
    She stepped in front of him and he looked directly at the big penis coming out of her crotch. 
 
    “It’s time, Thomasina. Time for me to get a blow job. Do you think you can accommodate me?” 
 
    “Yes.” His heart was throbbing in his chest. He was scared, and elated, and happy. 
 
    She moved forward and he opened his mouth. He began to suck on her plastic dong. 
 
    “Suck it good, honey, you know where it’s going next.” 
 
    Tom licked and blew and sucked and tried to make it slick with his saliva. 
 
    Barb stepped back, pulled her dick out of his mouth and smiled down at him. “Goddess, you are perfect.” She walked beside him, trailed her fingers down his back, over his bra strap, over his garter. She positioned herself between his legs. 
 
    “Oh, honey, you’re going to like this.” 
 
    She used her fingers first. In spite of the remark about getting her cock juicy, she had a lot of lube on her fingers, and she reamed him slowly, lovingly. 
 
    “Isn’t this wonderful she said, fondling his buns as she went to two fingers. 
 
    Tom felt like his asshole was suddenly in heaven. It was twitching with desire, and when she went to three fingers he almost came. 
 
    “I’m close,” he said. 
 
    “I know. Hold on a while and I’ll get you some relief.” 
 
    Four fingers. A hand minus the thumb. He wondered if she was going to fist him, but then she pulled her hand out and stepped in between his legs. He felt the tip of her cock pressing against his bud, then she was moving in to him. 
 
    Tom arched his back, he tried to push with his butt, he felt his hole expanding, and all his nerves were screaming, ‘More! More!’ 
 
    “Oh, this is wonderful. Look how you’re enjoying this.” 
 
    He was sobbing with all the pleasure being pushed through his asshole. He was trying to circle his butt and feel more. 
 
    Barb took her time, ground into him, and suddenly he heard something splatter. 
 
    “There you go, baby.” 
 
    More splatter, and he was starting to feel weird. Sort of goofy happy.  
 
    “What’s happening?” he muttered, slowing down his attempt to eke more out of her cock. 
 
    “You’re being drained. I’m pressing on your prostate and it’s forcing your semen out. Do you like that?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “And it’s going to get better.” 
 
    She fucked him for another minute, then pulled out of him. 
 
    “Oh, Goddess,” he mumbled, hardly able to talk. 
 
    She undid the chains and helped him to his feet. his asshole felt big, like it was open. 
 
    He was drunk, on high heels, and now so goofy feeling he wasn’t sure where his legs were. 
 
    She helped him across the basement, the dungeon, and down the long hall. He could feel her breasts against him. He could feel his own breasts. 
 
    She took him upstairs, then to the third floor. He had a hard time climbing the stairs, and when he reached the top he looked down at his groin. His cock was stiff. More rigid now than before he came. 
 
    “I thought you said I had an orgasm?” 
 
    “I said you had cum. No orgasm. Your mind still thinks you need one of those. 
 
    She took him to her room and laid him down on his back on her bed. She tied little ribbons from his wrists and ankles to the bedposts. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    His cock was standing straight up. It was jerking and twitching. 
 
    “It’s time I had a good fucking.” 
 
    She climbed onto the bed, climbed onto him. She sank her pussy down over his penis. 
 
    He gasped as heaven engulfed him. 
 
    “Oh….oh…” 
 
    She began to move. She had her hands on his boobs, her hips moved around and around. He felt like his cock was in a meat grinder of the most delicious kind. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she whispered. “You aren’t going to be able to cum. You don’t have any cum left in you. But your dick thinks there is, and it’s going to stay nice and hard for me.” 
 
    She began to move her hips back and forth. He felt the rim of her pussy sliding over his cock.  
 
    “But it feels like I’m going to cum!” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    He tried, he kept moving his hips, scouring her insides with the tip of his dick, but, after an hour he had not cum. And he was suddenly sure that he wouldn’t be able to. 
 
    She had cum several times, however, and it looked like she was going to cum some more. And she leaned down and nibbled on his ear and whispered, “This is going to be a great summer, isn’t it?” 
 
    Tom just moaned and tried to fuck her harder. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes!” Chuck had his face deep in his wife’s pussy. He shoved his face in hard, lapped at her with his tongue, and Joanie moaned. 
 
    For a long minute he sucked at her hole, bit her clitoris and used his fingers to warm her up. 
 
    Joanie was getting super hot now, and she groaned, “Come on, Chuck…do me. Put your damned prick in me!” 
 
    He lifted his face, dripping with her juices and leered, “I love it when my bitches beg.” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake! I’m begging!” She grabbed his head and pulled, and he slithered up her shapely body. 
 
    He stopped to kiss her tits, to fondle them, then he moved up a bit more and kissed her, rubbed his face against hers, got her pussy juice all over her. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered, but she was too hot to care. She spread her legs wide and urged him into her. 
 
    Chuck pushed his cock forward, surged into her hole, and began humping. 
 
    “Yes…yes…yes…” Joanie muttered with each stroke of the cock. 
 
    “Yeah, baby. I’m going to squirt pretty soon, so you’d better hurry up.” 
 
    Joanie hurried. She tightened her muscles, wiggled her pussy on his shaft, and the deep urge began to surge. A white hot fever blasted through her mind, her eyeballs rolled back and her hips locked up, jerked again and again, and milked his cock. 
 
    In response to her violent cum Chuck lost it. His trigger was pulled and he felt his seed swelling through his rod. Just as she was cumming down he let loose, which gave her a kind of a second cum. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered. 
 
    Done, Chuck nuzzled his face into her throat. He laughed into her flesh. 
 
    Joanie grinned, then shoved him. “Get off you lug. I’ve got to get to work.” 
 
    Chuck rolled over and she struggled out of bed. 
 
    “Damn! You filled me up.” She headed for the shower, stopping only at the bathroom door to throw him a kiss. “Thanks, lover. You are the greatest!” 
 
    He grinned. He thought so, too. 
 
    Then she was in the shower and scrubbing her flesh and trying to get all of his drippings out of her. There were a lot of drippings. 
 
    And Joanie was a happy camper. Not many women had a great husband like Chuck. Sure, he worked too much, but when he was home he really knew how to make her happy. 
 
    A half hour later she was dressed and she kissed Chuck and headed out the door. 
 
    Chuck waited for a while, watched a little TV, then picked up his cell phone. 
 
    “Shiela? Baby? She’s gone. Come on over!” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, cow tits,” Joanie greeted her bestie, Linda, and dropped her purse on the floor. 
 
    “Hey yourself, flabby butt.” 
 
    They giggled and got ready for a hard day of work. Just before Joanie signed onto her computer, however, the loudspeaker blared. “Joanie Mitchell to the front office.” 
 
    Joanie groaned. 
 
    “It’s Rick again,” her friend patted her arm sympathetically. 
 
    “It is. Every couple of days he tries to make a date, or cop a feel, or something.” 
 
    “For a boss he’s a real dick.” 
 
    “He’s more of a little dick.” 
 
    “And that’s giving him the best of it.” 
 
    Joanie walked out of their cubicle and headed for the front office. 
 
    She was a beautiful woman. She had large breasts, long hair and scintillating, blue eyes. Lots of the guys appreciated her, and they let her know it, but most of them were respectful of the fact that she was married. Rick Cadsen, however, the boss, he just didn’t seem to get it. He leered disrespectfully, made rude comments, and thought that his oafishness was cool enough to get her to leave her husband, or at least cheat on him. 
 
    She urned into the front office, waved to the girls there, and entered Rick Cadsen’s office. 
 
    “Hi, Rick. What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Have a seat,” he gestured to a chair in front of his desk. When she sat down he stood up and walked around the desk. 
 
    She watched him, suspicious, as he went to the door and said to his secretary in a loud voice, “I don’t want to be disturbed.” Trying to make it look like more than it was. 
 
    Oh, crap! Joanie thought. The little asshole was going to be chasing her around the desk. 
 
    But he made no move towards her, simply went back around his desk and sat down. He leaned back, considered her with a look that he thought was compassionate, but was really just a disgusting ogle. 
 
    She broke first. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Joanie,” he started, cleared his throat, and continued. “I, uh…I came into possession of some shocking information.” 
 
    What did somebody use too much paper in the corporate bathroom and leave you too little to wipe your fat ass? she thought. 
 
    “I don’t know how to tell you this, I know it’s going to be hurtful, but somebody has to tell you.” 
 
    “Tell me what?” 
 
    He said nothing, just looked at her with a grim but ‘trying to be friendly and concerned’ look and pushed a big manila envelope towards her. 
 
    Her eyebrows dipped a bit and she picked up the envelope. She opened the flap and pulled out a sheaf of photographs. Her heart stopped. Her mouth opened. Her soul suddenly felt like it had been turned upside down and stepped on. 
 
    Pictures. Glossy color. Eight by ten. A man walking with a woman on the street. Holding hands. Standing under a sign, arms wrapped around each other, kissing passionately. Checking into a motel. Shots of the couple in bed. Naked. Fucking. Sucking. Doggystyle. Him slapping her ass. Him cumming and raising his head as if howling at the moon. 
 
    And the man was Chuck. 
 
    Her husband.  
 
    Who had just made mad, passionate love to her this morning. Who had deposited his seed in her. 
 
    Moisture filled her eyes and the world wavered. She placed the photos on the envelope, which was laying on Rick’s desk. 
 
    “You can see how sensitive this was.” 
 
    She saw all right. She saw how he had trapped her, and she knew what his next words were going to be. 
 
    He leaned forward, placed his hand on hers, and said, “If there’s anything I can do for you. If you need a place to stay…anything.” 
 
    She stared at him. Fucking asshole. She is shattered and he is there to pick up the pieces. And she knew he was reveling in her disaster and appreciating it only as a chance for him to put the make on her. 
 
    She stood up, retracted her hand. Tears streamed down her cheeks. 
 
    She wiped the tears away, forced herself to stop crying, and picked up the photos and jammed them back into the envelope. 
 
    “Thanks, Rick.” She tried not to sound bitter, or pissed, or anything. She turned and left the office. 
 
    Behind her Rock smiled. Everything was going according to plan. First get her to break off her marriage with that idiot husband of hers, then he could move in for the kill. As Joanie walked back to her office, distraught and shattered, he whistled a happy tune. 
 
      
 
    Joanie entered the cubicle and sat down. Linda immediately picked up that something bad had happened. 
 
    “Joanie, what’s wrong. Tell me, girlfriend.” 
 
    Joanie started to cry again and Linda supplied her with tissues. Joanie handed Linda the envelope. 
 
    Silently, Linda opened it and took out the photos. She gasped. “This is…” 
 
    “Yep.” Joanie sniffled. 
 
    “Oh, honey. I’m sorry!” The two women hugged and Joanie cried some more. 
 
    “You got these from the little asshole, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And then he started pitching you.”  
 
    Joanie didn’t have to answer. 
 
    “That son of a…” She didn’t finish the statement. Then: “Well, if there’s anything I can do, anything…you know.” 
 
    And her offer, unlike Rick Cadsen’s was void of ulterior motives. It was from the heart, a sincere desire to help. 
 
    “Thank you,” Joanie managed, then she looked at her friend. “I don’t know what to do about this. Should I confront him? Move out? what?” 
 
    “Well, in my experience,” Linda had gone through a messy divorce two years before, “there are two options.” 
 
    “Which are?” Joanie blotted her eyes and tried to save her make up. 
 
    “The first is to sit down with the idiot and talk to him. Work it out.” 
 
    “And the second? 
 
    “Teach him a lesson.” 
 
    They stared at each other. 
 
    “So which do you want to do? Is he worth saving? Or should you teach him a lesson?” 
 
    Joanie thought about her marriage, and now that she understood that Chuck had been cheating she understood how and why he acted the way he did. 
 
    He worked long hours, but didn’t show much pay for it. So he wasn’t working, he was fucking somebody else, and this had been going on for almost the length of their marriage. 
 
    And when he was home, now that she was thinking about it, he either wanted food, or to fuck. 
 
    Was he worth going to bat for? Should she try to save her marriage? 
 
    Sadly, she knew the answer was no. 
 
    She whispered, “How do we go about teaching him a lesson?” 
 
    Linda nodded, leaned forward, and began to talk. By lunch they had a plan, and it was a doozy. 
 
      
 
    Chuck was late home that night, but when he came in, looking a little tired, Joanie had a big dinner for him. 
 
    “Well, well,” he smiled. 
 
    And she thought about how he had just been dipping the wick in some other woman. She wondered what she would do if she insisted on sex. But she knew. She had tried on previous occasions and he had just begged off. Too tired. Yeah, from all the sex he was getting elsewhere. 
 
    “What’s the occasion?” he asked, digging into a mouth watering steak. 
 
    “I just want you to know how much I appreciate you.” Bastard. “And, there’s something else?” 
 
    “Oh?” he mumbled as he chewed with his mouth open. Funny, she was really seeing him in new lights now. Things she had accepted before were no longer acceptable. But she kept her cool. Linda had drilled her all day long on how to treat the doofus. 
 
    She sat down opposite him and reached over to put her hands on one of his. “Honey, what is it you have always wanted.” 
 
    He took his hand away, the better to use a knife and fork. “Uh…” 
 
    “That’s right. I’ve got somebody lined up.” 
 
    His eyes opened wider. She knew he was getting a hard on.  
 
    “I have a friend, and she wants to get together with us.” 
 
    “A…really? We’re going to have a two on one?” 
 
    “And you’re the one. This woman really wants a piece of you,” heh heh, “and I have talked to her extensively, but there are going to be certain conditions.” 
 
    “Like what?” He wasn’t even suspicious, just horny. He was going to get a ménage à trois. He was going to be part of a ‘throuple,’ He was going to get to fuck two women at once! 
 
    “Well, this woman doesn’t want to be identified. So she’s going to be in a costume. And, she doesn’t want to risk getting pregnant. Her husband, of course, will know nothing about this.” 
 
    “Well, uh…I guess so.” 
 
    He guessed so? He was so eager he was drooling. Drooling down there, too, no doubt. 
 
    “So when is this going to happen?” 
 
    “Pretty soon. We have to work out certain logistics, and…I have to tell you, this girl has a kink. She likes whips and chains. I tell ya, she actually wants to go further, but…I don’t want you freaked out. But sometime in the next couple of weeks I’m going to spring it on you.” 
 
    “Wow!” he blurted. He was so horny he even forgot he was eating. Half masticated steak was sitting in his mouth while he talked. 
 
    “Honey, I can’t believe this.” 
 
    “Well, believe. You are the greatest, and it’s the least I can do for you. Besides, when you think about it, it’ll be sort of fun, right?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    He was grinning big. His lips were stretched across his face. 
 
    Joanie just smiled, patted his hand, and left him to his steak. 
 
      
 
    The next couple of days were intense. Chuck actually spent more time at home, ‘worked’ less, and was unusually polite to her. 
 
    Of course, his ulterior motive was that he was anxious for the great ménage à trois to happen. He was dying for her to make this ‘triad’ happen. 
 
    The unfortunate part of this excitement was that, being home more he wanted to make love. But Joanie had an answer for that one. 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’m sorry! It’s that time of month!” 
 
    That cooled Chuck down a bit, but since he was home more, and wasn’t getting laid by his wife nor his mistress, he was getting hornier and hornier. 
 
    Which was fine with Joanie. Let the bastard get so horny his balls blew up. 
 
    Meanwhile, Joanie and Linda had their heads together all week, planning and plotting and putting the ‘Great Revenge’ in motion. 
 
      
 
    Rick was a frustrated horn dog. He wasn’t having any luck getting Joanie in bed. He had had flowers delivered, dropped off a box of chocolates, ostensibly for everybody, but delivered to her desk. 
 
    Damn! That bitch better learn to put out! 
 
    So thinking, he filed his work for the day and headed out. It was time for a drink or eight, and maybe he could come up with an idea for getting Joanie into bed. He sure hated the idea of a weekend putting out cash for sex, and jacking off was getting old. 
 
    He walked out into the parking garage and headed for his Maserati. His dick was half hard and he adjusted it in his pants, and froze. 
 
    A figure was leaning against the big pillar next to his car. He was wearing a trench coat and a fedora pulled low over his eyes.  
 
    Rick parked out by the pillar because it was in a corner and he didn’t want people opening their car doors and banging them into his precious pussy wagon. But now, a suspicious character in front of him… 
 
    The figure stepped out from the pillar and faced him. 
 
    He walked slower and squinted. Light wasn’t great, but…it was a woman! 
 
    Then the woman lifted her head, pushed back her hat and exposed her eyes and face, and Rick gasped. It was Joanie. 
 
    Slowly, she unbuttoned the trench coat. Button by button, bottom to top. She showed her nylon clad legs, sleek and sexy. Then the trench coat parted at the waist and she was wearing…panties! Then the garter belt, and, finally, her magnificent breasts came into view! Large expanses of tender flesh barely encased in a flimsy bra. 
 
    Rick gulped, took another step forward. His gifts, the flowers and chocolate, they must have worked. 
 
    “Oh, my…” he started to say, 
 
    She stepped towards him, one hand in the trench coat. 
 
    “Honey?” Joanie smiled, “Are you ready for the wildest night of sex you could ever imagine?” 
 
    “Oh, baby!” He licked his lips, reached out with his hands, and she pulled the gun out of her pocket and shot him. 
 
      
 
    The gun was a taser, and the prongs penetrated his clothing and stuck into his flesh. They would leave bare pin pricks on his body, but their effect was incredible. 
 
    He began dancing the electrocution dance even as he stumbled, fell to his knees, and then onto his side. He was shaking and shivering and making mewling sounds. His eyes were blank and he flailed briefly, then lay still. 
 
    Linda came up behind him. She also had a taser, and she would have used it if Joanie’s had misfired or somehow not worked. 
 
    “Wow. That was cool.” 
 
    They looked down at their unconscious boss. 
 
    “That really worked.” 
 
    “You can say that again,” she looked at her friend and grinned, “but don’t.” 
 
    Joanie laughed. “Come on, let’s get him inside the van.” 
 
    They grabbed his arms and handcuffed them behind his back, then they dragged him to the van sitting on the other side of the pillar from his car. He was a sack, and awkward, managing an unconscious body is always awkward, but they managed to get him over the lip of the door and into the van. They put him on his belly, put duc tape over his mouth and hung a rope over a strut on the roof of the van and to his hands. A quick pull and he was completely immobilized. Hanging by his bound wrists and able only to sway with the motion of the vehicle. 
 
     
 
    Rick was dazed, and he slowly came back to the world of the living. He heard things, low voices, but he didn’t understand what they were saying. He heard a groan, then realized it was him. 
 
    He was awake…what had happened? Then it came filtering back to him. Joanie stepping out from the pillar. Undoing her trench coat, dressed like…like he liked them. And…he jerked, and was finally totally awake. 
 
    “Ricky Boy is back.” 
 
    He heard the voice and tried to look around, but he could see nothing! A moment of panic, and he pulled and jerked his arms, then his legs, but he couldn’t move more than a few inches. 
 
    He was standing up, his arms and legs spread to the sides. 
 
    “Uhhmoodd!” He screamed, but his voice was trapped behind something. 
 
    “Okay, Ricky, are you ready to be unveiled?” Giggles accompanied the voice. It sounded like two women. One was Joanie! 
 
    Suddenly the tape was ripped off his eyes. 
 
    He blinked and the world came into focus. 
 
    “Oops. Looks like Ricky lost some eyebrows.” 
 
    “That’s okay. We were going to pluck them anyway.” 
 
    The other woman was the one who worked in the same cubicle with Joanie. Her name was…it was…Linda. 
 
    They stood, one with arms folded, the other leaning with an elbow on a shoulder. They were laughing at him. 
 
    Rage shook him, and he pulled, and looked to the sides. 
 
    He was in a storage unit. Bare, metal walls, cement floor, a single light in a cage above him. His arms were stretched out by ropes, and the ropes were attached to the small girders that ran up the side of the storage unit. His legs were similarly spread and fastened. 
 
    He looked at the girls. 
 
    “Hey, Ricky, you ready for your hot date?” Joanie had lost the coat and was standing in bra and panties. Her legs shining in nylon, the garter straps faming her crotch. 
 
    “Hoookmuuut!” His throat was dry, his words made no sense, but his meaning was obvious. ‘Let me go.’ 
 
    “Hunh? What do you think he wants?” 
 
    “I don’t know. He should speak up and let us know.” 
 
    “Yeah, but he’s the strong, silent type.” 
 
    Linda snickered. “Well, the silent type.” 
 
    She stepped closer to him. 
 
    Rick’s eyes were filled with rage. 
 
    “I want you to calm down, Ricky Boy.” 
 
    He mumbled something, and manifested even more rage. 
 
    Linda punched him lightly in the balls. “Respect is a lesson well learned,” she said. 
 
    He groaned. It hadn’t been a hard punch, but it let him know that he wasn’t in charge. His eyes lost their rage and he started to worry. He was helpless here. 
 
    “That’s better. Now then, I’m going to take the duc tape off your mouth. You can scream if you want, but this is after hours for this storage place, and there is nobody here. We checked. No bums, no owners, nobody but us. So you can scream if you want, but don’t scream too much. You piss me off and I use your balls for punching bags. Got it?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” that came through the duc tape clearly. 
 
    Linda smiled. She reached up and ripped. 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Oops! Looks like you lost a bit of mustache on that one.” 
 
    “That’s okay. He’s about to lose it all.” 
 
    “What are you bitches doing?” he snarled. 
 
    Linda and Joanie looked at each other. “Bitches?” 
 
    “Did he just call us bitches?” 
 
    “Do you want to sock him in the nuts? Or should I?” 
 
    “Hey! Wait a minute?” 
 
    “You’re stronger than me.” 
 
    “But I might hurt his poor, little nutsack.”’ 
 
    Won’t hurt me.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    Linda punched him in the groin. 
 
    She punched harder this time, and the sound was a sickening smack. 
 
    Rick sagged in his restraints. His gut clenched and he wanted to throw up. His face was whiter than Casper’s sheet. 
 
    “Man, those kick boxing lessons are really paying off!” Linda exulted. 
 
    “How are your kicks? Can you make him hurl with a kick?” 
 
    “I don’t know, let’s find out.” 
 
    Linda stepped back and took a fighting stance, her foot lashed out, she gave a yell, a fighting scream, and Rick almost passed out from just the thought of it. 
 
    But she didn’t connect. She stopped just in time. 
 
    Rick shivered, and he heard a splattering sound. He looked down. He had lost control of his bladder. 
 
    Linda and Joanie laughed.  
 
    “Wow! We should have done this a long time ago!” 
 
    “Please, whimpered Rick. “Please. Let me go. I’ll do anything.” 
 
    Once again the girls stood in front of him, Linda with her arms folded, Joanie with an elbow on her friends shoulder. 
 
    “Do you think he’s learned respect?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Have you learned respect, Ricky Boy?” 
 
    “Yes! Yes!” 
 
    “Hunh. I don’t know. I need the work out. He could always learn more respect.” 
 
    “No! Please! I’m sorry! Please!” 
 
    Joanie looked at Linda, “He’s sorry? What’s he ever done to be sorry for?” 
 
    Linda: “Yeah. what have you ever done to be sorry for.” 
 
    At this point Rick tried to hedge a bit. “I don’t know. Whatever it is you think I’ve done. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Whatever we think you’ve done?” 
 
    Joanie snorted. “Where do we start?” 
 
    “Please. Let me loose. Let me go and I’ll forget everything. I’ll give you raises. Anything you want.” 
 
    Linda shook her head in disgust. 
 
    Joanie said, “But we don’t want you to forget. We want you to remember this night forever. We don’t want you ever to forget.” 
 
    “But…I…” 
 
    Linda said, “Let’s go back to the things he’s sorry for.” 
 
    “Yes. What are you sorry for, Ricky Boy?” 
 
    “I don’t…I’m sorry for everything.” 
 
    “Are you sorry for being a pest and grabbing the ass of every girl in the company?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Yes! I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” 
 
    “And what about Annie Gilroy? Are you sorry for her?” 
 
    “Annie…Annie…?” 
 
    “Surely you haven’t forgotten Annie Gilroy. You pledged your love to her, fucked her, ruined her marriage. She quit and then you wouldn’t give her a letter of recommendation.” 
 
    “But, she…she said…” 
 
    “What did she say, Ricky Boy? Did she threaten to go to HR? which you happen to own?” 
 
    “Or the police?” 
 
    “No. She was too ashamed. She just wanted to go somewhere, learn from her mistakes, get back to work.” 
 
    “She’s working all right. She’s working as a counter girl at Subway. Highly trained, college educated, and she’s slapping meat between buns.” 
 
    Rick begged: “I know. That was bad. I didn’t do right by her. I can fix it!” 
 
    “How? Give her back her job? I doubt if she’d want to work for you again.” 
 
    “No…I can write her a letter of recommendation that will get her a job anywhere.” 
 
    “Hmmm. Ricky Boy is making points.” 
 
    “But what about Lupe?” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” whined Rick, hanging his head. 
 
    For an hour the two girls laid out the list of women abused, and there was nothing Ricky could do, or say. He was guilty. They all knew it. The only question was…what were they going to do with him? 
 
    Finally, Joanie said, “Ricky Boy, we’ve prepared some documents for you to sign.” 
 
    “What kind of documents?” 
 
    “Well, there’s the letter of recommendation for Annie.” 
 
    “And a bonus for Lupe.” 
 
    “And then there’s…” all in all there were fifteen documents to be signed. 
 
    “Okay. Okay. I can do all that. But…” he smiled ingratiatingly and waggled his arms. 
 
    “Oh, he wants to be let loose.” 
 
    “No. Not yet, Ricky boy. But we’ve prepared a special desk for you.” 
 
    Joanie rolled a tall box to a place in front of Rick’s right hand. Linda gave his right hand a little slack. Rick was able to lower his hand just enough to make his signature. The desk was a little too high for him to see, but…he could sign his name. 
 
    “Don’t try to mess up your signature, Ricky Boy. We’ve seen it enough to know what it looks like.” Linda put a pen in his hand and arranged the first piece of paper. 
 
    “I won’t.” He was grateful. This was all going to be over soon. And he was already planning on what charges he would file with the police. He was going to see these bitches spent a hundred years in jail! 
 
    He could just barely see over the lip of the desk, and he signed on the line as he was supposed to. 
 
    Linda examined it, then held up a contract from his own company and compared signatures. “Looks good.” 
 
    Joanie put a letter up, and he signed it. then another one, and another one. Linda examined each one to make sure there were not tricks. 
 
    Sixteen pieces of paper. Sixteen signatures. And he was done. 
 
    Linda put the signed papers in a small briefcase and placed the briefcase next to the rolling door. 
 
    “Okay,” smiled Rick. “We’re done, right? You can let me go now.” 
 
    “Well, about that…” 
 
    “You are going to let me go! You promised! I signed fifteen documents and you’d let me go. I signed them. You have to let me go!” His voice was rising in panic. 
 
    “You know, I don’t recall promising to let Ricky Boy go.” 
 
    “No. We just asked him to sign the documents, and he agreed.” 
 
    “But you have to let me go!” Tears came from his eyes. “You have to!” 
 
    “Do you have to let him go?” 
 
    “No. No. I don’t have to. Do you?” 
 
    “But what are you…you can’t…you need to.” 
 
    Linda stepped up to him. She placed a finger on his lips to shush him. “Ricky Boy, you seem to have a misunderstanding. You think that you can abuse everybody, ruin their lives, and then just walk away.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Shut up, Ricky Boy. And let me ask you a question.” 
 
    Ricky shut, but his eyes were wild. 
 
    “When you showed Joanie those pics of her husband, were you trying to get into her panties?” 
 
    “No! I was just…” 
 
    “How did you get those pictures, Ricky Boy?” Joanie’s voice was low and intense. 
 
    “I have a private investigator. He’s done work for me, and he took those pictures for somebody else, I don’t know why, maybe the other woman’s husband. He, the private investigator, he though I might be interested in them.” 
 
    “And you were, weren’t you?” 
 
    “I…I thought I was doing Joanie a favor.” 
 
    “Well, you were. You did her a big favor. You revealed that her husband is a skunk, and you also showed her how despicable you are.” 
 
    “But…I didn’t mean to…I…” 
 
    “Ricky Boy, we are about to fuck you up in the worst possible way.” 
 
    Rick broke. He opened his mouth to scream, but that was what Linda was waiting for. As soon as his mouth opened she jammed a dick shaped gag into his mouth.  
 
    “Ack…gah…wha…” He spluttered and tried to talk, but it’s hard to speak when you’ve got a penis in your mouth. 
 
    Quickly, she pulled the leather strap around his head and pulled it tight. 
 
    Rick tried to yell, to scream. He shouted insults. He was a desperate man. 
 
    Desperation, in this instance, did him no good.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Rick stared at the two women in horror. 
 
    Linda smiled, went to a small tool kit sitting on the floor of the storage unit, and took out a knife. She walked across the floor and stood in front of Rick. She held the knife up. It was a simple box cutter, with a very sharp razor blade poking out. 
 
    “What should I do with this, Ricky Boy?” 
 
    Rick tried to move away. His feet pushed on the floor and slipped, bis body sagged back. 
 
    “Why don’t you cut his clothes off? Isn’t it about time we found out the truth about his manhood?” 
 
    “Well, sure! Ricky Boy, you want to get undressed, don’t you?” 
 
    Rick shook his head, his eyes shaking in their sockets. 
 
    “What?” Linda snarled and heeled the knife right in front of one eye. 
 
    Rick started nodding. Yes, he wanted to get undressed. 
 
    Joanie giggled. “You are so bad.” 
 
    “I know,” Linda grinned. 
 
    She bent down and pulled his pant leg out and began slicing. She sliced right up to the groin, then stopped and looked at Rick. “Don’t move around, Ricky Boy. You don’t want me to slice off something you want to keep, right?” 
 
    Rick made pleading noises. He was crying. 
 
    Linda grabbed the other pant leg and sliced. Rick felt cool air touch his legs as she pulled the pants off him. Then he had only the waist area of the pants left, and the crotch. 
 
    “God, it is so tempting. One little flick and…” she shook her head and sliced the waist area of his pants off. 
 
    Rick moaned and cried, but it did no good. 
 
    “I’m down to his panties. Want to see?” 
 
    “Sure,” Joanie said, and she came over to watch the grand unveiling. 
 
    With a couple of flicks of the wrist and a pull on Rick’s tighty whiteys and they left his frame. 
 
    For a moment Linda and Joanie said nothing. Then they started to laugh. 
 
    “Oh, my God!”  
 
    “It’s so small!” 
 
    “No wonder he’s not married!” 
 
    “No wonder he can’t keep a girlfriend!” 
 
    In truth, Rock’s cock was regular sized, he wasn’t unduly large or small, but listening to the girl’s laugh he suddenly felt like he was an inch long, and that was when he was hard. 
 
    “Well, I was afraid we were going to have trouble hiding it, but…no. That teeny thing will be easy to hide.” 
 
    Rick was puzzled, but he couldn’t ask. 
 
    “Okay, let me get the…holy crap! Look!” 
 
    Joanie looked down to where Linda was pointing. 
 
    Shame colored Rick’s face. He was getting hard. 
 
    “It’s still small,” observed Joanie. 
 
    “Yeah, but he’s getting hard because of what we’re doing.” 
 
    “Is that true? Ricky Boy? Does kink turn you on? You want us to spank you till you cum? 
 
    Rick shook his head, trying to look away, totally humiliated. 
 
    “Well, it still won’t be hard to hide.” 
 
    Linda finished cutting his clothes off, and Rick stood there, spread-eagled, naked, and his face redder than Rudolph’s nose. 
 
    “Okay, you have the goop ready?” 
 
    Joanie stepped forward with a spray can. “Ricky Boy, you are about to be depilated.” 
 
    Rick didn’t know what depilation was, but he quickly found out. Joanie sprayed his body. He felt an immediate burn, then Linda wiped the spray off, along with all his hair. 
 
    Up and down his legs they went. Then his arms, then his chest and back. 
 
    “Now comes the hard part,” muttered Linda. 
 
    “Emphasis on the word ‘hard.’” 
 
    They sprayed his groin and wiped all his hair off. He couldn’t see, couldn’t bend his head over far enough to examine his groin, but he felt currents of air. It felt naked. 
 
    They did his crack. Wiped every hair out of his ass, and Joanie made the quip, “He’s still got a hair up his ass.” 
 
    “Always will.” 
 
    Then they went after his face and skull. They were careful around his eyebrows, covering them with little strips of tape, but they wiped his chin and his five o’clock shadow disappeared. Then they rubbed the stuff into his scalp and he became bald. 
 
    The girls stood back and smiled. 
 
    “Now that’s one bald baby.” 
 
    “It was a hairy job, but we did it.” 
 
    They high fived and left him alone for a minute. They sat and shared a sub sandwich, bought, they told him, from the Subway his ex-girlfriend worked at. 
 
    “And I used the company credit card,” Joanie said. “And I left her a big tip.” 
 
    Rick said nothing. 
 
    Rick was pretty much shattered by now. He had been tased, bullied, made fun of, and lost all his hair. He felt helpless, and it was only going to get worse. 
 
    After their quick break the girls went to work. 
 
    Linda put a thick, leather collar on him. “This is to keep your head still. We’re going to make you up, and we don’t want to make a mess. I suggest you hold as still as possible.” 
 
    Rick couldn’t speak so he just nodded a small nod. 
 
    Joanie began cleansing him. As soon as she was done Linda moved in with primer. Step by step they prepared his face. The odd thing was that the make up they used was pink. When they were done he had a pink, female face! 
 
    But, pink or not, the girls kept working. They each took an eye and worked on it. They shadowed his lids dusky, outlined his eyes, and lengthened his eye lashes. 
 
    “Looks cute, doesn’t he?” Joanie said as she put lipstick on him. 
 
    “Cutesy boo boo.” Muttered Linda. Her tongue stuck out the corner of her mouth as she held a needle to his lobe. A quick poke—he said ow! behind the penis gag—and she put a little chandelier on his ear. Then a poke, and the other ear was similarly adorned. 
 
    “Okay. Do we pierce his nose? Maybe give him a tattoo?” 
 
    Rick’s eyes widened and they laughed. 
 
    “Let’s get him dressed.” 
 
    “Now, Ricky Boy, we’re going to put clothes on you, and we’re going to have to release one of your limbs at a time. If you try anything…” she held up the taser and grinned. “Please…try something.” 
 
    He shook his head in the negative. 
 
    Dressing him was simple, but took care and caution. 
 
    Joanie loosened his right leg. He just stood there as she slipped a pair of panties on to his leg. 
 
    But they weren’t just any panties. They were made of latex, very stretchy, and they had a pussy on the front, and a little tube on the inside. 
 
    She didn’t pull the panties up, however. She put on a single hose and a garter belt. 
 
    She pulled his leg tight again and secured it. 
 
    She loosened the left leg and slipped the weird panties and the garter and a single hose on. 
 
    She pulled everything up to his thighs, then pulled the left leg tight again. 
 
    She pulled the pussy panties up and stuffed his cock into the little tube inside. It made his cock point straight down, and it was uncomfortable, but she didn’t care. 
 
    Then she pulled up the garter belt and tightened it around his waist. Finally, she pulled up the hose and fastened them to the garter belt. 
 
    His body was surprising feminine from the waist down. He was hairless, wearing sexy stockings, and his legs were just like a woman’s. His face was also feminine. It was only his chest area that retained any sign of masculinity. 
 
    “Okay, here we go.” 
 
    Linda brought out two large breast forms. She applied a thick coat of glue to the backs of the forms. Meanwhile, Joanie was scrubbing Rick’s chest, then she put glue on that. 
 
    Carefully, they estimated placement, and pressed the boobs onto him. 
 
    Rick stood, helpless, his eyes flitting bakc and forth between the two women. Two women, pressed against him, once a dream, now a nightmare. 
 
    Five minutes passed and the girls stood back. Rick felt the sudden weight on his chest. Linda put a bra around him and fastened it. She undid the straps,  looped them over his shoulder, and refastened them. 
 
    The girls stood back and smiled happily. 
 
    Rick was female. Except for his bald head. 
 
    His body was shapely, he had big boobs and…a slight tummy. 
 
    “Got to do something about his love handles.” 
 
    “Got just the thing.” Linda held up a corselet. She wrapped it around his body and they started pulling it tight. The top flared slightly below his new boobs, and the bottom snugged his waist so that his hips flared. 
 
    Rick grunted as they tightened the thing. It was hard breathing, but they didn’t seem to care. 
 
    They took another break. They sat on the floor of the storage unit and sipped Cokes. 
 
    “He really does make a good looking woman.” 
 
    “I wonder if, when he finally gets out of this, he’ll be a cross dresser. 
 
    “Probably. Now that he sees how much fun it is.” 
 
    Rick couldn’t breath. His cock was struggling inside the little tube in his pussy panties. He felt so…weird. 
 
    Yet…his cock kept trying to get hard. And the truth was…he was excited. 
 
    He was dressed like a woman…and he liked it. It was shameful, but true. Under the pink make up his face was totally red. 
 
    “Okay, let’s put some clothes on him and cage him.” 
 
    Again, they loosened one limb at a time. They put a pink one piece on him. The suit was too small, and it compressed around his body tightly. His garter snaps came out the bottom of the leg holes, and his latex pussy was clearly outlined. His tits now looked seamless, and enormous. 
 
    “Now that’s a monkey knuckle,” giggled Lina. 
 
    “Camel toe.” 
 
    “Monkey knuckle. 
 
    “Camel toe!” 
 
    They laughed and Joanie stepped forward and squeezed Rick’s pussy. He could feel his imprisoned weenie in the little tube. 
 
    They put a pink wig on him. They glued it right to his scalp, and it was just like his own hair. Sprouting out of the pink hair were two big bunny ears. 
 
    Then they blackened the end of his nose, drew some whiskers on his cheeks, and put pink make up down to the beck of the one piece. 
 
    “Maybe you haven’t figured it out, but you are sexier than the Energizer Bunny. 
 
    “Rabbit.” 
 
    “Bunny.” 
 
    “Rabbit.” 
 
    “Whatever.” 
 
    “Anyway, you are going to be more useful than the battery in a girl’s dildo.” 
 
    “Much more useful.” 
 
    The girls walked behind him, then he heard a scraping sound. They pushed a cage made out of thick wire, so thick he couldn’t hope to bend the wires, in front of him. The cage was in  the shape of human body on all fours. Rick stared, aghast. He had no intention of being put in that! 
 
    His intentions were of no matter, however. 
 
    The girls tilted the cage up, loosened one arm and ran it down through the front leg, or arm, of the cage. They tied it off and he had one arm inserted and trapped. 
 
    Linda got out the taser. 
 
    “You can go in conscious, or unconscious. But…please. Try something.” 
 
    Joanie loosed his other arm, ran the rope down the other arm of the cage, and pulled. 
 
    With Linda holding the taser at the ready, Rick fell forward, the cage fell forward, and…bang! He was arms inside the cage. 
 
    It was only a. matter of minutes before his legs were loosened, one at a time, and he was imprisoned in the ‘all fours’ cage. 
 
    Joanie lowered the top, applied a padlock, and he was trapped. 
 
    He was stuck in the all fours position and couldn’t do much more than wiggle. 
 
    The girls took the ropes off his limbs and tossed them aside. 
 
    Rick stood on all fours, helpless, a pink bunny. His ass poked up through the rear, and his head was elevated in the front. He was trapped. 
 
    Linda reached down to his butt and cut away the bottom of the one piece. She made a nice, neat hole, then slapped some lube in his asshole. 
 
    “Mmmph!” Rick yelped. 
 
    She reamed his asshole for a minute, then put a butt plug into his rectum. The exposed end of the butt plug was a fluffy, white, cotton tail. 
 
    Now he truly was a pink bunny. 
 
    “Well, well. Isn’t this exciting?” Joanie squatted and looked Rick in the eye. “Would you like a few minutes of mouth freedom?” 
 
    He nodded as best he could, which was only an inch of up and down. 
 
    She gently took out the penis plug and put it aside. 
 
    Rick swallowed. His throat was dry, and Linda offered him a sip of Coke. He drank greedily. 
 
    “Okay, honey, we’re getting close to the finish.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Joanie smiled. “Make your dreams come true. Now, open wide.” 
 
    He thought she was going to put the penis plug back in his mouth. He didn’t want that, but Linda was standing behind her with the taser. 
 
    He heaved a big breath, opened his mouth to speak, to object, but she shoved the plug back into this mouth. 
 
    Except it wasn’t the penis plug. It was a circular dental tool. It was stiff rubber, could be bent with a little effort, and it went behind his teeth. Suddenly his mouth was stuck in the open position. 
 
    “Uh…uh!” He was scared. 
 
    “It’s okay, Ricky Boy. Just hold tight.” 
 
    They rolled up the door and Linda went out, then Joanie lowered it. A minute later and he heard a motor, then Joanie opened the door again. 
 
    The back of the van was right up against the roll door opening, and a big blast of exhaust filled the small room. 
 
    Joanie opened the back door of the van and put a pair of planks from the back of the van to the floor of the storage unit. 
 
    Linda walked behind Rick and he heard her doing something, then a platform slid under the cage and he was tilted up. Both girls balanced the hand cart and walked Rick, cage and all, into the back of the van. They lowered him to the floor of the van, put the hand cart  to the side, pulled in the planks, and closed the back door. 
 
    Rick stood on all fours and wondered what the hell they were going to do to him. He heard the storage unit door roll down, then the doors up front slammed and the van started moving. Trapped on all fours, all Rick could do was wait. 
 
      
 
    Shiela heard the doorbell and sighed. Chuck, no doubt. Come to kiss her ass for not seeing her for a week. Well, he could kiss her patootie till Hell froze over. She was not about to forgive him. 
 
    She swung the door open, her mouth already open and ready to snap at him. Her eyes blinked and her mouth closed when she realized it wasn’t Chuck. It was some woman she had never seen, and she had a gun in her hand. 
 
    Linda pulled the trigger and the leads penetrated through cloth and embedded in flesh. ZZZZZZZ! Shiela did the spastic puppet dance and collapsed. Her limbs jerked a couple more times, but she was out. 
 
    Linda waved to Joan and Joan backed the van up to the garage. She checked Rick, he was in his all fours cage, just waiting. 
 
    She ran to the front door and helped Linda. 
 
    The two women dragged Shiela into the living room. Joan found a chair with armrests and brought it in. It was sturdy, it wasn’t going to fall apart under a little struggling, and they cuffed Shiela’s arms to the armrests and her ankles to the rungs. Then they put a ball gag in her mouth, and went back out to the garage. 
 
    In the garage they opened the door, the door to the van, and put down the planks. A minute later and Rick was in his cage on the cement floor. His eyes were wild, but there was no way he could move. 
 
    Linda hooked up a camera in the high corner of the garage, put a piece of tape over the red light, then ran a wire through the house to the TV in the living room.  
 
    Shiela stirred. “Oh…” She moved her head. Then she jerked and came awake. She raised her head. 
 
    Joanie and Linda were sitting on the couch, waiting for her. 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Chuck’s wife.” 
 
    Shiela gasped. 
 
    “I’m with her,” Linda pointed at Joanie. 
 
    “What…what are you doing?” 
 
    “We have a show we want you to watch. It’ll take us a while to get it started, but I think you’ll be interested.” 
 
    Linda turned the TV on, and Shiela blinked and stared at the picture. It was her own garage, and a…a pink bunny person…was in a strange body shaped cage. The person had a white, fluffy tail and just…waited. 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “You will,” Joanie remarked ominously. 
 
    “I’ll wait till you get back before I gag her.” 
 
    Joanie nodded, got up and left the room. 
 
    Linda settled back and turned the TV to a regular station. She got the Kardashians. 
 
      
 
    Chuck was irritated. He had been waiting a week for his big surprise, and he was impatient. How long did it take to organize a ménage à trois? How long did it take to get two women in bed? 
 
    Then he grinned. He wondered who this mystery woman was. He had to know her, and she had to know him, so…who? 
 
    One of Joanie’s friends? Had to be. But which one? Was it Sally? She had a nice face, but her knockers were less than he desired. Or maybe Mary? Yeah, she would be one, righteous fuck. Or how about Carol? he could just imagine those luscious lips sucking on his hog. 
 
    Suddenly he heard the sound of Joanie’s car in the garage. 
 
    He looked at his wrist watch. She had been gone all night, but she said his surprise was almost ready.  
 
    He grinned. He was going to be porkin’ big before the night was done. 
 
    Joanie came into the kitchen. “Chuck?” 
 
    “Yeah?” he entered the kitchen. Man he was horny. She’d been on the rag all week. He needed some nookie, and he needed it bad. 
 
    But Joanie was sniffling, and she threw herself into his arms. “Oh, Chuck! I messed up!” 
 
    “What? What is it?” His heart sank. He wasn’t going to get his ménage à trois after all. 
 
    “I’ve got a yeast infection!” 
 
    He blinked as she burrowed into him and cried. 
 
    “A yeast infection?” Oh, shit! 
 
    “That’s right! I can’t fuck you. And I so wanted to be part of this little triad.” 
 
    “That’s okay, baby. We can do it another time.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know if the other girl is going to be willing another time.” 
 
    “Well…” Oh crap! how could she do this to him! 
 
    “But, if it’s all right, we fixed up another surprise for you.” 
 
    “You did?” Hope springs eternal in the human breast. 
 
    “Yes. You want to come find out about it?” 
 
    “Well, sure.” 
 
    “Okay,” she dried her sniffles and tried a smile. It sort of worked. “Come on. I’ll tell you about it. We can take my car.” 
 
    Chuck was irritated, but he was also feeling better. He was still getting some sort of a surprise. He was going to get something out of this. 
 
      
 
    Joanie drove across town, and as she drove she explained to Chuck, “This girl, I met her through a friend of a friend, she says she knows you. She says she only spoke to you a few times, but she was really impressed with you. But, here’s the thing, she’s terribly shy. I told her I wouldn’t tell you who she was, and we fixed her up in a really cool BDSM cage. You’ll see. But she’s in a bunny suit so you won’t be able to tell who she is. If you recognize her, please don’t let on. It would embarrass her.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry.” 
 
    “The thing is, you can do whatever you want to her. She doesn’t want to get pregnant, but her asshole is fine, and her mouth. Do you mind that? I mean, I know you’v always talked about anal sex, and it’s not with me, but do you mind?” 
 
    “No…no…” 
 
    He gloated in his mind. He was going to get to analize some bitch, and there was no bullshit yak yak about ‘I love you so much I could die,’ and all that sort of thing. He was going to get to fuck some bitch up the asshole, and the mouth, and just walk away. Man, what could be sweeter, eh? 
 
    As they approached their destination, however, Chuck noted that they were heading towards where his girlfriend lived. He chuckled inside. What a hoot. They were going to have to name this part of town after him. 
 
    Then Joanie turned down the street Shiela lived on, and he started to feel a strange nervousness inside.  
 
    Joanie stopped the car up the block from where Shiela lived and turned to him. “Remember, if you recognize her, don’t tell her. She’s willing to do this for you…you should do that for her.” 
 
    “Okay.” His eyes were fixed on Shiela’s house. 
 
    Joanie drove up in front of Shiela’s house and stopped. 
 
    Chuck’s heart was in his throat. Was this some sort of trick? What the hell was happening here? 
 
    Joanie grinned. “Okay, lover. I might not be in it, but you get to have your fun. Are you ready?” 
 
    He nodded, was unable to speak. 
 
    “Come on, we’re supposed to go in through the side door.” 
 
    Joanie led the way and they went through a side gate, then stepped into the garage. 
 
    Rick was in the cage in the center of the garage. 
 
    Joanie pulled Chuck over to him. 
 
    “See how beautiful she is? And all she wants is to feel your cock inside her.” 
 
    Rick tried to speak, but the ring keeping his mouth open distorted his words. He tried to move, but it looked like she just wanted to move her ass up and down. 
 
    “Go on, baby. Take her little fluffy tail out and have a good fuck.” 
 
    Chuck was mind blasted, but he saw what had happened. His girlfriend, who pretended to be somewhat vanilla in sex, had met his wife, and she had agreed with this little plot. She knew who his wife was, and she was no doubt getting off on this. She was going to get fucked right in front of his wife! And Joanie wouldn’t even know! 
 
    Oh, my God! he thought. How fucking delicious! 
 
    “Come on, honey.” Joanie pulled his zipper down. 
 
    His cock was hard, steel hard, and dripping. He walked around the pink bunny. Holy fuck! 
 
    He moved to the back end and pulled out the fluffy, white tail. 
 
    He could see the pussy outlined under the pink one piece. The asshole was perfectly positioned for his cock. Chuck licked his lips, moved forward and… 
 
    Rick screamed, but it came out like a high pitched moan of pleasure. 
 
    Chuck loved it. The asshole was obviously virgin, never been fucked. He began to pump in and out, nice, long, slow strokes. 
 
    Rick was gobbling something unintelligible and his body was writhing and twisting as much as it was able in the all fours body cage. 
 
    “Yeah, baby, that’s it,” Chuck crooned. 
 
    “Do his mouth now, honey!” 
 
    Chuck pulled back. Just in time, too. He didn’t want to wast this gift. He wanted to fuck Shiela for a long time. 
 
    He walked around and looked down at the top of Rick’s head. He figured that Shiela must have really gone out. Pink hair? Bunny ears? What a sweetheart! 
 
    He grabbed Rick’s face and plunged his cock into Rick’s mouth. 
 
    Rich tried to scream, but nothing came out, and his throat trying to work felt good to Chuck, who began banging even harder. 
 
    “That’s it, honey, give it to her good.” 
 
    Chuck grinned and gave the thumbs up. 
 
    “Go for the asshole! Do the anal!” 
 
    Chuck popped his dong out of Rick’s mouth and ran for the rear. He shoved it in and Rick again began squirming and wiggling and making noises. 
 
    Back and forth Chuck ran, end to end, having a great old time. 
 
    He was close several times, but each time Joanie called for him to switch ends, and that kept him from squirting. 
 
    Finally, however, he was too close. “I’m going to squirt! Which end do you want me to fill?” 
 
    “His mouth! Squirt in her mouth! Make her swallow every drop!” 
 
    Chuck ran for the mouth, and he just made it. He pushed his cock in and began to squirt. His shaft shuddered and his semen spurted out and squirted deep in Rick’s throat. 
 
    Rick felt the goo shoot down his throat, and it was too much. He began to gag, then he let loose and vomited all over Chuck’s cock. 
 
    Chuck stared down in wonder. What the fuck? Shiela had swallowed him plenty of times! Why would she choose this time to puke. 
 
    “Nice, Chuck.” 
 
    Chuck grinned, was confused, but happy. 
 
    “Okay, Linda. Cut her loose.” 
 
    Chuck turned to her. “What did you say?” 
 
    Joanie smiled, and waited. 
 
    Rick was still gagging and puking. He threw up all of Chuck’s seed, and it looked like he was working on throwing up a kidney or two. 
 
    Joanie smiled and held up a finger that he should wait. 
 
    Chuck stared at her. Wait? Why? And what was the ‘Linda’ remark. What was— 
 
    BANG! The door to the kitchen slammed open and Shiela burst out. She had no cuffs now, and no gag in her mouth.  
 
    Chuck stepped back in shock. What was Shiela doing in the kitchen? When she was in the all fours cage? 
 
    Then he got it. That wasn’t Shiela in the cage. And Shiela reached him. 
 
    He tried to defend himself, but it was hopeless. The TV had had no sound and she had just watched chuck screwing another woman. He was cheating on her! She kicked his balls and poked at his eyes. Chuck wound up on the floor, holding his testicles and trying to roll out of the way. 
 
    Finally, Shiela backed off, though it took the combined strength of Joanie and Linda to get her to do so. Still, she kept muttering insults. Short-dicked asshole was one of her favorites. Gay cocksucker was another. 
 
    “What is going on?” Chuck cried, bruised and battered he sat up. Then he looked at the cage. “And who’s that?” 
 
    Joanie tossed him the big manila envelope. Inside were copies of the pictures. 
 
    Chuck opened the envelope and saw the pictures and his face dropped, and his heart stopped, and he whispered, “Oh…fuck.” 
 
    “That’s right, Chuckles.” 
 
    Again, Chuck looked at the cage, “But who is that?” 
 
    Neither Joanie nor Linda said anything. Shiela kept muttering curses. Linda tossed Chuck the key. 
 
    Chuck got to his feet and unlocked the padlock and swung the top open. 
 
    Rick managed to stand up, and he was a mess. He had vomit and cum all over his face. He tried to hit Chuck, but Chuck stepped back and Chuck twisted around, tripped on the edge of the cage, and fell over. 
 
    Joan and Linda stood to one side and laughed. 
 
    Rick was crying now. He pulled the dental gag out of his mouth and crawled towards the side door. He opened it and crawled towards the side gate. He wasn’t thinking about how he was going to get home in a pink bunny suit with the asshole showing, he just wanted out of there. 
 
    Chuck looked at Joanie. “Honey, I’m sorry. I’ve been bad, but if you give me a chance…” 
 
    “Give you a chance? Ha!” 
 
    Chuck turned to Shiela, but she just snorted in disgust. 
 
    Chuck hung his head and walked out of the side door. 
 
    “That leaves you, little missy,” Linda looked at Shiela. “You’re guilty of stealing another woman’s husband.” 
 
    Shiela hung her head. “I’m sorry.” She slunk out of the garage. 
 
    Joanie and Linda faced each other, grinned, and high fived. 
 
    “And that only leaves one thing,” Joanie said. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    And the girls began gathering the tools they had used. They loaded the all fours cage, took down the camera, loaded the van and left. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    EPILOGUE 
 
      
 
    On Monday morning Joanie and Linda and a dozen women filed into Rick’s office. 
 
    Rick face turned ashen as he saw all the women he had fucked and abused. 
 
    Linda presented a contract. Rick nodded and gave another letter of recommendation, this one written in his own hand, and a bonus. A substantial bonus. 
 
    Joanie presented the next one, and different woman stepped forward to receive a bonus and a letter. 
 
    On and on, until all the women were gone and only Joanie and Linda were left. 
 
    “You like being in charge?” 
 
    Rick stared at them dourly. 
 
    “Then you may be in charge. You make this company money, and we’re okay with that. But if there is any blowback to us, or to any of the ladies who just left, or even the hint of improper behavior on your part, then this tape goes to the internet. 
 
    Linda placed the tape of Rick as a pink bunny rabbit on his desk. Rick knew exactly what it was. He blanched, grabbed the copy and ripped the tape out and crumpled it and threw it in the trash and cried with the frustration of it all. 
 
    “We’ve got lots of copies, Rick.” 
 
    Rick tried his last shot. “What if I call the police?” 
 
    Joanie smiled. “We had you sign an extra letter. You never noticed, you were a bit distracted, but…here.” She tossed a copy of a letter on to his desk. The two girls then grinned at each other, turned around and left. 
 
    Rick picked up the letter and read it. 
 
      
 
    Dear Joanie and Linda, 
 
    I know I had to threaten you 
 
    to make this little bunny rabbit scenario happen, 
 
    but thank you. 
 
    I love getting fucked., 
 
    and I love sucking cock. 
 
    I’ll write you each a check for $10,000 each. 
 
    And please don’t tell anybody about this, 
 
    I want to do it again. 
 
    Rick Cadsen 
 
      
 
    It was dated and signed, and Rick put his head down on his desk and began to cry. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Good night, honey.” Ron kissed Jan a peck on the cheek and rolled over. 
 
    Jan rolled so she was facing the other way and suppressed a sigh. 
 
    She listened. 
 
    Minutes passed. Finally, Ron let out his breath and started breathing rhythmically. He always fell asleep, and Jan thanked God for that. 
 
    Five minutes passed. His breathing was deeper, and he gave little snores. 
 
    She breathed out in relief. She couldn’t take any more, she had to do it now. 
 
    She reached a hand down and slipped it between her thighs. She began to dub her pussy. She grabbed it and groaned. And froze, but he just stirred. He was asleep. 
 
    She slid out of the bed and headed for the kitchen. She needed help. Her hand wasn’t enough. 
 
    In the kitchen she opened a drawer and took out a flour roller. 
 
    Then she grabbed some butter.  
 
    She listened, no sound, he was still sleeping, and she ran into the garage. She looked around wildly. She needed to sit down, she thought there would be a blanket, but there wasn’t. 
 
    She opened the door to the outside and crept into the backyard. She was naked, one hand rubbing at her mons frantically. She was trying not to cry out with the intense pleasure even that little bit of stimulation gave. 
 
    The hammock! 
 
    She tip toed across the lawn, sat back in the hammock and opened the butter. She dipped the handle of the roller in it, then laid back on the hammock. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” she whispered, and she inserted the handle. 
 
    It felt wonderful. Her vagina felt electric. Thrills shot out from her pussy and she began to slide the handle in and out. For a long minute she Jilled, pushing it in, stirring it around, pulling it out. The feelings of excitement built rapidly, and she knew she was getting close. 
 
    The night air was warm, she was dripping with sweat, her arms were jackhammering, and she was almost there. Almost…almost…she felt the white hot ocean reach up to engulf her and— 
 
    “Jan?” The lights in the backyard lit up. She was totally exposed, everything was bright as day,  
 
    Jan gave a little eek, but couldn’t stop, the orgasm was too much. It was arching her back and her tits stood up and her nipples pointed towards the sky. 
 
    “What are you—“ 
 
    “She couldn’t stop the orgasm, all she could do was hump her hips and make sounds, and she felt Ron coming towards her. 
 
    “Ahhh….neehh…gahhhh!” 
 
    “Oh, my God! Jan?” 
 
    She lay there, the handle to the flour roller stuck in her slit, her chest heaving, and the final vestiges of the tremendous orgasm seeping away. 
 
    “What are you…well, it’s obvious…why are you…” Ron babbled on, and Jan just wished he’d go back to bed. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe it.” 
 
    “Believe it,” she said wearily. “You don’t make me cum. Nothing makes me cum like…like the thing I did last night.” 
 
    “But you always say you cum! And you moan and groan like you’re cumming.” 
 
    “I’m lying.” 
 
    They were sitting at the breakfast table. It was dawn, and they hadn’t slept all night. 
 
    “But…how…I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Look, Ron. You’re a nice guy, and it’s not your fault. I have always been this way. None of my boyfriends have made me orgasm. I even tried girls, girls with dildos, I tried using vibrators while men fucked me, everything. I am just a ‘no cum’ girl.” 
 
    “But have you seen a doctor? Surely there’s something that can be done. I mean, we can’t have you jacking off in the backyard every night.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    Ron blinked. “You mean you’ve done this before?” 
 
    “Every night since we’ve been married. I just get so horny, and I need relief, so…” she shrugged. 
 
    Ron’s mouth hung open. “Well, it’s…not right. Something is wrong, and I want you to see somebody.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “To help you! So you can be normal and…and have orgasms.” 
 
    “Well, there’s the trick. You see, after trying dicks, and dildos and vibrators and things, and even my own hands, I find that dicks are not my preference.” 
 
    “But, honey, you can’t spend the rest of your life jacking off!” 
 
    She shook her head sadly. “You don’t understand. I’m a healthy woman, and I like to cum, and I prefer other methods than what normal people prefer. And I like it.” 
 
    “But…” and his mouth kept moving and moving and moving. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Ron, Jan, I do have a solution.” 
 
    “Doctor Parness smiled from behind his desk. There were certs on the wall behind him, medical tomes on his bookshelves, and a skeleton in the corner. He had placed the trash can near the skeleton and it had been shoved back a bit and it made it look like the skeleton was taking a dump in the basket. 
 
    “How can you have a solution what there isn’t anything wrong.” 
 
    Parness gave a gentle smile to Jan. “There actually is something wrong. Nothing serious, mind you, but you have something called PGAD.” 
 
    “P-god?” Ron mispronounced. 
 
    “Gad. PGAD. That stands for ‘persistent genital arousal disorder.’ P…G…A…D.” 
 
    “What the hell is that?” asked Ron. 
 
    Jan snorted in disgust. 
 
    “It’s when a woman, or a man, though men experience this ailment much less frequently, has a feeling of sexual arousal without any sexual stimulation.” 
 
    “She’s nymphomaniac?” 
 
    Ron sounded aghast, but it also sounded like the thought was causing him undue excitement. 
 
    “Not exactly. PGAD is a condition that results when the nerves that carry sensations from the genitalia are damaged.” 
 
    In trying to heal themselves they become extremely sensitive. Women with PGAD will experience feelings of arousal in the genital area. The clitoris, vagina, and vaginal lips, as well as other parts of your body, including the nipples, will swell up and almost demand relief. It’s like an itch that needs to be scratched. 
 
    Ron sat back and looked at his wife. 
 
    Jan was frowning. She thought it was the bunk before the doc started talking, but now that he was spinning the medical mumbo jumbo, she started thinking. 
 
    “What kind damage to the nerves? What could cause it?” 
 
    “Any number of things. Your spine is a complex mechanism. A fall on the tailbone, excessive twisting of the spine, any severe impact that could translate to the groupings of nerves that are connected to the vaginal area. 
 
    “I used to be a cheerleader. I remember one time the other girls were supposed to catch me and they missed. I was half twisted and landed right on my rump. I thought I might have broken my tail bone.” 
 
    “Something like that could do it.” 
 
    “Well, what do we do about it?” blurted Ron. “She can’t go around having this condition! She’s got a life to live!” 
 
    And Jan knew what he really meant: she can’t go jacking off with rolling pins in the backyard at midnight. 
 
    “There are several courses of treatment possible. I will be able to recommend one after we have done tests.” 
 
    “Is there a chance that the damage is permanent.” 
 
    “I would hope not. You do have sensations, however unwanted they may be, so it may be just a matter of therapy, or perhaps a course of drugs, but we won’t know until we’ve done the tests. I’ll schedule you for next week, and in the meantime I want you to keep a journal. Record PGAD attacks, how long they last. And I realize that this might be embarrassing, but I’ll want you to keep a record of sexual activity. 
 
    Ron turned red in the face, which Jan thought was mildly humorous. The truth was, however, that living with this ailment had caused her to lose embarrassment over sex. To her masturbation was just relief. 
 
    Ron managed to ask one more question, “Will she be able to have orgasms like a normal person?” 
 
    Parness chuckled. “I suppose, but you’d have to tell me what ‘normal’ is before I could really answer that.” 
 
      
 
    The tests occurred the next week. They ran her through x-rays and scans. They gave her red dye and traced it through her body. They tapped her knees and listened to her chest until she thought she was going to have stethoscope disk marks on her body. 
 
    They took her blood, her pee, her poo, and just about any other liquid they could. 
 
    And the ‘sex journal’ was blank. 
 
    Parness glanced at it and remarked, “No sex this week?” 
 
    Ron turned a bit red and shook his head. 
 
    Jan was more forthcoming. “He thinks I’m going to give him a bad case of PGAD.” 
 
    “No, I don’t!” protested Ron. 
 
    Jan grinned and added, “He’s just embarrassed. He doesn’t like talking about sex.” 
 
    “That’s, uh…” he frowned and shut up. The truth didn’t hurt, but it sure was embarrassing. 
 
      
 
    And, a week after that they had the results. 
 
    “This pill is cortisone. This pill will relax you, specifically the vaginal area. You’ll have to wear a pad, your muscles will be pretty relaxed. This is an antibiotic. And this one is…” Parness went on and on, detailing drugs and effects. 
 
    Ron stared as the bottles accumulated. 
 
    “Now this is the important one. It is the strongest estrogen made. As the damage is effecting the area around the groin we want to make sure it rebuilds properly. You’ll need to do nothing for a week. just lay around and eat chocolates and watch soap operas, and absolutely no sex for a month. I’ve included a suppressant, and you may feel a bit giddy from it. If it gets too bad just let me know. I can adjust dosages, prescribe other medications. Okay?” 
 
    “You got it, Doc. If these pills get me high take twice as much.” 
 
    Parness opened his mouth to object, but Jan laughed. “Gotcha, Doc. I’ll follow the instructions.” 
 
    Parness chuckled. “You had me worried. I was afraid I had an addictive personality on my hands.” 
 
    They continued talking about the pills, and Ron was confused. The yellow ones got her high, and the pink ones were super estrogen, or was  it the other way around?  
 
     
 
    So they started therapy. Well, Jan did. She took what seemed like a million pills and sat around and was stoned and watched TV.  
 
    Watching TV was, of course, about the most boring thing in the universe. Even for a person stoned out of their minds. 
 
    So Jan started poking around on the internet. Fortunately, she came across a few authors she liked, and she was able to read for stretches of time. She was particularly fond of Grace Mansfield, a truly superior author, and she began devouring books and stories by her. 
 
    While Jan read titillating  books Ron went to work. He was a heavy equipment operator, and his schedule was erratic. If it rained he often didn’t work. If it was dry he might work twelve hour days. 
 
    Right then, though there was a promise of a storm in the near future, it was dry, so he was making hay while the sun shined. He sat on his back hoe, or his grader, or whatever, and moved earth by the ton. 
 
    And, the unfortunate result of twelve hour days in the hot sun, he tended to get headaches. 
 
    One day, just a couple of days after Jan started her chemical therapy, he came home with a splitter.  It felt like the right hemisphere of his cranium had a sword and shield and was bashing down on the left hemisphere, and the left hemisphere was returning the favor blow for blow. 
 
    He staggered into the house, one hand to his head and muttering, “Fuck!” And he meant it. 
 
    Jan looked up from the couch where she was putting a chocolate into her mouth. She was stoned immaculate, and she asked, “What’s happening, sweetie?” Her eyes were glazed and happy and her mind, in spite of the tremendous intellect required to understand a writer of Grace Mansfield’s incredible intellect, was a happy, little merry go round. 
 
    “Oh…I got one of those debilitators. 
 
    “Oh, that’s too bad. Well, take a few pills. That’s what I do. Whee!” She went back to reading ‘Femwood Mansion.’ 
 
    Ron stumbled into the bathroom and stared at the huge collection of drugs in the medicine cabinet. His head hurt so much he had double vision, and he tried to read the labels. Corti-pregnant-dose-of-what the fuck? 
 
    Blurry headed, he chose two bottles which he thought were the most powerful drugs. Truth, he didn’t know if they were his or Jan’s, and he didn’t care. Getting rid of pain was his primary motivation, and one of these ought to do it. 
 
    Five minutes later his head suddenly cleared up, actually became sort of crystalline, and he felt like he had just drunk a six pack. 
 
    Whew! What a relief! So he took two more of those pills. One green and one red. Zippity do dah! 
 
    He wandered back into the living room, sat down and watched his wife stuff chocolates down her gullet and flip pages avidly. 
 
    He grew bored with that. He was having too much fun to try and read, so he went out to the computer room. 
 
    He powered up, grinned happily, and leaned over to the small fridge they kept in the little room. He took out a Golden Monkey and checked his mail. 
 
    Junk, junk, junk. Did anybody ever write anything other than junk mail? He didn’t even know where it came from. It just appeared and offered to cure him, to make him wealthy, to make his penis longer, to…make his penis longer? 
 
    He clicked on the first bit of spam he had ever deliberately clicked on. It was about wrapping a towel around your penis and somehow pulling it so your dick would expand the corpus cavernosa somethings and…and they had a picture of a really sexy girl there to emphasize how big a guy’s dick could get. 
 
    He clicked on the girl and found himself on another site, one with more girls. Then he found himself on Xvideos.com. He blinked. 
 
    Ron was a straight arrow. His mother raised him to be a well mannered man who worked hard, and to never mess with something so scurrilous as porn. And now he was messing with it. 
 
    But he didn’t really understand that he was messing with it because he was stoned. Life was just a happy, little mess and…man, look at those titties! 
 
    In the front room Jan put her book down with a sigh. Usually, after reading a little Grace she wanted to get herself off. But now, she had no real desire. Funny. Since she had started taking those pills she had lost the desire to diddle herself. No more midnight forays into the backyard hammock. No more lovemaking with the stout end of a flour roller, or any other kitchen implement that came to hand. 
 
    She stood up, wobbled a bit, and went into the kitchen to have some water. She stood at the sink and drank, and put the glass down, and heard: “Mmmm! Yes! Yes! Oh, fuck me! Fuck me! You’re so big! I need it!” And on and on. 
 
    Hunh! It almost sounded like Ron used to sound like, back when he slobbered over her and spit out his seed. Except it was girls. And they sounded like they were taking instead of giving. 
 
    She wandered down the hallway and peered into the computer room. 
 
    Ron was at the computer and he had his back to her. He was bent a little, and his arm was moving back and forth. 
 
    Jan stepped quietly into the room and peered over his shoulder. 
 
    On the screen Ava Devine was taking on six black men. She had big, huge black cocks in her hands, in her orifices, and there were no cocks left over. She even had two in her pussy at the same time!” 
 
    Jan’s jaw dropped as she watched. 
 
    Ron’s hand went up and down, his dick was big and red and drippy with pre-cum. 
 
    Ava ended up with buckets of cum splashed on her face, and then Brandi Love took over. She was apparently seeing how many orgasms she could have. 
 
    Slowly, Jan closed her mouth. She shook her head. She was tempted to say something, maybe grab his shoulders and go ‘BOO!’ But she didn’t. 
 
    She backed out of the room, and a thought wafted through her stoned mind. Her straight arrow husband was finally figuring out that sex wasn’t bad. 
 
    She hadn’t thought about that too much before, she had just accepted that he was a closet horner, only, but then especially, horny in the bedroom. 
 
    Well, maybe that was changing. Maybe her being on pills and having no drive was depriving him and making him want sex more out in the open. 
 
    And that was a good thing, right? 
 
    She tip toed away, back to Grace and her chocolates. And she giggled. Poor, straight arrow Ron, and she wasn’t going to give him any.  Not while she was on drugs. Heh heh! Isn’t the universe a mean and vicious bitch? 
 
    But whatever she planned for sex the next day or week or whatever went out the window the next day. 
 
     
 
    Ron was digging a septic tank. The land was soft and mushy. In spite of the heat there was a seep under him, and he moved the back hoe here and there, putting down his stabilizers and digging from different angles. 
 
    He was stoned, having taken a half a dozen of those pairs of pills over the last day. But that was okay, he liked being stoned, and he certainly didn’t want any more headaches. 
 
    Then the backhoe slipped, corkscrewed, and flipped over, right on top of him. 
 
    An hour later the owner of the house came out and found him. He called 911 and an ambulance was dispatched. 
 
    Now, the good news: the ground was so soft that he had been trapped, but not injured. Oh, he was sore. He felt like he was injured, but after a set of X-rays the doctor signed him off and he was free to go home. With a handful of pills. 
 
      
 
    Ron lay in bed and groaned. Fuck! The damned back hoe had up and tried to hump him. What a fuck up. 
 
    Still, no damage to his hoe, and even though it felt like every bone in his body was broken, he had escaped unscathed. 
 
    He leaned over and took some pills. 
 
    Then he turned and saw the bottles on Jan’s side dresser. And amongst the bottles were the two kinds he had been taking from her stash. He rolled over with a moan and grabbed the bottles. He was now taking several times the recommended dosage of her pills, and more than he should of his pills. And it still hurt. 
 
    At least, it hurt for a while. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later he struggled out of bed and staggered into the kitchen. He opened the door and took out a Golden Monkey. Yeah, baby. 
 
    He sauntered back to the living room and leered at Jan. “You want a little?” 
 
    “Very little,” she murmured, turning a page and not even looking up at him. 
 
    Ron sighed and backed out of the room. Funny, he didn’t normally feel like sex, but now he did and Jan didn’t. Jan, who got herself off with rolling pins in the middle of the night. What the hell was wrong with the world? 
 
    Well, that was okay. He had a lot of new girlfriends in the computer room. Casca and Richelle and littleangel84 and Sammi Starfish and…and wifey. Mmmm. 
 
    Ron powered up the computer, got out the vaseline, and prepared to stroke himself to heaven. 
 
    The weird thing was that heaven seemed to be harder and harder to attain. Seemed like he was going to get thick arms before a skinny dick. But…as long as he was happy, and stroking his dick did make him happy. 
 
    As he began surfing he reached up and scratched his chest. Ow! That was a little tender. And his nipples seemed a little swollen. Oh, well. The girls on the screen beckoned. 
 
      
 
    “How are you doing, Jan?” Dr. Parness sat back in his swivel and steepled his hands. 
 
    “I’m doing fine.” 
 
    “And have you noticed any reduction in your desire to, uh…masturbate?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Excellent. Then we should probably end your treatment.  Over the next month, as the drugs leave your system you should return to a normal appetite.” 
 
    Ron sat next to her, holding her hand, a smile on his face. 
 
    The doctor should have noticed the sappy smile and the glazed eyes, the growing protrusion of pectoral muscles, but his attention was on Jan, not her husband. 
 
    So Jan and Ron went home, and Jan threw out all her pills. She was happy to be off the damned things. She was eating too much chocolate, and there is only so much porn a girl could read, right? 
 
     
 
    It had been two weeks since his accident, and Ron was feeling no pain. He spent his waking hours in a robe, huddled over the computer and watching porn. 
 
    Jan had just about had enough. She was off drugs. No more Vicodin. Not even aspirin. 
 
    And her sex drive had gone to what she assumed was normal levels. 
 
    She was mildly horny, could get hornier easily, but had no more drive to pound her pud until she orgasmed. Those days were gone. 
 
    So she sat and watched Ron take his pills and beat his meat and…and it was time for him to get off the computer and give her a bit of attention. 
 
    Before it had been him who wanted to fuck all the time, and she couldn’t get off so jacked off. Now she wanted to fuck, but he was jacking off. 
 
    She walked into the computer room and said, “Okay, Ron, that’s it. Enough porn. It’s time to get up and service me.” 
 
    Ron turned his head and looked at her, he was a mess. His eyes were bleary, he had a trash can full of Golden Monkey empties, and a couple of half filled pill bottles next to him. “What?” 
 
    Jan stared past him at the pill bottles. “I thought I threw those out!” 
 
    “Oh, I saw ‘em, and I needed a bit of pain relief. Can we talk later? I’m sort of busy right now.” He nodded towards the computer screen, which showed a girl with massive tits taking it doggystyle. 
 
    Jan reached past him and picked up the bottles. 
 
    “Hey! Don’t take those. I need them.” 
 
    Jan read the labels and her eyes opened. “Ron, how long have you been taking these?” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t know. I think I started when I had a headache, before I had the accident.” 
 
    “Do you know what these are?” 
 
    “Sure. Pain pills. They work good on headaches.” 
 
    “This one is…this is Vicodin. The other one isn’t a pain pill.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” He turned back to the computer and lusted at the big boobed girl moaning about how good it was. 
 
    “Ron, these are the super estrogen pills the doctor had me take!” 
 
    “Yeah?” He tried to ignore her. “They’re good for headaches.” His hand crept down to his crotch. 
 
    “Ron!” she snapped. “Talk to me!” She gripped his shoulder and pulled and he swiveled around. His robe fell open and Jan gasped. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your…your chest.” 
 
    He looked down. He had two perfectly formed boobs. They weren’t just swollen pectorals, they were boobs, and even the nipples had gotten big and were standing up. 
 
    “I guess I need to exercise.” 
 
    “Exercise? Fuck! You need a bra!” 
 
    Ron blinked a bit, looked at her, then started to turn back to the porn. 
 
    “Stand up!” Jan commanded. 
 
    He didn’t want to, but Jan made him. 
 
    He stood, his bathrobe hung open, and she could see that he was changing. She pulled open his robe, then pulled it off him. 
 
    Ron’s chest had slenderized, and it had big boobs. His waist was a bit chubby, male chubby, love handles and all, but his hips were turning soft and round. 
 
    “Hey!” He complained. She was seriously interfering with his complacent peace of mind. 
 
    Jan was blown away. For the past couple of weeks they had gone to bed at different times. On drugs they simply had different schedules. This was the first time she had looked past the gloom of a darkened bedroom or a sleeping hulk on the bed. 
 
    She pulled him out of the computer room and down the hall to the foyer. There was a big mirror in the foyer and she pushed him in front of it. He stood, naked, and stared at his body. He was unshaven, droopy-dicked, fat hipped, and getting stacked. 
 
    He blinked a few times, then he actually said, “Hi.” 
 
    Jan shook him. “That’s not somebody else, you big dope! That’s you!” 
 
    He blinked some more. He reached up and scratched his chin. Then he reached down and squeezed his softening prick. Then he touched one boob. 
 
    “Ooh,” he shivered. “That’s sexy.” 
 
    She realized that he was totally out of it. He didn’t understand anything. He was just stoned and addicted to sex. 
 
    She frowned, and before he could stop her she went back to the computer room and grabbed all his pills. She dumped the estrogen down the toilet and hid the Vicodin.  
 
    Ron stumbled after her. He wasn’t sure what all the hub bub was, but everything was so nuts he figured he needed some more pain pills. He was just in time to see the super estrogen swirl down the john. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Jan turned to him. “Time to get sober, lover.” 
 
    “But, I…you…I need…” 
 
    But it was too late. 
 
     
 
    Ron went through withdrawals. It wasn’t totally bad, like for heroin or something, but it was bad enough. 
 
    For a day he just got grumpy. For two days after that he was shaky and really irritable. By the fourth day he started to come to himself, and he began to realize that something was wrong. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    He had awoke and sat up and realized he had boobs. 
 
    “You turned into a woman,” Jan said, heading for the bathroom. She plopped herself down on the throne and peed, and he followed her in. 
 
    “But…I’ve got tits!” 
 
    “Do you mind? I’m trying to go to the bathroom.” 
 
    But he still wasn’t thinking, just realizing. 
 
    “But how did I get tits on my chest? And what’s wrong with my dick?” 
 
    Jan sighed, flushed the toilet, and got into the shower. 
 
    “Honey? What’s going on?” 
 
    She showered, shaved her underarms, shampooed her hair. When she stepped out and toweled herself off he was just sitting on the toilet, looking distraught and hefting his boobs with his hands. He looked up, “Honey? What’s wrong with me?” 
 
    “You took the wrong pills,” she stated, then she started drying her hair and conversation was halted while the hair dryer did its work. 
 
    When she shut the machine off and touched up her hair with a brush and some spray he said, “What am I going to do?” 
 
    “Well,” stated Jan, putting her brush down. “The first thing you need to do is put on a bra.” 
 
    “A bra? But I’m a guy!” 
 
    “A guy with boobs. And you don’t want them to sag. Nothing is worse than saggy boobs.” 
 
    “Nothing?” he asked as he followed her into the bedroom. 
 
    She turned to him and said, “Ron, there’s nothing I can do about it. Maybe down the road we can get you some breast reduction surgery, but that’s on top of your other problems.” 
 
    “What other problems?” 
 
    “First, your tits are obvious. There’s no hiding that. Second, you no longer have muscle, you have a girl’s body…how are you going to drive your back hoe?” 
 
    “I can drive a…what do you mean a girl’s body?” 
 
    “Third,” she ignored him, “it looks like your weenie is having some problems.” 
 
    They looked down at his dong and inspected his dick. 
 
    It hung. Limp. Without the constant stroking he had been engaging in before he went cold turkey it had slimmed down. It was now about half the size it normally was and about as rigid as a worm on downers. 
 
    Ron stared at his poor peeny. 
 
    Jan reached down, grabbed it and frowned. She was back to ‘normal,’ and she had normal sex drive, but she wasn’t going to get much driving out of this little sack. 
 
    “Why isn’t it getting hard?” he asked, stupidly. 
 
    “Too much estrogen. It overwhelmed your testosterone. Look,” she put a hand to his face, “Even your whiskers are turning soft and girly. And your hair is getting longer. 
 
    “But this can’t be happening to me!” 
 
    She patted his face. “Honey, it’s happened. Now, no more pills. Knock off the Golden Monkey…” 
 
    “I can’t drink any more Golden Monkey?” he wailed. 
 
    “And get back to a proper diet. We can go see the doctor next week.” 
 
    “Oh.” But he didn’t move. He just held his breasts and looked at his dick and wondered what the hell had happened. 
 
    That’s the way it is with drugs sometimes. One second you’re healthy and happy. Then a month of drugs and the next second you’re a sloppy mess. 
 
    “One thing though.” 
 
    He looked up at her. 
 
    “We need to get you into a bra. In fact, none of your regular clothes are going to fit. We might have to give you a make over.” 
 
    “A what over?” His eyes were bleary, his voice creaky and cracked, and his body was…female. 
 
    Jan sighed and headed for the bedroom. She had a bra she thought might fit him.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got good news and I’ve got bad news.” Dr. Parness had a folder open in front of him and he was perusing Ron’s records and tests. 
 
    “”Start with the good, Doc,” suggested Jan. 
 
    “The good news is that your life won’t be shortened. No organs have been injured, you should live a normal life.” 
 
    Ron gave a half smile. “Than I’ll return to normal.” 
 
    “That’s the bad news. You won’t be a man again. We can give you some medicine to make your penis erect, but your body has achieved a new balance. It will remain female.” 
 
    “But…you…but…” 
 
    Ron was wearing a bra under his shirt, and a compression vest over that. He was flat chested, though a little thick. Below the waist his penis just laid there. It hadn’t gotten hard since he gave up the drugs. 
 
    “Doc, there’s got to be something you can do!” 
 
    “Well, there are experimental procedures, but—“ 
 
    “About his erections.” 
 
    “As I said, there are drugs that will give him momentary relief from his erectile dysfunction, but—“ 
 
    “What about a penis implant?” 
 
    Dr. Parness blinked: “We can certainly look into that.” 
 
    “Excellent. That is a load off…” she looked at Ron. 
 
    Ron was softly crying. His head was down and his tears rolled down his cheeks. He looked up at her and said, “I’m a girl!” 
 
      
 
    A half hour later they were driving home. Ron was terribly sad. Jan was…normal. Whatever that was. 
 
    “Look, honey, it’s not a big deal.” 
 
    “Maybe for you! You’ve been a girl all your life. I’ve never been one. I’ve been a man! I’m a man!” 
 
    “Correction, you were a man, and now you get to experience the other side.” 
 
    “But what about sex? I don’t get boners anymore! I can’t impregnate you! What’ll I do?” 
 
    She touched his forearm and said, “Ron, honey, there’s all sorts of different kinds of sex. And we can get you a penile implant and you can have boners. Believe me, this isn’t the end of the world…it’s the start of a new adventure.” 
 
    “Easy for you to say! You never…” blah, blah, blah. 
 
    They entered the house and walked into the bedroom. Jan wanted to get into some culottes. Be a little more comfortable. Ron just wanted to lay down on the bed and cry. 
 
    Jan slipped out of her dress and pulled up some culottes. She put on a flannel shirt and knotted the front She was wearing a bra, but her expanse of boob was still easy to see. 
 
    Ron didn’t care. The horn dog was now not a horn dog. He was a sad sack feeling sorry for himself.  
 
    Jan looked at him, laying on the bed, his face hidden in his forearm. He was a pitiful figure, and she sighed. She sat down next to him, patted his butt, which was now sort of round and sexy, and said, “Okay, Ron. Let’s grab the bull by the horns.” 
 
    “The cow by the udders,” he sobbed. 
 
    “The first thing we do is make you realize that it’s not bad to have a sexy body.” 
 
    “My body isn’t sexy, It’s…fat!” 
 
    He was unaware of how many women he sounded like. 
 
    Jan grinned. She went to her drawer and began pulling out underwear. 
 
    “These are panties. As you know. Since you don’t have much of a package you’ll be wearing these.” 
 
    She tossed the panties on the bed and pushed him up on his side and started undressing him. 
 
    Ron, didn’t resist. He was hopeless. He had nothing left. 
 
    She pulled off his pants and tighty whiteys and tossed them aside. “Okay, let’s try these.” 
 
    She pulled a pair of stretchy panties up his legs. The back was thin, almost a thong, and she pulled it up tight and snugged it against his asshole. 
 
    “How does that feel?” 
 
    Ron blinked. The feel of the satiny material sliding up his legs, having his little, brown button touched. “Oh!” 
 
    “Let’s see, what do we need to do next. Hmm,” she stood back and put her chin in a hand and scrutinized his form. “I know,” she snapped her fingers. She opened a drawer and pulled out a corselet.  
 
    “What’s that?”  
 
    “It’s a half a corset. Just the thing for stubborn love handles. You are going to have to start an exercise program, though.” 
 
    She wrapped it around his midsection, hooked the fasteners together and began pulling strings on the back. 
 
    He gasped. “How can I breath?” 
 
    “You’re not supposed to breath. You’re supposed to suffer until you die of the pleasure.” 
 
    Slowly, his slightly chubby shape became svelte. His hips flared and his boobs were pushed up and became serious contenders. 
 
    “Yeah, baby!” She grinned as she tucked the strings into the back of the corselet. 
 
    “But…I can’t…” 
 
    “Take shallow breaths, high in the chest. Little ones.” 
 
    He did, and after a moment found he could actually talk, be it in a high and breathy fashion. 
 
    “Okay, what next…what next?” 
 
    Ron sat on the edge of the bed and felt like his ribs were being compressed. 
 
    Jan got out a pair of stockings and began rolling them up his legs, then stopped. “Hmmm.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “We’re going to have to depilate you.” 
 
    “Depil who?” 
 
    “Remove your hair. You don’t have a lot, but we need to get rid of even the light fuzz you have. We actually have to do your whole body, but we can just do your obvious parts now, and get your whole body later. Come into the bathroom and stand up.” 
 
    He slid off the bed and walked into the bathroom. Jan got out a spray can and sprayed foam on every bit of flesh that showed.  She waited a minute, then began wiping his hair off. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she snickered. It was actually sort of fun to play dress up. It reminded her of when she was a little girl and played with dolls. 
 
    Back into the bedroom and she rolled the stockings up his legs and attached them to straps hanging from the corselet. 
 
    Ron looked down at his legs in surprise. He had lost muscle, and now his stems looked incredible feminine. It was actually sort of sexy. 
 
    “Here, let’s remove this,” she took off his bra. His boobs, though they were big, rested on the top ‘shelf’ of the corselet. His nipples poked out, and they were very excited. 
 
    She giggled. “I used to use your cock for a yardstick of how horny you were. Now I’ll have to use there,” she pinched his nipples and he yelped and covered his boobs. 
 
    “Okay, no need for tampon…” 
 
    “What?” he shrieked. 
 
    “Just kidding,” but was she? This was getting a wee bit hot. She felt an unfamiliar warmth seeping through her vaginal area. 
 
    How about slinky, little cocktail dress. This one was an inch too long for me, it should be just about right on you.” 
 
    She helped him into a stretchy, black dress. The hem was just below the tops of his nylons and it had an open neck that exposed his expanse of chest. His arms were just a wee bit fat, but they weren’t bad. A little high rep weight lifting and his ‘guns’ would be properly feminine. 
 
    “Zowie, honey. You’re a hot, little number. All the guys are going to want to grab your buns and peek down your cleavage.” 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Just kidding.” But now she really wasn’t. He still had some male parts, but his masculinity was definitely on the wane. Men would be wanting to ‘tap into that ass,’ as they said. 
 
    She moved him to the vanity and sat him down. “Now, fingernails. Can you operate your backhoe with a nice set of stilettos?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Of course you can. You just pull levers and turn a wheel. So let’s really set you up. 
 
    She opened a nail kit and took out sandpaper, a file, and began trimming his nails. 
 
    Ron watched, and his mind felt like so much pudding. The old him would have jumped up and screamed bloody murder. The new him was too gobsmacked to do anything but watch. 
 
    Jan used her strongest glue and attached inch long tips over his nails. She shaped, prepped, and began painting.  
 
    Ron watched, almost in horror, but his groin uncomfortably hot. He wasn’t getting boners, but he still felt excitement down there. The blood was pulsing, and he was throbbing, and…he was horny. 
 
    But how does a man express his horniness when his cock doesn’t work? 
 
    She stroked down, from cuticle to tip in even strokes. Three coats. She said, “You’ll have to learn how to do this for yourself.” 
 
    “Oh,” he mumbled stupidly. 
 
    “This last coat is your hard shell finish. It’s a lacquer to harden and protect your nails. I’ve used good glue, so they shouldn’t lift, but…try not to scratch your ass.” She giggled. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    She laughed harder, and he got it. 
 
    “Oh,” somewhat dourly. 
 
    Yet, dourness was lifting. Sadness was departing. He felt excitement like a line running straight up in his chest. 
 
    “Okay. We can do your toenails later. You can wear shoes that aren’t open at the toes in the meantime.” 
 
    He frowned. He was planning on wearing his clodhoppers, or maybe his sneakers. But that obviously was not part of Jan’s plan. 
 
    “Okay,” she put little towels around his neck to protect his dress and began on his face. 
 
    “This is to clean your pores.” She scrubbed his face with little sponges. When she was done they were quite black. 
 
    “But I just took a shower this morning!” 
 
    “This dirt is from deep in your pores. A girl must do this every day. You don’t ugly blackheads spoiling your smooth flesh, do you? Or pimples? 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “I thought not. Now this is primer…” 
 
    She used creams and powders and brushes and all sorts of things as she decorated his face. 
 
    It was amazingly intimate when she used a sharp pencil to outline his eyes, and he stared at her eyes as they focused on her work. 
 
    “You make a wonderful girl, you know. Your skin is soft, that estrogen really brought out your pink side.” 
 
    “Pink side?” 
 
    “Your feminine side. The pink side. Some people call what you’re on the ‘pink path.’” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    She delicately brushed a charcoal look over his blue eyes, and it made them more colorful, sharper. And definitely more feminine. 
 
    “Okay, getting close now.” She lengthened his eyelashes, then took out a tube of lipstick. 
 
    “I have to wear that?” He was equal parts repulsed and fascinated. 
 
    “Absolutely. You aren’t a woman unless your kiss is ever present. Now, do you want me to bob your hair? Or do you want to wear one of my wigs?” 
 
    “Is my hair long enough?” 
 
    “Not really. Almost, but you’ll be a bit butch, and that’s not the look I’m striving for.” 
 
    “What look are you trying for?” 
 
    She threw a leg over him, put her arms on his shoulders and looked into his sexy eyes. “We need to convince you that there are perks to being a woman. We need to convince you that it’s fun to be a sexy object of attention.” 
 
    He started to say something, but she touched her lips gently to his, which sort of surprised him. 
 
    She drew back and there was a trace of his lipstick on her lips. What a change that was! 
 
    “I don’t expect you to have boyfriends, but you’re going to learn that it’s fun to have the door opened for you, to have men fuss over you.” 
 
    “But what if…what if somebody tries something?” 
 
    “Then you go King Kong on him. You have enough muscle left for that, I presume.” The look on her face was amused. 
 
    “I guess.” But he wasn’t sure. His muscle mass was really down. 
 
    “Okay. Let me pierce your ears and we’ll put a wig on you.” 
 
    She expected him to get a little antsy at the idea of piercing, but he took it like a…woman, and she hung a pair of small hops on each ear. 
 
    He felt them with his red tipped fingernails and marveled. 
 
    “Feels cood, eh?” 
 
    “Oh, uh…yes.” 
 
    She grinned, got out an auburn wig, which matched his own hair color surprisingly well, and fit it to him. Then, pleased, she took it off and pulled a mesh type of skull cap over his head, then she glued the wig to a strip of material on the edge of the cap. When she was done he couldn’t tell that it wasn’t his own hair. She even tugged on it lightly and it stayed. 
 
    “Look at you,” she said, standing back. “So sexy.” 
 
    Ron just stared at himself in the mirror and didn’t recognize himself. 
 
    “Okay, last step, literally.” She brought out a pair of high heels and slipped them on to his feet. They felt weird sliding onto his nylon clad feet. She helped him to stand, and he wobbled and held onto the back of a chair. 
 
    “Don’t worry. You’ll get used to them pretty quick, and then that’s all you’ll want to wear. 
 
    For an hour Ron staggered around the house, his ankles wobbling, grabbing on to things lest he fall. But she was right. After an hour, though his feet ached a bit, he could walk fairly easily. 
 
    “Put your feet on a line, that will make your ass sway. And put your heel down first and make that clicking sound. The world should always know when a sexy woman is coming. 
 
    And, they went out. Just a short drive, Jan promised. And it was, to a nearby park. Then she pulled into the parking lot. “Let’s take a walk.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” he gasped. The O his mouth made was very sexy. 
 
    Jan was really liking this look. It had turned from playing dress up to dolls to outright horniness. She was actually getting wet down there. She had never been attracted to women, but this was…hot. 
 
    And he wasn’t really a woman, right? 
 
    Even if it didn’t work he still had a dick. And someday, in the next couple of weeks, it would work, after a fashion. 
 
    She was so damned wet she couldn’t wait. 
 
    “Yes,” she said. She got out of the car—she was driving because he couldn’t drive in heels, at least not yet—and walked around to the passenger door. She opened it and stepped back and swept her hand to indicate he should exit. 
 
    “Oh, God. Oh, God!” He swiveled his legs out as he had been shown, then, using her hand for balance, he stood up. 
 
    He was taller than her in his heels, but it wasn’t too bad. She took his hand and led him on a short path around a small lake. 
 
    He walked, practiced walking, and was so nervous he thought he was going to have a heart attack. But couples passed them, smiled at them. Runners trotted past them without slowing. An old lady feeding ducks didn’t even look up at the sight of two woman walking hand in hand. 
 
    “Told you so, told you so. Now you have to suck my toe,” Jan chanted. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    She just laughed, and felt like she had one of those PGAD itches between her legs. Well, not like PGAD, but a distinct horniness. She wanted to be fucked, and suddenly she couldn't wait for the next week. 
 
      
 
    Ron spent the next week exploring clothes and make up and fashions. he read fashion magazines and actually found them interesting. He even got a little into Grace Mansfield, and he saw why his wife liked that author so much. 
 
    Then Friday arrived. Time for an operation. At nine in the morning, dressed like a man but feeling decidedly feminine, Ron walked into the hospital. Jan held his hand, and both were nervous. 
 
    The operation only took an hour. Ron was given a general anesthetic and followed the operation with interest. He couldn't feel a thing, but people were handling his penis. Talk about a mind fuck. 
 
    And he left the hospital, hand in hand with Jan, much as he had arrived. 
 
    At home they inspected the operation with intense interest. He couldn’t feel a thing, but his penis felt a little stiffer. He had two inflatable tubes in it, so no wonder. 
 
    “God, I want to try it out!” 
 
    Jan pressed up against him and was obviously horny. 
 
    “One month,” she whispered, then she kissed him passionately. 
 
    Ron was so damned horny he couldn’t stand it. He had dick and balls, and though his pecker didn’t get hard he could feel everything. His libido, because he still had his balls, was unimpaired. And now, a few pumps of the fingers, according to the doctor, and he could fuck again! 
 
    But he had a one month recovery time. 
 
    Talk about excruciating agony. 
 
    But, though he couldn’t pump up an erection that didn’t mean he couldn’t get Jan off. Night after night—she seemed hornier than ever now, though not in the frantic ‘rolling pin’ way—he buried his face between her thighs. Over the weeks they had explored sex in this way, and he was starting to enjoy eating her to a mind shattering orgasm. 
 
    And, he used his fingers. All of his fingers, then his whole hand. 
 
    If this was normal then Jan loved it. She had gone from being obsessed and compelled, frantic and desperate, to exploring the wonder of the human touch. 
 
    Finally, however, a month passed, and Ron was ready to find out if the penile implant actually worked. 
 
      
 
    On a Friday night Ron came home from work. He still dressed like a man when he worked, but he couldn’t wait to doff his duds and dress up like a woman. He loved the free feeling of a dress, countered by the restrictions of under garments. 
 
    Once dressed he worked on make up, and Jan helped him, but he was getting better and better, and it was actually fun to sit and stare at himself in a mirror and watch the transformation. 
 
    They decided to go out and celebrate, to have a few drinks and a small meal, and up the anticipation they were feeling for their coming tryst. They headed out to the Cow Shed restaurant—that was the name, all right—and ordered a couple of drinks. A margarita for her and a bourbon and Coke for…her. The second her being him. 
 
    They toasted, sipped, danced a little, and didn’t care that people were staring at the obviously gay couple. Let the world sneer at Lesbians, they knew the truth. 
 
    Then they sat down and ate dinner, and…went home. 
 
    “Mmmm. I love the taste of you,” Jan hugged him, and he hugged her right back. They fused their lips together and fell on the bed. They rolled, feeling each other’s body, grabbing tit and ass and exploring genitals. 
 
    Ron hooked some fingers into Jan’s orifice and brought her to a humping peak, but not over. He knew she wanted the full penile orgasm. 
 
    She groped his package, and then slithered a hand up his crack and tickled his asshole. Over the last few weeks he had enjoyed this anal stimulation. Very much. 
 
    Clothes began to fly through the air, and shortly Ron had his panties down and his pecker out. He was poised right over Jan’s moist slit and ready to go. 
 
    “How does it work?” she asked, even though she knew. They had gone over this a dozen times in the last month. 
 
    “Feel this little cap here, hanging down between my balls?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Go ahead. Start squeezing it, and feel my penis when you do.” 
 
    Ron sat back and Jan sat between his legs. With her thumb and forefinger she began squeezing the little cap. 
 
    He felt it first, right from the start. The sensation of something moving inside his penis. Then she felt it. She looked up at him in awe. “I can feel it!” 
 
    “Keep pumping baby. You pump it until I can pump you.” 
 
    They snickered and she kept pumping. Squeeze after squeeze, and his penis lifted up, grew stiffer and stiffer. Finally it was done. 
 
    They sat back and looked at his penis. It was trembling. It wasn’t throbbing like it did when blood coursed through it, but it was excited, and exciting. 
 
    “Here we go, baby,” he whispered. 
 
    Giggling, an excited look in her eyes, she pulled his hips. Her eyes opened as, for the first time in months, she felt an object in her pussy. A real object, not an object object, but a penis object. Warm and hot and even a little drippy. 
 
    He grinned and began to fuck her. He humped and he pumped, and she spread her legs and held on to him. 
 
    After being deprived, after having ED, Ron was ready, and he was excited and patient at the same time. He took his time, pushing his shaft gently into her, scoring her walls with the head of his dick. This was like when he used to fuck, but…better. It wasn’t an unconscious, unaware pumping of the penis, it was long and hard and loving. 
 
    Jan was stunned by how different it felt. She had been so abused by the PGAD that she thought objects inserted into her pussy were the real thing. But now, feeling his passion, feeling the hot flesh of his hard cock, she knew the lie of her gone disease. 
 
    For long minutes he fucked her, and he waited for the trigger to click, for the little switch deep inside to click and let him know that an orgasm was on the way. 
 
    She began to climb the mountain, and suddenly she fell off. She felt herself lose control, be lifted way high, to float, unable to breath, unable to do anything but be awed at this magnificent gift. 
 
    He felt her gripping him harder, then squeezing him, her muscles in seizure, her eyes rolled back so that only the whites showed. 
 
    Then she began to come down. To relax. To live and breath and luxuriate in the warm glow of spirituality that good sex can bring. 
 
    He gently pulled out, his dick still as hard as when it went in, glistening with her juices. He rolled off her and lay on his back, his penis pointed straight up. 
 
    For a long minute they just lay there and breathed, then Jan said, “You didn’t cum.” 
 
    “No.” He was disappointed, but at least he had gotten her off. 
 
    “That’s okay, we’ll do it again.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    Over the coming weeks they tried again and again. They even had a meeting with Doc Parness. 
 
    No orgasm for Ron. 
 
    Apparently, while over 80% of the men who had penile implants could cum, he was one of the few who couldn’t. 
 
    It made him sad, but, still, he could get Jan off. And that was what he was going to have to settle for. 
 
    Until, one night, after he had fucked her to a frothy orgasm, she turned to him and laid the subject out. 
 
    “Look, Ron, it’s obvious what has happened.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She turned on her side, supported her head one one arm, and played with his still erect penis. “When I was messed up, when I had PGAD, it was because of an injury. Now, we can go through the testing, but the backhoe falling on you, that probably resulted in PGAD for you. You’ve probably got some damage down there.” 
 
    He didn’t disagree. He remembered the time after the accident and how messed up he had been. “So what do we do about it.” 
 
    “Well, you could go for a regimen of tests and pills and what ifs and all that…” 
 
    “Or?” 
 
    “Or there’s other ways to have sex.” 
 
    “What ways?” 
 
    She jumped up and climbed onto his penis. She sat there and they felt his hard shaft inside her. “Do you like being a woman?” 
 
    “I love it,” he answered honestly. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Well, on the surface, it is so cool to wear the underwear. It reminds you all day that you’re a woman. Then the dress, feeling the wind caress your legs. And it’s a lot of fun to put on the make up.” 
 
    “And how about how people treat you?” 
 
    He nodded. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but men are easy.” 
 
    Jan laughed delightedly. “In the best way,” she agreed. 
 
    “So what did you have in mind?” 
 
    “I think you should go ahead and explore the possible ways a woman can have sex.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose, but I’m not sure exactly where you’re going with this.” 
 
    She gave a wiggle, and sighed, then lifted off his penis. 
 
    She got off the bed and went to her dresser. She took out a mess of straps and looked at him. “I got this a week ago. Just in case. If you don’t want to I understand.” 
 
    “If I don’t want to what?” 
 
    For answer she stepped into the straps and adjusted them, then she took a plastic penis out of the drawer and snapped it into the socket in the groin area of the straps. 
 
    She stepped over next to the bed and looked down at him. “Are you man enough to be a woman?” 
 
    Ron’s eyes were open, his mouth opened a bit, then he closed his mouth and nodded. “We can do this.” 
 
    “Then I want you to turn around on all fours. And leave your cock hard.” 
 
    Ron followed her directions, and she stepped in between his legs. 
 
    Jan dipped her fingers into a jar of lube and touched his asshole. 
 
    He gasped. 
 
    “Okay? It didn’t hurt?” 
 
    “God, it felt good!” 
 
    She smiled and began reaming him, using one finger at first, then increasing the number of fingers until she had four fingers in his asshole. 
 
    Ron was relaxed. He wanted this. He wanted to feel like a woman. He relaxed and she opened up his rectum and rubbed on all his nerves. Shortly he was moaning and twitching. His cock hung down, hard, and it was dripping pre-cum. 
 
    “Okay, honey. Here we go.” 
 
    She stepped forward and slipped her penis into him. 
 
    To Ron it felt like something opened his asshole, shot a big wave up his spine, and his scalp lifted off. 
 
    “AHHH!” Then he felt forward. His fall caught Jan by surprise and she had been relying on him for balance. She fell, too, and her cock was rammed, by her whole body weight, up his man pussy. 
 
    Ran cried out, but not in pain. it was all pure pleasure. 
 
    Jan began to hump him. She dug deep between his buns and pushed her big cock to the balls. 
 
    He moaned, and he tried to wiggle his ass and fuck back. 
 
    She drew her weight back a little and he pushed his ass back, waggling, corkscrewing, trying to get as much penis as he could. 
 
    He kept mumbling things. “Fuck!” “Oh, God!” “Gah…” 
 
    The orgasm, when it hit was immense. He had never felt anything like this in his life. It was better than any male orgasm he had ever experienced. It ripped out from his balls, up his shaft, and he knew he was cumming. He could hardly think, he was mind blasted, but…it was incredible. 
 
    Now this was something he could get addicted to, and he began to laugh. Then he felt Jan collapse on him, and she was laughing. 
 
    And they laughed and laughed and laughed…and then did it again. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    He was playing poker with three women. 
 
    Janice, his wife, was blonde and had a body that wouldn’t quit. Her blue eyes were scintillating and seemed to look right through him. 
 
    Her sister, Maggie, was brunette with green eyes. She had a great body, real hourglass, and heavy on the top. Sigh. 
 
    The third woman was named Susie, and they called her Susie Q. after the song. She was perhaps the most dazzling of the three women. She had dark hair and blue eyes. Pale blue eyes, ‘gunfighter eyes’ some people referred to them as. 
 
    All of them were smiling at him right then. 
 
    “You gonna bet, Jack?” 
 
    Jack was a slender fellow, handsome enough, and right then he was being put upon. 
 
    “I don’t…” he contemplated his cards. Eight, nine, ten, jack. And a four of spades. But the first four cards were all hearts. He almost had a straight flush. And he had a queen of hearts up his sleeve. For real. 
 
    “Bawk, bawk!” Janice teased. 
 
    He frowned at her. 
 
    “I thought you said your hubby had a pair.” 
 
    He frowned at Maggie, who was grinning at him. 
 
    “Easy girls. He just can’t make up his mind. Sort of like a man.” Susie Q laughed at him and the others chuckled. 
 
    He looked at the backs of their hands and wished he could see through the cards. Still, he had an idea what they were holding. Maggie was betting like she had three of a kind. 
 
    Susie Q was trying to round out a straight. 
 
    His wife…he didn’t know. She knew him too well and she kept her face straight. 
 
    But he had a gut feeling she had nothing. 
 
    He sighed. There was a chunk of change on the table, but he was almost tapped out. If he bet this hand and got something good, they would raise him right out of the game. 
 
    Or would they? 
 
    It was all calculations, but they might settle for breaking him, taking all his money and not just making him fold. 
 
    Still, he almost thought about folding right then, but…he kept thinking about the queen up his sleeve. 
 
    He was good with his hands. He practiced magic tricks on the side. He was positive he could replace whatever they gave him with a queen. He was guaranteed a straight flush no matter what. 
 
    Of course he was cheating, but…but he was greedy.  
 
    Normally he was an honest person, but poker brought out the worst in him. 
 
    He could do it. And if he felt bad he could fess up and call it a joke. 
 
    Yeah, that’s what he would do. 
 
    “I’m in,” he said, and pushed a few chips into the pot. He had almost nothing left, but…they would keep it down. Or he would fold. But they weren’t going to let him fold. He was sure of it. 
 
    Janice dealt the cards. 
 
    Jack looked at his card, four of hearts. Fuck. Okay, he was going to do it. 
 
    Thinking his way through it, watching the girls study their cards, he switched the cards, and he suddenly had a straight flush. 
 
    Yee haw! He was going to be the winner. 
 
    Of course he should probably tell them. Give the money back. But right then…he had to be the winner. 
 
    “What are your bets?” 
 
    Jack didn’t even wait. He blurted, “This is all I’ve got.” 
 
    They looked at him, a couple of smirks and a chuckle. 
 
    “You gonna fold?” 
 
    “I’ve got a good hand. It’ll beat you all.” 
 
    “Yeah, right,” Janice snickered. “You’re just trying to bluff us.” 
 
    “Nope. I’ve got a hand that will win, and I don’t want you to make me fold by betting too high.” 
 
    “So if you’ve got such a good hand we should make you fold.” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    Jack sat back and smiled, “Then you’ll never know how badly I’ve got you beat.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other. 
 
    “He’s messing with us,” said Susie Q. 
 
    “Doing a good job of it.” interjected Maggie. 
 
    Jack was pretty sure he had them then. He had appealed to their curiosity, and curiosity could kill a cat. 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Janice. “He’s got that look in his eyes.” 
 
    They commenced to arguing about the worth of his hand, and Jack suddenly said, “Bawk, bawk!” 
 
    His sister laughed. “Oh, you asshole.” 
 
    The other two girls chuckled, and Susie Q gave in. “Okay, he’s got what three blues and a red…that’s what I’m betting.” 
 
    Jack kept the smile off his face. 
 
    Maggie sighed. “All right. I’ll pay, but if he doesn’t have something good somebody’s going to owe me big time.” She pushed some chips onto the table. 
 
    That left his wife, and he was sure what she would do. She hemmed, she hawed, but she gave in. “Okay.” She pushed her chips in. 
 
    “Okay, Maggie, show us your hand.” 
 
    Maggie flipped it over, and she had a pair of kings. “I should have dropped out.” 
 
    Janice turned her cards over. Full house. Lotta meat there, but Jack had it beat. 
 
    “Okay, Jack, you’re next. Let’s find out what we bought.” 
 
    Jack flipped his cards over one by one and counted: “eight, nine, ten, jack and…queen! All hearts.” The table erupted in laughter and groans.  
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I was sure he was bluffing!” 
 
    Susie Q just looked at his cards and frowned. 
 
    “Well, if it’s okay with you girls…” he reached out his arms to rake in the pot. 
 
    Susie Q cleared her throat. Everybody looked at her. 
 
    “I’ve got you beat.” 
 
    Jack’s heart dropped. He had a straight flush! Nobody was beating that! “No,” he blurted. 
 
    “Yep. Are you ready for the bad news?” 
 
    Jack sat back, the other girls leaned forward. 
 
    Susie Q flipped a card over. A nine. A nine. A nine. She had two cards left, but even if she had a full house or four of a kind, a straight flush was higher. He frowned at her confidence. 
 
    She flipped over a deuce.  
 
    Everybody was confused now, and she said, “Jack, my next card isn’t a deuce, or four of a kind, but I guarantee I’ve got you beat.” 
 
    “Nah,” he scoffed. Yet she was studying him with a determined grin. 
 
    “Is there anything you want to say before I show you the winning card? 
 
    “Nope.” He gulped. He didn’t know what was going to happen, but…he was feeling hemmed in. 
 
    “Okay, then. Here is the winning card.” She flipped her last card over and everybody stared at it. 
 
    It was the queen of hearts. 
 
    Janice didn’t get it for a second, neither did Maggie, then the light came into her eyes. “He’s got a queen of hearts.” 
 
    They all looked at him. 
 
    Jack got a sickly look on his face. Busted. And he hadn’t had time to tell them it was a joke. 
 
    “Look, I can explain. It was a—“ 
 
    Susie Q launched herself at him. Maggie was a split second behind her. 
 
    He thought he could beat either of the women, but not both of them, though the simple fact was that either woman could take him down. They both were trained MMA fighters. 
 
    Janice just sat with her mouth open. 
 
    Jack tried to wiggle out, chairs were flying, cards were in the air, chips everywhere, but suddenly his arm was being stretched out and a leg was over his throat. 
 
    “You got something to tie him up with?” 
 
    Janice stirred. “Yes. We actually have a set of handcuffs.” 
 
    “Go get them.” 
 
    Jack tried to tell his wife not to, but he was having trouble breathing, and his arm was stretching out of the socket. 
 
    A few seconds later Janice brought in the handcuffs. They actually had four pairs of cuffs. They had them for a little fun and games on their poster bed. 
 
    Quickly they handcuffed his arms behind him, then they lifted him into a chair and handcuffed his ankles to the chair legs. It was a sturdy chair, and he was caught. 
 
      
 
    Jack sat and was a confusion of emotions. He had been manhandled by a bunch of girls. Actually, only two girls. His wife had just stood and watched. 
 
    His wife hadn’t gone to bat for him. Of course she had a big grin on her face. 
 
    He had cheated and been caught. But he was only joking, but…he knew he was caught and it was getting a bit late to claim he had only been joking. 
 
    The girls righted the card table and the chairs. They picked up the money and the chips and the cards, and they sat down. 
 
    Jack faced them. “Look, I apologize, but…I really didn’t mean to keep the money. I just wanted to see the look on your faces when I pulled a straight flush. 
 
    Maggie asked, “How do I look?” She crossed her eyes and stuck her tongue out the corner of her mouth. 
 
    The other girls laughed, but Jack groaned. 
 
    Still, there were smiles on the other girls’ faces. There was hope. Hopefully. 
 
    “What we got here,” Janice quipped, “is a failure to communicate.” It was a line from ‘Cool Hand Luke,’ one of Jack’s favorite movies. Luke, in the end of the movie, is not treated favorably. 
 
    “You know, he’s pretty good. I never saw the switch.” 
 
    “Jack likes to do magic tricks. He’s got fast hands.” 
 
    “Yeah, I screwed up. I can see that what I did wasn’t all that funny. But you can let me go now.” 
 
    They ignored me and went to talking about themselves. 
 
    “You know, in the real world we would take a bozo who cheated and dangle him out a window. At least four stories. And see how long we could could hold him before our hands gave out.” 
 
    “That might make the sidewalk a wee bit messy.” 
 
    “Or, we could take him out in the country and bury him up to his neck. Just leave him for the critters to come pee on. 
 
    Janice giggled. 
 
    “Oh, come on,” Jack begged. “This is just a penny ante poker game. I didn’t even want to play, if you recall.” 
 
    “You know, the problem is that he’s married to Janice.” 
 
    “I know. If it wasn’t for that I’d take him up to the fifth floor right now.” Susie Q held her hand up as if she was holding something, then she lowered her hand, “Sweeee…SPLAT!” She opened her hand as if it exploded. 
 
    Janice bit her lip and managed not to laugh. 
 
    “Honey? Can you get me out of this? I really didn’t mean to hurt anybody’s feelings.” 
 
    “Jack,” she held out her hands as if she was helpless, “I’ve told you before that your little jokes aren’t that funny.” 
 
    Maggie: “So he’s done this kind of thing before?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Jack is renowned for his poor sense of humor.” 
 
    “Okay….yeah. Sometimes I go overboard, but this…this is false imprisonment.” 
 
    Susie Q tapped a too with one fingernail, “It’s funny that he brings up prison. I wonder what the guys in prison would do to him if they caught him cheating. 
 
    “Oh, Lord. His asshole would be instantly enlarged.” 
 
    The girls were silent then, still smiling, but considering. 
 
    Susie Q turned to Janice. “Do you mind if we make his asshole a little larger?” 
 
    “Jack’s asshole? Hmmm. Leet me think…” 
 
    “Guys…guys…this is going too far.  Just because I played a joke that didn’t go over well.” 
 
    “Once,” Janice said, “He put a picture of Yoda in the toilet. Stupid, but it actually scared the crap out of me when I lifted the lid.” 
 
    They all snickered. 
 
    “But you’re laughing now! So it wasn’t that bad!” 
 
      
 
    “And one time, we were at the country club for a dance, he put a pair of pants on the toilet leading to a pair of shoes. Looked like somebody was in the stall. Guys were coming out and pissing in the bushes.” 
 
    Maggie muffled a spurt of laughter. 
 
    “See!” Jack yelled. “You’re laughing!” 
 
    “So…Jack’s asshole. I suppose you could do anything you wanted to it and he’d appreciate the humor. Right, Jack?” 
 
    Jack look desperately at Janice. “Please, honey. Help me out here.” 
 
    Janice turned to the other two girls and asked in a most insincere voice, “Please don’t treat my husband the way he treats everybody.” 
 
    Jack groaned. Janice wasn’t helping him out at all. 
 
    “Okay, okay.” Susie Q stated. “We know we can’t drop Jack on his his head, even though that probably wouldn’t hurt him. But there’s got to be something that we can do that will put the fear of Loki into him.”  
 
    Loki was the God of Mischief. 
 
    Jack looked around desperately. He pulled on the cuffs, but they were tight. He thought about trying to upset the chair and whether it would break. But even if he did the girls would just wrestle him down and put him in a stronger chair. 
 
    “You know, I have an idea,” Janice spoke casually. 
 
    “Out with it, girlfriend.” 
 
    “It’s sort of nasty and appropriate at the same time.” 
 
    She had their attention now. 
 
    “I hate to admit it, but Jack likes porn.” 
 
    “No!” The other two girls mocked up being aghast, as if the whole world didn’t love porn. 
 
    “Yes, he’s one of those perverted types. Never pleases his wife, denies her his boner, stays in his little cubby hole and plays with his little penis.” 
 
    “Janice!” Jack was turning red. 
 
    “That’s terrible!” 
 
    “You poor thing!” 
 
    “Yes, I am quite put upon. But…” She gave a couple of phony sniffs, “I bear up under the abuse.” 
 
    Everybody looked at Jack, and Maggie said, “Bad Jack!” 
 
    “But,” Janice continued, the point is this. “He watches videos of women being abused, and I do mean abused. I checked his history once and he goes to some pretty weird sites. And what I’m thinking,” she paused dramatically, “Is that we go through his history and find the last three really kinky things and do them to him.” 
 
    They looked at Jack, and the light was in their eyes. 
 
    “No!” said Jack. He tried to remember what the last things he saw on the net were. Mostly it was big boobed girls getting fucked. But he did go off exploring sometimes. So what had he last seen that might be…dangerous? 
 
    “Ooh. I like it.” 
 
    “Of course we couldn’t just bring a hooker and have him fuck her.” 
 
    “No. No. But we could go back through his history and eliminate simple fucks, and things like that.” 
 
    “We could look for things that might compromise him, embarrass him.” 
 
    Susie Q turned to Janice. “You know, this is dangerous ground for you.” 
 
    Janice just smiled. “I know Jack. Inside his perverted heart he wants this stuff, or he wouldn’t be looking at it in the first place.” 
 
    “Wait a minute!” Jack had been stunned, listening in astonishment. He couldn’t believe they were actually considering this. “You can’t do something like this! What if I was just curious? What if I went somewhere by accident?” 
 
    “Well, Jack,” answered Maggie, “Then whatever we do to you is because we are curious.” 
 
    Susie Q: “Or just an accident.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! This is wrong! It’s immoral!” 
 
    “Says the guy watching porn,” and they all laughed. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get started. Maggie, you go get the liquor. Janice, you get his laptop.” 
 
    “But what will you do?” asked Jack’s wife. 
 
    Susie Q smiled. She was the diabolical one here. “I will get a very sharp knife and removed Jack’s clothes.” 
 
    You would have thought Susie Q had just told the funniest joke in history. The girls laughed hysterically, and Janice said, “Just what you’ve always wanted, Jack. Three sexy women all to yourself!” 
 
    Janice got up and went back to the computer room and got the laptop. She brought it out and placed it on the table and powered it up. 
 
    Maggie went to the kitchen and filled three glasses with ice cubes. She brought the glasses, a six pack of Coke, and a bottle of bourbon back to the game room and set everything on the table. 
 
    Susie Q reached into her purse and took out a pocket knife. She pressed a button and it sprang open, and it was long and narrow and glinted in the light. It looked very sharp. 
 
    Maggie poured a bit of bourbon and Coke into each glass and handed them out. 
 
    “Mmm,” murmured Maggie, taking a sip. “This is good stuff.” 
 
    Susie Q sawed up a pant leg and reached the groin. She looked at Jack with an evil grin. “Careful, Jack. I don’t want to cut too deeply.” 
 
    Jack shivered at the look in her eyes and held himself very still. 
 
    “Ah, here we go…Jack’s history.” 
 
    Susie Q’s ears perked up as she cut past Jack’s package, then she blurted, “Holy shit! He’s commando!” 
 
    It was true. Jack’s cock and balls were fully exposed. His cock was erect, red, and bobbing. 
 
    “Jack! Did you really forget to wear your underwear tonight?” His wife chuckled. 
 
    “He’s got a pretty good package,” appreciated Maggie. 
 
    “It’s okay. Of course he spends too much time practicing onanism and not enough time with his wife.” Janice sniffed. 
 
    “Men,” snorted Susie Q, slicing down the other pant leg. In a moment she ripped the mangled jeans off Jack’s frame. 
 
    Maggie: “Do you think he’s erect because he loves us?” 
 
    Janice answered, “Jack loves anything to do with his balls and cock. He’s a pretty one track mind. 
 
    “That’s great. He’ll really love what we do to him tonight. What’s on his history?” 
 
    While Susie Q cut off his shirt Maggie and Janice perused the list of Jack’s filthy interests. 
 
    “Let’s see. He obviously like big boobs.” 
 
    “I can testify to that,” Janice chimed in, and they all laughed. 
 
    “And he seems to like…anal. Un oh, Jack. You might be in trouble here. You don’t mind if we fuck his asshole, do you?” 
 
    Janice was already feeling the alcohol. “Nope.” 
 
    “Honey! You can’t mean that!” 
 
    She turned to him, “How many times have you tried to fuck my asshole?” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Susie Q quipped. “He’s agreeing. He wants to Butt…butt…” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “What’s next?” 
 
    Well, let’s see, there’s different positions. Something called the Amazon. Oh, it’s just the woman stands inside the man’s legs and fucks him. Full insertion, but she’s in the male dominant position. 
 
    “Jack!” Janice looked at him. “So that’s what you were doing the other night!” She shut up and her face got red, but she was smiling. The other two girls were laughing. 
 
    “Here’s a section on horror porn.” Susie Q was done with Jack’s clothing. He sat, naked, throbbing, and even dripping, and she went around to see what the girls were looking at. 
 
    “Ew! Gross! Somebody throws mud on themselves, puts on a halloween mask and…that doesn’t even look fun!” 
 
    “I don’t know,” said Susie Q. “Look at the dildo’s they use.” 
 
    On the videos they were using big dildos designed in the weirdest shapes. There were pig dildos, horse dildos, snake dildos…” 
 
    “Do snakes have penises?” asked Maggie. 
 
    “They lay eggs, I thought,” muttered Susie Q. 
 
    “We could stuff a bunch of hard boiled eggs up his ass and make him lay them.” They all cackled at the thought of Jack squatting, red-faced, and shitting out eggs. 
 
    “What if one went in too far? Maybe got stuck?” 
 
    “Then we would have to hang him upside down and bounce him till it came out his mouth.” 
 
    Again, they cackled. Jack was not cackling. 
 
    “This is enough,” he stated intently. “You guys have to let me go.” 
 
    They ignored him and kept talking amongst themselves. “Okay, we have somebody shove eggs up his ass, or use a big dildo on his butt.” 
 
    Two hands went up, and his butt won. 
 
    Jack groaned. 
 
    “Okay, we need something else. What else is in his history?” 
 
    “Here’s a section on amputee sex.” 
 
    His wife looked at him. “That’s not even sexy, Jack.” She was serious. She frowned and looked back at his history. 
 
    “Gangbangs…we could all do him.” 
 
    “Sloppy seconds with that asshole? You have no idea where it’s been.” 
 
    They were back to giggling, and they poured some more liquor into their glasses. 
 
    “You want a drink, Jack? It might help when we start playing our practical joke on you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered. 
 
    Janice held the bottle to his lips and he took a big glug. No ice and Coke for him. 
 
    He choked, sputtered, and felt the fire descending to his belly. Fuck, he needed more. It hurt, but what they were planning to do to him… 
 
    “More?” 
 
    Janice gave him another glug, and he managed to sneak out an extra gulp before she took the bottle away. 
 
    “Now, now, Jack. We don’t want you sloppy drunk when you get your comeuppance.” 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry! Please forgive me! I’m your husband, you have to help me out.” 
 
    Janice pursed her lips, considered him, then turned to the other two girls, who were listening with amused expressions. “What’s next on his history?” 
 
    “ARGH!” Jack groaned. 
 
    “Let’s see, horror porn, disgusting, and, uh…more big tits.” 
 
    “Muscular women.” 
 
    “That’s us,” quipped Susie Q, flexing a bicep. 
 
    Then Janice gasped. 
 
    “What?” the other two focused on the screen. 
 
    They were looking at the website for ‘The House of Gord.’ 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    “Look at her!” 
 
    “That’s impossible.” 
 
    In shock, the girls sat back. 
 
    Jack turned white. The House of Gord. He didn’t know what they were looking at, but with the House of Gord it couldn’t be good. 
 
    “Do you think…” 
 
    And Janice dropped the bomb. “He made one of these. He actually has the motor and…and the dildo…and everything!” 
 
    “Does it work?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. He has been trying to get me to do it for years. He hooked it up to an old lawn mower. He doesn’t talk about it much, he knows it is way beyond simple kink, but…when he’s drunk he tries to convince me to do it. 
 
    Susie and Janice faced him. 
 
    Susie Q said, “Is that true, Jack? Do you have one of these? Did you actually try to get your wife to…to let you…do this to her?” 
 
    “Hey…no. It’s like the ace of spades. It’s a joke.” 
 
    Janice laughed. “It’s a pretty serious joke. Give me the bottle. Let’s get him a little drunk and he’ll tell us all about it. 
 
    The bottle was handed to her and she held it so Jack could glug. And glug and glug. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whispered. Alcohol was dribbling down his bare skin. 
 
    Susie Q moved closer and took his cock in her hand. She began stroking. Janice had a twisted smile on her face. She didn’t mind that somebody was stroking her husband, except to caution, “Don’t let him cum.” 
 
    “Not a chance.” 
 
    Suddenly Maggie gasped. Janice and Susie Q turned to her. 
 
    “You’ve got to look at this.” 
 
    The two girls rejoined her at the card table and stared at the computer. Their mouths slowly dropped. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “You can’t be serious!” 
 
    “But look how much time he spends on this stuff.” 
 
    Maggie pressed the back button again and again. 
 
    “Hold it, let me look at this website.” 
 
    “What are you looking at? What website?” Jack craned his neck as if he could stretch it six feet, turn it around, and see what they were looking at. 
 
    “Holy crap! This is real!” 
 
    “Not only real…it’s a lifestyle. We do this to him and…it’s going to last longer than a night.” 
 
    Janice straightened up and considered her husband. “You know, that would be the cure for his practical joking. I figured, once we started talking about the house of Gord, that we would be here all weekend. But, you’re right. This is just the start. We do this and…and he’s in it for good. This is a major lifestyle change.”               
 
    Susie Q straightened up and joined Janice in staring at Jack. 
 
    “Are you ready for such a thing?” 
 
    “Tell the truth? I think it’s sort of hot. In fact, not just sorta. It’s damned hot. To do that stuff…and then…of course…yeah…yeah. I’m interested in pursuing this.” 
 
    Maggie straightened up and closed the computer. She poured some more drinks, then held the bottle for Jack. The bottle was almost empty. 
 
    “We’re going to need some help.” 
 
    “I think the whole neighborhood would help. Jack has been playing his stupid jokes for years. I doubt if he has a friend left in this neighborhood. 
 
    Jack was getting a trifle woozy from all the alcohol. “What are you bozos planning?” 
 
    “Oh, ho! He calls us bozos.” 
 
    “Yeah. Bozos. You gotta let me go. This is cruel and unusual. I’ll take you to court.” 
 
    “I think he’s talking about you,” Maggie said to Janice. 
 
    “What do I care. Community property.” 
 
    They all giggled. Jack glowered. The liquor was getting to him. 
 
    “I’m warning you guys…” 
 
    Susie Q snorted. “I’m a little tired of his mouth.  Shush, Jack.” 
 
    “You shush.” Yes, he was drunk. It had hit him fast, but he was tired of being tied up and threatened. 
 
    Maggie suddenly bent over, reached up under her dress and started wiggling. Everybody watched her. She pulled her panties down, stepped out of them and held them up. There was a bit of moisture where her pussy had touched. 
 
    “Here, Jack.” 
 
    She stepped forward and grabbed the back of his head. 
 
    Jack struggled. He clamped his mouth shut. 
 
    Susie Q joined in and helped hold his head and clamped his nose shut. 
 
    Jack was caught, as if his head was in a vice. Air began to become precious, and he felt his blood pounding in his head and he became dizzy. At last, he could hold it no more. He opened his mouth and  inhaled, and as air was drawn into his mouth so were Maggie’s panties. 
 
    Jack breathed, but his mouth was stuffed with smelly material. He could taste Maggie’s pussy. It was a strong odor that filled his senses. He tried to spit out the panties, but Janice opened a drawer, pulled out some duc tape and tossed it to Susie Q. Susie ripped off a strip and slapped it over his mouth. 
 
    Drunk, pissed, naked, his mouth full of dirty panties, Jack glared at the girls. 
 
    Janice picked up the phone and said, “Okay, girls. His machine is in the basement, we need to go to a sex store to get some stuff, and…I’ll call some neighbors and find out if they’re interested in helping us out. 
 
    Jack glared, and stared, and wanted to scream, to tell these girls off. But, too bad, so sad, his mouth was full of panties.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Wow, Jack. You really fucked up.” 
 
    Tom Jefferson sat at the table and looked at Jack. 
 
    “Mummphum!” Jack tried to speak past the dirty panties in his mouth but was having no luck. 
 
    “Did you really cheat at cards?” 
 
    Jack shook his head, wanted to tell his neighbor, Susie Q’s husband, that he had just been joking. 
 
    “He said he was joking,” offered Janice. 
 
    “Hunh! In poker you don’t ever joke about cheating.” 
 
    Jack sighed. 
 
    Tom turned to the girls. “Okay, girls, I’m in. What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “We’d like to use your truck, honey.” She took him into the next room and explained the plan. Jack tried to listen, but he couldn’t hear what they were plotting. 
 
    Tom started to laugh when she showed him the model for their device on the House of Gord. 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Sure. It’ll be fun.” 
 
    Tom considered, “Well, it’s not a problem, but, uh…let me make a phone call.” 
 
    Tom went back into the kitchen and the girls listened while he spoke into his cell. “Hey, Reggie, is the chief gone tomorrow? A convention in Dallas? Great. Now, listen, we’re going to have a parade tomorrow, but no kids are allowed. We’ll do it early in the morning and I want you to call all…” he went on talking, and the girls stared at him in astonishment. 
 
    “I assume you can do this, then?” Susie Q asked drily. 
 
    “Oh, it’ll take me a couple of hours, but it’s simple dimple.  Reggie is on his way over here right now. He’s got some tools I’ll need, but…no prob. What else can I do for you.” 
 
    “Don’t you know David, uh…David….I forget his last name but you go jetskiing with him every summer. 
 
    “David Jenner. Yeah. He runs the sex store over in Sand Hill.” 
 
    “Okay, can you give him a call and…” Susie Q stopped and looked at Jack. “Let’s go in the other room. We want this to be a surprise for Jack.” 
 
    Tom and Susie Q went into the next room and their voices could be heard whispering, but no words could be made out. 
 
    Suddenly Maggie ran into the room. “I got some prosthetics. Janie Simpson is bringing them over. 
 
    “What about…” 
 
    And the plans went on. It had started small, but it was gaining steam. No matter who they called, help was offered, and Jack was suddenly sorry he had ever played a practical joke. 
 
    Janice sat down next to him, she reached into his lap and stroked him. 
 
    “Unh!” He moaned. This whole time his pecker had been as hard as a baseball bat.  
 
    “Why, Jack,” murmured Janice. “I didn’t know this kind of thing excited you so much.” 
 
    Jack tried to talk, tried to convey with his eyes that he needed to be let go. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Jack, but I can’t quite make out what you’re saying. Could you speak a little clearer, please?” 
 
    The people standing nearby chuckled at that. 
 
    Janie Simpson ran in with a big shopping bag. People looked into the bag and oohed and awed. 
 
    “I don’t have any glue, however.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” said Tom, coming back into the room. “I’ve got some binary glue for construction projects. Of course, we won’t be able to dissolve it, but Jack won’t care, right Jack?” 
 
    Jack mumbled through the panties frantically, but everybody just laughed. 
 
    Don Haroldson, who had shown up out of nowhere, just saw the cars gathered in front of Jack’s house and figured there was a party, said, “Did I ever tell you about the time Jack put an air horn under the toilet at work? Everybody who sat down got a blast up the butt.” 
 
    Everybody chuckled. 
 
    Janice said, “That’s nothing. One day he managed to replace the peas and carrots in a pot pie with skittles.” 
 
    A couple of people clapped Jack on the back for that one. 
 
    Suddenly a big horn blasted out in front of the house, a second later a rotund fellow with a red face, a beard, and a big grin entered the room. 
 
    “Hey, dude!” Tom shoulder bumped him. 
 
    “I got my tools in the truck. Where’s this machine you want to hook up?” Hr grinned at the sight of Jack sitting so helpless. 
 
    “Down in the basement,” said Janice. “Right through that door.”  
 
    The two men descended into the dark of the basement and could be heard discussing motors and mounting. 
 
    In the kitchen Maggie said, “One time Jack painted a couple of bars of soap with nail lacquer. Jerry and I couldn’t figure out why there was no lather. Jerry almost took them back to the store. 
 
    There were a few rueful chuckles, and more tales of Jack’s practical jokes were told. 
 
    Suddenly they heard a rattle coming up the basement stairs. 
 
    “One way! One way!” Tom and Reggie struggled through the doorway. They were both strong, but the machine was awkward. When they got the machine straightened out and lugged it through the kitchen everybody was silent. Then Maggie turned to Jack and said, “You were really going to use that on your wife?” 
 
    Jack just closed his eyes and a tear squeezed out. 
 
    “Well, it’s only right that it will be used on you.” 
 
    “Mummmphmuudddle.” 
 
    “Sorry, Jack. I left my hearing aid at home.” 
 
    Ernie Forrest and his wife, Mabel, showed up. Ernie brought over a couple of cases of beer and four bottles of bourbon. They ran out of Coke pretty fast, so people starting making boiler makers. They poured a bit of beer out, added bourbon to replace it, and whistled when they glugged. 
 
    “Damn,” muttered Susie Q. “I feel like I’m in college again.” 
 
    Janice said, “One time Jack unscrewed the aerator on the faucet and put a red food dye tablet in it. I was terrified we were all going to get sick, and Jack…well, he had me going all day on that one.” 
 
    More laughs, a couple of cheers. 
 
    The sound of machinery started up in the front yard. Tom had pulled his truck right onto the lawn and was taking off the winch. Ernie went out to help them, and Billy Foster from down the street sauntered up. 
 
    Jack, meanwhile was thoroughly cowed. He was naked, the women kept coming up and stroking his weenie, laughing, then letting go. He was starting to feel like he might cum, if they would only continue for a little while. 
 
    “Well, girls, it’s probably time to get to work. The boys will be a couple of hours working on the truck. Shall we?” 
 
    A chorus of voices lifted up and all were agreed. 
 
    “Okay, first things first, let’s get rid of his hair.” 
 
    Maggie brought over a bag of stuff and pulled out a couple of spray cans. She handed one to Janie and they started spraying Jack. Thick foam covered his legs, his thighs, and finally his groin. They took a five minute break and waited for the solution to heat up, then they wiped it off. Hair left Jack’s body quickly and easily. Then they did his chest, back and arms. 
 
    Waiting for that to heat up and work, Susie Q asked, “Can we do his head?” 
 
    Jack’s eyes widened and he shook his head. 
 
    “Sure,” said Janice. 
 
    So they put a couple of pieces of tape over his eyebrows and foamed his scalp. A few minutes later Jack was butt bald over his whole body, except for his eyebrows. But his eyebrows didn’t escape unscathed. Maggie began plucking them. She made delicate arches, quite feminine over his eyes. Jack would have struggled but she grabbed his nose and held his head firm. 
 
    “Okay, what’s next?” 
 
    “Nails,” was the shout, and the ladies began prepping toenails and fingernails. They sanded and shaped and pushed the cuticles back. 
 
    At first Jack tried to wiggle his fingers and toes, but Janie and another girl held needles next to each toe, each finger, and Jack was forced to hold still. It took longer, but that was okay. They had all night. 
 
    “Should we give him long claws?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    Inch long ovals were glued to his real nails, and Jack shuddered when he saw the kind of glue they were using. It was construction glue, and he didn’t have any solvent. These suckers were on for the duration. 
 
    They painted his nails bright red, taking their time and putting on three coats, blowing on his nails, then a thick coat of lacquer. He now had long, shiny talons. he stared at them like he was in shock. 
 
    “Okay, girls, let’s do his face.” 
 
    “Better put his tits on first,” suggest Janice. 
 
    Jack stared at his wife like she was a traitor, but she had been victim to so many of his practical jokes that his glare rolled right off her back. 
 
    Janie Simpson brought out a humungous pair of boobs and Susie Q went out for more glue. They slathered the glue on his chest, and on the back of the boobs, then they pressed the boobs firmly onto his pectorals. Five minutes later he was the proud possessor of monster boobs. They had to be 40 Fs, at least. 
 
    “Okay, girls, he’s going to need a bra for those puppies, and here’s the best I could find.” Janie pulled out a sturdy bra. The material was fairly thick, but his nipples could be seen jutting through the material. 
 
    “You know, Jack, this bra was originally worn by a lady who weighed 300 pounds. “ 
 
    Jack groaned.  
 
    “Okay, corset time. Who brought the corset?” 
 
    A girl named Tina tossed a corset into the group, and Susie Q caught it, stretched with her hands and grinned. “Nice and tight.” She turned to Jack. “You like things that are nice and tight, right, Jack?”  
 
    Jack made sounds, but not very loud. He was giving up, no way he could fight this…this situation. 
 
    Maggie and Susie Q wrapped the corset around him, fastened the hooks, and began pulling the ties. Jack was gasping with every pull. 
 
    “Hey, he’s having trouble breathing.” 
 
    “Ha!” muttere Susie Q. 
 
    “No, I mean really. Take a break. Let’s give him a better gag, then you can finish tightening him up. 
 
    So the girls took a break, sat around, leaned against counters, and sipped beer and drank whiskey. There were now a full ten gals in the small kitchen, and they chatted happily. 
 
    Janice took out the gag. “If you scream it goes back in. So be careful, Jack.” 
 
    “I will, he rasped. His throat was very dry. 
 
    She gave him a sip of whiskey and Coke. 
 
    “You got to get me out of this, babe,” he tried. 
 
    “No, Jack. Not this time. This time you pay the piper.” 
 
    “But I’ll do anything! Just get me out of this!” 
 
    Janice shook her head. “You want the gag back in?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Janice bit her thumb briefly, then said, “Two things, Jack. First, you did pull that stupid card trick. I know…” she held up her hands, “it was supposed to be a joke. But you should have known better. You don’t joke with poker players in that manner. Second, you are a kinky boy. You’re always trying to get me to do stuff. Well, now the shoe is on the other foot, so—“ 
 
    “But it’s my asshole we’re talking about!” 
 
    “So? We’ve played with your asshole before, and as I recall,” she smiled, “You like it. A lot. So just shut your mouth, then open your mouth so I can pour some more whiskey in it, and go along for the ride.” She snickered. “It’s not like you have much choice, right?” 
 
    About that time the chatting stopped and the girls decided to get back to work. Maggie and Susie Q finished pulling the corset tight, and Jack could barely breath. 
 
    “Take shallow breaths,” offered Janie. “It’ll help. 
 
    Jack did, and it helped. 
 
    Suddenly a bright light started flickering through the kitchen window. Janice took a look, then said, “They’re welding the thing on the front. Another hour for them. And it will be light in two hours. We better get going.” 
 
    The girls worked on his face quickly. One or two would cleanse his pores, then they would step back and or two would prime his face, removing all imperfections. Slowly he became more ladylike. Even with just the foundation on his face it was softer and more feminine. 
 
    “You know, Janice, we should have done this before.” 
 
    “Yeah,” put in another girl, “Look how nice his skin is. It really takes to make up.” 
 
    “I have a feeling he’s going to be wearing a lot of make up from now on,” Susie Q said drily. 
 
    They all giggled and chatted, and Maggie and Janie went to work on his eyes. Soon his face was a gorgeous little picture of femininity. 
 
    A wig appeared, and they glued it directly to his bald head. When it was dry Maggie pulled on it and it wasn’t coming loose. 
 
    Jack was now the proud possessor of a world class set of auburn curls. 
 
    “Why don’t you pierce his ears?” Janice offered when they all stood back and inspected Jack. 
 
    “No!” groaned Jack. “You traitor!” 
 
    “Quiet, Jack, or I’ll have them pierce your nose.” 
 
    Jack shut right up. 
 
    Outside the sound of noise died down, then they heard the sound of a small motor whirring. Susie Q looked out the window and remarked,“Boys are almost done, we’d better finish up in here.” 
 
    His ears were pierced and a pair of huge, rainbow colored earrings were hung on his lobes. 
 
    “Okay, finishing touches here,” Susie Q started to paint his lips. 
 
    For whatever reason, maybe it was just ‘the last straw,’ Jack started to wiggle his head and resist. 
 
    Several girls grabbed his head and held it still. 
 
    Susie Q cleaned his mouth then took out a different tube of lipstick. “Jack,” she said, “You just cost yourself. That was lipstick, would have wiped right off. This is lipstain. It stains your lips and won’t come off for a week, maybe two.” 
 
    Jack’s eyes rolled in panic, but there was nothing he could do. 
 
    “Okay. What else?” 
 
    “That’s it,” responded Maggie.  
 
    “Aren’t we going to put a dress on him or something?” 
 
    Then ensued a big discussion. Several of the girls wanted less clothes, they wanted him naked. Other girls wanted a dress of some sort on him. 
 
    “But he’s already got a corset, and his boobs will look a little fake, people will be able to see where flesh meets plastic. 
 
    Finally, it was decided that he would wear a short skirt, which would flap in the wind and yet not cover his face, and a super tight sweater. 
 
    The dress was easy, loosen one leg, pull the skirt up, then fasten the leg back down and do the other leg. After a minute Jack stared down at a short skirt sadly. It was black, and his cock was poking out obscenely. 
 
    The sweater was harder. They called one of the boys in and he held a loosened arm and the sweater was, arm by arm and then by head, put on, and Jack was secured again. 
 
    He looked ridiculous, clothing wise, which was fine. He looked female with his face and hair and nails and everything. 
 
    Janice called out the kitchen window, “How’s it going out there?” 
 
    “We’re ready for him.” 
 
    By now there were a dozen men in the front yard, and six of them were bikers. Big bikers. With tats and muscles and long hair and muscles and muscles and muscles. They didn’t bother with worrying about Jack escaping. They just picked up the chair he was secured in and carried it out to the truck. 
 
    The original apparatus that Jack had tried to get Janice to try out looked like a sled on rails, but it didn’t move, the motor at the end of the sled moved, it moved a big dildo on a stick back and forth. The idea was that Janice would lie down, her legs would be spread, and the dildo would go back and forth, in and out of her pussy. 
 
    Tom’s truck had a specially made grill. It was heavy iron and could push a diesel truck, should he ever want to push a diesel truck. 
 
    The boys had bent the rails a bit and welded and bolted Jack’s invention to the front grill of Tom’s truck. It was upside down, and a shoulder harness had been rigged. 
 
    A dozen hands took Jack out of his chair, didn’t put up with any struggles, and put him against the sled. He was hanging upside down, his shoulders slightly bent forward and his weight was perfectly supported. They used truck straps and ratcheted him until he couldn’t move. At the top of the thing the rails had been split and Jack’s legs were spread out and duc tapped so they couldn’t move. The dress fell down to his waist, his cock stuck up in the air, and his boobs looked huge. His face was slanted, but everybody could see him, even they might not recognize his upside down feminized features. His cock waggled in the air directly over his face. Directly over his asshole was perched a dildo on a rod. It was aimed directly at Jack’s asshole. 
 
    Once Jack was secured everybody stood back and cheered. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” yelled Jack. 
 
    Everybody just laughed, and One fellow observed that whatever happened it was too good for people who pulled aces out of their sleeves. He was drunk and didn’t know it had been a queen that Jack had switched during the card game. 
 
    Janice, Maggie and Susie Q got up in the bed of the truck and leaned over the cab. In short order they pulled off their shirts, then took off their bras. Several cases of beer were placed in the back of the truck, and the parade started. 
 
    A couple of convertibles led the way, top down and good old boys and their babes drinking beer, honking and cheering. 
 
    Then came the truck. Bare boobed girls cheering and hoisting their beer cans. 
 
    Then a dozen other vehicles, including half a dozen roaring Harleys, their riders grinning through their bushy beards. 
 
    One of the bikers peeled off. He had a blue tooth in his ear and was hooked to Tom. He was scouting, making sure there were no kids or cops. 
 
    The line of cars and bikes snaked through an industrial district and into the outskirts of downtown. Honking, yelling, cheering, and making as much racket as they could, the parade snaked along. 
 
    It was early, but there were a surprising number of people out. They were out because the girls had called half the town and let them know what was going to be happening. Kids were kept away, adults gathered and started partying. 
 
    They drove past the high school, where a bunch of teachers had set up lawn chairs. A couple of them had squirt guns and they ran into the street to squirt Jack and the big boobed ladies watching over him.  They got too close to the side of the truck, lured by the immense mountains fo flesh in the back of the truck, and the girls poured beer over them. 
 
    They went past the police station, and the lone cop in town came out with his ticket book. The chief was out of town, and the man left on duty stopped the trucks and everybody looked down as if they were ashamed. The cop wrote Jack a ticket for ‘riding upside down and naked in a lewd manner.’ He didn’t sign the ticket, and when he stepped back and grinned and swept his arm through to indicate the parade should continue everybody cheered. 
 
    Into the downtown proper. It wasn’t a large town, but a large number of people were on the sidewalks, screaming and yelling and having a good time. 
 
    Tom flipped a remote switch, and Jack watched in horror as the dildo lowered towards his ass. 
 
    The dildo was slathered with lube, and Jack’s ass had had lube pushed into it. The dildo slowly inserted. Jack gulped, squeaked, but the dildo went in and out smoothly. 
 
    Tom got back into the truck and drove down Main Street. 
 
    People’s jaws dropped when they saw Jack being penetrated. The dildo sliding in then pulling up. Jack’s legs were pushed out whenever the dildo came down, and they moved a bit closer together when it came out. 
 
    He wiggled, he had no choice, he had to make sure everything worked smoothly or he might get hurt. 
 
    Horns honking, legs spreading, dildo pumping, the parade continued down Main Street. 
 
    People came out into the street to cheer. They poured beer on Jack.  
 
    The girls leaned over the cab, their wares on display, and they jumped up and down so they bounced and jiggled. 
 
    Motorcycles circled the procession, bikers giving thumbs up and being cheered. 
 
    Down through town they went, and Jack suddenly realized something. He was red-faced, slightly dizzy from being upside down, and his ass…his ass was starting to feel good. 
 
    He groaned, unheard by anybody, as the dildo opened him up and jerked around inside him before it drew up. 
 
    Tom reached the end of Main Street and turned left. The road turned a little bumpy, and Jack was bounced up and down, and the dildo motor bounced up and down, and the dildo kept pumping into his ass, the feeling enhanced by every bump in the road. 
 
    “Fuck!” wheezed Jack, he was starting to feel very horny now. He was always horny, and being on display all night was exciting, but getting boned in the butt was driving him over the top. He tried to wiggle, to get more dildo into his fanny. His cock was straight out above him, pointing down towards his face. 
 
    They turned up a fire trail, and now the jouncing and bouncing of the truck into ruts in the road increased Jack’s dilemma. 
 
    He was getting close. He was going to squirt if this didn’t stop. And that was something he knew he would never live down. 
 
    They rounded a small lake and drove into a big meadow. At the water’s edge were swings and other playground apparatus, and the truck pulled up and stopped. 
 
    Cars pulled up, and bikes, and people got out and more beer was poured. Bottles of hard liquor made their appearance. 
 
    People gathered in front of Jack and congratulated him for being a good sport. The dildo kept going in and out and he was gasping. 
 
    He gritted his teeth and tried to nod his head, but the truck was idling, and that made the prick in his man pussy even worse. The idling throb set up a rhythmic sensation that was vibrating his prostate. 
 
    He could feel his balls churning. He could feel the semen roiling. The trigger within was starting to click. 
 
    He tried to relax, or to get rigid, or to somehow stop what was becoming more and more inevitable. 
 
    Somebody asked for pictures, and Janice stood next to Jack and put an arm around his upside down waist. 
 
    And Jack couldn’t handle it anymore. With a groan, a loud groan that everybody could hear, his cock let loose. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he cried, and semen bubbled out of his cock. It sprayed, it squirted, but Jack’s cock was pointed down, towards his mouth, and everybody gawped as he came and came and came…right into his own mouth! 
 
    Then the cheers started. People screaming and laughing. Jack, dazed and dizzy and feeling loosy goosy, didn’t understand. He just looked around at all the upside down people. 
 
    He had gism all over his face, and without really understanding what he was doing he licked his lips. 
 
    More cheers. 
 
    Then Susie Q and Tom stood up on the truck and called for silence. The crowd hushed and listened. 
 
    “Okay,,” yelled Tom. “I’m going to leave this rig on my truck, so if any of you guys or gals feel like pulling aces out of your asses, just remember what will be going back into your asses. 
 
    Hoots and gibes filled the air. 
 
    Susie Q raised her hands and called for silence. “Okay, we have one last present to give to Jack. Janice?” 
 
    Janice stepped forth, and somebody put a small stoop on the ground for her to stand on. She was standing right next to Jack, whose legs were waving feebly. His dick was now limp and hanging down. 
 
    “We all chipped in and decided that Jack needed a little more discipline. We bought him this!” 
 
    She held up a little tube with a ring on it. There was a lock built into the ring. 
 
    Everybody stared, then they understood, and the cheers were louder than ever. 
 
    Janice put the chastity tube on Jack’s cock, secured the ring to it, and the thing snapped together. 
 
    Jack blinked and stared up at the gizmo on his dick. 
 
    Janice held her hands up again. “Now, we’ve had so much fun today, we’ve all decided to have a yearly ‘Jack Dawkins’ Day. Every year Jack will be given a ride like this, and he will be reminded that nobody should ever cheat at cards.” 
 
    Cheers, and a few boos for Jack. 
 
    Janice turned to Tom. “Tom? Do you have the key to Jack’s happiness?” 
 
    “I sure do, and you can be sure I’ll hold on to it for a year.” 
 
    “Not even if I ask for it!” 
 
    “Not even.” 
 
    Everybody cheered, and guys started yelling that when she got horny they would help her out…to which she grinned and nodded and gave big double thumbs up. 
 
    The party really started at that point. Big crates of eggs and dozens of packages of bacon made their appearance. Fires were started and skillets started heating up. Most of the women in the gathering were topless now, and a few of the men were bottomless, and everybody was drunk and happy. 
 
    After a couple of hours Jack was finally released. He was brought to the center of the celebration, given food and drink, and he sat down next to his wife and ate. Guys and gals kept interrupting him to pat him on the back and tell him what a good sport he was. 
 
    Janice had her arm over his shoulder smiled at everybody who came up to offer their appreciation for the new holiday. 
 
    Jack was drunk, and his cock was trying to get hard, and he was embarrassed, and yet…he felt…good. 
 
    Most important, his asshole felt good. It was still excited by all the stimulation it had received, and that was contributing to his horniness. 
 
    “Well, Jack,” Janice said, when they had a moment to themselves, “it looks like you’re going to have juicy, red lips, long hair and big tits for a while, so I’m going to keep you dressed up for a while. That okay with you?” 
 
    Jack nodded, sipped from a bottle of bourbon. 
 
    “And it looks like your cock is going to be locked up for a year, but don’t think that’s going to get you out of your marital duties. You’re going to be putting those red lips of yours to work on a regular basis. A more than regular basis. Seeing you all decked out like this has really got me horny. 
 
    Jack nodded, and sighed. 
 
    “What’s the matter, Jack? Sorry you cheated at cards?” 
 
    Jack’s mouth twisted a bit, “Do you think…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you think that if I cheated next time we played…they’d do this to me again?” 
 
    Janice just laughed, reached down to his lap and shook his caged cock. 
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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    “Hey, girlfriend. what’s the haps?” 
 
    Kylie gave a wry glance at Shiela, then nodded at her husband. “Need I say more?” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Husbands. the bane of women everywhere. Why can’t a man be more like a woman?” She lilted the last, lampooning the old ‘My Fair Lady song about a woman being more like a man. “What’s old bozo brain done now?” 
 
    Lylie sighed. “He came.” 
 
    “To the party? Yeah, he’s right there. What? You wanted to come without him?” 
 
    “No. I mean he came, like sexually.” 
 
    “Oh,” a second, then: “and why is that so bad?” 
 
    “Because once he cums I might as well not exist. He deposits his seed betwixt my sexy thighs and then, wham bam, thank you ma’am, he goes off and drinks beer with his friends. He laughs and jokes, and I am left alone, the spinster of the party.” 
 
    They watched Jim on the other side of the pool. As Kylie had described, he was just standing there, beer in hand, trading jokes with three other fellows. Three other fellows who had, bo doubt, cum before the party. 
 
    “I can see how that would be a bummer.” 
 
    Suddenly Tommy ran up. He was holding two wine glasses and he offered one to his wife. 
 
    Shiela smiled up at him, took one glass, and said, “Be a dear. Give your wine to Kylie here, then go entertain yourself for a while.” 
 
    “Oh, okay. Sure.” 
 
    Smiling, he handed the second glass of wine to Kylie and trotted off. Interestingly enough he didn’t run over to the group where Jim was telling jokes. He just went and stood next to the food table and gazed adoring at his wife. 
 
    “How the fuck?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You just treated him like a servant, and he loved it. He did exactly what you said, and then he stands over there with a look of love on his silly face. 
 
    “It’s true, he did.” Shiela sipped and smiled a secret smile. 
 
    “So how do you do it?” 
 
    “Do what? Make my husband fall in love with me and never out?” 
 
    “Yes!” 
 
    “Well, I could tell you, but it’s an ancient secret and I might have to kill you.” 
 
    Kylie snorted. “Yeah, right. Now, out with it. What’s your secret. How do you reduce men to cringing slaves.” 
 
    I prefer to think of him as a servant, but…I don’t know. Have you taken your oaths of womanhood? Have you promised never to jill off with anything rusty? Did you pinkie swear to the Goddess of the Deep Dildo?” 
 
    “Of course I did! I did all that my first period.” 
 
    Shiela blurted a laugh, and a spray of wine. “Well, that should do it.” 
 
    “So, out with it. How do you make Tommy so well mannered and nicely behaved?” 
 
    “I limit his orgasms.” 
 
    Kylie blinked. 
 
    Shiela smiled and waited. 
 
    “Wait a minute. What do you mean you limit his orgasms?” 
 
    “Limit, as put a finite number on, don’t let him squirt more than once a month, but don’t tell him when. 
 
    Kylie was shaking her head now. “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Men have needs! Men need to squirt! If they don’t they get all pissy and treat you like shit.” 
 
    “Yours does…because you let him.” 
 
    Kylie blinked at that bald statement. 
 
    “What about jacking off? If you don’t fuck them they’ll use their hands!” 
 
    “If your man is that out of control there are ways to stop him.” 
 
    “I…you don’t…” 
 
    “I do. Want proof?” 
 
    “I certainly do!” 
 
    Shiela smiled, looked at Tommy and crooked a finger. He had been talking to somebody, didn’t even look like he was looking at Shiela, but suddenly, and hurriedly, he made his excuses and was trotting around the pool to her. 
 
    Kylie stared in wonder. 
 
    He stopped, smiled, “Hi, honey.” 
 
    “Hey, Tommy, I’ve got a favor to ask of you.” 
 
    “Sure. Anything.” 
 
    “Take Kylie into the bathroom and drop your drawers.” 
 
    Kylie gawped. Tommy turned a bright red. “Uh, okay.” 
 
    “But I don’t…I don’t cheat. My husband is right there. I don’t—“ 
 
    “Girlfriend,” Shiela interrupted Kylie’s sputtering. “Your marriage vows are not in danger. Now go with my husband, he’s got something to show you. 
 
    Red-faced, Tommy held out his hand. Timidly, haltingly, Kylie took it, and they walked into the house. For one brief second she stared across the pool at Jim, but he was mid-joke and didn’t even notice her leaving. 
 
    They walked through the house, through the kitchen, and into the bathroom. Nobody noticed them. Everybody was drunk and talking loudly and engaged in their own pursuits. 
 
    Inside the bathroom Tommy stood and was very, very embarrassed. 
 
    “I, uh…” 
 
    “You don’t have to take your pants down, Tommy. We—“ 
 
    He unbuckled and pulled his pants down. 
 
    Kylie started to object, to turn away, but he grabbed her hand and pulled her back. “Look.” 
 
    In spite of herself, Kylie looked down, and her mouth opened, and her eyes opened, and her mind shut down. 
 
    “What is that?” Her voice actually rose a bit, was shrill. 
 
    “Shhh!” he urged. Now he was more than red. He was sunburned red. “It’s my chastity tube.” 
 
    “What is a…a chastity? Are you….I don’t understand.” 
 
    Tommy finally managed to get a word in. “It’s a tube that cages a cock. You see the ring around my balls? And my dick is inside this tube.” 
 
    “And you can’t get it out?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    Her mouth and eyes were a little smaller now, and her mind was starting to think. “But how do you pee?” 
 
    “I sit down. I have to blot like a girl. I have to wash it in the shower and then dry it with a hair dryer.” 
 
    “I…and how often do you take it off?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t take it off. Shiela does. She’s got the key on her necklace and…and I have to wait for when she’s in the mood.” 
 
    “You have to wait…but how do you make love?” 
 
    “Uh, well…I…we practice oral sex a lot, and when she feels like a dick.” 
 
    The odd thing was that he was acting embarrassed, mumbling and stuttering at times, but his cage was moving back and forth, and his eyes were excited. 
 
    “Why’s it moving?” 
 
    “It’s trying to get hard.” 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    She stared at it, then she looked at him. “Can I feel it?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” It looked like the thought excited him. 
 
    She reached down and held, for the first time in her marriage, another man’s cock. 
 
    It was hot. The plastic cage was hot. His dick literally had waves of heat emanating from it. 
 
    “I don’t believe it.” 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “And this is why you’re so…amenable to Shiela.” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    “Hey! Are you ever coming out?” A knocking on the door. 
 
    “Just a second!” Kylie answered. “Pull your pants up.” 
 
    Tommy buckled and zipped. 
 
    Kylie opened the door and they exited. Joe Turner was standing outside and he leered at them. “Took you long enough!” 
 
    Kylie ignored him. She walked back out to the patio and Tommy followed her. 
 
    Shiela was waiting for them, a big grin on her face. “Well? How was he?” 
 
    “I…we need to talk.” 
 
    “Sure. Tommy, go have a beer. Maybe tonight I’ll let you eat my pussy.” 
 
    Tommy jerked, and Kylie realized he was reacting to the promise of sex. Then Tommy left and the two women were alone. 
 
    “Okay, sister, tell me the news,” Kylie was suddenly imbued with determinism. She wanted to know all about controlling her man. 
 
    “Okay, let’s talk. But before we get going I should tell you the one thing that you’re going to have to watch out for.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “A man is a fragile creature. He is easy to break. He doesn’t bend so easy, but he shatters quite easy.” 
 
    “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “When you take charge of his cock you take charge of him. But he is used to being in charge, so what happens to him?” 
 
    “He follows directions?” 
 
    “Yep, but it’s like that Stockholm Syndrome thing. You know, where kidnap victims start aligning with their kidnappers?” 
 
    “Okay.” Kylie wasn’t sure where this was leading. 
 
    “So a man, no longer being a man, and being conquered by a woman, starts to take on the personality of the woman.” 
 
    Kylie shook her head. She was getting confused. 
 
    “What I am saying is that if you go too far, or if your man is especially predispositioned, he will start turning into a woman. First he will want to wear your underthings. This gets worse and worse. I had to draw the line at Tommy wearing my blouses and skirts. He wears some of my lingerie, my negligees, bras, that sort of thing, and he wants to wear more, but I won’t let him. At least, not yet. 
 
    “Second, he’s going to want to use make up. He’ll want to powder up and use red lipstick, the redder the better, and he’ll grow his hair long and start combing it in more and more feminine styles. 
 
    “Third, he’ll start thinking about hormones. He’ll want his own set of boobs; he‘ll have an almost uncontrollable case of ‘boob envy,’ and he’ll start wanting to take it up the butt.” 
 
    The funny thing was that as Shiela was talking Kylie started getting warmer and warmer. Shiela stopped talking and stared at her friend. “Oh, fuck.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’re getting flushed. Admit it. This is turning you on.” 
 
    “Well, I…no. I’ve just had too much beer.” 
 
    “You haven’t had a sip for a half hour, and I know you don’t like beer that much, anyway. Now admit it. The idea of feminizing Jim is turning you on.” 
 
    Kylie broke. She looked away and squeezed her thighs together. “Fuck. I want to cum right now. I’ve never felt like this!” 
 
    Shiela sighed. “This is actually why I don’t talk about this too much.  People, and I don’t mean any offense here, tend to over react. How do you think Jim will feel about being feminized?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Kylie whispered She wished she could go somewhere and masturbate. Her hole felt downright juicy. 
 
    The two women were heads together now, not letting anybody hear what they were talking about. 
 
    “So you have to find out what Jim wants. If he digs feminization then it’s cool. But to feminize a man who doesn’t want to…that’s not right.” 
 
    Kylie bit her lip over that. She was visualizing Jim all dressed up and…and she wanted that. And a piece of her mind held the thought, So what if he doesn’t want to? 
 
    She knew it wasn’t a right thought. Jim was a man, a human being, and nobody should make decisions for him. 
 
    But the bad part of her, the devil sitting on her shoulder, was whispering to her. Everybody is controlled by somebody, why should you be controlled by him? Especially when you can control him? 
 
    Unable to stop the flow of her thoughts, she blurted, “But what happens if you do control somebody against their will? 
 
    Shiela knew where Kylie was going. She could feel the excitement building in her friend. She tried to cool Kylie down. “It would be virtual slavery. He would stop thinking and rely only on your thoughts. He would become helpless and unable to fend for himself. Look, girlfriend, I see what’s in your mind. Every woman has these kind of thoughts. In their own minds even men have these thoughts, but you have to control yourself. You can’t get carried away.” 
 
    “You’re right,” Kylie nodded, and she seemed chagrined. Inside she was thinking, Yeah, sure you’re right. I can control Jim better than he controls himself. I can make him a better man. 
 
    But Shiela saw it. She touched her friend’s hand and said, “Do you think that God was happy when he made man in his own image?” 
 
    Kylie blinked. That was a pretty far out thought. “I don’t…uh…sure.” 
 
    “So are you going to be happy when you make Jim in your image?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” And that was about as far as they went, because across the pool. Ron Jeremy slapped Jim, and Jim punched Ron, and they they wrestled, people screaming, running, shouting, a couple of guys tried to break it up, and a whole lot of people fell into the pool. 
 
      
 
    “I have never been so embarrassed in my life,” Kylie stated. 
 
    “Come on. We were just fooling around.” 
 
    “I saw his eye. That black eye was not the result of fooling around.” Jim was driving them home and Kylie glared at him. 
 
    “Look, guys just have to blow off steam every once in a while.” 
 
    “Sure. Go play golf. Enroll at a karate school. But for you boys to punch each other at a party, and over politics! That is super shameful.” 
 
    “Hey! He called Trump an orange baboon.” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “I tried to explain that TV people deliberately used filters to make him that way, but…well. you saw.” 
 
    “I certainly did. And I don’t care whether Trump has orange hair or Biden has two different earlobes. What I care about is that you acted like a baboon. Fighting like two little boys.” 
 
    Suddenly Jim chuckled. “Got him a good one, didn’t I.” 
 
    “Argh!” 
 
    And they didn’t speak the rest of the way home. 
 
    But it wasn’t over. Not by a long shot. 
 
    After a quick shower Jim crawled into bed and his hand slipped over Kylie’s thigh. 
 
    Normally Kylie loved a little nookie after a party. She loved to get a little high, come home and roll around and get boned. But she was still pissed off. 
 
    “Hands off, buster,” she snapped. “I don’t screw baboons.” 
 
    Deathly silence in the bedroom. Frozen silence then Jim simply rolled over and went to sleep. 
 
    Which made Kylie, when she thought about it, blink. 
 
    He simply shrugged off his sexual desires, didn’t care, and ignored her. 
 
    She thought about what Shiela had told her, that denying men sex made them hornier and more controllable. Hunh! Seems there was a miscalculation there. 
 
    So while Jim was snoring away, and she was lying there, wishing she had gotten her pussy porked before she lowered the boom on her hubby, she decided she needed more information. She slithered out of bed, padded down the hallway and powered up the computer. She thought about all the things Shiela had told her, and she started surfing the net. 
 
    Female Led Relationships. FLR. There was a lot of stuff on that, and she spent an hour perusing. Hmmm. 
 
    Then there was femdom. Female domination. Lots of stuff there. 
 
    And there were chat rooms and huge libraries on women leading men. 
 
    And, of course, there was the downright kinky stuff. Whips and chains and men loving a fist up the heinie. 
 
    At three in the morning she sat back and yawned. And she saw her mistake. 
 
    Most people thought you just spanked a man and that was it. Take a birch cane to his butt and he would slobberingly lick your bare toes. Threaten him with castration and he would be yours forever. 
 
    And most of that thought was stupid, silly, and counter productive. Unless your man was a true freak and came into the relationship wanting that kind of stuff. 
 
    The real way to control a man was not by bullying him, for men tended to stand up to bullys. Witness the confrontation and punch out earlier that evening. No. The real way to control a man was to make him ask for it, and how did you make him ask for it? Not by slapping his dick and saying, ‘Bad dog!’ No. You controlled a man by getting him so horny he can’t stand it, then guide that energy in the direction you choose. 
 
    So she had done the exact wrong thing. So…she began making plans. 
 
    A short while later she crawled into bed and snuggled up against Jim. He snorted, woke up a little, then felt her hand on his cock. 
 
    “Eh, uh…what?” 
 
    She stroked his weenie, making it nice and hard. “Sorry, honey. I guess violence scares me. After all, you really did punch him a good one. I was scared you might have really hurt poor Jeremy.” 
 
    She could feel his thoughts corkscrewing around. Then he twisted his body around and faced her. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    From a dead sleep to total excitation in a couple of seconds. Woman, you be genius, she thought. 
 
    “Absolutely. I was sitting with Shiela and suddenly Jeremy flies out into the pool. He sure must have been surprised when you uncorked your big pythons on him.” She felt his biceps with her free hand. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said happily. “I really smacked him.” 
 
    “You sure did. You aren’t a baboon. You’re my gorilla man. You’re my Tarzan. Ooh, I can feel the vine you’ve been swinging through the jungle on.” She stroked his cock, pulled on it. “And feel these coconuts!” She massaged his balls. 
 
    Jim grinned so big his smile lit up the dark room. He reached up and brushed his hand against her nipples, then he groped her. 
 
    She hugged him, getting so close he couldn’t grab her. “And you made me so horny. God, I’m wet just thinking about what you did.” 
 
    Jim tried to kiss her, but she burrowed her face into his neck. 
 
    He tried to untangle enough to make love, but she kept wiggling, and hugging, and then she turned over and said, “Hold me, Jim.” 
 
    He held, and his hands finally roamed. They clutched her breasts, and then one hand snaked down to her vagina. 
 
    “Oooh! Are you going to get me off? Big strong man?” 
 
    “Well, I…” 
 
    She scooted back, pooched her butt onto his hard cock. She didn’t open her thighs, or relax her buns, so he could get inside, she just wiggled back into him and moaned. “Tickle me off, you he-man hunk.” 
 
    Not able to put his dick to work, he rubbed her mons. 
 
    “That’s it, baby. Do it like a man. Take me to the moon.” 
 
    He wanted to flip her over, to penetrate her, but she kept scooting around, and his hand was right there….he began to rub her fiercely. 
 
    Suddenly she was flipping over, and he exulted at the idea that he might get into her, but she pushed his head down. “Eat me! Eat me you bitch!” 
 
    He was horny now, and he didn’t notice that she had gone from calling him a manly man to referring to him as a bitch. Responding to her fever he found himself face deep in pussy. His tongue began to curl around her clitoris, and then he was lapping at her labia. 
 
    “Oh…God…yes!” 
 
    He tried to rise up, but she kept her hands on his shoulders, kept his face aimed into her. 
 
    “Get me off this way! Get me off like a man!” Back and forth. Bitch. Man. Bitch. Man. He would be so confused… 
 
    Jim went to work. He pawed her breasts, pulled her nipples, used his fingers, and suddenly she was in the middle of a thunderous orgasm. 
 
    “YES! YES! OH, FUCK…YES!” It had been hard and fast, and she realized taking control had increased the horny factor. 
 
    Minutes later she came down, and he started to move up her body, to get in position to poke her. 
 
    And she snuggled against him. Moved her pussy away. Then she flipped over. “Hold me, honey. You were so good.” 
 
    “But…uh…I haven’t…” 
 
    Kylie half turned to him, put her hand to his cheek, and whispered. “God, I love you like this. You are such a man. I want to keep you like this. Maybe tomorrow morning you can do me again. And maybe I’ll get to use that big prick of yours.” 
 
    He tried again, but she just kept her body turned so he had no access, and she kept telling him how good he was, and after a while he just lay there, his cock so hot it radiated heat. She could even feel his cock dripping. The slight bit of slip and slide where his penis nestled between her buns. 
 
    She smiled, and drifted off to sleep, happy and satisfied. 
 
    Jim, however, was now the one awake. He lay there and his cock throbbed and he wondered what the hell had happened. 
 
    He would have realized she had pulled one over on him, but…he felt so proud and good. He was a manly man, and he had slain the enemy and taken the woman. 
 
    At least, in his own mind that was how he perceived it. 
 
    The truth was that he had been slain, and he didn’t even know it. 
 
      
 
    Jim awoke with a start. His cock was still hard, still drippy, and he looked around. Kylie was already up. He thought of how he had pleased her the night before, and he smiled. He had really made her cum. Heh. 
 
    He was still a little tired. He’d only gotten a couple hours of good sleep before Kylie had…had…he smiled. 
 
    But he rolled out of bed and padded into the bathroom. And padded right out again. It was a beautiful day, they had high hedges, and he went out and jumped into the pool. 
 
    He swam a few laps, feeling the water swirl past his out thrust cock. He back stroked, and his penis was high and dry, in a manner of speaking, pointing up at the sky. 
 
    “Hey, honey, nice cock1” 
 
    He spun and saw Kylie standing just outside the door. 
 
    “Come on in, babe. We have unfinished business,” he leered. 
 
    “Oh, honey, I’d love to. But, I’ll be honest, you really made me cum hard. I won’t be feeling like sex for a few days.” She fanned herself with one hand, as if dissipating her heat. 
 
    “Ha!” He came out of the pool in a swift motion and walked towards her. 
 
    Kylie was fixed up. She was wearing nylons and high heels, full make up. Her wrap around blue dress left nothing to the imagination. She put a hand to his chest and laughed. “I’m going to meet Shiela for brunch.” Then she grew serious, “Honey, do you masturbate?” 
 
    “Of cour—“ 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    He frowned. “Well, I have been known to, uh, relieve myself. But not very often. Not when I’ve got such a delicious—“ he was trying to get his hands around her, but she kept an arm out and kept moving back and putting him off. 
 
    “You aren’t going to jack off today, are you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I hadn’t…” He was a little uncomfortable with this conversation, but he was so horny that he wanted her more than he wanted to curtail their discussion. 
 
    “Because I like you horny. You were so wonderful last night. I want to keep you horny all day. Maybe play with you a little, getting you super horny before…you know?” 
 
    He grinned. “Yeah, I know.” 
 
    “Besides, I have to talk to Shiela. I need to find out if anybody’s mad about you bopping Jeremy.” She smiled. 
 
    He grinned. “He’ll be fine.” 
 
    “I don’t know, you’re so strong.” 
 
    She put her hands up on his cheeks, moved forward just enough to touch his lips with her red ones. Then she backed off, and headed for the front door. “I’ll see you in a couple of hours, honey, and remember, no jacking off!” 
 
    He stared after her. He was smitten. He was horny. He didn’t even wonder what had happened. He just knew that he was already avidly waiting for her return. He took a couple of steps back, was on the edge of the pool, and he just fell backwards and was consumed by water. 
 
      
 
    Shiela and Kylie talked about the punch heard round the world, and they weren’t impressed. For all her admiration of Jim’s prowess, she now said, “What a lugnut. Hitting somebody over politics.” 
 
    Both girls shook their heads, decided to ruin their diets with an early morning Margarita, and went to the real subject at hand. 
 
    “I did some looking around on the net. There’s a lot of stuff out there.” 
 
    “A lot of it is wrong. Like I’m supposed to just take a cat o’ nine tails, with fish hooks on the ends, and beat my husband until he falls in love. 
 
    “It’s funny,” Kylie mused. “Pain is not the big aphrodisiac that masochists claim.” 
 
    “If it was we could spank a man and he would instantly be a genius.” 
 
    They chuckled, sipped, and continued. 
 
    “So how goes it with Jim? Did you get a chance to try out any of the theories we were talking about?” 
 
    “I did. I made a horrible first blunder, but then, if you get them horny their minds simply stop working. I made a complete about face, no logic no explanation, and he was horny so he accepted it without blinking. 
 
    “Nice. And have you thought about how far you’re going to take him?” 
 
    Kylie frowned. “I have and I haven’t. I have…desires. There’s something I want from him, but…I’m not sure how far I’ll need to take him to get that.” 
 
    “I know what you mean. When I first started feminizing Tommy I ran into several things that…” 
 
    They sipped, they talked, and the morning slipped away. Before they knew it it was one o’clock. The lunch crowd was in full swing, and it was past time to head for home. 
 
    They walked out to the parking lot, arm in arm, giggling, a bit high, and stopped behind Kylie’s Jag. 
 
    Suddenly Shiela spun here around and planted a kiss on her mouth. It was fast, hard, but a tremendously good smackeroonie. 
 
    Kylie moved back when Shiela let go. She was blinking and confused. 
 
    “Ha!” laughed Shiela. “Think about that one!” Then she was striding away, proud, buttocks swaying like she owned the world. 
 
    Kylie stared after her. Wow. She had been kissed by a woman. She touched her lips and could taste the very faint scent of Shiela’s lipstick. 
 
    She wasn’t a Lesbian, but…wow. That was kinky. And, though it was her friend, she was stunned by a feeling of warmth between her thighs. 
 
    Shiela backed her Miata out and zoomed past her. The top was down and the woman waved and blew her a kiss. 
 
    Shiela apparently had nothing on kissing another woman. 
 
    Of course, it hadn’t been a bedroom kiss, just a smack between friends. 
 
    But it sure had warmed her pussy up. 
 
    She got into the Jag and turned it on. She looked in the rearview mirror at herself. 
 
    She was a beautiful woman. And she had a handsome hubby at home. 
 
    And a friend who had kissed her on the lips. 
 
    Hunh! 
 
    She backed out and zipped out of the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    At home Jim was watching a football game. And he wasn’t. He focused on the game, watched for a second, then his mind sort of drifted off. 
 
    His cock was hard and was occupying his attention. He had been made super horny last night. He had eaten his wife to a glorious orgasm, and then he had gotten nothing for it. 
 
    Except for distractive desire to do it to her again. The way she arched her back and tilted her hips up. The way her thighs had clamped over his face…he wanted to do it again. 
 
    Of course he wanted to fuck, too. But he was actually thinking more about her pleasure than his own. 
 
    And he hadn’t jacked off, which he normally would have done. He was a man who didn’t like to pussy foot around. 
 
    On the other hand, he sure was enjoying being horny. 
 
    Oh, yes, the game. He focused on the cheers as the replay showed the quarterback throwing a bomb 50 yards. He would have jumped to his feet and cheered, except the boner in his pants distracted him. 
 
    He kept putting his hand down there and arranging his sex. It was so hard it was sort of bent, and it made him uncomfortable and horny at the same time. 
 
    If only he hadn’t promised not to masturbate! 
 
    He sighed. And heard Kylie’s car pull into the driveway. 
 
    It took everything in his power not to jump up and run out to greet her. He was that horny. But he managed to sit and watch the game, and even act nonchalant when Kylie opened the front door. 
 
    “Hey, honey. I’m home!” 
 
    He turned his head as she stepped down into the living room. 
 
    “How was your lunch?” 
 
    “Brunch, and it was fine.” 
 
    She put her keys and purse down and came over to him. The remote was on the arm of the couch and she turned off the football game. 
 
    He blinked. He hadn’t been watching it that closely, but still. 
 
    “Oh, were you watching that?” 
 
    “Uh…sort of.” 
 
    “Well, can you put it off for a while? We need to talk.” 
 
    We need to talk. Oh, fuck! 
 
    That was the single most frightening phrase in the history of man. It meant you were about to receive a lecture, your wife was about to dig in, with both claws. It meant— 
 
    “We need to talk about sex.” 
 
    He smiled. Maybe talking wouldn’t be so bad after all.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    “Honey, I’ve been thinking about last night, and it’s really got me going.” 
 
    “Uh, what part of last night?” 
 
    “Oh, you know.” 
 
    He didn’t. Was it the punch, or the midnight lunch? 
 
    “At any rate, I think we need to change how we do things around here.” 
 
    “We do?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Like how?” 
 
    Kylie sighed. “Well, first off, I love watching your naked body.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “It’s so strong, and virile, and I love the way your penis sticks out so far.” 
 
    “Well, uh…yeah.” He was a grin factory inside. What man wouldn’t like to hear such stuff? 
 
    “So I want to see you naked more often.” 
 
    “Well, that be arranged.” 
 
    “Like all the time.” 
 
    Jim stopped. He blinked. 
 
    “All the time? Like, al-l-l the time?” 
 
    “Every minute of the day. God, it just gets me hot thinking about seeing you naked. Can you take your clothes off? Right now?” 
 
    “Well, uh, I guess I could.” But he sat there as if frozen. 
 
    “I mean now. Could you?” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Just thinking of you all naked, with that big cock….I’m getting hornier and hornier. Please take off your clothes.” 
 
    Jim stood up and shucked his sneakers, dropped his pants, and was revealed as going commando. 
 
    “Oh, goodie! No underwear. Those tighty whiteys are so…so uninspiring. they are sexless. They make you look like a eunuch.” 
 
    He took off his shirt, and he had a curious mix of emotions. On one hand he wanted to puff out his chest and flex his muscles. On the other side…he was actually feeling a little embarrassed. He was naked, but…she wasn’t. “Okay, you’re turn.” 
 
    “Oh, honey, this isn’t for you! You’re horny all the time, anyway. This is for me. You are making me wet just looking at you. And look at your cock! Is it bigger?” 
 
    She grabbed it and stroked it and Jim made a ‘gurking’ noise in his chest. 
 
    “It is! I didn’t know men’s cocks could actually grow larger! I thought they were one size forever. 
 
    That’s what Jim thought, too, but he wasn’t about to argue. If Kylie thought his dick was bigger, then, by God, it was bigger! 
 
    “Now, I want you to stay this way all day. And if you leave the house I want you to wear something of mine.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Maybe a scarf…” 
 
    “That would look pretty sissy.” 
 
    “Well, my gloves are out…” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    “How about my panties?” 
 
    Jim blinked. This was turning out to be a blinking day for him. 
 
    “I don’t think—“ 
 
    “Hold it, before you think, come with me.” 
 
    She turned and walked away and he followed. Actually, he didn’t have any choice. She had a firm grip on his cock. 
 
    Down the hallway and into the bedroom. She opened up a drawer and took out a pair of panties. “Put these on.” 
 
    He looked at them, and revolt was on his lips. 
 
    “It’s an experiment. Just his once. Put them on.” 
 
    He stared at the shiny material. Just this once? Well… 
 
    And, underneath it was a compulsion that al-l-l men feel. All men are curious about women’s underwear. Underwear equated to sex. how could men not wonder about it?” 
 
    He took the panties, turned them the right way, then stepped into them. 
 
    The feel of the slick material running up his legs was incredible. He couldn’t get his cock into them, but they were stretchy and…it felt so incredibly kinky and good. 
 
    “Wow,” he said. 
 
    “Double wow,” she answered. 
 
    She got down on her knees and felt his package. She adjusted the material, pushed his cock and balls around. 
 
    Jim was about going out of his mind. 
 
    She looked up at him. “Imagine feeling like this all day long.” And she warned him, “You better not be jacking off at work, young man.” 
 
    His cock leaked a drop of pre-cum and it spread out on the front of the panties. “I won’t.” 
 
    It would prove to be a very difficult promise to keep. 
 
    “Okay. Then it’s settled. Jim will wear my panties to work. He will think of getting into my panties all day long. And maybe that night he can get into them in a different way.” She was still on her knees and she pulled the waistband down and began sucking on his cock. Her lips were soft, and Jim stared at how the red circle of them swallowed his cock, then spit it out, swallowed, then spit… 
 
    And his pecker was close to spitting when she snapped the waist band back in place and stood up. 
 
    “Oh, honey. Come on. You’re killing me,” he groaned and pushed down on his package. 
 
    She held his face and kissed him firmly. 
 
    He wanted to get loose, to pick her up and throw her on the bed, but she kept hold of his face and he couldn't maneuver around to get her. 
 
    She kept kissing and kissing, and he fell into make out mode. It became more interesting to kiss her than throw her down. 
 
    Then she was in his arms, and he held her, and they made mad, passionate…kiss. 
 
    Finally, out of breath, they hugged each other. 
 
    “Whoa,” he muttered, “This is intense.” 
 
    “And it’s only going to get better,” she whispered to him. “You do what I say and it will just get better and better. 
 
    Jim was silent. She wasn’t commanding him, she was just letting him know the rules of the new world order. If it had been a command he could have resisted, instead, it was a promise. 
 
    He gulped, and his cock leaked more pre-cum. 
 
    She backed up, put him at arm’s length, and said, “Now, naked man, go start the barbecue. I bought a couple of steaks, and the manly man must provide for his wifely wife.” 
 
    He grinned, and trotted past her. He was imbued with energy. All that sexual desire was being transmuted. A minute later she looked out and watched him pour fluid on the coals. He tossed the match and POOF! the flames went up. 
 
    She chuckled. He was cute. And he was naked. And his cock was sticking straight out and bobbing up and down. And he would remain that way. And he wouldn’t be able to forget her all day long because of the panties she would make him wear. 
 
      
 
    The next day Jim got ready for work, and he stared at the panties he was to wear. He didn’t fit in them, but…they felt so good and kinky. SO he pulled them up, finished dressing, and headed out to make a living. 
 
    Actually, he had no need to make a living. He was a brother, and he had two sisters, and they ran mobile home park. It was a huge one, with over a hundred homes. His sisters and he brought home a cool ten grand each every month. 
 
    They handled the office, and he handled the grounds. He would go around and trim bushes, check on the landscape crew, clean the pool, and it was basically all busy work. He could have stayed home and nobody would have missed him. The landscape crew would have been told to pick up the slack, and none of the home owners really cared about him, but…but he had promised his grandfather, when he had inherited the park with his sisters, that he would take care of it. So he wandered around, played a little pool in the clubhouse, and read a book or two, and tried not to be bored until he went home at noon. 
 
    This day, fidgeting a bit because of the panties, he played some pool, ignored any landscape duties, and found a book in the library he hadn’t read. 
 
    The home owners donated books to the library, and he was a bit surprised when he pulled a book by Grace Mansfield out of the bunch to be shelved. ‘Femwood Mansion,’ and it was a wild and wooly tale of men who changed into women, and women who changed into men. Which concept he was, since he was currently in panties, intrigued by. He sat in the cool of the clubhouse and read the book, and realized he better not let his sisters see it. He was the little brother, and they would probably give him a rough time. 
 
    And if they knew he was wearing panties they would really give him a rough time. 
 
    Finally, noon hit, and he headed home. Actually, he left at about eleven thirty, he was in a hurry to get home and…and he was going to wear no clothes. 
 
    How odd. It was kinky. And this turn of personality by Kylie had him going. But being horny was better than a poke in the eye, so he headed for home and whatever his wife had waiting for him. 
 
     
 
    Jim pulled into the driveway and parked next to a car he had never seen before. It was a red Miata, top down, and he wondered who it belonged to. 
 
    He entered the house, put his keys down, and Kylie called from the living room. “We’re out here, honey.” 
 
    He walked into the living room. “Hi, Shiela, how’s it going?” 
 
    “Hi, Jim.” 
 
    The odd thing was that both women, his wife and Shiela, were dressed to the nines. They wore nylons and high heels. Their faces were fully made up, dusky eyes and red lips. They wore dresses more at home in a fancy cocktail lounge than for laying about at home. 
 
    Still, who was he to complain? They were showing ample cleavage, and they were sitting in postures that showed very sex legs. 
 
    “What’s the haps?” 
 
    “Oh, nothing. Shiela and I were just discussing the state of the world.” 
 
    “Yes, isn’t that Trump just an orange-headed baboon?” 
 
    Jim blinked. His gorge rose. He was about to say something, but…it’s hard to poke a sexy woman in the eye. 
 
    At the expression on his face, however, they both laughed. 
 
    “You’re kidding,” he said. 
 
    “I know about the filters,” Shiela agreed. “But it was really cute the way you manned up, your chest getting all puffy and everything.” 
 
    That made Jim blink again. Nobody wants to be told their anger is ‘cute,’ but…again, she was a woman. And she was bending, starting to getting up, and showing him a lot of flesh. 
 
    “Well, it’s time for me to get going.” 
 
    Kylie got up to, and the two women embraced and then…Shiela kissed Kylie right on the lips. 
 
    And Kylie didn’t mind. 
 
    And Jim’s boner, at half a chub, suddenly became raging. 
 
    A woman had kissed his wife! 
 
    He stood, somewhat in shock, and Kylie walked Shiela out. 
 
    Jim walked to the kitchen and watched them through the window. 
 
    And they kissed again. And it was almost a loving kiss. 
 
    Jim put his hand down and pushed on his boner, trying to get it to subside, or at least not be so uncomfortable. 
 
    Shiela walked back in, came into the kitchen, and Jim. said, “So are you a Lesbian now?” 
 
    She laughed and responded, “Only with you, bitch boy.” And he had no idea how to respond to that remark. But he didn’t have time to respond. “So why are your clothes still on?” 
 
    “Uh…today?” Which comment was, on retrospect, a little ludicrous. 
 
    “Of course today. I want to see my baby boy and his giant ding dong. I want him bouncing around, titillating me and getting me all hot. Would you like to eat me out today?” 
 
    “Uh…” of course he would. 
 
    “Well you won’t get to unless you put on some naked.” 
 
    Jim stripped, right there, and took his clothes back to the hamper in the bedroom. 
 
    When he came back into the kitchen Shiela was pouring a Pepsi. He watched as her red lips touched the glass, and his dick throbbed. 
 
    “Say…” 
 
    “Yes?” She eyed him. 
 
    “The panties are cool, but, uh…they’re a bit uncomfortable.” 
 
    “Oh, I know. They aren’t built to hold such a big package as yours. What did you want to do about it?” 
 
    For a moment he wanted to say ‘not wear them,’ but there was too big a piece of him that did want to wear them. “I don’t know. Do they have other panties that might fit better?” 
 
    “I’m sure they do. In fact, I‘m pretty sure I’ve got a couple of things you could try. Let’s take a look. 
 
    As stated previously, men are fascinated by women’s underwear, and Jim was all eyes as Kylie took out a couple of pieces and held them up for him. 
 
    We could put you in these. They’re called tummy shapers. You could point your cock up or down as you wished. 
 
    He looked at the stiff, over-sized panties. 
 
    “Try them on.” 
 
    So, feeling a bit self-conscious, but he had asked for this, he did. He pulled the tummy shaper up and pulled his cock so it pointed up. “Wow.” They could see the imprint of his cock in the shaper, there was no way it was going to be hanging loose.” 
 
    “A little tight, but just what the doctor ordered. Try these.” She held out a pair of bloomers. They were blue, had frills on the edges, and looked somewhat like the underwear a granny would wear. 
 
    “I think not.” 
 
    Shiela giggled. “Sissy.” 
 
    She held out a pair of panty hose. 
 
    “No way.” 
 
    “Oh, go on. For me. Just once.” 
 
    He sighed, and sat down and she showed him how to roll the panties up his legs. 
 
    Lord, what a sensuous feeling. His legs felt like they were sexually electrified. 
 
    “I don’t know.” He didn’t want to admit how turned on he was. 
 
    “Yeah. I don’t either. I mean, they look good on you, but you’d need to shave your legs and paint your toes.” 
 
    “No way that is happening.” 
 
    “No. You’re too manly for that.” Yet the way she said it, it was like she was downgrading him. And it had the desired result of making him want to wear the panties. 
 
    “Besides, I’d have to take them off to take a simple piss. 
 
    “Nah. You just roll down, sit, take care of business, roll them up…how do you think women handle that function?” 
 
    “Oh.” She made it sound so simple. 
 
    “I’ve got it. Here, put this on.” 
 
    She handed him a garter belt, and he stepped into it. 
 
    “It goes up around your waist.” 
 
    “Pretty kinky,” he said, feeling the straps dangle against his legs. 
 
    “Yeah, now put these on. 
 
    He put on hose. Not panty hose, with the built in panty style, but single legs. She helped him attach the nylons to the straps, and he stood there, cock straight out, and…it felt good.” 
 
    “Oh, you like that. Look at how big your cock is getting!” 
 
    He was aware of how big his cock was getting. He felt dizzy, and probably because all the blood in his head was rushing down to his cock. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know…” 
 
    Kylie knew this was the time to strike. She sat down on the bed, lifted her dress and said, “Eat me.” 
 
    Jim was horny. He had been deprived, and teased, and eaten her the night before. He needed sex, and if the only sex he got involved his mouth and her pussy, he couldn’t resist. 
 
    He pushed her back and pulled down her panty hose. Fuck. He wouldn’t be able to get inside her with these panty hose still on…he had to get her to take them off. 
 
    He started to pull on them, but she stopped him. 
 
    “I’ve got to go out later. I don’t want to have to get dressed again. Please, Jim. Eat me this way. Make me cum.” 
 
    Jim couldn’t resist. He bent his head to the task, and Kylie moaned and held his head to her snatch. 
 
    He licked, gobbled, and his cock was poking out between the garter straps. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Get me off!” 
 
    He lifted her hips, one hand under each bun, and held her up like a sandwich. His mouth Frenched her pussy, and he couldn’t believe how wet she was. His face was literally sopping within seconds. He began to bite her, using his teeth, and pulling her labia out. He put his fingers into her pussy and started reaming her. Two fingers, three. She was jumping around now, his fingers fell out and she smashed her pussy into his face. He tried for four fingers and got them in. Now his whole hand was ramming in, right up to the extended thumb. She was bouncing and groaning and shouting. “Fuck me! Fuck me, bitch!” 
 
    God, he had never been hotter. His arm was pumping, her pussy was making squelching sounds, and she came. She came like a thunderbolt. A tightening of the hips that squirted his hand out, then she was bent over, holding her pussy even as her muscles spasmed uncontrollably. 
 
    “Fuck!” she whimpered. “Fuck! That’s better than cock any day!” 
 
    Her statement had two results. One, his heart plummeted. He wanted his cock to be that good. Two, he felt proud. He had really given her a king-size, big O. 
 
    “Pull my panty hose up,” she whispered. “Put my dress down.” 
 
    He did. 
 
    “How can I even walk after that one!?” 
 
    He made a feeble try. “Do you…we could make love now…” 
 
    She sat up and heaved a sigh. “Oh, Lord,” she patted his cheek. “After that cum? My pussy is done for a week!” 
 
    Disappointed, yet elated, Jim stood back, lent her a hand as she crawled off the bed. 
 
    He was naked, except for the garters and hose. She was fully clothed, and it made him even hotter. All her beauty was accentuated, and yet he was not getting to see any of it. It made his imagination work ever harder. 
 
    “All right,” she said, smoothing her dress out. “I’ve got to go shopping.” 
 
    He stood there, then followed her, like a puppy dog, waiting for favors. But she just patted his cheek, then kissed his cheek—no lip on lip Lesbian kiss for him—and went out the door. 
 
      
 
    He wore garters and hose to work the next day, and she managed to toss in a thong. 
 
    He had wanted his cock to fit into some sort of pouch, to have support, but now it was double horned up. The garters and hose made his legs feel like dicks in condoms, but about ten times sexier, and his cock kept falling out of the thong, which reminded him constantly of what he was wearing, and…the thong rubbed his asshole. 
 
    All day long he felt that thin strip of cloth riding up and down, stimulating his brown button. By the time he went home he was almost shaking. 
 
    When he arrived home he saw the red Miata again, and he stepped into the house expecting to find them in the living room. Instead, they were in the bedroom. 
 
    He strode down the hallway, and his imagination was now bubbling. Were they doing something? Were they kissing? Or worse? 
 
    Yet…what could be worse? Shiela had no penis, so…in a way…there was no cheating going on. 
 
    Yet he felt like cheating was going on. 
 
    But he was so horny it didn’t translate into anger. 
 
    Besides, how could he poke a woman in the eyeball? 
 
    It translated into…horniness. 
 
    Fuck! The idea of his wife having sex with another woman was turning him on! 
 
    As he got closer to the bedroom he heard hurried movements and whispers. 
 
    He tried the bedroom door, but it was locked. 
 
    “Just a second, honey, we were trying on clothes.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll be in the kitchen.” 
 
    Trying on clothes? But those whispers sounded secretive. Why would they be so hurried, if they were just trying on clothes? 
 
    He went into the kitchen and poured himself a bourbon and Coke. And thought. 
 
    Was his wife taking on a Lesbian lover?  
 
    But he knew Shiela, and he had never heard of her being Lesbian. But people could change, right? 
 
    He heard the bedroom door open and he looked down the hallway. 
 
    The girls were, again, dressed to the nines. Heels and nylons, sexy dresses. Their make up looked very fresh, like they had just repaired it. And they were leaning their heads towards each other and giggling and whispering. 
 
    “Hey, ladies,” Jim leaned against the counter. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” Kylie pecked him on the lips. Considered him, then kissed him harder. 
 
    He liked it. For all his thoughts of Lesbians…he liked it. 
 
    Then Shiela stepped in, “Hi, honey.” And she kissed him. No peck. A good kiss. Eyes open and lips fused for a long ten seconds. He stared at her, and her lips were soft and he could taste her lipstick, and Kylie was watching. He would have broken it, but he was mesmerized. And he was mesmerized because he was super horny. 
 
    She broke it. Keeping her eyes on him she spoke in an aside to Kylie. “He’s good, but he’s like a scared, little boy.” 
 
    Jim was gulping, and he looked at Kylie, but Kylie was laughing. 
 
    Of course. She had kissed Shiela, so why shouldn’t he? 
 
    Shiela turned, and she was close to him and, was it his imagination? She brushed a hand across the front of his pants. His cock jumped and he drew in his breath. 
 
    “Well, time for me to go.” 
 
    “Okay, girlfriend,” Kylie walked Shiela out to her car. 
 
    Jim moved to the kitchen window and watched. Again, Shiela kissed his wife, and it was even more passionate than the day before. In fact, it was downright ferocious. 
 
    And it wasn’t all Shiela, Kylie was giving back as good as she got. 
 
    Then they parted, Shiela reached up and patted Kylie’s boob, and she got in her car and left. 
 
    Kylie stared after her for a moment, then turned to come back in the house. She saw Jim and waved. She was flushed, a bit red, but she waved happily, as if nothing was going on. 
 
    But was something going on? 
 
    Jim didn’t know.  
 
    Of course he could ask, but he didn’t have a chance. “Off with the duds, dude,” she said, and he found himself getting happily naked. His dick was up, and if got lucky maybe he would get to eat his wife out that afternoon. 
 
    She had him in underwear now, and she threw out his tighty whiteys, and even his tee shirts, and he didn’t even notice. Well, he noticed the tee shirts, but she just chuckled him through it. Told him he could wear one of her undershirts. 
 
    He looked at her undershirts. Boy beaters. V collar tees that would be way too small and show his chest just like he was a woman. 
 
    Sheesh. He was already going too far with the garters and the hose. 
 
    But, his intentions aside, on Friday she decided to juice him up. She got up before him and laid out his underwear. 
 
    A corselet with straps for hose. Panties.  
 
    It wasn’t that big a deal. 
 
    But he thought it was. 
 
    “That’s a whole body thing! Everybody will see that I’m wearing a corset.” 
 
    “A corselet. It’s small. Nobody will be able to tell.” 
 
    “I’ll be able to tell! Anybody who looks at me will be able to tell. You can’t make me do this!” 
 
    She sat next to him on the bed and stroked him. “Honey, I’m not making you do a thing! You’re doing this because you want to. Because you like sexy things. Because you like feeling sexy all day. Don’t you like feeling so big and powerful?” 
 
    Actually, he felt big and…small. When he was wearing women’s underwear he was always nervous. Sexually nervous, afraid nervous, but nervous. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. You wear this for me today, and I’ll let you cum tonight.” 
 
    She didn’t really want to let him cum, but she knew she had to bring out the big guns if she was going to bend him to her will. 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    “Look. You wear those clunky jeans, and a flannel shirt. Nobody will be able to tell.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t think…” 
 
    “Honey. You are going to be so sexy…I’m getting wet just thinking about it. When you get home I’m not going to be able to keep my hands off you. We’re going to have so much fun… 
 
    She stroked him, nibbled on his ear, felt his nipples. 
 
    And he gave in. 
 
    She helped him put on the corselet, pulled it tight, and he gasped a little, but he was all right. 
 
    “Now then,” she said. “We need to talk.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    That famous, or rather infamous, phrase was no longer so scary. It always resulted in him getting hornier. 
 
    “Well, your legs are too hairy. And we need to do your toes.” 
 
    “I’m not going to shave my legs!” 
 
    “You won’t have to. Watch.” She picked up a spray can from her dresser and began foaming his legs. 
 
    “What is that?” 
 
    “Just wait.” 
 
    She foamed up his groin and looked at her watch. 
 
    He was frowning, then look of alarm crossed his face. “It’s burning!” 
 
    She quickly wiped his legs and groin down, and voila! No more hair. 
 
    He stared at his legs and was stunned. “But I didn’t…” 
 
    She stroked his legs. So-o-o sexy. I can’t wait to do your nails.” 
 
    “My nails?” 
 
    “Put your feet on this cloth here.” 
 
    He stared, was actually in a state of mild shock, as she painted his toe nails. Bright red. 
 
    “I can’t…” 
 
    “You’re wearing shoes and socks. Nobody will be able to tell.” 
 
    Nobody could tell about the corselet. Nobody would know his legs were shaved, and his toes painted. He was scared. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, his tootsies dry, she rolled nylons up his legs. 
 
    Jim might have been scared, but he couldn’t deny the incredible sensations in his legs. His skin felt like it was getting a velvet massage. And his toes…he couldn’t take his eyes off his toes. 
 
    He stood up and put on his work pants, thick jeans. They rubbed against his legs and his cock went wild. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he blurted. 
 
    She put one of her tee shirts on him and pulled it snug. The corselet had pushed his chest up and if you looked at his chest from a certain angle it actually looked like he had small tits. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he murmured. 
 
    She pulled a flannel shirt on him and buttoned it up. 
 
    He stood up. Feminine on the inside. His cock dancing in his pants, doing the rhumba, pushing his jeans out. 
 
    “Oh, that’s beautiful. Are you sure you don’t have time to get oral on me?” 
 
    “I’ve got to go to work, he mumbled.” 
 
    Kylie thought, as she walked him through the house, that he was going to revolt. That she had pushed him too far. But he didn’t. She walked him out to his car, gave him a scorching kiss and grabbed his cock like it was the last cock in the world, then pushed him away. She was laughing. He was almost crying…but in a good way. 
 
    He got in his car, waved, and drove off. 
 
     
 
    Kylie was happy with herself. She was halfway there. Jim was coming along just fine. 
 
    And her relationship with Shiela was…opening up. She didn’t feel like she was a Lesbian, but she sure got horny when they kissed. When they were in the bedroom, before Jim got home…woo! 
 
    It was something to think about. 
 
    Kylie worked around the house that day. She went out for a little shopping, but mostly she cleaned the pool, raked the leaves, washed the car, the sort of things she tried to get done before she had to get ready for Jim. 
 
    She smiled as she worked, thinking about Jim. He was going to be red hot when he got home, and she was going to be dressed up and ready to take advantage. She figured she could get him wearing female clothes around the house, and maybe a little make up. 
 
    And, she looked at a couple of specialty items for him. A chastity tube. A pair of breast forms. Unfortunately, some things cost a lot, and even though he had money, she tended to be frugal. If only she could— 
 
    DOOT DA DA DOOT DA DOOT! 
 
    Her cell phone went off and she groaned. It was the ring she had set for Jim’s sisters. She didn’t dislike the sisters, in fact she liked them, but a call in the middle of the day meant something was up. She answered the phone cheerfully. “Hey!” 
 
    “Kylie. Jim’s been hurt. It’s not bad, but we need you here right now.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Of course!” 
 
    She hung up and ran for her car. In thirty seconds she was careening down the street. 
 
    The mobile home park was thirty minutes away, but Kylie made it in twenty. She broke a few laws, went over ten miles an hour in the park, and skidded into a parking space. She was out and running before the car stopped, and she sprinted up the stairs and into the office. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Is Jim…” she saw him, sitting in a chair behind the desk he used on the rare occasions he worked in the office. 
 
    Debby and Nancy were sitting in chairs on the other side of the desk, and they had solemn expressions on their faces. 
 
    “Jim!” 
 
    Before she reached the desk Debby stood up and stepped in front of her. “Sit there.” 
 
    Now curious, she sat down. 
 
    Debby sat down. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    Jim nodded. He looked very, very glum. 
 
    “Jim is fine. He twisted his ankle. It was quite painful, but one of the home owners is a doctor and he looked at it. Jim will need to walk carefully for the next few days, no driving for him, but…he’s fine. 
 
    Now Kylie was curious. If he was fine, then what was going on? Why had they summoned her and sounded so serious? 
 
    “The reason we called you down is that when the doctor looked at Jim’s ankle he found something very interesting.” 
 
    Kylie got it then. Nylons. Red toe nails. 
 
    “Oh.” And she didn’t know what else to say. 
 
    “So what are you doing with Jimmy?” That was Nancy. “Why is he wearing nylons?” 
 
    “And why are his toenails red?” 
 
    Kylie closed her eyes briefly, then opened them. Nothing for it but the truth. 
 
    “Jim got in a fight the other night. I want him to not get in fights. That means I need to…’soften’ him.” 
 
    “And that means making him wear female undergarments, painting his toes, and so on.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    Nobody said anything for a long moment. Jim looked down. The sisters glanced at each other. Kylie waited. Whatever form the storm was going to take, she would face it. 
 
    “Okay,” Debby said. “We just wondered.” 
 
    Kylie blinked. “What?” 
 
    “We’ve always thought Jimmy a little too macho. We figured it was maybe because he is of small stature.” 
 
    Nancy said, “Or perhaps we just bullied him too much.” 
 
    Debby: “But now that we know what you’re doing…okay.” 
 
    “Just…okay? I’m not in trouble or anything?” 
 
    “For dealing with your husband in an adult manner?” 
 
    “For making him be little less macho and a little more grown up?” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “We should be thanking you. And if there’s anything you need to facilitate this process, just let us know.” 
 
    Debby turned to Jim and wagged a finger. “And you’d better behave yourself. I don’t know how you managed to catch such a wonderful woman, but you’d better do what she says.” 
 
    Jim nodded. “Can I go now?” 
 
    Kylie said, “We can leave your car here, so go out and sit in mine. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    Jim stood up and hobbled out. 
 
    Kylie waited until he was gone then turned to the sisters. “Thank you,” she said. “Many people would not be so understanding.” 
 
    “No problem,” said Nancy. “We’re all family here.” 
 
    “You said you were willing to help?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “I don’t mean to come begging, I know Jim has the money, but I’d prefer to get some items and not let him know what I was planning.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Not a problem.” 
 
    “Do you know what you want to get?” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “Let’s go over to Nancy’s desk. We can order through our computer and Jim will never know. We’ll put everything on a company credit card.” 
 
    Nancy looked at her sister, “Do you think we can write this off?” 
 
    “Probably. Personal enhancement. Personal training. We can figure some label out that will please the IRS. 
 
    So Kylie and the sisters sat down and called up Amazon and started ordering items necessary to Jims ‘pink’ growth. 
 
    Some of the items caused them to chuckle. Some of them made the sisters blink. 
 
    But all of them were designed to make Jim sit up and take notice. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    “Well, that was interesting.” 
 
    Jim stared out the window and said nothing. The buildings of the city passed as if in a slow march. 
 
    “You didn’t expect that from your sisters, did you?” 
 
    He said nothing.” 
 
    “Come on, Jim. Speak to me.” 
 
    “And say what? It seems that you’ve decided I’m supposed to be a ‘softer’ person.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    “What do you mean, ‘all right?’ You’re trying to get me in dresses, don’t you think you should have discussed it with me first?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “What?” He glared at her. 
 
    “You’re the fellow who punched somebody in the face because they believed differently than you.” 
 
    “He deserved it.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “There you go again!” 
 
    “No, there you go. You think it’s perfectly all right to hit people. I’m supposed to argue with that attitude?” 
 
    He looked out the window again, and Kylie knew she was on shaky ground. She might be right, but in his mind Jim thought he was right. 
 
    “Do you want a divorce?” 
 
    “Heysoos Fucking Xristo!” He blurted angrily. 
 
    “How about a blow job.” 
 
    “Don’t try to use sex on me! Now I know why you use sex and i don’t want any more.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    They arrived home and Jim stormed into the house. By the time Kylie entered Jim was already ensconced in the guest room. 
 
    She sighed, listened to him fluff pillows and unfold sheets, and headed into her bedroom. 
 
     
 
    She let him be mad for several days, then she decided to handle him. 
 
    Almost a week of him being the manly man, going to work in man clothes. Days of being surly with her. Then she had had enough. 
 
    He was in the den watching TV. He was not happy, she doubted he was even seeing what his eyes were looking at. She entered the room, grabbed the remote and turned the TV off. He glared at her. 
 
    “Were you happier wearing panties, or are you happier now?” 
 
    “What the fuck does that mean?” 
 
    “It’s an honest question. Were you happier being horny all day? Or are you happy walking around like somebody stuck a pitchfork up your ass.” 
 
    He started to get up and she pushed him back. 
 
    “Hey!” He got up, slapped her hand aside when she tried to push him back, and started out of the room. She grabbed his shirt and spun him around. She yelled into his face. “You don’t agree with me so I should be able to hit you!” 
 
    “The fuck!” he yelled back. 
 
    So she hit him. With her fist. Right in the face. 
 
    He blinked. It didn’t hurt him, not at all, but he registered shock. 
 
    “Don’t you dare treat me like shit!” She yelled. 
 
    He touched his face, suddenly his anger was evaporating. 
 
    “All I did was play games and have fun and and try to get you to behave less like a baboon and more like a human being!” She grabbed his shirt front with both hands and tried to shake him. 
 
    Like her fist, it didn’t have much effect…on the outside. But on the inside Jim was having big chunks of opinion move around and readjust. 
 
    “Do you like wearing sexy clothes?” 
 
    He tried to unlatch her hands, but she wouldn’t let go. 
 
    “I asked you a question! Do you like to wear sexy nylons? Do you like to wear panties? Do you like your cock to be throbbing all day?” 
 
    She was shaking for all she was worth. He didn’t move much, but his face was changing. He looked like a little boy who was afraid he was going to cry. 
 
    She pulled him to her and kissed him. Hard. On the mouth. His eyes were wide. 
 
    She pushed him away, finally letting go. She whispered. “I want to suck your cock.” 
 
    Another big blink. 
 
    “I’m going to grab your penis and pull it out and I’m going to suck your cock.” 
 
    He took a step back, but he was a gone goose. She took two steps forward and grabbed for his belt. She managed to unzip him, then her hand was in his pants, searching, and he found that his cock was suddenly getting hard. 
 
    “Fuck,” he whispered. 
 
    She dropped to her knees and went to work on him. 
 
    He tried to take her head in his hands but she had a lip lock on him, and she wasn’t letting go. 
 
    His cock got harder and harder. 
 
    She had one hand on his balls now, and she held them so tightly he groaned and buckled at the knee. 
 
    Back and forth her head bobbed. She lipped the skull, and gave little bites to the sensitive area under the head. 
 
    He groaned, and she stood back up, now stroking his penis with her hand. 
 
    She kissed him. She chewed on his mouth and sucked on his tongue and she could feel his resistance draining away. 
 
    She pulled his head to her shoulder and whispered. “I tried to help you and you treated me like shit. I’m going to have to punish you.” 
 
    He was frozen in her grasp. 
 
    “I’m going to spank you, and I want you to wear a bra.” 
 
    He was shaking his head, but she could feel her shoulder getting wet. 
 
    “Yes. I am. You’ve been a bad boy, and you need to be disciplined.” 
 
    He shook his head, but she pushed his face back, studied his face and kissed him again. 
 
    He kissed her back. He had almost no resistance now. 
 
    “Come,” she said. She led him by the cock back into the bedroom. 
 
    “I’m not going to fuck you. You treated me so poorly that you don’t deserve a fuck. But that doesn’t mean you get out of your husbandly duties. You’re going to have to fuck me…with your mouth.” 
 
    He didn’t complain. She let him go and he just stood there and watched her. 
 
    She pulled her panties down and sat on the bed. She just looked at him. 
 
    His knees slowly bent and he knelt at the side of the bed. His face moved forward and he began to pleasure her. 
 
    She sighed and laid back. She was aware that she had somehow pulled a rabbit out of the hat. The old Jim would have stood his ground, would have fought back. The new Jim hadn’t. 
 
    She scooted back and spread her legs and he climbed up on the bed and buried his face between her thighs. 
 
    “That’s it, honey. Do me good. You have to learn your lesson, and this is a good start.” 
 
    She thought he nodded, but it was difficult to tell the way his head was moving in her crotch. 
 
    She pulled him up on the bed and they lay, side by side, kissing. Then she pushed him back on his back. “I need a dick. But don’t you dare cum. Don’t you dare fucking cum!” 
 
    She squatted over him, watched him closely, and lowered herself. His penis slid into her smoothly. Too smoothly. She was wet. Real wet. Taking him to task, taking charge, it had made her super wet. Sex is power, power is sex. 
 
    She placed her hands on his chest and went up and down slowly. 
 
    Jim gulped, and he tried not to cum. He tried to reduce motion, which, of course, drove Kylie wild. She pulled on her tits and twisted her hips and rode him like he was a race horse. 
 
    Then he got too close and she pulled off him. 
 
    He gasped. 
 
    She lay down and spread and said, “Finger bang me. Do it hard.” 
 
    He rolled over and inserted several fingers. He began slow jamming them in and hooking them out. 
 
    She gasped, feeling his fingers touching her insides. “More!” 
 
    He had four fingers sliding back and forth, and he was pushing his knuckles against the rim of her hole. 
 
    “Harder! You bitch! Do me the right way!” 
 
    He pushed, and his knuckles suddenly slipped through her hole. 
 
    He froze, suddenly panicked. 
 
    She froze, realized what had happened. Then she smiled. “Yes. Do me.” 
 
    He began to move his arm back and forth, but now he was cautious, scared. 
 
    She reached down and gripped his forearm and set up the pace. Not fast, rather slow, with a little extra pull at the end. His fist went deep, pulled back. Her hole felt stretched and…full. 
 
    She had been fucking for years, but she had never felt this full She had never felt this good. She groaned and tilted her hips and fucked his wrist. 
 
    In and out he moved, like he was slow motion punching a bag. She began to jerk and writhe and her hips gripped him and…she went over the top. 
 
    She held his wrist still, her voice sounded like a growl, and her eyes rolled back, back, till nothing showed but the whites. 
 
    Then she broke into a series of shivers and spasms, and then everything fell apart. The orgasm was over and she just laid there, an exhausted woman with a fist up her pussy. 
 
    “Out,” she whispered. 
 
    Jim gently pulled his fist out of her. She groaned at the suddenly empty feeling, but she didn’t want any more. She just lay there, stunned. 
 
    Jim started to get up, but she grabbed his neck and pulled him back. He lay next to her, his ear pressed against her chest and hearing her rapidly pounding heart. 
 
    “If you ever sleep in another room again I’ll make you sleep on the floor.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “You will wear what I tell you to wear.” 
 
    He lay against her, his mind was in turmoil, but somehow he knew the way out was just to shut up and listen. A part if him recognized that he needed this discipline. 
 
    “And I will spank you. Tomorrow. Now go to sleep.” 
 
    Within a minute she was asleep. He lay next to her, silent, feeling her warmth. 
 
    He didn’t know what had happened. He had never cried like that. And the way she just bullied him. It was worse than his sisters.  
 
    And…better. 
 
    Finally, he closed his eyes and slept. His sleep was deep, and so were his dreams. 
 
      
 
    Jim woke up on Saturday morning. It wasn’t one of those slow and lazy wake ups where you stretch and roll over and smack your lips and wonder where you are. It was eyes snapped open and he was wired. 
 
    The memories of the previous day rolled in on him. The argument with Kylie and how it ended. 
 
    He was going to be wearing more female clothes. It caused a shudder in him, yet his penis, for the first time in a week, was happy. It was standing up and smiling. If dripping is smiling. 
 
    How did he feel about that? 
 
    Shivery, yet live wire alert. 
 
    He rolled over and realized that Kylie wasn’t there. 
 
    Normally, pre this whole thing he would have gotten up and gotten dressed and sauntered out to the kitchen. 
 
    Now he was supposed to get up and go out to the kitchen…without clothes on. 
 
    Nothing but a hard on. 
 
    He rolled onto his back and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    He listened. The house was quiet. 
 
    He pivot and sat up. His legs dangled and his cock pointed across the room. Well, nothing for it, he got up and headed for the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, dear,” Kylie was sitting at the dining room table, sipping grapefruit juice and watching the world. 
 
    “Hi.” He felt awkward just speaking to her. 
 
    “Come over here.” 
 
    He went to the table, but before he could sit down Kylie reached out and took his cock in her hand. She stroked it, and it felt good. After a week of being out of sorts it was heaven. He sighed and they just held their places for a long moment. 
 
    “Going to work today?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Good, let’s get you dressed up today. And I still have to spank you. I think we’ll attend to that this afternoon.” 
 
    He said nothing. 
 
    “Well, go get your breakfast and I’ll get your clothes ready.” 
 
    He went to the kitchen and fixed some sausages, then out to the pool where he sat, naked, and ate the tasty meat. 
 
    Done, he jumped into the pool and luxuriated for a long moment. He wanted to spend an hour lazing around, but there was an excitement stirring in him, so he got out, took care of his dishes, then headed for the bedroom. 
 
    Kylie was sitting at her vanity table filing her nails. She looked up when he entered and smiled. “There you are. Come, have a seat.” She stood up and held the vanity chair back for him. Giving her a curious look, he sat down. 
 
    She sat next to him and began working on his hands.  
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Fixing your nails. You really have let them go.” 
 
    He watched as she trimmed and filed, then she asked, “Would you like some longer nails?” 
 
    “What? You’re going to make them grow.” 
 
    She giggled. “No. But if you keep these poor, old nails I’m going to paint them red. If you let me give you some fake nails I’ll paint them a natural color. Might save you some embarrassment when you go to the store.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “Oh, not very. Just a quarter inch longer than what you’ve got now. But they’ll be very durable.” 
 
    He was caught then. He was being given a choice, but…he didn’t understand what was happening to him. 
 
    “Fake it is,” she made up his mind for him. “You’ll love them.” 
 
    She selected oval shaped fingernails, and they were, just like she said, just a quarter inch longer. But…they were feminine. 
 
    He watched as she glued them in place, then began painting them. 
 
    “I’ve used good glue, so they shouldn’t lift, but if they do we can fix them. That’s the nice things about fake nails. Anything happens we can fix or repair easily and quickly.” 
 
    She gave him three coats, simply strokes from cuticle to tip, then she applied a lacquer. His nails were slightly feminine, but she had done a good job. 
 
    She kissed the top of his head and sighed. “Of course if we go out I might want to paint them red, but this will help break you in to the whole feminine way of thought.” 
 
    The feminine way of thought. Hunh. 
 
    “Okay, very nice. Now, I think we’ll put you in a tummy shaper. But before we do that we need to give you breasts.” 
 
    She went into her closet and brought out a shopping bag. She brought out two breast forms and placed them on the vanity table. They looked very big. 
 
    She brought out a tube of glue and began slathering it on his chest, then she used glue from another bottle and applied a thick coat to the back of the breast forms. 
 
    “Two types of glue?” 
 
    “Uh, no….hold on.” She placed a boob very carefully on his chest. She pressed hard for a couple of minutes, taking the time to press the edges of the boob so they were flat on his chest. When she was done there was only a thin line, and a different color around the boob to indicate that it was false. She quickly did the other one, and while she worked the edges down she said, “This is a new binary glue. It holds with ten seconds of the two parts touching.” 
 
    “Binary? Isn’t that rather long lasting? I mean, I’v heard they use this stuff on battleships and stuff.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know about that. I just know that the girls down at the salon told me this is the stuff if you want your prosthesis to last.” 
 
    Jim stared at his chest in the mirror. It was big, but it had to be because his male chest was slightly wider than a female chest. 
 
    Kylie put a bra around him, inspected the look, then fastened it and adjust the straps. “You’ll be able to wear a real swim suit and go swimming and everything. But. you’ll need a bra or else your skin will get all stretchy. You don’t want stretch marks, do you?” 
 
    “No I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Okay. We’re going to have to do something about that cock of yours.” She reached down and shook it and he groaned. 
 
    “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you drip so much.” 
 
    “We could just get me off.” 
 
    “After your little hissy fit? I think not. You’re going to have to earn your orgasms from here on out. 
 
    “But…guys need to cum!” 
 
    “That’s an old saw. Not true. Doubtless made up by some irresponsible man who just wanted excessive orgasms.” 
 
    Excessive orgasms. These little gems she was saying were bouncing around inside his skull with great effect. 
 
    “Anyway, I’ve got your chastity tube on order, and it should be here this afternoon. So enjoy your last few hours of freedom. Soon this guy will be behaving himself.” 
 
    He looked at his cock, he had to lean forward to look over his boobs to see it, and he sighed. 
 
    “Okay, let’s get you into a tummy shaper. You can point your dick down and that will help your lines.” 
 
    He didn’t fully understand the comment about lines until he had the tummy shaper on, and his nylons, and a navy blue pencil skirt. 
 
    It had hurt a little when he forced his hard cock down between his legs, but the restriction and positioning of the tummy shaper eliminated his cock bump. His skirt was flat, and he stared at his figure in a mirror. His waist was smaller, but needed to be even smaller. His chest was huge. His hips flared out a little and…he looked like a woman below the neck. 
 
    “Nice,” she said. “I’m going to do your hair now.” 
 
    He sat while she trimmed his locks, shaped and sprayed, and made his hair into a shaggy sort of bob. It was a little short for a woman, but long for a man, and definitely looked feminine. 
 
    Then she surprised him, as if he wasn’t surprised enough. She picked up a small, golden tube and turned the base. A pale pink pillar came out. She threw a leg over his lap and sat on him. She pinched his cheeks to create a pout, and painted his lips. 
 
    It was the horniest thing he had ever experienced. It outdid his nails and his clothes. It caused his penis to throb. 
 
    Kylie smiled. “Mr. Happy likes it.” 
 
    He said nothing. He tasted his lips. 
 
    “Now, don’t chew. If you ruin your look I’ll use lipstain.” 
 
    He wasn’t sure what the big deal about that was, but he tried to control himself. It felt very strange to have slightly pink lips.  
 
    Kylie rested her forearms on his shoulders and leaned her face in to his. She sighed. “Oh, honey. You are so beautiful, and I’m afraid I’m going to have get some relief. Not with you, of course, but…you’re so beautiful.” 
 
    She touched her lips to his, very softly, then she stood up. 
 
    “Are you ready for your first set of heels?” 
 
    “Heels?” Truth was, Jim was gobsmacked. He was barely able to speak, he was so stunned by what was happening. 
 
    She handed him a pair of high heels. They were only about three inches, and the heel was a bit thicker than your normal spike. 
 
    He grunted, it was difficult to bend with the tummy shaper on, and slipped the heels onto his feet. 
 
    She helped him up and he tottered, and felt like he was six feet taller. 
 
    “Oh,” he said in surprise. 
 
    “Cool, huh?” 
 
    She walked him across the room, keeping her rm linked in his. His ankles wobbled and he had to really focus on keeping them straight. Within a minute, however, she was giving him instructions. “This will strengthen your ankle, so you shouldn’t have to worry about injuring yourself again. Now place your feet on a line. That’s it. Feel your hips sway back and forth?” 
 
    She walked him all over the house, and he was actually getting the hang of it. Suddenly they heard the doorbell. DING DONG! 
 
    Jim froze, but Kylie just laughed. “Come. I’ll answer the door, but I want you to get used to people seeing you.” 
 
    She almost had to drag him, and the doorbell sounded again, but finally she had him in the foyer. She opened the door and a delivery man was there. “I need a signature.” 
 
    The delivery man held out a pen and a clipboard, glanced at Jim, and waited for Kylie to sign. She did, handed the clipboard back, and the delivery man trotted down the walk towards his truck. 
 
    Jim was astounded. “He didn’t even…” 
 
    Kylie laughed. “Yes, he did.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “He checked you out.” 
 
    He barely glanced at me.  
 
    “Yes, to see if you were worth checking out. While you were watching me sign, and worrying, he was looking at your reflection in the side window here. 
 
    Jim looked at the side window, remembered how the delivery man had been standing, and it was true. “He checked me out?” 
 
    Kylie held the package in her hand and grinned. “He didn’t even think you were a man. Doesn’t it make you feel like a secret agent or something?” 
 
    Jim kept musing, “He checked me out.” His voice actually sounded a little frightened. 
 
    “Okey, dokey,” Kylie stepped to the little table in the foyer and opened a drawer, she took out a pair of scissors and sliced through the tape on the box. She opened the flaps, looked inside and smiled. “Excellent.” 
 
    “What’d you get?” 
 
    “Your little surprise. Come on.” Still holding the box, she reached for her purse and car keys. 
 
    “What? Where?” 
 
    “Over to Shiela’s house.” 
 
    “But…I don’t want to go outside!” 
 
    “Tough. You’ll have to go out some day, and this is as good a day as any.” 
 
    Her purse over her shoulder, the box in her purse, she now had hands free, and she pulled his arm with one hand and smacked his butt with the other. 
 
    “Ow,” he said. It didn’t really hurt that much, but it was the idea. “I thought it’s not okay to hit people.” 
 
    “There’s a big difference between a swat on the butt and the kind of haymaker you threw at the party.” 
 
    He frowned, but was shoved out the door. Simply, he couldn’t resist her while in heels. 
 
    “My car. I’ll drive. Scoot.” 
 
    She was walking behind him, and the sound of her heels was pushing him along. He made it out to the car without breaking an ankle. 
 
    “Sit down, then pivot and pull your legs in.” 
 
    He did so, and managed to be seated by the time she slid behind the wheel. 
 
    She backed out slowly, and the top started going down. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “People can see me!” 
 
    “Good. You’re gorgeous.” She hit the gas and the car zipped down the road. 
 
    Jim’s face was red, and he was sitting sort of shriveled, at least until Kylie slapped his arm and told him to sit up straight. He did, and the wind brushed his hair back and he looked at the world. 
 
    And the world looked at him. He was a beautiful woman in a convertible, and guys kept glancing over at him and smiling. He tried to ignore them, but he could feel their hot, filthy, little looks on his flesh. 
 
    Ten minutes later Kylie pulled into Shiela’s driveway. The Miata was parked front and center, and a small Nissan was parked to the side. 
 
    They got out of the car and walked up to the front door. 
 
    “Girlfriend! You’re here!” Shiela kissed Kylie on the lips, then linked arms and walked her into the house. She ignored Jim. 
 
    “So you have his little cage. Let me see.” 
 
    Kylie handed her the box. The two women sat down in the living room and Shiela took the chastity device out of the box.  
 
    It was small, barely larger than Jim’s cock when it was limp, and it was pink. There was a shaped ring, and Shiela put the two parts together, the ring and the tube. They slipped together easily, and Jim realized there was a little lock built in. Shiela tried out the key and smiled. “Perfect. Are you going to put it on him now?” 
 
    “Where’s Tommy?” asked Jim. 
 
    “He’s down in the dungeon. Try not to speak until you’re spoken to.” 
 
    Jim blinked. She hadn’t been mean when she said it, just matter of fact. 
 
    “I want to, but his cock is very erect.” 
 
    “I should think. Men are so out of control.” 
 
    “Not for long,” Kylie whispered, and the two women giggled. 
 
    Kylie turned to Jim. “Jamie, there’s a bag of frozen peas in the ice box. Go get them.” 
 
    Jim was blinking. It was one thing to be ordered around by his wife, but Shiela wasn’t his wife. Kylie solved that little dilemma, however, by glancing at him and nodding. 
 
    Jim came back a minute later holding the bag of peas. 
 
    Shiela took it and Kylie said, “Take off your skirt sand tummy shaper.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    She looked at him with an arched eyebrow. 
 
    He tried not to look at Shiela, who was watching him with an amused expression. He took off the pencil skirt and laid it over the back of a chair. He wiggled the tummy shaper down and Shiela said, “That’s enough. Sit here.” She patted a space on the couch between her and Kylie. 
 
    Jim lowered himself, and Shiela slapped the bag of peas onto his groin. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    “Shush up, Jamie. We need to get you small enough.” 
 
    He shivered, and he imagined his cock turning into an icicle and breaking off. But it didn’t break off, it just got softer, softer, and shrunk into a limp, little thing. 
 
    “Okay, I think it’ll work,” Shiela muttered. 
 
    Kylie fit the ring around his whole package, balls and all, then she slipped the tube over his slack cock. The lock clicked, and he was locked. Kylie put the little, gold key on the chain around her neck, and he stared over his boobs at his now caged cock. 
 
    His dick was already trying to get hard. It surged, fought the plastic, and couldn’t win. But it wouldn’t stop surging. His dick was a ‘no quit’ kind of guy. 
 
    “Okey dokey. Pull your panties up.” 
 
    They watched him adjust his clothing, and Shiela said, “He makes a beautiful woman. If you want to pick up anybody he’ll make a good wing man. Wing woman.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    As they talked Jim felt the insidious nature of the cock cage go to work. Surge, relax. Surge, relax. He was on a never ending cycle that was just making him hornier and hornier. 
 
    “I don’t think I can take this.” 
 
    They ignored him. 
 
    “Do you really have a dungeon?” 
 
    “Absolutely. Tommy has been working on it for months. It’s still got a few things to be done, but it’s totally functional. Would you like to see it?” 
 
    “Of course!” 
 
    Shiela walked with Kylie through the kitchen, then led the way down some narrow steps. Jim followed along., still trying to figure out how he was supposed to live with the cock cage on. 
 
    The dungeon was about fifteen by thirty. 
 
    “It was originally a bomb shelter, built back in the fifties. Tommy had to do a lot of modifications. See how thick the door is?” 
 
    The door was two inches thick and weighed, literally, a ton. 
 
    “He had to get specially constructed hinges, with real ball bearings in them, so I could move the door. 
 
    They entered the bomb shelter itself and Jim looked around in surprise. It was made of concrete and it was painted black. Chains hung from the far wall, and there was another door on the far right. There was a wet bar on the far left, and a couple of weird pieces of furniture in the center. One was shaped like a horse, but with little platforms on the legs and on one end of the center plank. The center plank was slightly lower in the middle. 
 
    There was also a St. Andrew’s Cross. Manacles hung from the end of the cross. 
 
    “We don’t use the cross much. We like the horse. Would you like a drink?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Shiela walked to the wet bar and began preparing a couple of drinks. She glanced at Jim, then asked Kylie, “Are you going to spank him today?” 
 
    “I was.” 
 
    “Would you like to do it here? I have all the necessary items, and I love to watch a man be disciplined.” 
 
    “Well…” 
 
    Jim was frozen. His mind was stopped and he just waited to find out what was going to happen to him. 
 
    Kylie turned to Jim, and he had the feeling she was going to ask him if he minded, but Shiela nudged her, shook her head, and Kylie instead said, “I’m going to spank you here.” 
 
    He blinked. 
 
    Shilea asked, “Would you like a drink, Jamie? It will help with your first spanking.” 
 
    “Uh, yes.” 
 
    Shiela mixed a third drink and handed it to him.  
 
    He sipped, and wondered out loud, “Where’s Tommy?” 
 
    “In his cell.” 
 
    Jim was blank. 
 
    “Go open that door over there.” 
 
    Jim walked to the door on the far right. It was thin metal, and he pulled it open. It creaked very slightly. 
 
    “Don’t you love the sound of creaking doors?” Shiela asked Kylie. “It just gives an extra layer of ambience.” 
 
    Jim looked into the cell. 
 
    It was bare, except for two buckets. One held water, and the other held…water. Between the buckets, against the far wall, Tommy lay on the cold floor. He was naked, and he was wearing a chastity tube, and he sat up. “Hi, Jim.” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” 
 
    “Nice tits.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Close the door on your way out.” 
 
    Jim backed out and closed the door. It clanked just like a cell door in a prison.  
 
    “You don’t lock the door?” 
 
    “Oh, no. In the beginning I did. But he’s becoming much better disciplined, and he knows what unauthorized ‘wandering’ will get him. 
 
    “Unauthorized wandering,” Kylie smiled. “I like that.” 
 
    “Drink up, Jim. Let’s get the show on the road.” 
 
    Jim sipped, and was descending into a state of shock. All the things that had happened to him… 
 
    And, yet…he was okay with it. 
 
    He didn’t know if he was happy, but his cock sure was trying to get hard. 
 
    The girls sat on the horse and chatted until Jim was done with his drink, then they stood up and Kylie said,  “Lay face down on the horse.” 
 
    Jim moved to the ‘furniture.’ He lowered himself to the center plank. 
 
    The plank was wide, and there was a narrow place at the chest for his boobs to hang down. They didn’t hang, of course, because he was wearing a bra and blouse. 
 
    Kylie took one side and Shiela the other, and they fastened strips of leather around his biceps and thighs. His knees and elbows rested on the little platforms on the legs of the horse. 
 
    Jim was laying on a sight curve, his butt was up in the air and his chin rested on a platform so his face was up and facing straight ahead. 
 
    “So what do you want to use? Belt? Short whip? Paddle? You don’t want to use your hand for his first paddling.” 
 
    “I like the idea of a paddle.” 
 
    “Good choice. I’ve got several to choose from. 
 
    On one wall was a pegboard and various implements of discipline hung from it. Shiela took down a couple of paddles. “These have air holes, so you can swing them faster. This one has metal studs, I think that might be a little much for a first timer, but how bad was his offense?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. The main thing is that instead of talking it out he insisted on treating me like shit for a week.” 
 
    “Yikes. I’d give Tommy the cat o’ nine tails for that. But…first timer?” She shrugged and ached her eyes in question as she held out the paddle without the metal studs in it. 
 
    “I think that should do it.” 
 
    The girls walked back over to the horse. 
 
    “You’re going to want to really get a swing going. This paddle is a little light. It’ll do the job, but put your weight into it.” 
 
    “Okay. Are you ready for this, Jim?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The girls laughed.  
 
    “Don’t you love a man with a sense of humor?” Shiela commented. “Oh, before we start…” She walked over to a cabinet and took out two bundles of straps. She handed one to Kylie and stepped into the first one. She then opened a drawer and took out a dildo. She snapped it into the harness and turned towards Kylie. Her hands were on her hips and she had a big smile. “Never whip a man without wearing the symbol of his power. It really lets him know who’s boss.” 
 
    Kylie grinned, selected a dildo, and put it on. They both turned to Jim. 
 
    “Jamie, would you like to suck my cock?” 
 
    Jim’s eyes were wide. “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “How about your wife’s?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    But now Kylie was into it. She stepped closer to him, right in front of his face. He looked up the length of her cock and up to her face.  
 
    “Honey, I would really like it if you sucked my cock.” 
 
    “Well, uh…”  
 
    “If I said please?” 
 
    “Well, I don’t really want to.” 
 
    Shiela knelt in front of him. “Jamie, you can suck it, or fuck it. But one way or another, your wife’s cock is going into you.” 
 
    Jim said nothing. His mind was protesting. Unfortunately, his cock was writhing in his cage. 
 
    “Okay,” said Shiela. “We can fuck him, but let’s get this spanking out of the way first.” 
 
    They went to the back of the horse and Kylie got set. 
 
    “All right, Jim. Here it comes.” 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    Jim nearly left his skin. If the horse hadn’t been bolted down he would have overturned it. 
 
    “Nice.” 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Normally you would have him count the strokes, but I would settle for just spanking him this first time.”               
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    Jim was crying now. And his ass felt like it was exploding. 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Make sure you do both cheeks.” 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    Jim lurched and howled. He begged. He cried. His ass was turning a bright red. 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    “Nice.” Shiela went to the front of the horse and squatted. “You’re doing good, Jamie. Two more and you’re done.” 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    Jim’s whole body ached. He was struggling with every ounce of muscle he had, but the horse was well made. 
 
    WSSS…SMACK! 
 
    And it was done. 
 
    Jim lay on the bench and sobbed. 
 
    Both girls knelt in front of him. Kylie kissed his forehead. 
 
    “Okay, Jim. You didn’t want to kiss her cock, so now you have to take it at the other end. You can, however, give it a quick kiss right now, just so you can slobber on it. I tell ya, there’s nothing worse than a dry cock shoved up your pussy. 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    Shiela stood up, lifted Kylie by the arm, and moved her in front of Jim. 
 
    “Use lots of saliva, Jim. You don’t want it to hurt.” 
 
    Kylie moved closer, and her penis touched Jim’s lips. 
 
    Jim opened his mouth and accepted the length of dildo. Kylie slowly pushed it in and pulled it out. His pink lips looked very sexy sucking her cock. 
 
    For a long minute she fucked his mouth. He cried, and slobbered, and she finally backed off. She walked to the back of the horse and said, “Okay, Jim. Here we go.” 
 
    She pushed the cock slowly into him. 
 
    Jim’s eyes opened and he threshed wildly, well, as wildly as possible since he was secured on the horse. 
 
    “You know, I think we should use a little lube.” 
 
    “Okey dokey.” Shiela handed Kylie a jar of lube. Kylie bent down, and poked a finger up his ass. It slid in smoothly and she coated the rim of his ass with lube. 
 
    After the first assault this was much easier, and he even rotated his ass slightly. 
 
    Shiela went to his front and squatted. She brushed his hair back. “You need to relax, Jim. The cock is going in, and the more you resist the more it hurts. If you can relax it’ll help. 
 
    Jim gulped. 
 
    Kylie used two fingers and pushed more lube into his asshole. He jerked, then tried to relax. 
 
    Shiela sat down, leaned close to him, and kissed him. It as one of those passionate kisses she had given Kylie. 
 
    “I love it when a man knows his place. Do you know your place, Jamie?” 
 
    “I’m…I’m trying.” He was still crying, but his tears were getting less. 
 
    Three fingers and Jim gasped. 
 
    “I know you are. You just have to remember that women are in charge. We’re strong enough to have babies. We live longer. We make men do our bidding. Do you understand?” 
 
    He gave a little nod. 
 
    She made out with him then, kissing him, Frenching him, while Kylie loosened up his asshole. 
 
    Finally, Kylie stood up and steppe between his legs again. 
 
    Jim’s lips were fused with Shiela’s, and Kylie pushed her dick into him. 
 
    He gasped, and Shiela kept her mouth on his, she kissed in his shock and surprise. 
 
    “Mmm,” she moaned. 
 
    Kylie began moving in and out. 
 
    If Shiela hadn’t been kissing him Jim might have lost it, but the way she kissed him, comforted him, it let him know that he wasn’t alone. 
 
    After five minutes Kylie started slowing down. She corkscrewed a bit, and he could feel the tip of her dick rubbing his insides. 
 
    And he began to pee. 
 
    He tired to pull his mouth away, to tell her, but Shiela held the back of his head, kept her lips pressed to him. 
 
    He pissed for a long couple of minutes. Just a drooling kind of a piss, like he was pissing out honey. 
 
    “Okay,” he’s done,” Kylie said, and she pulled out. 
 
    Jim felt an instant emptiness, and he was shocked when he realized that he missed her dick. 
 
    Shiela took her lips away and whispered to him. “Jim, Kylie pressed on your prostate and forced the cum out of you. That’s all the relief you’ll get, and I have to tell you, in the next couple of days you’re going to feel hornier than you ever have in your life. I hope you enjoy it.” 
 
    Jim just stared at her. 
 
    They released him then. He staggered a bit, he still had high heels on, and he stood there, panties down, dress up, and cock stirring in his cage. 
 
    Shiela made him another drink, stood next to him and made him quaff the whole thing. “You’re a good boy, Jim. I want you to go into the dungeon and be with Tommy.” 
 
    Snuffling, he let himself be guided across the dungeon. The door was opened and he walked in. 
 
    “We aren’t going to lock the door, Jamie, but I want you to stay here until Kylie calls you. Is that understood?” 
 
    Jim nodded. 
 
    The door was closed and Jim stood in the middle of the room. Tears kept coming from his eyes, and he tried to stop them, but couldn’t. 
 
    Outside the cell Shiela turned to Kylie. “Very good, girlfriend. He’ll make a first class husband one day.” 
 
    Kylie smiled. 
 
    “Now, all this fun and games has given me an appetite. Would you like to go upstairs and use that dildo on me?” 
 
    “Only if you use yours on me.” 
 
    “That can be arranged,” Shiela grinned. 
 
    The two girls, arms around each other’s waist, walked across the dungeon and up the stairs. Their fake weenies waggled as they walked, and their boobs jiggled. 
 
    Downstairs, in the dungeon, Tommy sat up. “Oh, heck. Come here, Jim.” 
 
    Jim crossed the cell and let himself be pulled down. He sat, and Tommy’s arms went around him. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey. “It’s okay.” 
 
    Tommy brushed Jims’ hair back and soothed him. 
 
    Jim melted into Tommy’s arms and sighed and finally stopped crying. 
 
    Tommy kissed his forehead and held him. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Here is the first, big chapter from the novel… 
 
      
 
    ‘Girlism!’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    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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